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To the Reader, 

This Figure, that thou here feeft put, 

It was for gentle Shakefpeare cut,- | 
Wherein the Grauer had a ftrife 
with Nature, to out-doo the life : 

O,could he but hauedrawne his wit 
As well in brafle, as he hath hit' 

His face ; the Print would thenfurpaffe 
All, that was euer writ in bralfe. 
But, lince he cannot, Reader, looke 
Noton his Pidure, buthisBooke. 


">>». '-‘•jar-' -->■ 


Vs. ' v V - v 



Mr. WI LLI AM 

shakespeares 
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- MOST NOBLE 

And 

INCOMPARABLE PA IRE 

OF BRETHREN. 

WILLIAM 

Earle of Pembroke, &c. Lord Chamberlains to die 
Kings mofl Excellent <d7\/faiefly. 

AND 

Philip 

Earle of Montgomery, dec. Gentleman of hisMaiefties 

Bed-Chamber. Both Knights of the moft Noble Order 
of the Gaiter, and our Angular good 

LORDS. 

Right Honourable, 


Hilfiwefludie to be thanbful in ourparticular,for 
the many fauors we haue receiucdfromyour L.L 
we are falnevponthe ill fortune, to mingle^ 
two the mofldiuerfe things that can bee ,feare, 
andrajhnejfe ■ rajhnejfe in the enterprise, and 
Jeare of the fuccejje. For, when we valew the places your H.H. 
fuflaineywe.cannot but know their dignity greater,then to defend to 
the reading ofthefe trifle stand,while we name them trifles,we haue 
depriudourjelues of the defence of our \Dedication . Eutflnceyour 
L. L . haue beenepleas’d tothinke thefe trifles fome^thing, heereto^ 
fore • and haueprofequuted both them, and their <tA uthour lining, 
with fo much fauour : de hope,that(they outAiuing him,andhe not 
hauing the fate, common with/ome, to be exequutor to his owne wri* 
tings^you willvfethe lil^e indulgence towardthem^,you haue done 

<t A % vnto 
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The EpiiHe Dedicatorie. 

vnto their parent . L here is a great dijferenceywhetber any Bookp 
choofehisFatrones, or fnde them _>: 7his hath done both. For t 
Jo much were^your L L. likings oj thefeuerallparts , when 
they 'tiere ailed,as before they werepublifloed, the Volume askflto 
bey ours, JVe haue but collected them->,aM done an office l, to the 
dead, toprocure his Orphanes, Cjuardians • without ambition eu 
ther offelfe-profit', or fame: onely to kpepe the memory ojJo worthy 
a FriendFellowaltue,as was our Shakespeare ,by hum¬ 
ble offer of his playes, toy our mofl nobler patronage, IVherein, as 
we haue iuflly obferued\ no man to come neereyour L.L, but with 
a kind of religious addrefle^flhath bin the height ofour care, who 
are the Frefentersjo make theprefent worthy of your H. H. by the 
perfeUionTButyhere we mujl alfo craue our abilities to be confident, 
my Lords . IVe cannot go beyond our ownepowers. Country hands 
reach foorth milkp, creame, fruites, or what they haue : and many 
Stations (we haue heard ) that hadnotgummes & incenfeobtai¬ 
ned their requejls with a leauened Cake, It was n o fault to approch 
their Cjods, by what meanesthey could: <tAndthe mofl, though 
meanefl, ofthings are made more precious,when they are dedicated 
to Temples . In that name therefore, we mofl humbly confecratcto 
your H.H, thefe^> remaines of yourferuant Shakefpeare ? - that 
what delight is in them^, may be eueryour L.L. thereputation 
his, & thefaults ours,if any be committed,by a payre~>fo care fullto 
Jhew their gratitude both to the liuing,and the dead, as is 


& i , 


Your LordlKippes mofl bounden, 


loHN H E MINOR. 

Henry C o udell. 





To the great Viriety of Traders. 


Rom the mofl able,to him that can but fpell: There 
you are number’d ,We had rather you were weighd. 
Especially, when the fate of all Bookes depends vp- 
on your capacities : and not of your heads alone, 
but of your purfes. Well! It is now pubiique, & you 
wilfland for your priuiledges wee know: to read, 
and cenfure. Do fo,but buy it firft. That doth beft 
commend aBooke, the Stationer faies. Then>how oddefoeueryour 
braines be, or your wifedomes, make your licence thefame,andfpare 
not. Iudge your fixe-penorth, your (hillings worth, your hue fhil- 
linas worth at a time, or higher, fo you rife to the iuft rates, and wel¬ 
come. But, what euer you do, Buy. Cenfure will notdriue a Trade, 
or make thelacke go. And though you be a Magiftrate of wit, and fit 
oncheStageat Black-Friers, orthe Qcbpit,t oarraignePlayes dailie, 
know, thefe Playes haue had their triall alreadie, and flood out all Ap¬ 
peals • and do now come forth quitted rather by a Decree of Court, 
then any purchas'd Lettersof commendation. 

It had bene a thing, we confefTe, worthie to haue bene wifhed,that 
the Author hinrfelfe had liu d to haue fet forth, and ouerfeen his owne 
writings ; But fince it hath bin ordain'd otherwife,and he by death de. 
parted from that right,we pray you do not envie hisFriends,the office 
of their care, and paine, to haue colleded & publifh'd them ^ and fo to 
haue publifh'd them, as where (before). you were abus'd with diuerfe 
ftolne, and furreptitious copies, maimed,and deformed by the frauds 
and flealthes of iniurious impoflors, that expos'd them: euen thofe, 
are now offer'd to your view cur’d, and perfect of their limbes,- and all 
the reft, abfolute in their numbers, as he concerned the. Who,as he was 
a happie imitator of Nature,was a mofl: gentle expreffier of it.His mind 
and hand went together: And what he thought, he vttered with that 
eafineffe, that wee hauefcarfe receiued from him a blot in his papers. 
But it is not our prouince,who onely gather his works, and giue them 
you, topraifehim. It is yours that reade him. And there wehope,to 
your diuers capacities, you will finde enough, both to draw, and hold 
you: for his wit can no more lie hid, then it could be loft. Reade him, 
therefore 5 and againe, and againe: And if then you doe not like him, 
furely you are in fome manifeft danger, not to vnderftand him. And fo 
weleaueyou to other of his Friends, whom if you need,can bee your 
guides: if you needethem not, you can leade your felues,and others. 
And fuch Readers we tyifhhim. 

A 3 Iobnlieminge . 

Henrie 

































To the memory of my beloued, 

The AVTHOR 

V;, 

3 Mr. VVTlliam Shakespeare; 


And 

what he hath left vs. 

S O draw no cnuy ( Shakcfpeare) on thy name. 

Am I thus ample to thy Booke , and Fame; , 

While / confeffe tby writings to be fetch. 

As neither Man, nor Mufe, canpraife too muck 
’Tit true , and all mens fuffrage. But thefe wayes 
Were not the paths 1 meant vnto thy praije : 
lorfee liefi Ignorance on thefe may light t 
Which^ when it founds at be ft,but eccho’s right , 

Or blinde Affcttion, which doth nere aduance 
The truth , butgropes, and vrgeth all by chance - 
Or crafty Malice, mightpretend thispraife , 

And thinke to mine , where it feem 'dto raife. 

Thefe are , as feme infamous Baud , or whore ■ 
should praife a Atatron. W hat could hurt her more f 
But thou art pr eofe againjl them, and indeed 
uiboue th’iH fortune of them, or the need . 

A therefore will begin. Soule of the Age / 

applaufe ! delight \ the wonder of our Stage * 

My Shakefpcarc, rife 5 / will not lodge thee by 
Chaucer, or Spenfer, or bid Beaumont he 
A little further,to make thee a roome : 

Thou art a Moniment , without a combe. 

And art aliue fill , while thy Booke doth line • 

And we haue wits to read, and praife to gitte. 

That / not mixe thee fo, my braine excufes 

1 meatte with great, but difeprsport ion d Mufcs; 

For dff thought my iudgement were of yeeres , 

1’jhcttld commit thee furely with thy peeres, 
ftnd tell, how farre thou didHft our LiJy out-fine 
Or [porting Kid, or MarJowes mighty line . 

And though thou hadf [mail Latine, and le(fe Greeke 
From thence to honour thee ., i would not feekt 3 

For names- but call forth thund’ring ^fchiius, 

Euripides, and Sophocles to vs , 

Paccuuius, Accius, him ofCotdom dead, 

To life againe, to heare thy Buskin tread. 

And (bake a stage: Or, when thy Socket were on, 

***** thee alone, for the comparifon 


























Of all,that infolent Greece, or haugbtie Rome 
fentforth, or fince didfrom their afhes come. 

Triitmph t my Britaine, thou haft one 'toflxrwe.. 

To whom all Scenes of Europe homage owe. 

He was not ofin age, but for all time ! 

And all the Mufes ft til were in their prime , 
when like Apollo he cameforth to war me 
Our cares, or like a Mercury to charme • 

‘Nature herfelfe was proud of his defignes. 

And toy’d to weare the drefsing of his lines ! 
which were Jo richly fpun , andwouenf fit, 

As fince, (he will vouchfafe no other Wit. 

The merry Greeke, tart Ariftophanes, 

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now notpleafe, 

But antiquated, and defer ted lye 
As they were not of Natures family „ 
yet mufi / notgiue Nature all : Thy Art, 

My gentle Shakefpearc, mufi enioy a part. 

Tor though the Poets matter. Nature be. 

His Art dothgiue the fajhion. And, that he, 

Who cafts to write a lining line, muftjweat, 

(fuch as thine are) and ftrike the fecond heat 
Vpon the Mufes anuileturns the fame, 

(And himfelfe with it) that he thinkss toframe 5 
Or for the lawrell, he may game a fcorne, 

For a good Poet s made , as well as borne. 

And fuch voert thou. Looke how the fathers face 
Liues in his iffue , euen fo, the race 
O/’Shakefpeares minde, and manners brightly fines 
In his well towed, and true filed lines; 

In each of which, hefeemes to (hake a Lance, 

As brandijh’t at the eyes ofIgnorance. 

Sweet Swan of Auon! what a fight it were 
Tofee thee in our waters yet appears. 

And make thofeflights vpon the bankes of Thames, 
Thatfo did take Eliza, and our lames ! 

But (lay, I fee thee in the Hemifphere 

Aduanc’d, and made a Conftellation there \ 
shine forth,thou Star re of Poets, and with rage, 

Or influence,chide,or cheere the drooping Stage ; 
Which, fince thy flight fro hence fiat h mourn'd like night. 

And defpaires day, but for thy Volumes light\ " . 


Ben: I o nson. 









VpontheLinesandLifeof the Famous 

Scenicke Poet, Matter VV illiam 
SHAKESPEARE. 

Hofc hands, which you fo clapt, go now, and wring 
You Britasnes braue; for done are Shakefteares dayes: 
His dayes are done, that made the dainty Playes, 

Which made the Globe ofheau’n and earth to ring. 
Dry'dc is that vcine, dry’d is the Thejpian Spring, 

Turn'd all to teares,and Phwbns clouds his rayes: 

That corp’s, that coffin now beftieke thofe bayes, 

Which crown’d him Poet firft, then Poets King. 

If Tragedies might any Prologue hauc. 

All thofe he made, would fcarfe make one to this: 

Where Fame, now that he gone is to the graue 
(Deaths pu'dique tyring-houfe,} the Nuncius is. 

For though his line of life went foone about. 

The life yet of his lines fhallneuer out. 


HVGH HOLLAND. 































A CATALOGVE 

of the feuerall Comedies, Hiftories, and Tra¬ 


gedies contained in this Volume. 


COMEDIES. 



He Temp eft. Folio i. 

The tH>o Gentlemen of Verona. 20 


The Merry Wiues of Wind for. 
Meafure for Meafure. 

The Comedy of Errours. 

/ 

Much adoo about "Nothing. 
Loues Labour lost. 

Midfommer Nights Dreame . 
The Merchant of Venice . 

As you Like it. 

The Taming of the Shrew. 

Ail is well , that Ends well. 
Twelfe*Night , or what you will. 
The Winters Tale. 


3$ 

61 

*5 

IQI 

122 

J 45 

l *3 

1S5 

20S 

250 

2 55 

504 


The Firjlpart of. lying Henry the fourth. 46 
7 he Second part of If. Henry the fourth. 74 
The Life of. lying Henry the Fift. 69 

1 he Firjl part of Lying Henry the Sixt. 96 
The Second part of Lfing Hen. the Sixt. 120 
The Thirdpart of.lying Henry the Sixt. 1 47 
The Life Deathof c T\ichardthe Third. 175 
The Life of.lying Henry the Eight. 205 

TkXgedTeT 


histories. 


The Life andVeatboflQn* John. Fol. j. 
The Life death of Tf chard the fecond. 2 5 


Tire Tragedy of Qoriolanus. 

Titus Andronicus. 

K 2\omeo and Juliet. 

Timon of Athens. 

The Life and death of Julius {feefar. 
The Tragedy of Macbeth. 

The Tragedy of Hamlet. 

Tying Lear. 

Othello 3 the Moore ofV enice., 

Anthony and fleopater. 

Cymbeline lying of Britaine. 


Fol. 1 ., 

3* 

55 

So 

109 

*5 l 

*5 2 

2S2 

510 
545 
5 6 9 


































































TO THE MEMORIE 

of the deceafed Authour Maifter 

W. Shakespeare. 


Hakc-fpeare, at length thy pious fellow es glue 
The world thy Workes: thy Work.es,by which,outdiue 
Thy Tombe, thy name mujl * when thatft one is rent, 
And Time dijfolnes thy Stratford Moniment., 

Here toealiue fall r view theefill. This Booke, 

When tBrafft and Marble fade,[hall make thee looke 
Ft ef to all Ages: when B of critic 
Shall loath what's neto,thinke all isprodegie 
That is not Shake-fpeares ; eury Line,each Verfe 
Herefall reuiue,redeeme thee from thy Herfe. 

Tdor Fire,nor cankring Age,as Nafo faid. 

Of bis,thy'frit fraught Bookefall once inuade. 

TSLor fall I ere beleeue, or thinke thee dead 
(Though mif)njntill our bankrout Stage be fped 
( Jmpofsible) withfome neto frame t’out"do 
Bafsions oflu\iet,and her Romeo • 

Or till J heare a Scene more nobly take. 

Then "token thy half Sword parlytngKommsfpake. 

Till thefe, till any of thy Volumes ref 
Shall with more fire,more feeling be exprcf, 

Be fure,our Shakespeare, thou canfi neuer dye , 

But croton d with Latorelljiue eternally. 



L. Digges. 


To the meinorie of A4. JV^.Sbake'Jpeare* 

\fSJE B wondred (Shake-fpeare) that thou wcntffofoone 
From the Worlds-Stage,to the Graues-Tyring-roome. 
Wee thought thee dead, but this thy printed toorth, 

Tels thy Spectators,that thoutoentfl but forth 
V5 enter toith applaufe. An AClors Art, 
fan dye,and Hue,to able a fecondpart. 

That’s but an Exit of Mortalitie ■ 

This, a ^e-entrance to a Blaudite. 

I. Me 






































The Workes of William Shakdpeare, 

containing all his Comedies, Hiftories, and 

Tragedies: T ruely fet forth, according to their fir ft 

ORJGJNJLL. 


The Names of the Principall Aftors 

m all thefe Playes. 



eare. 


\ j Richard B urbadg 
fobn Hemmings. 

<tSlugufiine Fbillips. 
William Kempt. 

Thomas Toope. 
(jeorgeBryan. 

Henry Condell. 

William S/ye. 

Richard Qcrtoly. 
fohnLomne . 

Samuell CroJJe. 
texander (fookp* 


e. 


Samuel Cjilburne. 
Robert mi in. 

William 0filer. 
Dfiathan Field . 
fobn c Undemood. 
ShQcholas Tooley . 
William Seek (lone, 
fofieph Taylor. 
Robert Renfield. 
Robert Cjoughe. 

‘Richard \Robin/on. 
lohnSbancke. 
lohn Rjce. 







































THE 

TEMPEST. 


?J ctu tprimus , Scena prim a . 


J termedtm'Aoife of Thunder and Lightning bard: En¬ 
ter* Shrp-mf/er, and a Botefveame. 

Mafter. 

B i^Otc-twainr. 

Betef. H cere Matter: What clieerc? 

VM Maft. Good • Spe'ake to th’Marincrs: fall 
^too’t, yarcly, or we run our fclucs a ground, j 

beftirre,be(tirre. £x,t ' 

Enter 'JSUrtncrs. 

Betef. Heigh my hearts, cheercly, chcerely mv harts: 
yare, yare : Take in thetoppe-falc: Tend to th’Maftcrs 
whittle: Blow till thou bur'll thy winde , if roome c • 
nough. 

Enter Alonfo , Scbafttin, Anthomo y Ferdinando, 
Conzjdo^d other t* 

Alon. Good Botefvvaine hauc cate: where’s the Ma¬ 
tter? Play the men. 

Botef I pray now keepe below. 

Anth. Whtre is the Mafter, Bofon ? 
5^jTDoyounotlicarehim ? you nurrc our labour, 
Kccpc your Cabincs : you do afsitt the ftormc. 

CoffZe. Nay, good be patient. 

Botcf. When the Sea is: hence, what cares thefe roa¬ 
rers for the name of King ? to Cabincj iilence : trouble 
vsnot. 

Gm, Good, yet rememberwhom thou hattnboord. 
Botcf None that I more lone then my lelfe. \ou are 
a Counfellor^fyou can command thefe Elements to fi- 
lcncc, and worke the peace of chcprcfent, wee will not 
hand a rope mere, vie your authorities Ifyou cannot, 
giuc thankes you haue liu’d fo long, and make your 
fclfe rcadie in your Cabine for the milchance ol: the 
hourc, if it fohap. Cheerely good hearts : out ol our 
vvaylfav. ^ Exit . 

Go*. I hauc great comfort from this fellowimcchinks 
he hath no drowning marke vpon him, his complexion 
isperfeft Gallowes : ftandfaft good Face to his han¬ 
ging, make the rope of his deftiny our cable, for our* 
owne doth little aduantage: If he be not borne to bee 
hang’d, our cafe is miicrable; Exit . 

Enter Botefvaitte. 

Botef Downe with the top^Maft: yare,lowcr,lower, 

bring her to Tryvyith Mainc-courfe. A plague-* 

A cry within* Enter Sebafttan y Anthonio (fp Cjonz>do* 


vpon this howling: they arc lowder then the weather, 
or our offices yet againe ? What doyouhieerc? Shal we 
giueore and drowne,haucyou amindeto finkc? 

Sebaf. A poxe o’your throat,you bawling, blafphe- 
mous incharitable Dog. 

'Botef Worke you then. 

'Antb. Hang cur,hang,you whorefon infolent Noyfe- 
maker,we are Idle afraid to be drownde,then thou arc. 

qonz,, I*le warrant him for drowning, though the 
Ship were no ftronger then a Nutt-flicll, and as leaky as 
an vnftanched wench. 

Botcf Lay her a hold,a hold, fet her two courfcs off 
to Sea againe,lay her off. 

Enter Mariners wet. 

Afnri All loi%to prayers,to prayers,all loft. 

Botef What muft our mouths be cold ? 

Gonz»E \The King,and Prince,at prayersjlct’s aflift them, 
for our cafe is as theirs. 

Scbaf Tam out of patience. 

An. Wc are mecrly cheated of our liucs by drunkards. 
This wide-chopt-rafcali,would thou mightft lye drow-' 
ning the washing of ten Tides. 

Gonz*. Hce’l be hang’d yet, 

Though cuery drop of water fweare againtt it. 

And gape at widft to glut him. A confufednojfe within. 
Mercy on vs. 

Wc fplir,we fplit, Farewell my wife, and children, 
Farewell brother: we fplit,we fplit,wc fplit. 

Anth. Let’s all finkc with’ King 
Sek Let’s take leauc of hiiDi Exit. 

Gonz.. Now would I giuc athpufand furlongs of Sea,, 
for an Acre of barren ground .• Long heath, Browne 
firrs, any thing: the wills aboue be done, but I would 
fainedycadry death. Exit, 

Scena Seeunda. 

Enter Trejpero and Miranda. 

Mira. If by your Art (my deereft father) you hauc 
put the wild waters in this Rore;a!ay them: 

The skye it feemes would powre down {linking pitch, 
But that the Sea,mounting to th’ welkins cheeke, 

Daflies the fire out. Oh ! I haue fuffered 
With thofc that liaw fuflfer: A brauc veflell 

A(Who j 






























































TheTetnptjl , 


Tempejl. 


t m 


u;jub 
- 1 *'7f?r 


(Who had no doubt Tome noble creature in her) 
DaflVd all to^peeces : O the cry did knocke 
Againft my very heart: poore foulcs,they perifti’d. 
Had I byn any God ofpowcr,I would 
Hauc funckc the Sea within the Earth, or ere 
It fhould the good Ship fo hauc fwallow’djand 
The fraughting Soules within her. 

Prof. Be colledled, 

No more amazement: Tell your pitteous heart 
there's no harme done. 

Mira. Owoe 3 theday. 

Prof. No harme: 

I hauc done nothing^but in care of thee 
(Of thee my dcerc one; thee my daughter) who 
Ar c ignorant of what thou art. naught knowing 
Ot whence I am: nor that I am more better 
Then Projpero, Matter ot a full poore ccll^ 

And thy no greater Father. 

CMira. More to know 
Did neuer medic with my thoughts. 

Prof 'Tis time 

I fhould informc thee farther: Lend thy hand 
And plucke my Magickgarment from me: So, 

Lye there my & rt: wipe thou thine eyes,hauc comfort, 
The direfull fpcctaclc of the wracke which touch'd 
The very vertue of comparison in thee: 

I haue with luch prouilion in mine Art 
So fafely ordercd,that there is no foulc 
No not fo much perdition as an hayre 
Betid to any creature in the vefleil 
Which thou heardft cry, which thou fav/ftfinke: Sit 
For thou muft now know farther. [ downc, 

'Mira. You hauc often 
Begun to cell me what I am, but ftopt 
And left me to a bootelefle Inquifition, 

Concluding,flay .• not yet. 

rrof The howr's now come 
The very minute by ds thee ope thine care, 

Obey,and be attentiue. Canft thou remember 
A time before wc came vnto this Cell ? 

I doe not thinke thou canft,tor then thou was’t not 
Out three yceres old. 

CMira. Certainely Sir, I can. 

Prof. By what ? by any other houfe,or perfoo ? 

Ofany thing the Imagc,tcll me,that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

C Mir a. 'Tis farreoff: 

And ra thcr 1 ike a drcamc,thcn an a durance 
That my remembrance warrants; Had I not 
Fowre,or fine women once,that tended me ? 

1 Prof. Thou hod ft; and more Miranda: But how is it 
1 hat this liues in thy minde ? What feeft thou els 
In the dark-backward and Abifme of Time ? 

Yf thou remembreft ought ere thou cam’ft here. 

How thou cam'ft here thou maift. 

Mira. But that I doe not. 

Prof Twclueycre Rncc(MirancLf)tYjc\\icycvc fince. 
Thy father was the Duke of Millainc and 
A Prince of power.- 
Mira. Sir, are not you my Father? 

Prof Thy Mother was a peece of vertue, and 
She faid thou Waft tny daughter; and thy father 
Was Duke ofM(!!atne s mdh\$ onelyheire. 

And Princcflc; no worfc Iffucd. 

Afira. O the heattens. 

What fowle play had we,that we came from thence ? \ 


Or bleffcd was’t we did ? 

Prof. Both,both myGirle# 

By fowlc-play (as thou faift) were wc heau’d thence 
But blcflcdlyholpe hither. v 1 

Mira. O my heart bleedes 
To thinke oth’ teene that I haue turn'd you to, 
Which is from my remembrance,pleafeyou/arther* 

Prof My brother and thy vncle,caH'd Anthwio ; * 

I pray thee markc me, that a brother fhould 
Be fo perfidious: he, whom next thy felfe 
Of all the world I lou’d,and to him put 
The mannage of my ftatc, as at that time 
Through all the fignories it was the firft. 

And Projpero, the prime Duke, being fo reputed 
In dignity * and for the liberall Artes, 

Without a paralell; thofe being all my ftudie. 

The Goucrnment I caft vpon my brother. 

And to my State grew ftranger.being traafported 
And rapt in fecret ftudics,thy falfe vnclc 
(Do'ft thou attend me?) 

CMtra. Sir,moft hccdefully. 

Prof. Being once perfe£led how to graunt fuites, 
how to deny them : who Paduancc,and who 
To trafh lor ouer-topping; new created 
The creatures that were mine,I fay,or chang’d 'em, 
Or els new form'd *cm ; hauing both the key. 

Of Officer,and office/et all hearts i'th ftatc 
To what tune pleas'd his care,that now he was 
The Iuy which had hid my princely Trunck, 

And luck t my verdure out cn’c: Thou attends not? 

Mira. O good Sir, I doe. 

Prof I pray thee marke me: 

I thus neglecting worldly ends,all dedicated 
To clofcnes,and the bettering of my mind 
with that.whichbucby being fo retir'd 
Ore-priz’d all popular rateiin my falfe brother 
Awak’u an cuill nature,and my truft 
Like a good parent,did beget of him 
A falfehoodin it’s contrarie,as oreat 
As my truft was,which had indeede no limit, 

A confidence fans bound. He being thus Lorded, 
Not oncly with what my reuenew yeelded, 

But what my power might els exact. Likcone 
Who hauing into truth,by telling of it. 

Made fuch a fynner of his mcmoric 
Tocrcditchis ownelic,he did belccue 
He was indeed the Duke,out o'th* Subflitution 
And executing thoutward face of Roiahie 
With all prerogatiueihcncc his Ambition growing: 
Do’ftthou heare? 

Ad ra. Your talc,Sir, would cure deafenefle. 

Prof To baue no Sebftene between this part he plaid, 
And him he plaid it for 5 hc needcs will be 
Abfolutc Millaine , Me (poore man) my Librarie 
Was Dukedomelarge enough : oftemporall roaltics 
He thinks me now incapable. G&nfcderates 
(fo drie he was for Sway) with King of Naples 
To giue him Annuall tribute,doe him homage 
Subiedt hi* Coronet,to his Crowne and bend 
The Dukedom yet vnbow'd (alas poore MiHaine) 

To moft ignoble (looping. 

Mira. Oh the hcauens: 

Prof Markc his condition,and th eucnt,then tell me 
If this might be a brother. 

Mira» 1 fhould finne 

To thinke but Noblicof my Grand-mother. 

Good 


•^J^bcshauc borne bad fohnes. 

pro. Now the Condition. 

This King of Naples being an Enemy 

To me inuccerate,hearkens my Brothers fuit. 

Which was, That he in lieu o’th premiies. 

Of homage, and I know not how much Tribute, 
Should prefendy extirpate me and mine 
Out of the Dukedome, and confer Hire MiRatne 
With all the Honors, on my brother: Whereon 
A treacherous Armie leuied,one mid-night 
Fated to th’ purpofe, did Anthonio open 
The gates of Millaine, and ith’ dead ofdarkenefle 
The ininifters for th’ purpole hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying felfe. 

CMir. Alack, for piety : 

I not remembring how I cride out then 
Will cry it ore againe : it is a hint 
I That wrings mine eyes too’c. 

pro. Heare a little further. 

And then I’le bring thee to the prefent bufineffe 
Which now’s vpon’s: without the which,this Story 
Were moft impertinent. 

C, Mir. Wherefore did they not 
That howre deftroy vs ? 

Pro. Well demanded, wench : 

My Tale prouokes that queftion : Deare,they durft not 
So deare the loue my people bore me : nor fet 
A marke fo bloudy on the bufinefic; but 
Wi th colours fairer, painted their foulc ends. 

In few, they hurried vs a-boord a Barke, 

Bore vs fome Leagues to Sea, where they prepared 
A rotten carkafle of a Butt, not 1 igg’d, 

Nor tackle, fayle, nor maft, the very rats 
Jnftin&iuely haue quit it: There they hoyft vs 
To cry to th’Sea, that rcard to vs; to figh 
To th’windes, whofepitty fighing backe ag'aine 
Did vs but louing wrong. 

Mir. Alack, what trouble 
Was I then to you ? 

“Pro. O, a Cherubin 

Thou was’t that did preferue me; Thou didft fmile, 

, Infufed with a fortitude from heauen, 

When I haue deck’d the lea with drops full fait, 

Vnder my burthen groan’d, which raif’d in me 
An vndergoing ftomacke, to bcare vp 
Againft what ihould enfue. 

Mir, How came we a flaore ? 

Pro. By prouidenccdiuine, „ 

Some food, we had,and fome frelii watcr/that 
A noble Neapolitan Gonz.alo 
Out olhis Charity, (who being then appointed 
Mafter of this defigne) did giue vs, with 
Rich garments, linnens, ftufe, and neceflaries • ’ 
Which fince haue fteeded much, fo of his gcntlenefle 
Knowing I lou’d my bookiis, he fumifhd me 
From mine oWne Library, with volumes, that 
I prize aboue my Dukedome. 

Mir. Would I might 
But euer fee that man, 

Pro. Nowlarife, 

Sit ftill, and heare the laft ofour lea-foirrow: 

Heerein this Hand we arriu’d, and heere 
Haue I, thy Schoolemafter, made thee more profit 
i hen other Princeflfe can, that haue more time 
or vainerhowres; and Tutors, not fo carefull. 

Mir. Heuens thank you for’t. And now I pray you Sir, 


For ftill ’tis beating in my minde j your reafon 
For rayfing this Sca-ftorme ? 

Pro. Know thus far forth, 

By accident moft ftrange, bountifull Fortune 
(Now my decre Lady) hath mine enemies 
Brought to this fliorc : And by my prefcience 
I finde my Zenith doth depend vpon 
A moft aufpitious ftarre, whofe influence 
If now I court not, but omit; my fortunes 
Will euer after droope: Heare ceafe more qBeflions, 
Thou art inclinde to fleepe: ’tis a good dulncfle, 

And giue it way: I know thou canft not chufe: 

Come away, Seruant, come; I am ready now. 
Approach my Ariel. Come. Enter Ariel. 

An. All haile, great Mafter}graue Sir, hailerl come 
To anfwerthy beft pleafurc; be’ttofly. 

To fwim, to diue into thefire: to ride 

On the curld clowds: to thy ftrong bidding, taskc 

tsAriel, and all his Qualitie. 

Pro. Haft thou, Spirit, 

Performd to point, the Tempefl that I bad thee. 
oMr. To euery Article. 

I boorded the Kings fhip • now on the Beake, 

Now in the Wafte, the Dccke, in euery Cabyn, 

I flam’d amazement, fometime I’ld diuide 
And burne in many places; on the Top-maft, 

The Yards and Bore-fpritt, would I flame diftin&ly. 
Then mccte.and ioyne. hues Lightning,thcprecurfers 
O th dreadfull Thunder-daps more momentaric 
And fight out running were not; the fire,and cracks 
Of fulphurous roaring, the moft mighty Neptune 
Seemc to befiege,and make his bold waue* tremble. 
Yea, his dread Trident fliake. 

Fro. My braue Spirit, 

Who was lofirmc, fo conftant, that thtf coyle 
Would not infed his reafon? 

<t.4r. Notafoule 

Bu felt a Feaucr of the madde, and plaid 
S me tricks ofdefperation; all but Mariners 
iung’d in the foaming bryne, and quit the vefleil; 

Then all c-fire with me the Kings fomeFerdiuand 
With haire vp-ftaring (then like reeds, not haire) 

Was the firft man that leapt; cride hell is empty. 

And all the Diucls are heere. 

Pro. Why that’s my fpirit: 

But was not this nye fliore ? 

Ar. Clofe by, my Mafter. 

Pro. But are they {^tnell) fafe ? 

Ar. Not a haire perifhd: 

On their fuftaining garments not a blemifli,’ 

But frclher then before: and as thou badft me. 

In troops I haue difperfd them ’bout the Iflc; 

The Kings fonne haue I landed by himfelfe. 

Whom I left cooling of the Ayre with fighes. 

In an odde Angle of the Ifle, and fitting 
His armes in this fad knot. ‘ 

Pro. Of the Kings {hip,< 

The Marriners.fay how thou haft difpofd. 

And all the reft o’th’ Fleete ? • - \- f! ; { 

Ar. Safely in harbour . 

Is the Kings fhippe, in the deepe Nooke,vvhere once 
Thou calldft me vp at midnight to fetch dewe 
Fro m the ftill-vext !Bermeotkes , there {he's hid; 

The Marriners all vnder hatches flowed, 

W ho, with a Charme ioynd to their fuffred labour [ 

I haue left afleep: and for the reft o’th’ Fleet 

A a Which j 
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The Temp eft* 


(Which I difpers’d) they all haiie met againe, 

And arc vpon the 2 Wediterraman Flote 
Bound iadly home for Naples, 

Suppofing that they faw the Kings (hip wrack*. 

And his great perfon perifh. 

Pro. Ariel, thy charge 

Exadtly is perform’d;but there’smoreworket 
What is the time o'th’day ? 

Ar. Paft the mid feafon. 

Pro. At leaft two Glades: the time’ewixt fix & now 
Muft by vs both be fpent mod precioufly. 

Ar. Is there more toyle ? Since y doll giuc me pains. 
Let tne remember thee what thou haft promis’d. 

Which is not yet perform’d me. 

Pro. How now ? moodie ? 

What is’t thou canft demand ? 

Ar. My Libcrtic. 

Pro. Before the time be out ? no more: 

Ar. I prethee. 

Remember I haue done thee worthy feruice, 

Told thee no lyes, made thee no miftakings, ferv’d 
Without or grudge, or grumblings j thou did promife 
To bate me a full yeere. 

Pro. Do’ft thou forget 

From what a torment I did free thee? Ar. No. 

Pro. Thou do’ftr: & thinkft it much to tread ^ Ooze 
Ofthefaltdcepe; 

To run vpon the (harpe winde of the North, 
Todoemcbufineffein the vcincs o’th’ earth 
When it is bak’d with froft. 

Ar. 1 doc not Sir. 

Pro. Thou lieft, malignant Thing : haft thou forgot 
The fowle Witch Sycorax, who with Age and Enuy 
Was growne intoahoopc? haft thou forgot her ? 

Ar. No -Syf* 

Pro. Thou haft: where was fine born? fpcakrtcll me: 

Ar. Sir, in Arpier. 

Pro, Oh, was.(he fo: I muft 
Once in a moncth recount what thou haft bin, 

Which thou forgeeft. This damn’d Witch Sycorax ,,, 
For mifehiefes manifold, and forceries terrible 
To enter humane hearing, from Argier 
Thou know’ft was banilh’d: for one thing fhe did 
They wold not take her life: Is not this true ? Arf, Sir. 

Pro. This blew ey’dhag, was hither brought with 
And here was left by th’ Saylors; thou my flaue, (child. 
As thou reportft thy felfe,was then her feruanc, 

And for thou waft a Spirit too delicate 
To a&her earthy, and abhordcommands, 

Refufing hcr.grand hefts, fhe did confine thee 
By helpc other.more potent Miniftcrs, 

And in her mod vnmittlgable rage, 

Into a clouen Pyne, within which rift 
lmprifon’d, thou didftpainefully remaine 
A dozen yeeres : within which fpace ftie dt’d. 

And left thee there: where thou didft vent thy groanes 
As faft as Mill-wheeles ftrike: Then was this lfland 
(Saue for the Son, that hedid littour heere, 

A fickelld whclpe, hag-borne) not honour’d with 
A humane fliape. 

Ar. Yes : Caliban her fonne. 

Pro. Dull thing, I fay fo: he, that Caliban 
Whom now I lcecpe in feruice, thou belt khow’ft 
What torment I didfinde thee in; thy groncs 
Did makcwolues howle, and penetrate the breads 
Of eucr-angry-Beares; it was a torment 


To lay ypon the damn’d, which Sycorax 
Could not againe vndoe: it was mine Art, 

When I arriu’d, and heard thee, that made gape 
The Pyne,and let thee out. 

Ar. I thanke thee M after. 

Pro. If thou more murmur’d, I will rend an Oakc 
And peg-theein his knotty entrailes,till 
Thou had howl’d away twelue winters, 

Ar. Pardon, Mader, 

I will be corrcfpondent to command 
And doe my fpryting, gently. 

Pro. Doe fo: and after two daies 
I will difeharge thee. 

Ar. That’s my noble Mader: 

W hat (hall I doe ? fay what ? what fhall I doc ? 

Pro. Goc make thy felfe like a Nymph o’th’.Sea, 

Be fubiedl to no fight but thine,and mine: inuifible 
To euery eye-ball elfe: goe take this fliape 
And hither come in’t: goe: hence 
With diligence. Exit. 

Pro. Awake, decre hart awake, thou had flept well, 
Awake. 

Mir. The ftrangencsofyour dory,put 
Heauinefle in me. 

Pro. Shake it off: Come on, 

Wee’ll vifit Caliban , my flaue, who neucr 
Yeclds vs kinde anfwere. 

Mir. ’Tis a vi.llaine Sir, I doe not loue to lookcon. 

Pro, Butas’tis 

We cannot mifle him: he do’s make our fire , 

Fecch in our wood, and ferues in Offices 
That profit vs : What lu>a: flaue : Caliban : 

Thou Earth, thou: Ipeake. 

Cal. within. There’s wood enough within. 

Pro. Come forth I fay, there’s other bufines for thee: 
Come thou Toi toys, when? Enter Ariel like a water- 

Fine appatifion: my queint Ariel, Nymph. 

Hearke in thine care, 

j Ar. My Lord, it fhall be done. Exit, 

'Pro. Thou poyfonous flaue, got by Jdiuellhimfclfe 
1 Vpon thy wicked Dam; come forth. Enter Caliban. 

Cal. As wicked dewe, as ere my mother brufh’d 
With Rauens feather from vnwholel'ome Fen 
D rop on you both: A South weft blow on yce, 

And blifler you all ore. 

Pro. For this be fure, to night thou (halt haue cramps, 
Side-ftitches, that (hall pen thy breath vp, Vrchins 
Shall for that vaft of night,that they may workc 
All excrcife on thee: thou (halt be pinch’d 
As thicke as hony-combc, each pinch more flinging 
Then Bees that made’em. 

Cal. I muft eat my dinner: 

This Ifland’s mine by Sycorax my mother. 

Which thou tak’ft from me: when thou earn’d firft 
Thou ftroakft me,& made much of me: wouldft giuc me 
Water with berries in’t: and teach me how 
To name the bigger Light, and how thclefle 
That burne by day,and night: and then 1 lou’d thee 
And (hew’d thee all the qualities o’th’ Ifle ,, 

The frefli Springs,Brine*pits; barren place and fcrtill, 
Curs’d be I that did fo: All the Charmes 
Of Sycorax : Toades, Beetles, Batts .light on you: 

For I am all theSubie&s that you haue, 

Which firft was min owncKing : and here you fty-mc 
In this hard Rocke,whilcs you doc keepe from me 
The reft o’th’lfland. 

Pro. Thou 


The Tempeft. 


Fro. Thoumoftlying-ftaue, 

Whom ftripes may moue,cot kindnes:I haue vs’d thee 
I (Filth as tbau artJwlith humane care,and lodg’d thee 
In mine owneCellytill thou didft feeke to violate 

Thchonorofmychilde. , 

Cali ’ Oh bo, oh ho, wouldthad bene done:; 

Thou didft preuent me, I had pcopcl d cllc, • 

This Iflc with Calibans. . / ■ 

Mira. Abhorred Slaue, 

Which any print of goodncfic wilt not cake* 

Being capable ofalfill: I pittied thee. 

Took pains to make thee fpeak, taught thee each noure 
One thing or other: when thou didft not (Sauagc) 
Know thine owne meaning; but wouldft gabble, like 
A thing nioft brtitifh, 1 endow’d thy purpofes 
With words that made them knowncsBut thy vild race 
(Tho thou didftIearn)had that in’t.whjch good natures 
Could not ab idc to be with; therefore waft thou 
Defcruedly confin’d into this Rocke, who hadft 
Deferu’d more then a prifon. 

fil. You taught me Language,and my profit on’t 
Is, I know how to curfc : the red-plague rid you 
For learning me your language. 

Prof. Hag-feed,hence: 

Fetch vs in Fcwcll, and be quickc thou’rt beft 
To anfwcr other bufinefle : ihrug’ft thou (Malice) 

If thou ncglcdftjor doft vnwilhngly 

What I command, lie rackc thee with old Cr ampes, 

Fill all thy bones with Aches, make thee rorc. 

That beafts (hall tremble at thy dyn. 

Cal, No,’pray thee. 

I muft obey, his Art is of fuehipo w’r, 

Jt would controll my Dams god Setebos, 

And make a vaflaile ofhim. 

Pro. So flaue,hence. Exit Cal. 

Enter Ferdinand fir Ariel, inuifible playing cr fnging. 
Ariel Song. Come vntothefe yellowfinds , 
and then take hands : 

Curt fed when you haue,and Iff 
the wilde wattes whtfi : 

Foote it feat/y heere , and there, and fweetc Sprights beare 

the burthen. Burthen diipcrlcdly. 
Harke,harke,bowgh wawgh: the watch-Dogges barky, 
btwgh-wawgh. 

Ar. IIsirk, hark, l heare,the fraine offrutting (fhanticiere 
cry cockadidfe-dowe, y 

Fer. Where (bold this Mufick be? Teh airc,or th’carth? 

It founds no more: and fure it waytes vpon 
Some God’oth’Iland, fitting on a bahke, 

Weeping againc the King my Fathers wrackc. 

This Muficke crept by me vpon the waters, 

Allaying both their fury, and my paffion 
With it’s fweet ayre i thence I haue follow’d it 
(Or it hath drawncmc rather) but ’tis gone. 

No, it begins againe. 

ArieB S ong. FuH fadom'fine thy Father lies, ; 

Of hi* bones are (forr all made: 

Thofe arepearles that were his eics, 

Nothing ofhim that doth fade, 

But doth fitffer a Sea-change 
Into fomething rich,dr firange: 

Sea-Nimphs hourly ring his knell. 

Burthen: ding dong. 
Harkenow I hear e them, ding-dong bed, 

^ er - The Ditty do’s remember my drown’d father, 

I his is no tnbrtall bufines, nor’no found 


That the earth owes: I heart it now aboue me. 

pro. The fringed Curtaincs of thine eye aduancc, 
And fay what thou fee’ll yond. 

Mira. What is’t a Spirit? 

Lord, how it lookes about: Belecuc me fir. 

It carries a braue forme. But ’tis a (pirit. 

Pro. No wcnch.it cats.and deeps, & hath fuch fenfes 
As we haue: fuch. ThisGallantwhichthoufccft 
Was in the wrackc: and but hec’s fomething ftain’d 
With greefc (that’s beauties canker) ^mighc’ft call him 
A goodly perfon: he hath loft his fcllowes. 

And flrayes about tofinde’em. 

Mir. I might call him 
A thing diuine,for nothing naturall 
I cuerlaw fo Noble. 

Pro. It goes on I fee 

As my fouleprompts it.- Spirit.finc fpiriqllc free thee 
Within two dayes for this. 

Fer. Moft-furcthcGoddefl'e 
On whom thefe ayres attend: Vouchfafc my pray’r 
May know if you remaine vpon this lfland. 

And that you will lomc good inftruilion giue 
How I may beare me heere: my prime requeft 
(Which I do laft pronounce) is (O you-wonder) 

Jfyou be Mayd, or no ? 

“Mir. No wonder Sir, 

But certainly a Mayd. 

Fer. My Language ? Heaucns: 

I am the beft of them that fpeakc this IpeCch, 

Were I but where ’tis fpoken. 

Pro. How? the beft? 

What wet t thou ifthe King ofNaples heard thee ? 

Fer. A Angle thing, as I am now,that wonders 
To heare thee lpcakc of Naples: he do’s heare me, 

• And that He do’s, I wcepe : my felfe am Naples, 

Who, with mine eyes (neucr hnee at ebbe) beheld 
The King my Father wrack’t, 

<-Mir. Alacke, for mercy. 

Fer. Yes faith,& all his Lords,the Duke of MMaine 
And his braue fonne, being twaine. 

Pro. The Duke of Mtllatne 
And his more brauer daughter, could controll thee 
I f now ’twcrc fit to do’c: At the firft fight 
They haue chang’d eyes: Delicate Artel, 
lie let thee free for this. A word good Sir, 

I fcarc you haue done your felfe lome wrong : A word. 

Mir. Why fpcakes my father fo vngently ? This 
Is the third man that ere I faw: the firft 
That ere I figh’d for: pitty moue my father 
To be endin’d my way. 

Fer. O, if a Virgin, 

And your affe&ion not gone forth, lie makeyou 
The Queenc of Naples. 

Pro. Soft fir, one word more. 

They are both in eythers pow’rs ; But this fwift bufines 

I muft vneafie make, leaft too light winning 

Make the prize light. One word more: I charge thee 

That thou attend me: Thou do’ft heere vfurpe 

The name thou ow’ft not, and haft put thy felfe 

Vporithislfland.as afpy,towinit 

From me, the Lord on’t. 

Fer. No, as I am a man, 

Mir. Thet’s nothing ill, can dwell in fuch a Temple, 
Ifthe ill-fpirit hauefofayre a houfc. 

Good things will ftriuc to dwell with’t. 

Pro. Follow me* 
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Trof. Speake not you for him: lice’s a Traitor:come, 
lie manacle thy necke and feete togc ther: 

Sea water (halt 'Hou drinke: thy food fliall be 
Thefrefti-brookeMuflels, wither’d roots, andhuskcs 
Wherein the Acorne cradled. Follow. 

Fer. No, 

I will refill fuch entertainment, till 
Mine enemy ha’s morepow’r. 

He drawer, and is charmed from mouittg. 
Mira. O deere Father, 

Make not too ralh a triall of him, for 
Hec’s gentle,and not fcarfull. 

Prof. What I fay, 

My foote my Tutor? Put thy fword vp Traitor, 

Who mak’ft a lhew,but dar’ft not ftrike:thy confeience 
Is fo poffeft with guilt: Come,from thy ward. 

For I can heere difarme thee with this ftickc, 

And make thy weapon drop. 

<JA-Ura. Befeech you Father. 

Prof Hence: hang not on my garments. 

Mira. Sir haue pity, 
lie be his furety. 

Prof. Silence: One word more 
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee : What, 

An aduocate for an Impoftor ? Hufh : 

Thou think’ll there is no more fuch fhapes as lie, 
(Hauing feene but him and Caliban:') Foolilh wench, 

To th’moft of men, this is a Caliban , 

And they to him are Angels. 

tJMira. My affections 
Are then mod humble: I haue no ambition 
To fee a goodlier man. 

Prof. Come on, obey : 

Thy Ncrues are in their infancy againe. 

And haue no vigour in them. 

Far. So they are: 

My fpirit*,as in a dreame, are all bound vp : 

My Fathers Ioffe, the weakneffe which 1 fecle. 

The wrackcofall my friends, nor this mans threats. 

To whom I am fubdudc.arebut light to me. 

Might I but through my prifon once a day 
Behold this Mayd : all corners elic o’th’Earth 
Let liberty make vfe of: fpace enough 
Haue I in fuch a prifon. 

Prof. It workes: Come on. 

Thou haft done well, fine Artell: follow me, 

Harke what thou elfe (Halt do mce. 

Mira. Be of comfort. 

My Fathers ofabetter nature (Sir) \ 

Then he appearcs by fpeech : this is vnwonted 
Which now came from him. 

Prof. Thou (halt be as free 
As mountaine windes; but then cxaflly do 
All points of my command. 
tAriell, Toth’fyllablc. 

Prof Come follow: fpcakenot for him. Exeunt. 


Mus Secundus. Sc mi a Trim a. 


Enter Alenfo.Seba/lian, Anthonie, Connate, Adrian , 
Francifco , and others. 

Cionn ,. Befcech you Sir, be merry; you haue caufe, 
(So haue we all) of ioy ; fer our cfcape 


j Is much beyond our Ioffe; our hint of woe 
Is common, cuery day, fome Saylors wife. 

The Matters of fome Merchant, and the Merchant 
Haue iuft our T hcame of woe: But for the miracle, 
(Imcane our preferuation) few in millions m 
C an fpcake like vs: then wifely (goodSir)weigh 
Our forrow, with our comfort. 

Alonf Prcthee peace. 

Seb. He receiuej comfort like cold porredge. 

Ant. The Vifitor will not giue him ore fo. 

Seb. Looke, hce’s winding vp the watch of his wit, 
By and by it will ftrike. 

Cjon. Sir. 

Seb. One:Tell. 

Gon. When cuery greefe is entertaiad. 

That’s offer’d comes to th’cntcrtainer. 

Seb. Adollor. 

Gon. Dolour comes to him indced,you haue (poken 

truer then you purpos’d. 

Seb. You haue taken it wifelier then I meant you 

fiiould. 

Con. Therefore my Lord. 

Ant . Fie, vvhat a fpend-thriftis he of his tongue. 
Alon. I pre-thee fpare. 

Gon. Well, I haue done: But yet 
Seb. He will be talking. 

Ant. Which, ofhc,or Adrian,for a good wager, 
Firft begins to crow ? 

Seb. The old Cocke. 

Ant. The Cockrell. 

Seb. Done: The wager ? 

A»t. A Laughter. 

Seb. A match. 

Adr. Though this Ifland feerae to be defert. 

Seb. Ha, ha,"ha. 

Ant. So: you’r paid; 

Adr. Vninhabitablc, and almoft inacccflible. 

Seb. Yet 
Adr. Yet 

Ant. He could not miffe’e. 

Adr. It rauft needs be oflubtle, tender,and delicate 
temperance. 

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 

Seb. I,and a fubtlc, as he moft learnedly deliucr’d. 
Adr. The ayre breathes vpon vs here moft fweetly. 
Seb. if it had Lungs, and rotten ones. 
tAnt. Or, as’twere perfum’d by a Fen. 

Gon. Heere is cuery thing aduantageous to life. 
nAnt. True, fauc meanes to liue. 

Seb. Of that there’s none, or little. 

Gen. How lulh and lufty the graffclookes? 

How greene ? 

Ant. The ground indeed is tawny, 

Seb. With an eye of greene in’t. 

*Ant, He miffes not much. 

Seb. No: he doth but miftake the truth totally. 

Con. But the rarietyofit is, which is indeed almoft 
beyond credit. 

Seb. As many voucht rarieties are. 

(jv*.That our Garments being(as they were)drencht 
intheSea, hold notwitbftanding their frelhncffc and 
gloffes, berngrather newdy’dc then ftain’d with falte 
water. 

Ant, If but one ofhis pockets could fpcake, would 
it not fay he lyes? 

Seb I, or very ftrffcly pocket vp his report. 

Get. 
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Gen. Me thinkes our garments are now as trelh as 
when we put them on firft in Affricke, at the marriage 
of the kings fairedaughter Claribel to the king 6f Tunis. 
Seb. ’Twas a fweet marriage,and we profper well in 

©urreturne. . , _ 

^idri. Tttnu was neuer grac d before with iuch a Pa¬ 
ragon to their Qucene. . 

Gen. Notfincc widdow Dido s time. 

Ant. Widow? A pox o’that: how came that Wid¬ 
dow in ? Widdow Dido ! 

Seb. What if he had laid Widdower oEneas too ? 
Good Lord, how you take it ? 

Adri. Widdow Dido fa>d-y«u ? You make me fiudy 
of that: She was of Carthage, hot of Tunis. 

Gon. This Tunis Sir was Carthage. 

Adri. Carthage ? Con. 1 allure you Carthage. 

Ant. His word is more then the miraculous Harpc. 
Seb. He hath rais’d the wall.and houfestoo. 
^»/.What impossible matter wil he make cafy next? 
Seb. I thinke bee will carry this Ifland home in his 
pocket,and giue it his fonne for an Apple. 

Ant. And fowing the kernels of it in the Sea, bring 
forth more Iflands. 

Gon. I. Ant. Why in good time. 

Gon. Sir,we were talking, that cur garments feemc 
nowasfrefltaswhen wewcrear7“/f»wat the marriage 
of your daughter, who is now Q^eene. 

Ant. And the rareft that ere came there. 

Seb. Bate ( I bciecth you) widdow Dido . 

Ant. O Widdow Dido ? 1, Widdow Dido. 

Gen. Is not Sir my doublet as frelh as the firft day I 
wore it i I meane in a fort. 

Ant. Thatfort was well fifh’d for. 

Gon. When I wore it at your daughters marriage. 
Alon. You cram thefe words into mine eare$,againft 
the ftomackeofmy fenfe : would I had neuer 
Married my daughter there: For comming thence 
My fonne is loft, and (in my rate) ftic too. 

Who is fo farre from Italy remoued, 

I ne’re againe fhall lee her: O thou mine beire 
Of Naples and ofrJ$?///<M«e,what ftrange fifti 
Hath made his meale on thee ? 

Fran. Sir he may Hue, 

I faw him bcate the ftirges vnder him. 

And ride vpon their backes; he trod the water 
Whofe enmity he flung afide: and brefted 
The furge moft fwolne that met him ; his bold head 
’Boue the contentious waues he kept, and oared 
Himfelfe with his good armes in lufty ftroke 
To th’fhorc j.that ore his wnue-worne bafis bowed 
As ftooping to relceue him : I not doubt 
Hecamealiue to Land. 

Alon. No, no, hee’s gone. 

Seb. Sir you may thank your felfc for this great Ioffe, 
That would not bleffe our Europe with your daughter. 
But rather loofc her to an Affrican, 

Where (he at leaft, is banifti’d from your eye. 

Who hath caufe to wet the greefe on’e. 

Alon. Prc-thce peace. 

Seb. You werckneel’d too, & importun’d otherwife 
By all of vs : and the faire foule her felfe 
Waigh’d berwceneloachneffe, and obedience,at 
Which^end o’th’beamc (hould bow: we haue loft your 
I feare for cuer.- Millaine an Naples haue (fon, 

Mo widdowes in them of this bufineffe making, 

Then we bring men to comfort them: 




The faults your owue. 

Alen. So is the doer’ft oth’loffe. 

Con. My Lord Sebaflian, 

The truth you fpeake doth lacke fome gentleneffe. 

And time to fpeake it in: you rub the fore. 

When you fhould bring the plaifter. 

Seb. Very well. Ant. And moft Chirurgeonly, 

Con. It is foule weather in vs all.good Sir, ° 

When you are cloudy. 

Seb. Fowle weather ? Ant. Very foule.’ 

Gon. Had I plantation ofthislfle my Lord. 

Ant. Hee’dlow’t with Nettle-feed. 

Seb. Or dockes, or Mallowes. 

Gen. And were the King on’t,what would I do ? 

Seb. Scape being drunke, for want ofWine. 

Con. l’ch’Commonwealth I would (by contraries) 
Execute all things: For nokinde of Trafficke 
Would I admit: No nameofMagiftrate: 

Letters fhould not be knowne : Riches,pouerty, 

A nd vfe of feruicc, none: Contract, Succefsion,’ 

Borne, bound of Land, Tilth, Vineyard none: 

No vfeofMcttall, Cornc, or Wine, or Oyle: 

No occupation, all men idle, all : 

And Women too, but innocent and pure * 

No Soueraignty. 

Seb. Yet he would be King on’t. 

Ant. The latter end ofhis Common-wealth forgets 
the beginning. 

Gon. All things in common Nature fhould produce 
Without fweat or endeuour: Treafon, fellony, 

S word, Pike, Knife, Gun. or neede of any Engine 
Would I not haue: but Nature fhould bring forth 
Ofit ovvnc kinde, all foyzon,alJ abundance 
To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying’mong his fubie&s ? 

Ant. None (man) all idle ; Wholes andknaues, 

Cjon. I would with fuch perfediion eouerne Sir: 
T’Excell the Golden Age. 

Seb. ’SauehisMaiefty. ^»r.Longliuc Connalo. 

Gon. And do you marke me, Sit ? (me. 

Alon. Prc-thce no more: thou doft talke nothing to 

Gon. Ido well belceue your Highneffe, and did it 
to mit-iifter occafion to thefe Gcnclemeii, who are of 
fuch fenfible and nimble Lungs, that they alwayes vfe 
to laugh at nothing. 

Ant. ’T was you we laugh’d at. 

Gon. Who,in this kind of merry fooling am nothing 
to you: foyou may continue,and laugh at nothing ftili. 

Am. What a blow was there giuen? 

Seb. And it had not falne flat-long. 

Gon. You are Gentlemen of braue mcttal: you would 
lilt the Moone out ofhet Iphcare, iflho would continue 
in it fiue weekes without changing. 

Enter Ariellplayingfolemne Muftcke. 

Seb. We would fo,and then go a Bat-fowling. 

Ar.t, Nay good my Lord.benot angry. 

Gon. No I warrant you, I will not aduenture my 
diferetion fo weakly: Will you laugh me afleepe, for I 
am very heauy. 

Ant. Gofleepe,andhearevs. 

Alon. What, all fo foone afleepe?I wifti mine eyes 
Wou!d(with themfelucs) fhut vp my thoughts, 

1 finde they are inclin’d to do fo. 

Seb. Picafe you Sir, 

Do not omit the heauy offer ofit: 

Itfild«me vifits forrow,when it doth,tt is a Comforter. 

Ant. 
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Ant, We two my Lord,will guard your perfon. 
While you take your reft,and watch your fafety. 
Thankc you: Wondrous heauy. 

Self. What a llrangc drowfines pofTcffcs them 1 
Ant. It is the quality o’th’Clymatc. 

Seb. Why 

Doth it not then our cyc-lids finkc ? I findc 
Not my telfe aifpos’d to flccp. 

Ant. Nor I, my l'pirits are nimble: 

They fell together all, as by confent 
They dropt, as by a Thunder-ftrokc: what might 
; Worthy Sebastian? O, what might ? no more : 

And yet, me thinkes I fee it in thy face. 

What thou fhould’fl be: th’occaiion (peaks thee, and 
, My ftrong imagination fee’s a Crowne 
Dropping vponthy head. 

Seb, What* art thou waking ? 

Ant, Do you not hcarc mcnpeakc ? 

Seb. I do, and l'urcly 
It is a fleepy Language; and thou fpcak’fl 
Out of thy flecpc: What is it thou didfl fay? 

This is a flrange repofe, to be afleepc 

With eyes wide open: ftanding, (peaking, mouing: 

And yet lo fall afleepc. 

Ant. Noble Sebaftian, 

Thou let’ll thy fortune flecpc: die rather: wink’ll 
Whiles thou 3rt waking. 

Seb. Thou do’ll fnore dillin&ly. 

There’s meaning in thy fnorcs. 

Ant. I am more ferious then my cuflomc: you 
Mud be fo too, if heed me: which to do, 

Trcbblcs theco’re. 

Seb, Well: I am Handing water. 

; Ant, lie teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Do fo: to ebbe 
Hereditary Sloth inflrtiils me. 

Ant. O! 

If you but knew' how you the purpofe cherifli 
Whiles thus you mockc it: how in dripping it 
You more inueft it: ebbing men, indeed 
(Moll often) do fo necrc the bottomcrun 
By their owne feare, or floth. 

Seb. Trc-thee fay on, 

The fetting of thine eye, and cheekc prodaime 
A matter from thee; and a birth, indecd,i 
Which throwes thee much to yedd. 

Ant. Thus Sir: 

Although this Lord ofwealceremembrance; this 
Who fhall be of as little memory 
When he is earth’d, hath here almofl perfwaded 
(For lice’s a Spirit of pcrfwafion, oncly 
ProfclTcs to perfwade) the King his fonne’s aliuc, 

’Tis as impofsible that hee’s vndrown’d. 

As hcthat .fleepeshcere,fwims. 

Seb. I.hauenohope 
That hee’s vndrown’d. 

Ant. O, out of that no hope. 

What great hopehaue you? No hope that way, Is . 
Another way fo high a hope, that euen 
Ambition cannot pierce a winke beyond 
But doubt difeouery there. Will you grant with me 
That Ferdinand is drown’d. 

Seb. He’s gone. 

Ant. Then tell mc,who’s the next bcirc of Naples ? 
Seb. Clanbeff. 

u int . She.that is Quccnc of Tuuit : Hie that dwelt 


Teti leagues beyond mans life : fhe that from Naples 
Can haue noj note, vnlcflc the Sun were pofl: < 

The Man i’th Moone*s too flow,till new-borne chinnt 
Be rough, and Razor-able: She that from w,hom 
We all were fea-fwallow’d, though fome call againe 
(And by that deftiny) to performe an a£l 
Whereof, what’s pad is Prologue j what to come 
In your6, and my difeharge. 

Seb. What duffe is this ?How fay you ? 

’Tis true my brothers daughter’s Queenc of 7* unis. 

So is flic heyre of Naples, ’twixt which Regions 
There is fome fpace. 

Ant. A fpace, whofe eu’ry cubit 
Secmes to cry out, how lhall that Claribell 
Mcafure vs backe to Naples ? keepc in Tunis, 

And let Sebaftian wake. Say, this were death 
That now hath feiz’d them, why they were no worfe 
Then now they are: There be that can rule Naples 
As well as lie that flcepes: Lords, that can prate 
As amply, and vnneceffarily 
As this Genza/lo: I my felfe could make 
A Chough of as deepe chat: O, that you bore 
Themindcthatl do; what a flecpc were this 
For your aduancement ? Do you vndcrftand me > 

Seb. Me thinkes I do. 

Ant. And how do’s your content 
Tender your owne good fortune? 

Seb. 1 remember 

You did fupplant your Brother frofpero. 

Ant. True: 

And lookc how well my Garments fit vpon me, 
Muchfeatcr then before: My Brothels feruants 
Were then my fellowcj, now they are my men, 

Seb. But for your confcicncc. 

Ant. I Sir: where lies that ? If’twere a kybe 
’Twould put me to my flipper: But I fcele not 
This Deity in my bofome : ’Twcntie confidences 
That Hand ’twixt me, and (Jttillaine, candied be they, 
And nie(t ere they moiled : Hecre lies your Brother, 
No better then the earth he lies vpon. 

If he were that which now hee’s like (that’s dead); 
Whom I with this obedient dcele (three inches ofit) 
Can lay to bed for euer: whiles you doing thus, 

To the perpetuall winke for aye might put 
This ancient morfcll: this Sir Prudence, who 
Should not vpbraid our courfe: for all the reft 
They’l take fuggedion, as a Cat laps milke, 

Thcy’l tell the clockc, to any bufinefle that 
W c fayjbefits the hourc. 

Seb, Thy cafe, dccre Friend 
Shall be my prefident: As thou got’d Millaine, 

I’lc come by Naples: Draw thy fword, one (broke 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou paicR, 

And I the King fhall loue thee. 

Ant. Draw together: 

And when I reare my hand, do you the like 
To fall it on Gonz.alo. 

Seb. O, but one word. 

Enter Ariell with CMuftcke and Song, 

Ariel. My Madcr through his Art forci'ees the danger 
That you (his friend)are in, and fends me forth 
(For elfc his proietd dies) to kcepe them liuing. 

Sings in Gtnzutloes eare. 
While you here do fnoaring lie, 

Open-eyd Conjfiracie 
Hit time doth take : 

If 
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_ ? 


JfofLtfejoukeepe a care, 

Shake off flumber and beware 
Awake > arvake. 

Then let vs both be fodaine. 

Gtml Angels ptefefuc the Eng. 

Why how DOW hoa;aw*Itc?why arc you drawn. 
Wherefore this ghaftly looking ? 

Gon. What’s the matter* 

Seb. Whiles we dood here fccunng your repofe 
muen n ow) we heard a hollow burdot bellowing 
like Buis, or rather Lyons, did’t not wake you * 

It (Irooke mine eare mod terribly. 

Alo. I heard nothing. 

si„t, O, ’ewas a din to fright a Momlers care 5 
To make an earthquake : fure it was the roare 
Of a whole heard of Lyons. 

Alo. Heard yon-this Gon~alo ? 

Gon. Vpon mijlhonour,Sir, I heard a humming, 
(And that a Hrai\Ac one coq) which did awake me: 
j fluk’d you Siryand cride: as mine eyes opend, 

I (aw their weapons drawnc .• there was a noy tc. 

That’s verily : ’tis bed we dand vpon our guard; 

Or chat we quit this place: let’s draw our weapons. 

Alti Lead off this ground Sc let s make further lcarcn 

For my poorc fonne. * _ 

Gon. Heauens keepc him from thefe Beads . 

For he is fure i’th Ifland. 

^lo. Lead away. , , 

Ariel!. ProSero my Lord, fhall know wh3t I haue 


Sccena Sicunda, 


Enter Caliban, with a burthen of Wood (a noyfe of 
Thunder heard.) 

Cal. All the infe£lions that the Sunne fuckes vp 
From Bogs,Fens, Flats, on Profper fall,and make him 
By ynch-mcale a dileafe: his Spirits heare me, 

And yet I nccdcs mud curfe.Buc they’ll nor pinch. 

Fright me with Vrchyn-fihewes,pitch me i’th mite. 

Nor lead me like a fire-brand, in the darkc 
Out of my way, vnlefle he bid’cm; but 
For euery trifle, are they fet vpon me, 

Sometime like Apes.that moc and chatter at me, 

And after bite me: then like Hedg-hogs,which 
Lye tumbling in my bare-foote way,and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fall: fometimeaml 
All wound with Addcrs,who with clouen tongues 
Doe hifle me into madnefle: Lo,now Lo, Enter 

Here comes a Spirit of his,and to torment me Irmculo. 
For bringing wood in flowly: Tic fall flat, 

Perchance he will not minde me. 

Tri. Here’s neither bufh, nor fhrub to beare off any 
weather at all: and another Stormc brewing, I heare it 
fingith* winde.* yondfamebiatke cloud, yond huge 
one } lookeslike afoulcbumbard that would died his 
licquor.* ifitfhould thunder, as it did before, I know 
not where to hide my head: yond fame cloud cannot 
choofe but fall by paile-fuls. What haue we here,a man, 
or a fifh ? dead or aliuc ? a fifli, hce fmels like a fifh: a 
very ancient an<j fifh-likcfmcll t a kinde of, not of the 


neweft poorc-Iohu: a tlrange fifli: were I in England 
now (as once I was) and had but this fifli painted; not 
a holiday-foolc there but would giuea pecceof filuer.- 
there, would this Monfler, make a man: any flrange 
bcall there, makes a man: when they will not giue a 
doit eo rclieue a lame Begger,they will lay out ten to fee 
a dead Indian : Leg’d like a man; and his Finnes like 
Armcs: warme o’ my troth : I doe now let loofie my o- 
pinion; hold it no longer; this is no fifh, but anlflan- 
dcr, that hath lately fuffered by a Thunderbolt: Alas, 
the flormc is come againe: my bed way is to crcepc vn- 
der his Gaberdine : there is no other fhelter herea¬ 
bout : Mifery acquaints a man with flrange bedfel- 
lowcs: I will here flirowd till the dregges of the florme 
bcpafl. 

Enter Stephano fingingl 

Ste. Ifall no more to fea,to fea, here /hall I dye afhore. 
This is a very ficuruy tune to ling at a mans 
Funcrall .• well, here’s my comfort. r Drinkes. 

Sings. The AIafter, the Swabber,the Boate-fwaine & /; 
The Gunner,and hit \JMatc 
Lou'd Mall, Meg,andUWarria;t y and CMargerie, 

But none of vs car'd for Kate. 

For flse had a tongue with a tang. 

Would cry to a Sailor goe hang : 

She lou'd not the fuour of Tar nor of Pitch, 

Tet a T atlor might fcratch her where ereJhe did itch, 

7 hen to Sea Boyes, and let her goe hang. 

This is a icuruy tune too; 

But here’s my comfort. dr ini s. 

Cal. Doe not torment me: oh. 

Ste. What’s the matter ? 

Hauewe diuels here ? 

Doe you put trickes vpori’s with Salflagcs, and Men of 
Ifidcf Ira? I haue noc fitap’d drowning, to be afeard 
now ofyonrfourelegges: for it hath bin Laid; as pro¬ 
per a man as euer went on foure legs, cannot make him 
giue ground .• and it fhall be laid fo againe, while Ste- 
phano breathes at’noftrils. 

(fed. The Spirit torments me .• oh. 

Ste. This is fome Monfler of the lffewith foure legs; 
who hath got (as I cake it) an Ague : where the diuell 
fhouldhe lcarncour language? I will giue him fome re- 
liefc if it be but for that: if I can recouer him, and kcepe 
him tame , and get to Naples with him, he’s a Pre- 
fent for any Emperour that euer trod on Neates-lea- 

theti 

Cal. Doc not torment me ’prethee .* Tie bring my 
wood home faflcr. 

Ste. He*3 in his fit now; and doe’s not talke after the 
wifcll; hce fhall tafle of my Bottle: if hee haue neucr 
drunke wine afore, it will goe neere to icmoue his Fit: 
if I can recouer him,and kcepe him tame, I will not take 
too much for him; hee fhall pay for him that hath him, 
andtbat foundly. 

Cal. Thou do’fl me yet but little hurt; thou wilt a- 
non, I know it by thy trembling: Now Pfojpervtotkcs 
vpon thee. .. . 

< .Ste. Come on your wayes .* open your mouth .• here 
is that which will giue language to you Cat; open your 
mouth; this will fhakc your fbaking, I can tell you,and 
that foundly .• youcannot tell who’s your friend; open 
your chaps againe. 

Tri. 1 fhould know thacroyce 
Itfhouldbe, 

But 
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IO The Tempefl* 


But hcc is dround; and thefe arc diuels; O de¬ 

fend me. 

Ste. Foure legges and two voyces; a moft delicate 
Monfter: his forward voyce now is to (pcak& well of 
his friend;his backward voicc.is to vtter foule fpccches, 
and to detra£t: if all the wine in my bottle will recoucr 
him., I will helpe his Ague: Come : Amen, I will 
poure fome in thy other mouth. 

Tri. Stephana, 

Ste, Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy,mercy: 
This is a diuell, and no Monfter: I will leauc him, I 
haue no long Spoone. 

Tri. Stephana : if thou beeft Stephana,touch me, and 
fpcake to me: for I am TViw«/»; be not afeard, thy 
good friend Trineulo. 

Ste. If thou bee’ft Trincttlo : come foorth: Tie pull 
thee by thclefler legges: if any be Trinculo's legges, 
thefe are they: Thou art very Trincttlo indeede : how 
cam’ft thou to be the fiege of this Moone-calfc ? Can 
he vent Trinculo's ? 

Tri. I tooke him to be kil’d with a thunder-ftrokjbut 
art thou not dround Suphano: I hope now thou art 
not dround : Is the Storme ouer-blowne? I hid mee 
vnder the dead Moone-Calfes Gaberdine, forfeare of 
the Storme : And art thou liuing Stephano ? O Stephana, 
two Keapolitanes fcap’d ? 

Ste. ’Prethce doe not turne me about, myftomacke 
is not conftant. 

Cal. Thele be fine things,and if they be not fprights: 
that’s a braue God, and bcares Celeftiall liquor:' I will 
kneele to him. 

Ste. How did’ft thou fcape? 

How cam’ft thou hither ? 

Sweare by this Bottle how thou cam’ft hither: I efcap’d 
vpon a But of Sacke, which the Saylors heaued o’re- 
boord, by this Bottle which I made of the blfke of 
a Tree, with mine owne hands, fincc I was caft a’- ! 
fhorc. 

Cal. I’le fweare vpon that Bottle, to be ihy true fub- 
ie<ft, for the liquor is not earthly. r 

St. Hecre: fweare then how thou efcap’dft. 

Tri, Sworn afihore (man) like a Ducke : I can fwim 
like a Ducke i’le be fworne. 

Ste . He^e, kifle the Beoke. 

Though thou canft fwim like a Ducke, thou art made 
like a Goofe. 

Tri. O Stephano , ha’ft any more of this ? 

Ste. The whole But (man) my Cellar is in a rocke 
by th’fca-fide, where my Wine is hid : 

How now Moone-Calfe, how do’s thine Ague ? 

Cal. Ha’ft thou not dropt from heauen ? 

Ste. Out o’th Moone I doe aflure thee. I was the 
Man ith’ Moone.when time was. 

Cal. I haue leene thee in her: and I doe adore thee: 
My Miftris fhcvv’d me thee,and thy Dog,and thy Bufti. 

Ste. Come, fweare to that: kifle the Boofce: 1 will 
furnifh it anon with new Contents • Sweare. 

Tri. By this good light, this is a very fhallow Mon¬ 
fter : I afeard of him ? a very weake Monfter: 

The Man ith’Moone ? r Y- 

A moft poore creadulous Monfter: 

Well drawneMonfter, in good footh. 

Cal. lie fhew thee euery fertill ynch *oth Ifland: and 
I will kifle thy foote; I prethce be my god. 

Tri, By this light," a moft perfidious, and drunken 
Monfter, when’s god’s a fleepe he’ll rob his Bottle. 


Cal. lie kifle thy foot.Ue fweare my felfe thy Subieft 
Ste. Come on then ; down® and fweare. 

Tri. I fhall laugh my felfe to death at this puppi-hea. 
ded Monfter: amoftfeuruie Monfter : I could findeir 
my heart to beate him. 

Ste. Come, kifle. 

Tri. But that thepoore Monftcr’s in drinke: 

An abhominable Monfter. 

Cal. l’lefhcw thee the beft Springs: I’le pluckethec 
Berries: 1’le filli for thee; and get thee wood enough, 
A plague vpon the Tyrant that I ferue; 
l’le bcare him no more Stickes, but follow thee, thou 
wondrous man. 

Tri. A moft rediculous Monfter,to make a wonder of 
a poore drunkard. 

Cal. I ’prethee let me bring thee where Crabs grow 
and I with my long nayles will digge thee pig-nuts- 
fhow theealayesneft, and inftruftthee howto fnare 
the nimble Marmazet : l’lc bring thee to cluftring 
Philbirts, and fometimes 1’le get thee young Scameis 
from the Rocke: Wilt thou goe with me f 
Ste. Ipi c’thcenow lead the way'without any more 
talking. Trineulo, the King, and all our company elfe 
being dround, wee will inherit here: Here; beare my 
Bottle : Fellow Trineulo ; we’ll fill him by and by a- 
gaine, 

Caliban Sings drunkenly. 

Farewell Matter; farewell, farewell. 

Tri. A howling Monfter •* a drunken Monfter. 

Cal, No more dams I'le make for fifh, 

Nor fetch infiring, at requiring. 

Norferape trench cringe nor wajh di(h, 

Tan' barf C aca hban 

Has a new Mafier,get a new Man. 

Frcedome.high-day.high-dayfrcedomejfrcedome high- 

day, frccdome. 

Ste, O braue Monfter; lead the way. Exeunt, 


Aclus T ertius . Scoena Trim a. 


Enter Ferdinand (bearing a Log .) 

Fer. There be fome Sports are painfull;& their labor 
Delight in them fetoff :Some kindes ofbafenefle 
Are nobly vndergon ; and moft poore matters 
Pointtorich ends: this my meaneTaskc 
Would be as heauy to me, as odious, but 
The Miftris which I ferue, quickens what’s dead. 

And makes my labours,pleafures: O She is 
Ten times more gentle, then her Father s crabbed; 
And he’s compos’d of harfhnefle. I mud remoue 
Some thoufands of thefe Logs, and pile them vp, 

Vpon a fore iniun&ion; my fweet Miftris 
Weepcs when Che fees me worke, & faics,fuch bafenes 
Had neuer like Executor: I forget : 

But thefe fweet thoughts,doe euen refrefh my labours, 
Moft bufie left, when I doc it. Enter Miranda 

cMir. Alas, now pray you and Profiero, 

Worke not fo hard: I would the lightning had 
Burnt vp thofe Logs that you arc enioynd to pile : 

Pray fet it dovvnc, and reftyou: when this burnes 
T will weepe for hauing wearied you: my Father 
Is hard at ftudy; pray now reft your felfe. 


The Tentpejl. 



n 


r s e 


Hee’s fafe focthefe three boures. 

Fer. O moft deere Miftris, 

The Sun will fet before I fhall difehar- 
What I muft ftriue to do. 

Mir. Ifyou’lfit downc 

lie bcare your Logges the while: pray giuc me that, 

lie carry it to the pile. 

Fer. No precious Creature, 

I had rather crackcmy finewes, breakemy backe, 

Then you fhould fuch difhonor vndergoe. 

While I fit lazy by. 

Mir. It would become me 
A* well as it do’s you; and I fhould do n 
With much more eafe : for my good will is to it. 

And yours it is againft. 

fro. Poore worme thou art infefted. 

This vifitation fhewes it. 

ejMir. You lookc wearily. 

Fer. No, noble Miftris, Yisfrcfh morning with me 
When you arc by at night: I do befeech y ou 
Cheefely, that I might let it in my prayers, 

What is your name? 

Mir. Miranda , O my Father, 

I haue broke your heft to lay lo. 

Fer. Admir’d Miranda, 

Indeede the top of Admiration, worth 
What’s deereft to the world: full many a Lady 
I iiaue ey’d with beft regard, and many a time 
Th’harmony of their tongues, hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent eare: for fcuerall vertue* 

Haue I lik’d feuerall women, neuer any 
With fo full foule, but fome defetft in her 
Did quarrell with the nobleft grace fhe ow d. 

And put it to the foilc. But you, O you, 

Sopcrfetft, and fo peetlefle, are created 
Ofeuerie Creatures beft. 

Mir. I do not know 

One oftnyfexe; no womans face reme robe*, 

Saue from my giafle, mine owne.- Nor haue I feene 
More that 1 may call men, then you good friend. 

And my deere Father: how features arc abroad 
I am skillefle of; but by my modettic 
(The iewell in my dower) I would not wifh 
Any Companion in the world but you: 

Nor can imagination forme 3 fhape 
Befides your felfe, to likeof: but I prattle 
Something too wildely, and my Fathers precepts 
I therein do forget. 

Fer, I am, in my condition 
A Prince ( Miranda) I do thinkc a King 
(I would not fo) and would no more endure 
This wodden flaucrie, then to fuftcr 
The flefh-flie blow my mouth ;hearc my foule fpeake. 
The verie inftant that I faw you, did 
My heart flic to your feruice, there refides. 

To make me (lane to it, and for your fake 
Am I this patient Loggc-man. 

C Mir. Do you loue me? 

Fer. O heauen; O eartb,beare witnes to this found, 
And crowne what I profefle with kinde euent 
If I fpeake true: if hollowly, inuerc 
VVhatbeftisboaded me, to mifehiefe: I, 

Beyond all limit of what elfc i’th world 
Do loue, prize, honor you. 

Mir, lamafoole 
To weepe at what I am glad of. 


Pro . Faire encounter 

Of two moft rare affeftions: heauent raine grace 
On that which breeds betweene’em. 

Fur. Wherefore weepe you ? 

<JWir. At mine vnworthinefle, that dare not offer 
What I defire to giuc; and much lefle take 
VVhat I fhall die to want: But this is trifling. 

And all the more it feekes to hide it felfe. 

The bigger bulke it fhewes. Hence bafhfull cunning. 
And prompt me plaine and holy innocence. 

I am your wife,ifyou will marrie me; 

If not, lie die your maid: to be your fellow 
You maydenieme, but Ilebeyourferuanc 
Whetberyou will or no. 

Fer. My Miftris (deereft) 

And I thus humble eucr. 

Mir. My husband then ? 

Fer. I, with a heart as willing 
As bondage ere of frecdome: heerc’s my hand, 

Mir. And mine, with my heart in’t;and now farcwel 
Till halfe an houre hence, 

Fer. A thouland, thoufand. Exeunt. 

' Pro. So glad of this as they I cannot be, 

Who arc furpriz’d with all; but my reioycing 
At nothing can be more: He to my booke. 

For yet ere fupper time, muft 1 perforroe 

Much bufinefle appertaining. Exit, 


Scoena Secunda, 


Enter Caliban, Stephano, and Trineulo, 

Ste. Tell not me, when the But is out wc will drinke 
warcr, not a drop before; therefore bearc vp, & boord 
em’ Scruap.c Monfter, drinke to me. 

Trin, Seruant Monfter? the folly of this Hand, they 
fay there’s but fiuc vpon this Hie; we are three of them, 
ir th other two be brain’d like ys, the State totters. 

Ste, Drinke feruant Monfter when Ibid thee, thy 
eicsarealmoftfetin thy head. * 

Trin. Where fhould they bee fet elfe? lice werca 
braue Monfter indeede if they were fet in his taile. 

Ste. My man-Monfter hath drown’d his tongue in 
facke: for my part the Sea cannot drowne mee, 1 fwam 
ere I could rccouer the fhorc, fiuc and thirtie Leagues 
off and on, by this light thou flialt bee my Lieutenant 
Monfter, or my Standard. 

Trin. Your Lieutenant ifyou lift, hec’s no ftandard. 

Ste, V Veel not run Monfieur Monfter. 

Trin. Nor go neither; but you‘l lie like dogs, and yet 
fay nothing neither. 

Ste. Moone-calfe,fpeak once in thy life, if thou beeft 
a good Mocne-calfe. 

C*L How does thy honour ? Let me licke thy fhooe : 
lie not ferue him, he is not valiant, 

Trin. Thou lieft moft ignorant Monfter, I am in cafe 
toiuftlcaConftable: why, thou debofh'd Fifh thou, 
was there euer man a Coward, that hath drunk fo much 
Sacke as I to day ? wilt thou tell a monftrous he, being 
but halfe a Fifti,and halfe a Monftej ? 

Cal, Loe, how he mockes me, wilt thou let him my 
Lord? 

_ Cat. 
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The Tempt ft. 




Trin. Lord, quoth he ? that a Monftcr fhould be fuch 
aNatiMrall? 

Cal. Loc, loe againe: bite him to death I prethee. 

Ste. Trinculo, keepe a good tongue in your head: If 
youprouea tBu-tineefe, the next Tree: thepoore Mon- 
‘ tier’s my iubieft, and he (Rail not fuffer indignity. 

Cal. I thanke my noble Lord, Wilt thou be pleas’d 
to hearken once againe to the fuitc I made to thee ? 

Ste. Marry will I: kncele, and repcatc it, 

I will ftand, and fo (hall Trinculo. 

Enter Ariell. inutfible. 

Cal. As I told th^c before, 1 am fubieft to a Tirant, 
A Sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me 
Of the Ifland. 

Ariell. Thou lycft. 

Cal. Thou lycft, thou iefting Monkey thou : 
i I would my valiant Maftet would deflroy thee, 

! I do not lye. 

Ste. Trtr.culo, ifyou trouble him any more in’s tale, 
j By this haad,l will fupplanf Ionic of your teeth. 

Trin. Why, I faid nothi ng. 

Ste. Mum then,and no more : proceed. 

Cal. I lay by Sor.ccry he got this Hie 
From me, he got it. If thy Greatncffe will 
Reuengc it on him, (for I know thou dat’d) 

But this Thing dare not. 

Ste. That’s moft certainc. 

Cal. Thou fhaltbe Lord ofit.and lie lcruc thee. 

Ste. How now (hall this be conipaft ? 
i Canli thou bring me to the party? 

Ctl. Yea, yea my Lord, Ileyceld him thee aficepe, 
Whcre_thoumaiftknockea naile into his head. 

Ariell . Thou lieft,thou canli not. 

Cal. What a py’de Ninnie’s this? Thou feuruy patch: 

I do befeech thy Greatncffe giue himblowes, 

And take his bottle from him: When that’s gone, 
Hefhall drinke nought but brine, for lie not (hew him 
Where the quickc Lrcfties are. 

Ste. Trincftlo , run into no further danger : 

Interrupt the Monfier one word further, and by this 
hand, lleturnemy mcrcieout o’doores, and make a 
Stockfifh ofthcej 

Trin. Why, what did I ? I did nothing: 
lie go farther olf, 

. Sts. Didft thou not fay he lycd? 

sir tell. Thoulieft, 

' Ste. Do I fo ? Take thou that, 

As you like this, giuc me the lye another time. 1 
' Trin. I did not glue the fre: Out o’your wittes, and 
hearing too ? 

A'pox o’yodt bottle, this can Sacke and drinking doo: 
A murren on your Monftcr, and the diucll take your 
fingers. •V-'- 

Cal. Ha,ha,ha. 

Sts. Now forward with your Talc: prethee ftand 
further off. 

Citl. Beatc him enough : after a little time 
lie beatc him too. 

.SVc. Statfd farther: Comcproceede. 

Cal. Why, 4s I told thce/’tis a cuftomc with him 
I’th afternbbne to ftccpc: there thou maift braine him. 
Hatting firft feiz’d his bookes: Or with a logge 
Batter his skull, or pftunchhim with a ftake, 

Orcuthis wezand with thy knife. Remember 
(Rft co polfclfc his Bookes; for without them 


Hee’s but a Sot, as I am; nor hath not 
One Spirit to command: they all do hate him 
As rootcdly as I. Burne but his Bookes, 

He ha’s braue Vccnfils (for fo he calles them) 

Which when he ha’s a houfc, hce’l dccke with all. 

And that moft deeply to confidcr, is 
The bcautie ofhis daughter: he himfelfe 
Cals her a non-pareill : I neuer faw a woman 
But owc\ySyceraxmy Dam, and (he; 

But (lie as farre furpafleth Sycorax, 

As grcat’ft do’s leaft. 

Ste. Is it lb braue a Lalfc ? 

Cat. I Lord, (he will become thy bed,I warrant, 

And bring thee forth braue brood. 

Ste. Monftcr, I will kill this man: his daughter and 
I will be King and Qucene, faue our Graces: and Trin. 
cult and thy fclfc (hall be Vice-royes: 

Doft thou like the plot Trinculo? 

Trin. Excellent. 

Ste. Giuc me thy hand, I am forry I beatc thee: 
Butwhilc thou liu’ftkeepea good tongue in thy head. 

Cal. Within this halfe hourc will he be afleepe. 

Wilt thou deftroy him then ? 

Ste. I on mine honour. > 

Ariell. This will I tell my Maftcr. 

(V. Thou mak’ft me merry: I am full ofpleafurc, ' 

Let vs be iocond. Will you troulc the Catch 
You taught me but whileare ? 

Ste. Ac thy requeft Monftcr, I will do reafon, 

Any reafon: Come on Trincttlo, let vs ling. 

Sings. 

Flout 'em, andcout 'em: Audskosvt ’em, and flout 'em, 
Thought is free. 

Cal. That’s not the tune. 


Ariel!plaies the tune on a Tabor and Pipe , 
Ste. What is this fame l 

Trin. This is the tunc of our Catch, plaid by thcpic* 
ture of No-body. 

Ste. If thou bceft a man,ftiew thy felfe in thy likcncs: 
If thou beeft a diuell, take’t as thou lift. 

Trin. O forgiue me my finnes. 

Ste. He (hat diespayes all debts: I defie thee; 

Mercy vpon ys. 

Cal, Art thou affcard ? 

Ste. No Monftcr, not I. 


Cal. Be not affcard, the Ifle is full of noyfes, 
Sounds,and tweet aires,that giuc delight and hurt not: 
Sometimes a theufand twangling Inftruments 
Will hum about mine eares; and fometime voices, 
ThatifI then had vvak’d after tong fleepe. 

Will make me ficepe againe, and then in dreaming, 
The clouds methought would operand (hew riches 
Ready to drop vpon me, that when I wak’d 
I cri’de todreame againe, 

Ste. This will proue abraue kingdome to me, 
Where I (hall haue my Muficke for nothing. 

Cal. When Trofpero is deftroy’d. 

Stt* That (hall be by and by; 

I remember the ftoric. 

Trin. The found is going away. 

Lets follow it, and after do our worke. 

Ste. LeadeMonfter, 

Wee’l follow: I would I could fee this Taborcr, 
Helayes it on. 

Trin. Wile come? 

He follow Stefhano. Exeunt- 

Setnt 



Seem Tertia. 


Enter Alonfo,Sebaftian, Anthoniofionzatllo, 

Adrian } Frana fco 3 &c. 

Con. By r lakin,I can goe no further,Sir, 

Mv old bones akes : here's a maze trod mdeede 
Through fourth' rights,& Meanders: by your patience, 

Incedesmuftrcftinc. 

Al. Old Lord, I cannot blame thee, ^ 

Who, am my felte attach’d with wearinefle 
To th’duliing ofmy fpirits: Sit dowlie,and reft : 

Eucn here 1 will put off my hope,and keepe it 
No longer for my Flatterer: he is droun’d 
Whom thus we (tray to findc,and the Sea mocks 
Our fruftrate fearch on land; well,let him goe. 

Ant. I am right glad,that he’s fo out of hope : 

Doe not for one repulfe forgoc the purpolc 
That you refolu’d t’effe&. 

Seb. The next aduantage will wc take throughly. 
Ant . Let it be ro night, 

For now they are oppreft’d with trauai!c,they 
Will not,nor cannot vie fuch vigilance 
As when they are frefh. 

Solemn and firange Mnfickc : and Trofper on the (op (in tu¬ 
mble :) inter fetter all ftrange [hapes ^bringing in a Banket ; 
and dance about it withgentle affions of faint at ions, and 
inviting the KtogJ&c.lo eate , they depart. 

Seb . I fay to night: no more. 

Al. What harmony is this ? my good fricnds,harke. 
Cjon. Marucllous fwcct Mufickc. 

Alo. Giue vs kind keepers,heaues: what were thefe? 
Seb . A liuing Drolerie: now I will beleeuc 
That there are Vnicornes: that in Arabia 
There is one Tree,the Phoenix throve,one Phoenix 
Ac this hourc reigning there. 

Ant. lie belceue both : 

And what do's clfc want credit,cometome 
And Ilebcfwornc S tis true :Trauellers nere did lye. 
Though fooles at home condemnc’em. 

Gon. If in Naples 

I (hould report this now, would they beleeuc me ? 

Ifl Ihould lay I faw fuch Iflands; 

(For certcs,thefe are people of the Ifland) • 

Who though they arc ofmonftrous fiiape,yet note 
Their manners are more gentle, kindc.then of 
Our humaine generation you ftiall finde 
Many, nay almoft any. 

Pro. Honeft Lord, 

Thou haft laid well: for fome of you there prefent; 

Are worfe then diuels. 

Al. I cannot too much mufe 
Such fhapcs,fuch gefture f and fuch found exprdfing 
(Although they want the vfe of tongue) a kinde 
Ofcxcellent dumbe difeourfe. 

Tro. Praife in departing. 

Fr. They vanifh'd ftrangely. rz :. 

Seb. No matter, fince (macks. 

They hauc lefctheir Viands behinde; for wee haue fto- 
Wilcplcafey^utafte ofwhat is here:* , / *1 
Alo % Not I. (Boyes 

Gon. Faith Sir,youneedenmfearc: when wee were 
Who would belceue that there were Mountayneercs, 
Dew-lapt,like Buls,whofe throats had hanging at'em 
Wallets offlefti ?or that there were fuch men 


Whofe heads flood in their brefts ? which now we finde 
Each putter out of fiae for one, will bring vs 
Good warrant of. 

Al. I will ftand to, and feede. 

Although my laft,no matter, fince I feelc 
The beft is paft: brother: my Lord,the Duke, 

Stand coo, and doe as wc. 

Thunder and Lightning. Enter Ariell (Jike a Harpey) claps 
his wings vpon the Table , and with a qnient device the 
Banquet vanifhes . 

\Ar. You arc three men of finne, whom deftiny 
That hath to inftrument this lower world. 

And whatisin’t: the neuer furfeited Sea, 

Hath caus'd to belch vp you; and on this Ifland, 

Where man doth not inhabit, you ’mongft men. 

Being moft vnfit to line: 1 haue made you mad; 

And cucn with fuch like valour,men hang,and drowne 
Their proper felues: you fooles,I and rpy fellow cs 
Arc minifters of Fate, the Elements 
Of whom your fwords are temper’d,may as well 
Wound the loud windes,or with bemockc-auStabs 
Kill the ftill doling watcrs,as diminifh 
Oncdowlcthat s inmyplumbc: My fellow minifters 
Are likc-invulnerablc: if you could hurt, 

Your fwords arc now too maffie for your ftrengths. 

And will not be vplifted : But remember 
(For that’s my bulinefte to you) that you three 
From UMillawe did fupplant good Profpero y 
Expos’d vnto the Sea (which hath requit it) 

Him, and liis innocent chiide : for which foule deed. 

The Powres,delaying (not forgetting) haue 
Incens’d the Seas,and Shores; yea,all the Ci eatuies 
Againft your peace; Thee of thy Sonn $,Alonf> 

They hauc bereft; and doe pronounce by me 
Lingring perdition (worfe then any death 
Can be at once) fhall ftcp,by ftep attend 
\ You,and your wayes, whofe vvrachs co guard you from, 
Which hcre,in this moft ddolate lfie,clie fals 
V r pon your heads,is nothing but hearts-forrovv. 

And a clcerelife.ehfuing. 

lie vanishes in T bunder : then (to fofc A fuficke.') Enter the 
Jlyapes againe, and dattnee (wish moches and mowes) and 
carrying out the Table. 

Pro . Brauely the figure of this Harpie, haft thou 
Pefform’d(my Ariell )a grace it had dcuouring: 

Of my Inrtrudion, haft thon nothing bated 
In what thou had’ft to fay: fo with good life, 

And obferuation ftrange, my meaner minifters 
Their feuerall kindes haue done: my high charmcs work, 
And thefe (mine enemies) are all knit vp 
In their diftra&ions: they now are in my powre; 

And in thefe fits,I leaue them, while I vifit 
Yong F^^«^^(whomthcy fjppofe is droun’d) 

I And his,and mine loll’d darling. 

Gon. 1th name of iomething holy,Sir,why ftand you 
In this ftrange ftare f 

*Al. 0,it is monftrous: monftrous: 

Me thought the billowes lpoke,and cold me ofit, 

The windes did fing it to me; and the Thunder 
(That deepc and dreadfull Organ-Pipe) pronounc'd 
The name of Profper : it did bale my Tre(paffe. 

Therefore my Sonne i'ch Ooze is bedded; and 
Tie feeke him deeper.then ere plummet founded. 

And with him there lye mudded. Exit. 

Seb. Buconefccndatatime, 
lie fight their Legions ore. 

B Ant. 
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Ant. lie be tby Second. Exeunt. 

Gon. All three ofthem are defperate: their great guilt 
(Like poyfon giuen to worke a great time after) 

Now gins to bite the fpirits: I doe befeech you 
(That arc of fuppler ioynts) follow them fwiftly. 

And hinder them from what this extafie 
May now prouoke them to. 

■Ad. Follow,! pray you. Exeunt emnet. 


Alius Quart us. Scena'Trima. 


Enter Vrofpero, Ferdinand,and Miranda. 

Pro. If I haue too auftcrely punifh’d vou, 

Your compenlation makes amends, for I 
Haue giuen you here,a third of mine owne life, 

Or that for which I liac: who,once againe 
I tender to thy hand: All thy vexations 
Were but my trials of thy loue, and thou 
Haft ttrangely flood the teft : here,afore hcauen 
I ratifie this my rich guift: O Ferdinand, 

Doc not fmile at me, that I boaft her of. 

For thou fhalt finde flic will out-ftrip allpraifc 
And make it halt,behinde her. 

Per. Idoebelceueit 
Againft an Oracle. 

Pro. Then,a$my gueft,and thine owne acquisition 
Worthily purchas’d,take my daughter .• Hut 
If thou do’ft breake her Virgin-knot, before 
All fan&imonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy right, be miniftred, 

No fweetafperfion fhall theheauens let fall 
To make this contrail grow; butbarrainc hate, 
Sower-ey’d difdainc, and difeord fhall beftrew 
The vnion of your bed, with weedes fo loathly 
That you fhall hate it both: Therefore take heede. 

As Hymens Lamps fhall light you. 

Fer. As I hope 

For quiet dayes,faire I(Tue,and long life. 

With fuch loue,as’tis now the murkieft den, 

Tire moft opportune place,the ftrongft fuggeflion, 

Our wotfer Genius can.fhall ncucr melt 
Mine honor into luft, to take away 
The edge of that dayes celebration. 

When I fhall thinke.or Phoebus Steeds are founderd. 

Or Night kept chain’d below’. 

Pro. Fairely fpoke ; 

Sit then,and talkc with her,fhe is thine owne; 

What Ariell; my induftrious feruat Ariell. Enter Ariel!. 

Ar. What would my potent mafter ? here I am. 

Pro. Thou,and thy meaner fellowes, your laft feruice 
Did worthily performe •• and I muft vfeyou 
In fuch another tricke; gde bring the rabble 
(Ore whom I giue thee powre) here,to this place t 
Incite them to quicke motion, for I muft 
Bcftow vpon the eyes of this yong couple 
Some vanity ofmine Art: it is my promife. 

And they expeil it from me. 

Ar. Prefen tly ? 

•Pro. I .• with a twlncke. 

lAr. Before you can fay come,and goe. 

And breathe twice; and cry, fo,fo .• 

Each one tripping on hisToe, 

Will be here with mop,and mowe. 

Doe you loue me Mafter? no? 


Pro. Dcarely,my delicate Ariel ! : doe not approach 
Till thou do’ft heare me call. 

Ar. Well .• I conceiue. 

Pro. Looke thou be truer doe not giue dalliance ' 
Too much the raigne: the ftrongeftoathe$,arc ft raw 
To th’fire ith* blood .• be more abftenious. 

Or elfe good night your vow. 

Fer. I warrant you, Sir, 

The white cold virgin Snow,vpon my hea* 

Abates the ardour of my Liuer. 

•Pro. Well. 

Now come my Ariell, bring a Corolary, 

Rather then want a Spirit;appear,& pertly. Soft mujtc^ 
No tongue .* all eyes : be filent. Enter lru t 

Ir. Ceret , moft bounteous Lady,thy rich Leas 
Of Whcace,Rye,BarIey,Fctches,Oates and Peafc; 

Thy T urphic-Mountaines.whcre liue nibling Shcepe, 
And flat Mcdes thetchd with Stouer,thetn to kcepc: [ 

Thy bankes wjth pioned,and twilled brims 
Which fpungie Aprill, atthy heft betrims; 

To make cold Nymphcs chaft crowne*; & thy broomo. 
Whofe fliadow the difmiffed Batchelor loues, ( grouts; 
Being laffe-lornc: thy pole-clipt vineyard, 

And thy Sea-marge ftirrile.and rockey-hard. 

Where thou thy felfc do’ft ay re, the Quccne o’th Skie, 
Whofe watry Arch, and meflenger,am I. 

Bids thee leaue thefc,& with her foueraigne grace, hint 
Here on this graflc-plot,in this very place defeends. 

To come.and fport: here Peacocks flye amainc : 
Approach, rich Ceret, her to entertaine. Enter Ceres . 

Cer. Haile,many-coloured Meffcnger, that ncre 
Do’ft difobey the wife of /up iter: 

Who,with thy faffron wings,vpon my flovvres 
Diffufeft hony drops, refrefhing fhowres, 

And with each end of thy blew bowe do’ft crowne 
My boskie acres,and my vnfbrubd downe. 

Rich fcarph to my proud earth: why hath thyQiieene 
Summond me hither,to this fhort gras’d Greene i 

Ir. A contract of true Louc,to celebrate. 

And fomc donation freely to eftate 
On the bles’d Loucrs. 

Cer. Tell me heauenly Bowe, 

If Ventu or her Sonne,as thou do’ft know. 

Doe now attend the Queeue ? fince they did plot 
The meanes,that duskie Die, my daughter got, 

Her,and her blind-Boyes icandald company, 

I haue forfworne. 

Ir. Of her focietic 
Be not afraid: I met her deitie 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphot :and her Son 
Doue* drawn with her: here thought they to haue done 
Some wanton charme,vpon this Man and Maide, 

Whofe vowes are,that no bed-right fhall be paid 
Till Hymens Torch be lighted: but in vainc, 

Marfes hot Minion is returnd againe. 

Her wafpifh headed fonnc,has broke his arrowes. 

Swears he will fhoote no more,but play with Sparrows, 
And be a Boy right out. 

^ Cer. Higheft Queenc of State, 

Great Iuno comes, I know her by her gate, 
lu. How do’s my bounteous lifter ? goe with me 
Tobleffe this twaine.that they may profperous be, 

And honourd in their Mile. They Sing- ' 

Jtt. Honor,riches,marriage,bleffing. 

Long continuance,and encreafmg, 

Hourefy iojes , befiidvpenyou, 

June 
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lunofings herbleffings on you. 

Earths increafe,foyx.ottplentie, 

Barnes, and Garners, neuer empty. 

Vents, withdaftring bunches growing. 

Plants, wtthgoodly burthen bowing : 

Spring const toyett at thtfartheji. 

In the very end of Harueft. 

Scarcity and went jhaUfhunjouj 
Ceres blejfmg fits on you. 

Fer. This is a moft maiefticke vifion, and 
Harmonious charmingly: may 1 be bold 
Tothinke thefe lpirits ? 

pro. Spirits, which by mine Art 
I haue from their confines call’d to cna£l 
My prefcnt fancies. 

Fer. Let me hue here cuer, _ ■ < 

So rare a wondred Father, and a wile 
Makes this place Paradife. 

Pro. Sweet now, filence i 
Iuno and Ceres whtfpcr ferioufly, 

There’s lomcthing ellc to doc: hufti, and be mute 
Orelfcourfpell is mat’d. 

Iuno and Ceres whifier,andfend Iris on employment. 
Iris. You Nimphs cald Nayades of f windung brooks, 
With yourfedg’d crownes,andcucr-harmclellclookcs, 
Leaue your crifpe channels, and on this grcenc-Land 
Anfwereyour fummons, Iuno do’s command. 

Come temperate Nimphes , and hclpe to celebrate 
A Contrail of true Loue: be not too late. 

Enter Cert nine Nimphes. 

Y ou Sun-burn’d Sicklemen of Augutt weary. 

Come hecherfrom the furrow, and be merry, 

, Make holly day: your Ryc-ftraw hats put on. 

And thefefrefb Nimphcvcncounter cuery one 
In Country footing. 

Enter certaine Reapers ( properly habited: ) they ioyne With 
the Nimphes,in a graceful! dance ^towards the end where¬ 
of, Profpero Jlarts fidain/y and [peakys, after which to a 
flrangt hollow andconfufidnoyfi, they heauily vanifh. 

Pro . 1 had forgot that foule confpiracy 
Ofthe bcaft (falliban , and his confederates 
Againft my life: the minute of their plot 
Isalmoftcome : Well done, auoidrnomore. 

Fer. This is ftrangc : your fathers in fomepalTion 
That workes him ftrongly. 

Mir. Neuer till this day 
Saw I him touch’d with anger, fo diftemperd. 

Pro. You doe looke (my fon) in a mou’d fort'. 

As if you were difmaid: be cheerefnll Sir, 

Our Rcuels now arc ended: Thefe our ailors, 

(As I foretold you) were all Spirits, and 
Are melted into Ayrc, into thin Ayrc, 

Andlike the bafeleflc fabricke of this vifion 
The Clowd-capt Towres, the gorgeous Pallacer, 

The folemne Tcmplcs, the great G lobe it felfc. 

Yea, all which it inherit, fhall diffolue, 

And like this infubftantiall Pageant faded 
Leaue not a rackc bchinde: we arc fuch ftuffe 
As dreames are made on; and our little life 
Is rounded with a fleepe: Sir, I am vext, 

Beare with my weakeneflc,my old braine if troubled: 

Be not difturb’d with my infirmitic, 

Ifyou be pleas’d, retire into ray Cell, 

And thererepofe, a turnc or two, He walkc 
To ftill my beating mindr. 

Per, Mtr. We wifh your peace. Exit. 


Pro.Comc with a thought; I thank thee Ariell: cotne. 

Enter Ariell. 

Ar. Thy thought# I cleaue to, what’s thy pleafurc ? 
Pro. Spirit: We muft prepare to meet with Caliban. 
Ar. I my Commander, when I presented Ceres 
I thought to haue told thee of it; but I fear’d 
Leaft I might anger thee. 

Pro. Say again,where didft thou leaue thefe varlots? 
Ar. 1 told you Sir,they were red-hot with drinking. 
So full of valour,that they fmotfc the ayre b 

For breathing in their faces : beate the ground 
For kifling of their fecte; yet alwaies bending 
Towards their proieil: then I beate my Tabor, 

At which like vnback’t colts they prickt their cares; 
Aduanc’d their eye-lids, lifted vp their nofes 
. As they fmelt mufickc, fo I charm’d their cares 
| That Calfe-like, they mv lowing follow’d, through 
Tooth’d briars,fliarpe hrzes, pricking gofle ) & thorns, 
Which entred their fraile ftiins: at laft i left them 
1’th’ rilthy mantled poole beyond your Cell, 

There dancing vp to th’chins, that the fovvle Lake 
Ore-ftunck their feet. 

Fro. This was well dofie (my bird ) 

Tky fhape inuifible retaine thou ftill: 

The crumpery in my houfc, goe bring it hither 

For ftale to catch thefe theeucs. Ar.\ go, I coe. Exit. 

Pro. A Dcuill, a borne-Dcuill, on wholenaturc 
Nurture can neuer fticke: on whom my paines 
Humanely taken, all; all loft, quite loft. 

And, as with age, his body ouglier growes, 

So his minde cankers: I will plague them all, 

Euen to roaring: Come; hang on them this line; 

Enter Ariell, loaden with gliftering apparel'l, &c. Etiter 
Caliban, Stephano,<fWTrinculo, all wet. 

Cal. Pray you tread foftly, that the blinde Mole majr 
not heare a foot fall: we now are neere his Cell. 

St. Monfter.your Fairy ,b you fay is a harmles Fairy, 
Has done little better then plaid the lacke with vs. 

Trin. Monfter, I do fmell all horfc-pifTe, at which 
My nofc is in great indignation. 

Ste. So is mine. Do you heare Monfter: If I fhould 
Take a difpleafure againft you : Looke you. 

Trim Thou vvet t but a loft Monfter. 

Cal. Good my Lord, giue me rhy fauout ftil. 

Be patient, for the prize lie bring thee too 
Shall hudwinke this mifchancc: therefore fpeake foftly, 
All’s huflit as midnight yet. 

Trite. I, but to loofe our bottles in the Poole. 

Ste. There is not onely difgrace and difhonorin that 
Monfter, but an infinitelofle. 

Tr. That’s more to me then my wetting: 

Yet this is your harmleffe Fairy, Monflcr. 

Ste. I will fetch off my bottle. 

Though I be ore eares for my labour. 

Cal. Prc-thee (my King) be quiet. Scefl thou heere 
This is the mouth o’th Cell: no noile.and enter: 

Do that good mifchecfe.which may make this Ifland 
Thine owne for euer, and I thy Caliban 
For aye thy foot-licker. 

Ste. Giue me thy hand, 

I do begin to haue bloody thoughts. 

Trin. O King Stepbano, O Peere: O worthy Stephana, 
Looke what 3 wardrobe heere is for thee. 

Cal. Let it alone thou foole, it is but trafti. 

Tri. Oh, ho, Monfter :wceknow what belongs to a 
frippery, O King Stephano. 

B a Ste. Put 
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Put oflf that gownc (Trittculo) by this band lie 
haue that gowne. 

Tru Thy grace {hall hauc it. (raeanc 

Cals The dropfie drownethis foole, whatdocyou 
To doate thus on fuch luggage i let’s alone 

And doe the murcher firft: if he awake, 

From toe to cro wne hec’l fill our skins with pinchss. 
Make vs ftrange flutter * 

Ste. Be you quidt (;Monfter ) Miftrisdine, is not this 
my Icrkin? now is thc lerkin vndcr thcline: nowlcr- 
kin you are like to lofe your haire,&prouc a bald Icrkin. 

Trim Doc, doc; \vc fteale by lyne and leucll, and’c 
like your grace. 

Ste. 1 thank thee for that ieft; hccr’s a garment for’t: 
Wit fhall not goc vn-rewarded while I am King of this 
Country: Stealcby line and Icuell, is an excellent paffc 
of pace : there’s another garment fov’e. 

Tru Monfter, come put fornc Lime vpon your fin-» 
gers 5 and away with the reft. 

Cal . I will haue none on’t : we fhall loofc our time. 
And ailbeturn’d to Barnades,or to Apes 

With foreheads villanous low. 

Ste. Monfter,lay to your fingers: hdpe tobeare this 
away, where myhogfhcadofvvineis,orlleturneyou 
out of my kingdomc : goc to, carry this. 

Tru And this. 

Ste . I , and this. 

ji noyfe ef Hunters heard. Enter diners Spirit j infhape 
of Dogs and Hounds, hunting them about: Proper* 
and tAriel fetting them on. 

Pro. Hey <JMountaine y \\zy* 

Ari. Stluer : there it goes, Stlucr. 

ppb. Fury, Fury: there Tyrant, there: barke, harke. 
Goe, charge my Goblins that chey'grinde their ioynts 
With dry Convulcions, fhorten vp their finewes 

With aged Cramps, & more pinch-fpottcd make them, 
TbcnPard, or Cat o’Mountainc. 

Ari. Harke, they rorc. 

’* Pro . Let them be hunted foundly: At this hourc 

Lies at my mercy all mine enemies: 

Shortly (ball all my labours end, and thou 

Shalt haue the ayre at freedomc: for a little 

Follow, and doe me feruice. Exeunt. 

Him that you term’d Sir, the good old Lord Gonx., j& } 
His teares runs downe his beard like winters drops 

From eaucs ofreeds: your charm fo ftrongly works ’em 
That if you now beheld them, your affections 

Would become tender. 

Pro. Doft thou thinke fo. Spirit ?’ 

Ar. Mine would,Sir, were I humane. 

Pro. And mine (hall. 

Haft thou (which art but aire) a touch, a feeling 

Of their afflictions, and fhall not my fdfe, 

One of their kinde, that reliifh all as fharpely, 

Paffion as they, be kindlier mou’d then thou art ? 

Thogh with their high wrongs I am ftrook to th’quick, 
Yet, with my nobler reafon, gainft my furie 

Doe I take part: the rarer Adtion is 
. I n vertue, then in vengeance: they, being penitent. 

The foie drift of my purpofe doth extend 

Not a frowne further: Goe,releafe them ArieR, 

M y Charmcs He brcakc,their fences He reftore. 

And they fhall be tbcmfclues, 

Ar. He fetch them,Sir. Exit. 

Pro. Ye Elues ofhils,brooks,ftading lakes & groucs, 
And ye, that on the fands with printlcflc footc 

Doe chafe the cbbing-A r e/>r#«e, and doc flic him 

When lie comes backe: you demy-Puppets, that 

By Moonc-fhinc doe the greene fowre Ringlets make, 
Whereof the Ewe not bites: and you,wholepaftime 

Is to make midnight-Mufhrumps, that rcioyce 

To heare the folemne Curfcwe, by whofe ayde 
(Weake Mafters though ye be) I haue bedymn’d 

TheNoonc-tide Sun, call’d forth the mutenous windes, 
And twixt the greene Sea, and the azur’d vault 

Set roaring warre: To the dread ratling Thunder 

Haue 1 giuen fire, and rifted lotus ftowt Oke 

With his owne Bolt: The ftrong bafs’d promontorie 
Hauc I made fhake, and by the lpurs pluckt vp 

The Pyne, and Cedar. Graues army command 

Haue wak’d their flecpers,op5d,and let’em forth 

By my fo potent Art. But this rough Magickc 

I heere abiure : and when I hauc requir'd 

Some hcauenly Muficke (which euen now 1 do) 

To worke mine end vpon their Scnces, that 

This Ayric-charme is for, l ie breakc my ftaffc, 

Bury it certaine fadomes in the earth, 

And deeper then did euer Plummet found 

lie drowne my booke. Solcmnc mttfich. 

Heere enters Ariel before: Then Alonfo with ajrantickfgt- 
fare,attended by Gonzalo. Sebaftian and Anthoniow 
like manner attended fa Adrian <WFrancifco -.They d 
enter the circle which Profpero had made,and there ftani 
charm’d: which Profpero obfertiing,fpeakes. 

A folemne Ayre,and the belt comforter. 

To an vnfetled fancie, Cure thy braines 
(Now vfelefle) boile within thy skull: there ftand 

For you are Spcll-ftopr, 

Holy GohzaIIo, Honourable man, 

Mine eyes ev’n fociable to the (hew of thine 

Fall fellowly drops: The charme dtfTolucs apace, 

And as the morning fleales vpon the night 
(Melting the darkenefle) fo their rifing fences 

Begin to chace the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their deerer reafon. O good GonzatRo 

My true preferuer, and a loyal! Sir, 

To him thou folio w’ft; I will p ay thy graces 

Home both in word,and deedc: Moft cruelly 

Didft 

<t A Btis quintus: Serna c jV rima . 

Enter Profpcro ( tnhis Magtckg robes'} and Arid. 

Fro. Now do’smy Proie<ft gathertoahead: 

Mv charmcs crackc not: my Spirits obey,and Time 

Goes vpright with his carriage : how's the day ? 

esfr. On the fixe howe^ at which time, my Lord 

You faid our worke fhould ceafe. 

Pro. I did fay fo. 

When firft I rais’d the Tcmpcft: fay my Spirit, 

How fares the King, and’s followers ? 

Ar. Confin’d together 

In the fame fafhion, as you gaue in charge, 

Iuft as you left them; all prifoners Sir 

In the Line-groue which wcather-fends your Cell, 

They cannot boudge till your releafe : The King, 

His Brother, and yours,abidc all three diftra&ad. 

And the remainder mourning ouer them. 

Brim full of forrow, and difmay : but chiefly 
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\ Did thou Alonfo, rfc me, and my daughter : 

1 Thy brother was a furthcrcr in the A£L 
| Thou arc pinch’d for’t now Sebaflian.f\tCa^ bloud, 
You, brother mine, that entcrtainc ambition, 

Expelld remorfc, and nature, whom, with Sebaftian 
(Whofe inward pinches therefore arc moft ftrong) 
Would heere haue kill’d your King : I do forgiue thee, 
Vnnaturall though thou art: Their vnderftanding 

Begins to fwell, and the approving tide 

Will fhortly fill the reafonnblc fnore 

That now ly foule, and muddy : not one Of them 

That yet lookes on me, or would know me: Ariblt, 

Fetch me the Hat, and Rapier in my Cell, 

I will difeafe me, and my fclfc prefent 

As I was fometime 7 MrHatne : quickly Spirir, 

Thou flhalc erelong be fiee. 

Ay iell fags, rind helps to attire him . 
Where the Bee fucks , therefuck^f 

In a Corvjlips bell , / he, 

There l cow eh when Owles doe crie y 

Ok the Batts backe I doefie 
after Sommer merrily. 

Mtrrtly , merrily,fbxll IHue now. 

Vnder the blofom that hangs on the Bow. 

Pros Why that’s my dainty ArieH : I fhall mifle 

Thee,but yet thou (halt haue freedome : lo,fo,fo. 

To the Kings {hip, inuifiblc as thou art, 

There {halt thou finde the Marriners aftccpc 

Vnder the Hatches: the Mafter and the Boat-lwaine 
Being awake, enforce them to this place; 

And prefenrly,I pre’thee. 

Ar . I drinke the aire before me,and returnc 

Or ere your palfe twice beace. Exit . 

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonderland amazement 
Inhabits heere: fomc hcauenly power guide vs 

Out of this fearefull Country. 

Pro. Behold Sir King 

The wronged Duke of Mtllaine , Profpero: 

For more afiurance that a liuing Prince 

Do’s now fpeakc to thcc, I embrace thy body. 

And to thee, and thy Company, 1 bid 

A hearty welcome* 

Alo. Where thou bce'ft he or no, 

Or lome inchantcd triflle to abufc me, 

(Aslate I hauc bccne) I not know: thy Pulfe » 

Beats as offlc(h,and blood: and fince I faw thcc, 
Th’ 3 ffli£fionofmy rninde amends, with which 

I fcare a madneffe held me : this muft.craue 
(And ifthis be at all) a moft ftrangc ftory. 

Thy Dukedome I refigne, and doe entreat 

Thou pardon me my wrongs : But how (hold Profpero 

Be liuing, and be heere ? 

Pro. Firft, noble Frcnd, 

Let me embrace thine age, whofe honor cannot 
Bemeafui’d, or confin’d. 

Gonzj. Whether this be. 

Or be not, Tie not fweare. 

Pro. You doc yet tafte 

Somefubtlcties o’thTfle,that will nor let you 

Belceue things certaine: Wellcome, my friends all, 
Butyou,my brace of Lords,were I fo minded 

Ihcerccould pluckehisHighneffe frownevponyou 

And iuftific you Traitors: at this time 

1 will tell no tales* 

Seb. ThcDiuell fpeakes in him: 

\Pro. No: 

For you (moft wicked Sir ^ whom to call brother 

Would cucn infecfmy mouth, I do forgiue 

Thy rankeft fault ; all of them : and require 

My Dukedome ofthce, which, perforce I know y 

Thou muff reftore. d 

Alo* If thou beeft Projpero 

Giuc vsparticularsofthy preferuation, - • l. v 

J low thou haftmet vs heere, whom three howres fince 
Were wrackt vpon this fnore ? where I haue loft " 

(How fharp the point of this remembrance is) 

My deerefonne Ferdinand . 

Pro. I am woe for’t, Sir. 

Alo. Irreparable is the Ioffe, and patience 

Saies, it is part her cure. * 

Pro. I rather thinke tz \, 

You hauc not fought her helpe, of whofe (oft grace 

For the like Ioffe, I haue Her foueraigne aid. 

And reft my fclfc concern - . “ 

Alo. You the like lofTc? 

’ Pro. As great to me, as late, and fupportable 

To make the deere lofle,haue ] meanes much w taker 

Then you may call to comfoityoa ; for I 
my daughter. 

dltbeauens, that they were liuing both In Nalpes 

The King and QLjecnc there, that they were, I wifh 

My felfc weremudded in that oo-zie bed 

Where my fonne lies: when did you lofe your daughter? 

Pro. InchislaftTempeft. I perceiuc thefe Lords 

At this encounter doe fo much admire, 

That they deuoure their reafon, and fcarce thinke 

Their cics doe offices ofTrutb : Their words 

Avenaturall breath : but howfoeu’ryou haue 

Beene iuftled from your fences, know for certain 

That I am Projpero , and that very Duke 

Which was thruft forth of Ttltttaine, who moft ftrangely 
Vpon this lhoref where you were wrackt) was landed 

To be the Lord on’c : No more yet of this, 

For ’cis a Chronicle of day by day, 

Not a relation for a break-fart, nor 

Befitting this firft meeting : Welcome, Sir; 

This Cell’s my Court : heere haue I few attendants. 

And Subie 6 b none abroad > pray you lookc in : 

My Dukedome fince you haue giuen me againc, 

I will 1 equireyou with as good a thing, 

At leaft bring forth a wonder, to content ye 

As much, as me my Dukedome. 

Hire Projpero difeouers Ferdinand and Miranda, plac¬ 
ing at Cbejfe, 

Mir. Sweet Lord, you play me falfc. 

Fer. Nomydeareftloue, 

I would not for the world. (wrangle, 

Mtr, Yes , forafeoreof Kingdomes, you fhould 
And I would call it faire play. 

Alo. Ifthis proue 

A vifion of the j (land, one deere Sonne 

Shall I twice loofe. 

Seb. Amofthighnfiracle. 

Fer. Though the Seas threaten they arc mercifull, 

I hauc curs’d them wichoot caufc. 

Alo. Now all the bleffings 

Of a glad father, compaffe thee about : 

Arife, and fay how thou cam’ft heere. 

Mtr. O wonder ! 

How many goodly creatures are there heere ? 

How beauteous mankindeis ? O brauc new world 
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1 That has fuch people in’e. 

Pro. 'T is new to thee. (play? 

Alo. What is this Maid, with whom thou was'eat 
Your eld ft acquaintance cannot be three houres : 

Is (lie the goddeflc that hath feuer’d vs. 

And brought vs thus together ? 

Per. Sir, fheismortall; 

But by immortall prouidcoce, flic’s mine; 

I choie her vyhen I coutfd not aske my Father 
For his aduife : nor thought I had one : She 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of 
Ofwhom, fo often I haue heard renowne. 

But neuerfaw before: ofwhom I haue 
Receiu’dafecond life; and lecond Father 
This Lady makes him to me. 

Alo. I am hers. 

But 0,how odly will it found, that 1 
Muft aske my childe forgiuenefi'e ? 

Pro. There Sir flop, s 
Let vs npt b urthen our icmembrances,wkb 
A heauinefle that’s gon. 

Gon. I haue inly wept. 

Or fliould haue fpoke ere this: lookejdowne you gods 
And on this couple diop a blcfied crowne; jxjSUL 
For it is you, that haue chalk'd forth the way 
Which brought vs hither, 

Alo. I fay Amen, Gon^dlo, ™ 

Gon. Was MtlUinc thruft from Millaine, that his l(Tue 
Should become Kings oi'JVaples ? Or^ioyce 
Beyond a common ioy, and let it dcfwne 
With gold on lading Pillers.: In one^voyage 
Did flaribell her husbapd finde at Tunis , 

And Ferdinand her brother, found a wife. 

Where he himfelfe was loft : Profpero ,hisDukedomc 
In a poore Ifle .* and all of v$,our felucs. 

When no man was his ownc. 

Alo. Giue me your hands: 

Let griefe and forrow ftHl embrace his heart, 

That doth not wifli you ioy # 

Gon . Be it fo, Amen. 

Snter ArieH>mtb the Mafter and Boatfwatne 
amusedly following. 

O lookeSirftooke Sir,here is more of ys: 

I prophefi’d, if a Gallowes were on Land 
This fellow could not drovvne .* Now blafphcmy, 

That fwear’ft Grace ore-boord,not an oath on fliore, 
Haft thou no mouth by land? 

What is the newes? 

Bot . The beft newes is, that we haue tafely found 
Our King, and company .• The next: our Ship, 

Which but threeglaflcs fince, we gaueout fplit, 

Is ty te, and yare, and brauely rig d, as when 
We firft put out to Sea. 

Ar . Sir, all this feruice 
Haue I done lince I went. 

Pro* My trickfey Spirit. 

tAlo. Thefe are not naturall eucnts,thcy ftrengthen 
From ftrange,to ftranger: fay, how came you hither t 
Bot. If I did thinkc, Sir,l were well awake, 

Pld ftriuc to tell you: wc were dead of fleepe, 

And (how we know not) all ciapt voder hatches. 
Where,but cucn now,with ftrange 5 and feuerall noyfes 
Of roring,ftireeking,howling, gingling chaines. 

And mo diuerhtie of founds, all horrible. 

We were awak’d: ftraight way, at liberty ; 

Where we, in all our trim, freflily beheld 


Our royall, good, and gallant Ship .• our Matter 
Capring to eye her: on a trice, fo plcafe you, 

Euen in a dreame, were we diuided from them* 

And were brought moaping hither# 

Ar. Was’t well done? 

Pro. Brauely (my diligence) thou (halt be free. 
Alo . This is as ftrangc a Maze, as ere men trod, 
And there is in this bufineffc, more then nature 
Was euer conduft of rfomeOracle 
Muft re&ifie our knowledge. 

Pro. 5ir,myLeigc, 

Doe not infeft your minde, with beating on 
The ftrangeneffe of this bufinefle^t piefct ieifure 
(Which (hall be fhortly Angle) Tie refolue you, 
(Which to you fhall feeme probable) ofeuery 
Thefe happend accidents .* till when, be cheercfull 
And thinke of each thing well; Come hither Spirit, 

Set Caliban, and his companions free: 

Vntye the Spell .• How fares my gracious Sir ? 

There arc yet milling of your Companic 
Some few odde Lads, that you remember not. 

Enter Art ell, dr in ingin Cal than, Stephano , and 
Trinculo in their ft vine ApparcU. 

Stc . Euery man fhife for all the reft, and let 
No man take care for himfelfe ; fipr all is 
But fortune ifcoragio Bully-Monfter Corafio. 

Tri. If thefe be true fpici which I weare i n my head, 
here’s a goodly light. 

Cal. O Setebos , thefe be brane Spirits indeede : 
Howfinemy Mafteris? Iamafraid 
He will chalftfe me. 

Seb. Ha,ha: 

What things are thefe, my Lord Anthonie* 

Will money buy cm / 

Ant. Very like : one ofthem 
Is a plainc Filh, and no doubt marketable, 

Pro . Marke but the badges ofthefc men,my Lords, 
Then fay if they be true: This mifliapenknatiej 
His Mother was a Witch, and one fo ftropg 
That could controle the Moone; make flowes,aud ebs, 
And dcale in her command, without her power : 

Theic three haue robd me,and this dcmy-diuell; 

(For he’s abaftard one) had plotted with them 
To take my life : two ofthefc Fellowcs, you 
Muft knovv,and ownc, this Thing of darkenefle, I 
Acknowledge mine. 

Cal. I (hall bcpincht co death. 

Alo. Is not this Stephano , my drunken Butler ? 

Scb. Heisdrunkcnow; 

Where had he wine? 

Alo. And Trinculo is reeling ripe: where fliould they 
Finde this grand Liquor that hath gilded cm ? 

How cam’ft thou in this pickle ? 

Tri . I haue bin in fuch a pickle Cnee I faw you laft, 
That 1 feare me will neuer out of my bones: 

I (hall not feare fly-blowing, j 
Seb. Why how now Stephano ? 

Ste. O touch me not,I am not Stephano ,but aCramp* 
Tro. You’ld be King o’che Ifle, Sirha? 

Ste. I fhould haue bin a fore one then. 

Alo* This is a ftrange thing as ere 1 look’d on. 

Pro. He is as difproportion’d in his Manners 
As in his fliape: Goe Sirha, to my Cell, 

Take with you your Companions : as you looke 
To haue my pardon, trim it handfomely. 

Cal. I that I will: and lie be wife hereafter, 

And 
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And feeke lor grace : what a thrice double Affe 

Was I to take this drunkard for a god / 

And worlbip this dull foolc? 

Pro. Goe to, away. (toundir. 

| Alo. Hence, and beftow your luggage where you 
Seb. Orftole it rather. - 

Pro. Sir, I inuite your Highnefle, and yourtraine 

To my poore Cell : where you /hall cake your reft 

Forthis one night, which part ofit.Ile waftc 

With fuch difeourfe, as I not doubt,flrall make it 

Goe quickeji^ay 1 T!\c fofjr of.my life, 

And the particular accidents, gon by 

Since I came to this Ifle: And in the morne 

He bring you to your fhip, and fo to Naples , 

’ ’ * ■ 

Where I haue hope to fee the nuptiall t 

i Of thefe our decre*bclou’d, folemnizcd. 

And thence retire me to my MiRawe, where 

Euery third thought fhall be my graue. 
i Alo. I long 

To heare the ftory of your life ; which muft 

Take the eare ftarngely. 

Pro. I’le deliuer all, 

And promife you calme Seas, aulpicious gales, 

■ And faile, fo expeditious, that fhall catch 

Your Royall fleece farre off : My Ariel ; cliicke 

That is thy charge : Then to the Elements 

Be free, and fare thou well : pleafe you draw neere^ 

Exeunt omnes. 

■ - 


EPILOGVE, 

Jpoken by Profpero. 

\T Orv mj Charmes are allore-throwne. 

Andrvbatftrength I haue's mine otvne. 
Which is mofi faint: now 'tis true 
I muf he heere confinde by you, 

Orfent to Naples, Let me not 
Since I haue my Dukedomegot , 

And pardon'd the deceiuer y dwell 
In this bare /(land, by your Spell\ 

But releaje me from my bands 
With the helpe ofy ourgood hands: 

Gentle breath of yours , my Saties 
Muft fill, or elfe my proieclfailes^ 
which was to pleafe: Now I want 
Spirits to enforce: Art to inch ant. 

And my ending is deft aire, 

Vnleftel be re lieu d by praier 
Which pierces fo, that it affaults 
Mercy itJelfe, andfrees all faults. 

As you from crimes would pardon'd be , 

Let your Indulgence fet mefree. Exit. 


The Scene,an vivinhabited Ifland 
jfames of the AUors . 

Alonfo, K.of Naples: 

Sebafltan his Brother . 

Proftero , the right Duke of.Millainc. 

Anthonio his brotherjbe vfurping Duke of Millaine. 
Ferdinand , Son to the King of Naples. 

Gonzalo, an honeft old Counsellor. 

Adrian , & Francifco, Lords. 

Caliban , afaluage and deformedftaue. 

Trinculo , a Iester. 

Stephano , a drunken Butler. 

MafterofaShip. 

Boate-Swaine. 

Marriners. 

Miranda , daughter to Proftero. 

Art ell, an ayrie fpirit. 

I Iris 1 

Ceres 

; luno [> Spirits. 

j Nymphes I 

Reapers j 
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THE 

Two Gentlemen of Verona. 


elm primus. Scenes primes . 


Valentine: Froth cm, and Speed* 


Valentine* 

S Eafe to perfwade, my louing Frothsuj ; 

Hotnc-kccping youth,Imuc cucr homely wits, 
Wcr’c not afteition chaines thy tender dayes 
T o the facet glaunces of thy honour’d Loue, 

I rather would entreat thy company, 

T o fee the wonders of the world abroad, 

Then (liuing dully fluggardiz’d at home) 

Wcdrc out thy youth with fhapcleffe idlencffc. 

But fince thou lou'ft; lotieftilf,and thriue therein, 

Euen as I would, when I to loiic begin. 

Fro . Wilt thou be gonc. ? Sweet Valentine ad ew, 
Thinke on thy frotheun., when thou(hap , ly) feert 
Some rare note-worthy obieft in thy trauailc. 

Wifli me partaker in thy happincifc, . 

When thou do'll meet good hap; and in thy danger, 

(Ifeuer danger doe enuiron thee) 

Commend thy grieuance to my holy prayers. 

For I will be thy beadef-man, Valentine . 

Val. And on a loue-hookc pray for my fucceffc ? 

Fro . Vpon fomebookc I loue, Tie pray for thee. 
VaL That’s on fome fhallow Storic of deepe loue. 
How yong Leandcr croll the HeUe/font* 

Fro. That’s a deepe Storic, of a deeper loue, 

For he was more then ouer-fhooes in loue. 

VaL ’Tis true 3 for you are ouer-bootes in loue. 

And yet you ncuer fwom the HcUcfiont. 

Pro . Oucr the Bootes > nay giucmcnottheBootr. 
VaL No, I will not; for it boots thee not. 




?ro. What i (grones: 

Val. Tobcinloue; where fcorne is bought with 
Coy looks, with hart-fore fighes: one fading moments 
With twenty warchfull,weary.tedious nights; (mirth, 
Ifhap’ly YVoUjpcrhaps a haplcfle gaine; 

If loft, why then a grietious labour won; 

How euer : but a folly bought with wit, 

Or.eifc a wit,by folly vanquished. 

Pro. So, by your circumft 3 nce,you call me foole. 
Val. So,by your circumftancc,I fcare you’llproue. 
"Pro. ’Tis Loucyou cauill at, I ant not Loue. 

Val. Loue is your maftcr, for he mafters you j 
And he that i# fo yoked by a foole. 

Me thinkes Should not be chronicled for wife. 

Pro. Yet Writers fay; as in the fwccteft Bud, 

The eating Canker dwcls; fo eating Loue 
Inhabits in the fineft wits of all. 

Val. And Writers fay; as the moft forward Bud 


j I s eaten by the Canker ere it blow, 

1 Huen fo by Loue, the yong,and tender wit 
Is turn’d to folly, blafting in the Bud, 

Loofing his verdure, eucn in the prime. 

And all che fairc efteils offuturc hopes. 

But wherefore waftc 1 time to counfaile thee 
That art a votary to fond defire ? 

Once more adieu: my Father at the Road 
Expcdfs my conuning, there to fee me fhip’d. 

Pro. And thither will 1 hring thee Valentine. 

V*l . Sweet Prothttu, no; Now let vs take our leaue: 
To LMillaine let me heare from thee by Letters 
Ofthy fuccefle in loue; and what newes clfc 
Betidcth herein abfcnce of thy Friend: 

And I Iikewife will vifite thee with mine. 

Pro. All happinefle bechance to thee in Millaine. 
Val. As much to you at home: and fo farewell. Exit. 
Pro. He after Honour hunts, I after Loue; 
Helcaucs hisfricnd%to dignific them more; 

I loue my felfc, my friends, and all for loue : 

Thou Julia thou haftmetamorphis’d roe: 

Made me ncgled my Studies, loolemy time; 

Warre with good counfaile; fet the world at nought; 
Made Wit with muling, wcafcc; hart lick with thought. 
Sp. Sir "Protbesu : ’falie you : faw you my Maftcr ? 
Pro.But now he parted hence to embarque faxMAlam, 
Sp. Twenty to one then, he is {hip’d already. 

And I haue plaid the Sheepe in loofing him. 

Pro. Indeede a Sheepe doth very often ftray, 

And iftheShepheard be awhile away. 

Sp. You conclude that my Maftcriis a Shepheard then, 
and I Sheepe i 
Pro. I doe. 

Sp. Why then my homes are his homes, whether 1 
wake or fleepe. 

Pro. A filly anfwere, and fitting well a Sheepe. 

Sp. ThisprouesmeltillaSheepe. 

Pro. True: and thy Mafter a Shepheard. 

Sp. Nay, that I can deny by a circumftance. 

Pro. It fhall gochard but ile proue it by another, 

Sp. The Shepheard feekes the Sheepe, and not the 
Sheepe the Shepheard; but I feckc my Maftcr, and sny 
Mafter feekes not me; therefore I am no Sheepe. 

Pro. The Sheepe for fodder follow the Shepheard, 
the Shepheard for foode followes not the Sheepe : thou 
for wages followed thy Mafter, thy Mafter for wages 
followes not thee: therefore thou art a Sheepe. 

Sp. Such another proofc will make me cry baa. 

Pro. But do’ft thou heare: gau’ft thou my Letter 
to lulia ? 

Sp. I 
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"TT 1 Sir • I (a loft-Mutton) gauc your Letter to her 

(alacd'Mtftton) and (he (alac’d-Mutoon) gaue mee (a 
loft-Mutton) nothing For my labour. r 

Pro. Here’s too final! a Pafture for fuch ftore of 

’che ground be ouer-charg’d, you wercbeft 

Nay, in that you are aftrav • ’twere beft pound 

y °^. Nay Sir, leffe then a pound fhall ferue me for car- 
ryi ngymir Letten c _ hc polln d,> Pinfold. 

Sp From a pound to J pin ? fold it ou'er and ouer, 
’Tis threefold too little For carrying a letter to your louer 
Pro. But what faid flic i ■’ 

Sp. J. 

pro. Nod-T, vvhy that’s noddy. 

Sp. You miftooke Sir: I fay (he did nod; 

And you askc me iflhe did nod, and I fay 1. 

Pro. And that fet together is noddy. 

Sp. Now you haue taken the paincs to fet it toge- 
ther.take it for your paines. * 

Pro. No.no, you fhall haue it for bearing the letter. 
Sp. Well,I perceiue I muff be fainc to bcarc with you. 
Pro. Why Sir,how doe you beare with me ? 

Sp. Marry Sir, the letter very orderly, 

Hauing nothing but the word noddy for my paincs. 

Pro. Bcfhrcw me,but you haue a quickc wit. 

Sp. And yet it cannot ouer-take your flow purfe. 

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in bricfc; what 
faid fhc. 

Sp. Open your purfe, that th’e money,and the matter 

may be both at once deliuered. 

Pro. Well Sir: here is for your paines: what faid flic? 
Sp. Truely Sir,I thinke you’ll hardly win her. 

Pro. Why? could’ft thou perceiue fo much from her? 
Sp. Sir, I could perceiue nothing at all horn her; 

No,not fo much as a ducket for deliuering your letter: 
And being fo hard to me,that brought your mindc; 

I fcare fhe’ll proue os hard to you in telling your minde, 
Giue her no token but ftoncs,for flic’s as hard as flcele. 
Pro. What faid fhc,nothing? 

Sp. No,not fo much as take this for thy pains: (me; 
To teftifie your bounty J thank you, you haue ceftern’d 
In requital whereof, henceforth,carry your letters your 
fclfe j And fo Sir, He commend you to my Mafter. 

Pro. Go,go,be gone,to l’aue your Ship from wrack. 
Which cannot perifh hauing thee aboardc, 

Being defttn’d to a drier death on fliorc: 

I muft goc fend fome better Mefletiger, 

I feare my lulia would not daigne my lines, 

Rccciuing them from fitch a worthlefle poft. Exit. 


Sccena Secuada. 


Enter Iulia and Lucetta. 

Iul. But fay Lucetta (now we arc alone) 

Would’ft thou then counfaile me to fall in loue ? 
Luc. 1 Madam, fo you {tumble not vnheedfully. 
Iul. Of all the fairc refort ofGentlemen, 

That euery day with par’le encounter me. 


In thy opinion which is worthiert loue ? 

Lu. Pleaie you repeat their names.ilc flic w my mindc, 
According to my fhallow Ample skill. 

Iu. What thinkft thou of the fairc fir Eglamoure ? 

Lu. As of a Knight,well-fpokcn,ncat,and fine; 

But were Iyou,hc neuer fihould bemiiie. 

Iu. What think’ft thou of the rich CMcrcatw? 

Lu. Well of his wealth; butofhimfelfe/o.fo. 

Iu. What think’ft thou of the gentle Protbesu ? 

Lu. Lord.Lord: to fee what folly raighes in vs, 

Iu. How now? what meanes this paffion at his name? 
Lu. Pardon deare Madam/tis apafling fhamc. 

That I (vnworthy body as I am) 

Should cenfurethuson louely Gentlemeni 
lu. Why not on Prethcut, as of all the reft? 

Lu. I hen thus : of many good,! thinke him beft. 

Iul. Yourreafon? 

Lu. I haue no other but a womans reafon : 

I thinke him fo.becaufe I thinke him fo. 

Iul. And would’ll thou haue me caft mylotie on him? 
Lu. I- ifyou thought your loue not caft away. 

Iul. Why he,of all the reft, hath neuer mou’d me. 

Lu. Yet he,ofall the reft,I thinke beftlouesye. 

Iul. Hi* little fpcaking.fhewes his loue but final!. 
Lu. Fire that’s dofeft kcpt,burnes moft of all. 

Iul. They doe not loue,that doe not fliew their loue. 
Lu. Oh,they loue leaft, that let men know their loue. 
Iul. 1 would I knew his minde. 

Lu. Pcrufc this paper Madam, 

Iul. To / alia : fay,from whom ? 

Lu. That the Contents will fliew. 

Iul. Say,fay: who gaue it thee ? 

Lu. Sir Vdentines pagc:& lent I think from Trotketts ; 
He would haue giuen i t you,but 1 being in the way, 

Did in your name receiue it: pardon the fault I pray, 

Iul. Now (by niymodefty) a goodly Broker : 

Dare you prefume to harbour wanton lines ? 

To whiiper, and coufpire againft my youth ? 

Now truft me, ’tis an office of greac worth. 

And you an officer fit for the place : 

There: take the paper: fee it be return’d. 

Or elfe returnc no more into my fight, 

Lu. To plead for loue, deferues more fee.then hare. 
Iul. Will ye be gon ? 

Lu. That you may ruminate. Exit. 

Iul. And yet I would I had ore-look’d the Letter; 

It were a fliame to call her backe againe. 

And pray her to a fault,for which 1 chid her. 

What ’fooleis flie, thatknowe* I am a Maid, 

And would not force the letter to my view? 

Since Maidcs,in modefty, fay no,to that, 

Which they would haue the proftcrer conftrue,-I, 

Fie, fie: how way-ward is this foolifli loue; 

That (like a teflie Babe) will ("cratch the Nurfc, • 

And prelently, all humbled Rifle thcRod ? 

How churlifhly, I chid Lucetta hence. 

When willingly, I would haue had her here ? 

How angcrly I taught my brow to frowne. 

When inward ioy enforc’d my heart to fmile ? 

My pennance is, to call Lucetta backe 
And aske remiflion, for my folly paft. 

What hoe: Lucetta. 

Lu. What would your Ladifliip? 

Iul. Is’tneeredinnertime? 

Lh. I would it were. 

That you mightkill your ftomacke on your meat. 


And 
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And not vpon your Maid. 

Iu. What is’c that you 
Tooke vp fo gingerly? 

Lh. Nothing. 

In. Why didft thou ftoope then ? 

Lh. To take a paper vp,that I let fall* * 

Ini. And is that paper nothing ? 

Lh. Nothing concerning me. 

Ini. Then let it lyc,for thofc that it concernts. 

Lu. Madam,it will not lye where it conccrneS, 
Vnlclfe it haue a falfc Interpreter. 

ltil. Some lone ofyours,hath writ to you in Rime. 
Lh. That I might ling it /Madam) to a tune: 

Giue me a Note, your Ladifliip can fet 

IhI. As little by fuel) toycs,as may be poflible : 

Beft ling it to the tune of Light O^Lene. 

Lh . It is too heauy for fo light a tunc. 

Iu . Hcauy ? belike it hath fome burden the 1 ? 

Lu. I: and melodious were it,would you ling it, 

Iu. And why not you ? 

Lu. I cannot reach fo high. 

Iu. Let’s fee your Song.* 

How now Minion? 

Lu. Keepe tune there ftill; fo you will ting ic out: 
And yet me thinkes 1 do not like this tunc. 

Iu. You doe not t 

Lu. No ('Madam) tis too (harpe. 

Iu. You (Minion) are too Uucic. 

Lu. Nay,now you are too flat; 

And marre the concord,with too harflh a dcfcant: 
There wanteth but a Mcane to fill your Song. 

Iu. The meane is dround with you vnruly bafe. 

Lu. indeede I bid the bafe for Protbttu. 

Iu. This babble (ball not henceforth trouble me 5 
Here is a coile with proteftation : 

Goc,gct you gone: and let the papers lyc ; 

You would be fingring thereto anger me. 

Lu. She makes it ftrage,but (lie would be beft pleas’d 
To be fo angred with another Letter. 

Iu. Nay,would I were fo angred with the fame .* 

Oh hatcfull hands,to tearcluch lotting words ; 
Iniurious Wafpes, to feede on fuch fwcet hony, 

And kill the B.cesthat ycelde it,with your lhngs; 
lie kiffe each feuerall paper,for amends: 

Looke,here is writ,kmdc Iulia: vnkinde Iulia t 
As in reuenge of thy ingratitude, 

I throw thy name againft the bruzing-ftones, 
Trampling contcmptuoufly on thy difdaine. 

And here is writ, Louc wounded Vrothctu. 

Poore wounded name .• my bofome # a$ a bed, 

S hall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly heal'd; 
And thus I fcarch it with a foueraigne kiffe. 

But twicc,or thrice, wa* Protheus written downc: 

Be caljnc (good windc) blow not a word away, 

Till I haue found each letter, in the Letter, 

Except mine own name:That,fome whirle-winde beare 
Vnto a ragged,fearcfull,hanging Rocke, 

And throw it thence into the raging Sea. 

Loejhcre in one line is his name twice writ .• 

Poore forlorne Prothers, pajfionatc Prothens : 

To the fweet Inlia: that ilc scare away: 

And yet I will not, fith fo prettily 
He couples it, to his complainingNamcs; 

Thus will I fold them, one vpon another; 

Now kiffe,cmbracc,contcnd,doe what you will. 

Lu. Madam : dinner is ready; and your father ftaics. 
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I*. Well,let vs goe. 

Lh. What, (hall thefepapers lye,like Tel-taleshet e ? 
/*. If you refpcdl them; beft to take them vp. 

Lh. Nay,I was taken vp,for laying them downc. 
Yet here they (ball not lye,for catching cold., 

Ih. I fee you haue a months mindc to then. 

Lh. I (Madam) you may fay what fights you fee • 

I fee things too,although you iudge 1 winkc, 

Ih. Come,come,wilt pleafe you goe, £xtnnt. 


Sccena Tertia. 


Enter Antonio and Tanthmo. Prethem. 

*Ant. Tell me Panthino, what fad talke was that. 
Wherewith my brother held you in the Cloyfter ? * 
Pan. ’Twas of his Nephew Vrotheue, your Sonne. 
Ant. Why ? what of him? 

7V«. He wondred that your Lordlhip 
Would fuffer him.to fpend his youth at home. 

While other men, of (lender reputation 
Put forth their Sonnes,to feeke preferment out. 

Some to the warres, to try their fortune there; 

Some, to difeouerIflands farreaway : 

Some,to the fludious Vniuerfitics; 

For any,or for all thefe exercifcs. 

He laid,that Prothem, your fonne,wasmeet; 

And did requeft me, to importune you 
To let him fpend his time no more at home; 

Which would be great impeachment to his age, 

In hauing knownc no trauaile in his youth. 

Ant , Nor need’ll thou much importune me to that 
Whereon,this month I haue bin hamering, 

1 haue confider’d well, his lofleef time. 

And how he cannot be a perfect man. 

Not being tryed,and tutord in the world i 
Experience is by induftry atchieu’d, 

And perfected by the fwift courfe of time •• 

Then tell me, whether were I beft to fend him f 
Pan. I thinke your Lordfttipis not ignorant 
How his companion, youthful] Valentine , 

Attends the Emperour in his royall Court. 

Ant. I know it well. (thither, 

Pan. ’Twere good, I thinke, your Lordftiip fenthim 
There fhall he pra/tife Tilts, and Turn aments; 

Heare fweet difeourfe, conuerfc with Noble-men, 

And be in eye of euery Exercile 

Worthy his youth, and noblcnefle of birth. 

Ant. I like thy counfaile: well haft thou aduis’d.* 
And that thou maift percciue how well I like itj 
The execution ofit (ball make knowne; 

Euen with the fpeedieft expedition, 

I will difpatch him to the Emperors Court. 

Pan. To morrow,may it pleafe you,Dan Alfhonft, 
With other Gentlemen of good efteeme 
Arc iournying, to falute the Emperor , 

And to commend their feruice to his will. 

Ant. Good company: with them /ball Prothem go: 
And in good time: now will we breake with him. 

Pro. Sweet Loue,fweet lines,fweet life. 

Here is her hand, the agent ofher heart; 

Here it her oath for loue,her honors paune; 
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O that our Fathers would applaud our loues 
T© fcale our happineffe with their tfonfents. 
pro. Ohhcaucf>ly/#/i*. 

Ant. How now? What Letter arc you reading there? 
Pro. May’t pleafe your Lordflhip, ’tis * word or two 
Of commendations fern from Vdentine; 

Deliucr’d by a friend, that came from him. 

Ant. Lend me the Letter: Let me fee what newer. 
Pro. There is no newes (my Lord)but that he writes 
How happily he hues, how well-belou’d. 

And daily graced by thr Emperor; 

Wilhing me with him, partner of his fortune. 

Ant. And how ftand you arffc&ed to his wifh? 

Pro. As one relying on your Lordfinps will. 

And not depending on his friendly wifh. 

Ant. My will is fomething forted with his wifh : 
Mufc not that I thus fodainly proceed ; 

For what I will, I will, and there an end: 

I am refolu’d, that thou fhalt fpend feme time 
With Valentinus, in the Emperors Court: 

What maintenance he from his friends recciucs. 

Like exhibition thou fhalt haue from me , 

Tomorrow.be in readinefle, to goe, 

Excufe it not: for I am peremptory. 

Pro. My Lord I cannot be lb foonc prouided , 

Pleafe you deliberate a day or two. 

Ant. Look what thou want’ft fhalSe fent after thee: 
No more of flay: to morrow thou muft goe; 

Come on Panthmo \ you (hall be imploy d, 

To haften on his Expedition. 

Fro. Thus haue I fhund the fire, for fearc of burning, 
And drench’d me in the fca^hcre I am drown’d. 

I fear’d to fhew my Father lulia* Letter, 

Leaft he fhould take exceptions to my louc, 

And with the vantage of mine owne exculc 
Hath he excepted moft againft my loue. 

Oh, how this fpring of louc refemblcth 
The vneertaine glory of an Aprill day, 

Which now fhewes all the beauty of the Sun, 

And by and by a clowd cakes all away. 

Pan. Sir Protheus, your Fathers call’s for you. 

He is in haft, therefore I pray you go. 

Pro. Why this it is : my heart accords thereto, 

And yet a rhoufand times it anfwcr’s no. 

Exeunt. Finis. 


<tA Busfecundus: Sccena Trim a. 


Enter ra/entme y Speed, Si/aia. 

Speed, Sir, your Gloue. 

Viilen. Not mine: my Gioues arc on. 

Sp. Why then this maybe yours: for this is but one. 
Val. Ha?Let me fec:I,giueitmc,it’s mine: 

Sweet Ornament, that deckes a thing diuine, 

Ah Silnia, Stlnia. •. . 

Speed. Madam Silnia: Madam Silnia, 

Val. HownowSitha? 

Speed. Sheeis not within hearing Sir. 

^Why fir,who-bsdyou caliber? 

^ Your worft»ipfi^,ordfeImifto<>ke. 

V*I. Well:you’llftill-betboforwfetrdj 
pee . And yet I was htftchidden for bemg.too flow. 



Vel. Goe to,fir, tell me:do yoii know Madam Silnia} 
Speed. Shec that your worfhip loues ? 

Val. Why, how know you that I am in loue ? 

Speed. Marry by thefe fpeciall markes: firft,you haue 
learn’d (like Sir Prothem) to wreath your Armcs like a 
Male-content: torellifh a Louc-fong,like a %obin-xt&- 
breaft: to walke alone like one that had the peftilestce: 
to figh, like a Schoole-boy that had loft his A. T.C. to 
weep like a yong wench that had buried her Grandam: 
to faft, like one that takes diet: to watch, like one that 
feares robbing: to fpeakcpuling, like a beggarat Hal- 
low-MaflefYou were wont,when you laughed,to crow 
like a cocke; when you walk’d, to walke hkc one of the 
Lions : when you failed, it wasprefcmly after dinner: 
when you look’d fadly, it was for want ofmoney: And 
now you are Metamorphis’d with a Miftris, that when I 
lookc on you, I can hardly thinke you my Mafter. 

Val. Are all thefe things pcrceiu’d inme? 

Speed. They are all perceiu’d without ye. 

Val. Without me ? they cannot. 

ipeed. Without you . ? nay, that’s certaine : forwich- 
our you were fofimple, none elfe would : but you are 
fo without thefe follies,that thefe follies are within you, 
and fhine through you like the water in an Vrinall /that 
not an eye that fees you, but is a Phyfician to comment 
on your Malady. 

Vd. But tell meido’rt thou know my Lady Silnia} 

Speed. Shee that you gaze on fo,aslhe fits at fupper? 

Vd. Hall thou obferu’d that ? cuen Ibe I meane. 

Speed. Why fir, I know her not. 

Val. Do’fl thou know her by my gazing on hcr.and 
yet know’ll her not ? 

Speed. Is fticnot hard-fauour’d, fir? 

Vd. Not fo faire (boy) as well fauour’d. 

Speed. Sir,I know that well enough. 

Z)al. What doll thou know ? 

Speed. That Ihee is not lb faire, as ( ofyou ) well-fa* 

uourd f 

Vid. I mcane that her beauty is exquifite, 

But her fauour infinite. 

Speed. I hat’s becaufe the one is painted, and theo- 
ther out of all count. 

Vid. How painted ? and how out of count ? 

Speed. Marry fir, fo painted to make her faire, that no 
man counts ofher beauty.; 

Vid. How cftcem’ft thou me?Iaccount ofher beauty. 

Speed. You neuer faw her fince ftie was deform’d. 

Val. How long hath fhe bcene deform’d ? 

Speed. Etier fince you lou’d her. 

Vd. I haue lou’d her oucr fince I faw her. 

And ftill I fee her beautifull. 

Speed. Ifyou loue hcr,you cannot fee her. 

Val. Why?'. 

Speed. Becaufe Loue is blinde : O that you had mine 
eyes, or your owne eyes had the lights they were wont 
to haue, when you chidde at Sir Prothent, fox goin» vn- 
garter’d. , 

Val. What Ihould I fee then ? \ 

Speed. Your owne prefent folly, and her palling dc- 
formitie: for hee beeing in loue, could not fee to garter 
his hofe; and you, beeing in loue, cannot fee to put on 
your hofe. ( ning 

Vd. Belike (boy) then you are in louc, for lift mor- 
You could not fee to wipe my fhooes. 

Speed. True fir: I was in loue with my bed, I thanke 
you, you fwing’d me for my loue, which makes mec the 
_ bolder 
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bolder to chide you, for yours. 

Val. In conclufion, 1 ftand affetfted to her. 

Speed. I would you were fee, fo your affeChon would 
ceafc. * 

Val. Laftnighcfheenioyn’dme, 

To write fome lines to one (he loues. 

Speed, Andhaueyou? 

Val. Ihaue. 

Speed. Are they not lamely writt ? 

VaI. No(Boy)butaswellas I can do them: 

Peace, here (he comes. 

Speed. Oh excellent motion; oh exceeding Puppet: 
Now will he interpret to her. 

Val. Madam 8c Miftrcs, a thoufand good-morrows. 
Speed. Ohj’giueye-good-cv’n : hccr’s a million of 
manners. 

Stl. Sir Valentine, and feruant, to you two thoufand. 
Speed. He (hould giue her interett: 8c (he giues it him. 
Val. As you inioynd me; I haue writ your Letter 
Vnto the fecret, nameles friend ofyours: 

Which I was much vnwilling to proceed in. 

But for my duty to your Ladifliip. (done* 

Sil. I thankeyou (gentle Seruant)’tis very Clcrkly- 
Val. Now truft mc(Madam)it camehardly-oft : 

For being ignorant to whom it goes, 

I writ at randomc, very doubtfully. 

Sil. Perchance you think too much of fo much pains? 
Val. No(Madam)ifo it ftecd you,I will write 
(Pleafe you command) a thoufand times a» much: 

And yet—-- 

Sil. A pretty period: well: I gheflc the fequell; 

And yet I will not name it: and yet I care not. 

And yet, take this againe: and yeed thankc you : 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed. And yet you will: and yet, another yet. 

Val. What meaacs your Ladifhip ? 

Doe you not like it? 

Sil. Yes, yes: the lines are very queintly writ, 

But (fince vnwillipgly) take them againe. 

Nay, take them. 

Val. Madam, they are for you. 

Silt*. I, I: you writ them Sir.at my requeft, 

But I wilt none of them : they are for you: 

I would haue had them writ more mouingly : 

Val. Plcafeyou, lie write your Ladifhip another. 
Stl. And when it’s writ: for my fake read it oucr. 
And ifit pleafe you, fo: if not: why lo: 

Val. Ifit pleafe me, (Madam?) what then ? 

Sil. Why ifit pleafe you, take it for your labour; 
And fo good-morrow Seruant. Exit. Sil. 

Speed. Oh left vnfecnc : infcrutible: inuifible. 

As a nofc on-a mans face,or a Wcthcrcocke on a fteeple: 
My Mafterfuestoher: and (lie hath taught her Sutor, 
He being her Pupill.tobecome her Tutor. 

Oh excellent deuife, w3$ there euer heard a better ? 

That my mafter being feribej, ' 

To himfelfc.ftiould write the Letter ? 

Val. How now Sir? 

What arc you reafoning with your felfe ? 

Speed. Nay : I was riming: ’tis you j haue the reafon. 
Val. To doe what? 

Speed. To be a Spokcf-man from Madam Stlttia. 

"Val. To whom s’ 

speed. To your felfe: why, fhewoes you by a figure. 
Val. What figure? 

Speed. By a Letter, I (hould fayl 


Val, Why (he hath not writ to me ? 

Speed. What need (he. 

When (hee hath made you write to your felfe ? 

Why, doe you notpcrceioc theieft? 

Val. No, beleeue me. 

Speed, No belceuing you indeed fir: 

But did you pcrcciuehcr earned t 

Val. She gaue me none, except an angry word. 
Speed. Why (he hath giuen you a Letter. 

Val. That’s the Letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed. And j letter hath (he dcliuer’d. Sc there an end. 
Val. I would it were no worfe. 

Speed. lie warrant you,*tis as well: 

For often haue you writ to her: and (he in modefty, 
Or clfe for want ofidle rime,could not againe reply, 

Or fearing els fome mefleger,^ might her mind difeouer 
Her felf hath taught her Louc himfelf, to write vnto her 
All this 1 (peak in print,forin print I found it. (louer. 
Why mufc you fir, ’tis dinner time. 

Val. Ihauedyn’d. 

Speed. 1, but hearken fir: though the Cameleon Loue 
can feed on the ayre, 1 am one that am nourilh’d by my 
visuals ; and would faine haue meate : oh bee not like 
your Miftrcflc, be moued, be moued. Exeunt, 


Scma fecund a. 


Enter Prothem > Ialta, Panthiorj . 

Pro . Haue patience, gentle Iulii : 

Iul. I muft where is no remedy. 

Pro . When poflibly I can, I will rcturnc. 

Iul. If you turne not: you will return the fooner: 
Kcepe this remembrance for thy Iulias lake. 

Pro . Why then wee’ll make exchange; 

Here, take you this. 

Iul. And lcale the bargaine with a holy kiffc. 

Pro , Here fs my hand, for my true conftancie: 

And when that howre ore-flips me in the day. 
Wherein I figh not (Julia ) for thy fake. 

The next enfuing howre, fome foulc mifchance 
Torment me for my Loues forgetfulnefle: 

My father ftaies my comming: anfwerenor: 

The tide is now; nay, not thy tide of teares, 

That tide will flay me longer then I (hould, 

IulU } farewell: what, gon without a word? 

I, fo true louc (hould doe: it cannot (j>eajcc. 

For truth hath better deeds,then words to grace it* 
Pantb . Sir Protheru; you arc ftaid fon^i 
Pro. Goc:I come,I come: 

Alas, this parting ftrikes poor* Louers durobc. 

. jj-y. Exeunt* 
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Enter Lummy Panthion . : V r 7 7 
Launce. Nay, "twill bee this howre ere Tfiaue done 
weeping : all the kinde ofthc Linnets ; hauethis very 
fault; I haue rccciu’d ray proportion,like the prodigious 

fonne, 
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Sonne, and am going with Sir Trotbetu to the Imperial!* 
Court : I thinke Crab my dog , be the fowreft natured 
A 0 acc that hues : My Mother weeping : my Father 
wavline: my Sifter crying : our Maid howling,: our 
Cattc wringing her hands, and all our houfe in a great 
per P lexitic,yet did not this cruell-hcarted Currc (hedde 
onc tear e : heis a ftone, a very pibble ftone,and has no 
more pitty in him then a dogge :a lew would haue wept 
to haue feene our parting : why my Grandam hauing 
no eyes, looke you, wept her felfe blinde at my parting: 
nay, He (hew you the manner of it. This (bone is my fa¬ 
ther : no, this left fliooe is my father; no, no, this left 
(hooe is my mother : nay, that cannot bee fo neythcr: 
ves; it is lo, it is (b : it hath the worfer foie: this fliooe 
with the hole in it, is my mother .• and this my father: 
avcng’ance on’t, there’tis: Nowfir, this ftaffc is my fi- 
fter : for, looke you, (he is as white as a lilly, and as 
fmall as a wand : this hat is Nan our maid : I am the 
dogge : no, the dogge is himl'elfc,a!?d I am the dogge: 
oh,the dogge is me, and I am my felfe : I;fo,fo:now 
come I to my Father ; Father, your bleffing : now 
(hould not ihe (hooe fpcake a word for weeping : 
now (hould Ikiflcmy Father ; well, hce wcepes on: 
Now come I to my Mother: Oh that (he could ipeake 
now, like a would-woman : well,lkifleher : why 
there’tis ; hecrc’s my mothers breath vp and downe: 
Now come I to my fifter; marke the moane (he makes: 
now the dogge all this while (heds not a teare .* nor 
fpeakesaword : but fee how I lay the duft with my 
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rater yalektme , Siluia,Thurio,Speed, Duke, Protbeut. 
Sil. Seruant. 1 •i '! 


Pantb. Launce , away, away: a Boord: thy Mafter is 
(hip’d, and thou art to poft after withoares; what’sthe 
matter ? why weep’rt thou man ? away afl'e, you’l loofe 
the Tide, ifyou tarry any longer. 

Latin. Itisnomatterifthetidcwereloftjfor itisthe | 
vnkindeft Tide,thac euer any man tide. 

Pantb. What’s the vnkindeft tide ? 

Lau. Why,he that’s tide here, Crab my dog. 

Pant. Tut, man : I meanethou’lt loofe the flood,and 
in loofing the flood,loofe thy voyage,and in loofing thy 
voyage, loofe thy Mafter, and in loofing thy Mafter, 

oofe thy feruice, and in loofing thy fetuicc:-why 

doft thou ftop my mouth ? 

Latin. For fcare thou (houldft loofe thy tongue. 
pantb. Where (hould I loofe my tongue ? 

Latin, In thy Tale. 

Pauth. InthyTaile. 

Latin. Loofe the Tide, and the voyage, and the Ma- 
ftcr,and the Sendee, and the tide: why man, if the Riuer 
were drie,I am able to fill it with my teares: if the winde 
were downe, I could driue the boate with my fighes. 

Pantb. Gome: come away man , I was lent to call 
thee. 

Lau. Sir: call me what thou dar’ft. 

Pant. Wilt thou goe ? 

Latin. Well, I will goc. 

Exeunt. 


Vi </. Miftris. 

ir.n t : 
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Spec. Mafter, Sir Thwit frownes on you, 

Val. I Boy, it’s for loue. 

Spec. Not of you. 

Val. OfmyMiftreflethen. 

Spec. ’Twere good you knockthim. 

Sil. Seruant, you are fad. 

Val. Indeed,Madam,Ifeemefo. 

7(w,Seetneyou that you arc not? 

Val. Hap’ly I doe. 

Thu. So doe Counterfeyts. 

Val. So doc you. 

Thu. What feemc I that I am not ? 

Val. Wife. 

Thu. What inftance of the contrary ? 

Val. Your folly. 

Thu. And how quoat you my folly ? 

Val. I quoat it in your Ierkin. 

Thu. My Ierkin is a doublet. 

V,el. Well then,lie double your folly. 

Thu. How ? 

Sil. What,angry,Sir Thurio,d o you change colour? 

Val. Giue him leauc,Madam,he is a kind of Camelion, 

Thn. That hath more minde to feed on your bloud, 
then liue in yourayre. 

Val. You haue faid Sir; 

Thu. I Sir,and done too for this time. 

Val. I know it welfir,you alwaiesend ere you begin. 

Sil .A fine volly ofwords,gentleme,8c quicklylhot off 

Val. ’Tis indeed,Madam,we thank the giuer. 

Sil. Wiio is that Seruant ? 

Val. Yourfelfe(fweet Lady)foryou gauethe fire, 

Sir Tburio borrows his wit from your Ladiftiips lookes. 
And fpends what he borrowes kindly in your company. 

Thu. Sir,if you fpend word for word wfth me, 1 (hall 
make your wit bankrupt. (words, 

Val. 1 know it well fir : youhauejan Exchequer of 
And I thinke, no other trcaiure to giue your followers: 
For ic appcarcs by their bare Liucries 
That they liue by your bare words. 

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more: 

Here comes my father. 

Dub. Now,daughtcr Silu'ta, you are hard befet. 

Sir Vdentine, your father is in good health. 

What fay you to a Letter from your friends 
Of much good newes ? 

Val. My Lord, I will be tbankfull, 

To any happy meflenger from thence. 

Dub- Know ye ‘Ton Antonio^ your Countriman ? 

Val. I,my good Lord,I know the Gentleman 
To be of worth,and worthy eftimation. 

And not without defert fo well reputed. 

Dub. Hath he not a Sonne? 

Val. I,my good Lord,a Son,that well deferues 
The honor,and regard of fuch a father. 

Dub. Youknowhimwell? 

Val. I knew him as my felfe: for from our Infancie 
Wc haue conu#rft,and fpent our howre* together, 

And though my felfe haue becne an idle Trcwant, 
Omitting thefwcet benefit of time 
To cloath mine age with Angel-like perfection: 

Yet hath Sir Prothew ( for that’s his name) 

Made vfc,and faire aduantage ofhis daies: 

His yeares but yong,but his experience old .* 

His head vn-mcllowcd,but his lodgement ripe; 

And in a word (for far behindc his worth 
Comes all the praifes that I nowbeftow.) 
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He is compleat in feature, and in minde, 

With all good grace, to grace a Gentleman. 

Bcfhrew me fir, but if he make this good 
He is as worthy for an Emprefle lone, 

As meet to be an Emperors Councellor: 

Well, Sir : this Gentleman is come to me 
With Commendation from great Potentates, 

And hecre he meancs to fpend his time a while, 

I thinkc ’tis no vn-welcomenewestoyou. 

Val. Should I haue wifh’d a thing,it had beene he. 

Duki Welcome him then according to his worth : 
Stluia,! fpcake to you,and you Sir Thurio , 

For Valentine , I need not cite him to it, 

I will fend him hither to you prcl'ently. 

Vat. This is the Gentleman 1 told your Ladifhip 
Had come along with me,but that his Miftrefic 
Did hold his eyes, loekt in her Chriftall lookes. 

Sil. Bc-like that now fire hath enfranchis’d them 
Vpon fome other pawne for fealty. 

Val. Nay fure,I thinke fire holds them prifoners ftil. 

Sil. Nay then he fhould be blind.and being blind 
How could he fee his way to fccke out you ? 

VaL Why Lady,Loue hath twenty patre of eyes. 

Tbur. They fay that Loue hath noc an eye ai all. 

Val. To fee fuch Louers,7 W/e, .as your felfc, 

Vpon a homely obiedl, Loue canwinke. 

Sil. H3'ie done,haue done:here comes )'gentleman. 

Val. Welcome,deer Protbetu : Miftris, I bdeech you 
Confirme his welcome,with fome fpcciall fauor. 

Sil. His worth is warrant for his welcome hctlicr, 
if this be he you oft haue wifn’d to heare from. 

Val. Mifiris, it is : fweet Lady,entertaine him 
To be my fellow-fcruant to your Ladifhip. 

Sil. Too low a Miftres for fo high a feruant. 

Pro. Not fo,fweet Lady,but too meanc a fcruant 
To hauealookc of fuch a worthy a Miftrcffe. 

Val. Leauc offdifeourfe of difabilitic: 

Sweet Lady,entcrtaine him for your Seruant. 

Pro. My dutic will I boaft of,nothing ellc* 

Stl, And dutie neuer yet did W3nt his meed. 
Scruant,you are welcome to a wcrthleflc M'ftreffc. 

Pro. lie die on him that faies fo but your felfc. 

Sil. That you are welcome ? 

Pro. That you are worthlefl'e. (you- 

Tbur. Madam,my Lord your father wold fpcak with 

Sil. I wait vpon his plealure: Ccme Sir Tburio, 

Goe with me : once more,new Seruant welcome; 
lie leauc you to confer of home affaires, 

When you haue done, we lookc too heare from you. 

Pro. Wee’ll both attend vpon your Ladifoip. 

Val. Now tell me: how do al from whence you came? 

/Vo.Yoar frends are wel,& haue the much comcndcd. 

Val. And how doc yours ? 

Pro. I left them all in health. 

Val. How does your Lady?& how thriues your loue? 

Pro. My tales of Loue were wont to weary you, 

I know you ioy not in a Louc-difeourfe. 

Val. I Protbetu,bat that life is alter’d now, 

I haue done pennance for contemning Loue, 

Whofe high emperious thoughts hauepunifh’d me 
With bitter faffs,with penitcntiall grones. 

With nightly tcares.and daily hart-fore fighes, 

For in reuenge of my contempt of loue, 

L ouc hath chas’d fleepe from my enthralled eyes. 

And made them watchers of mine owne hearcs forrow. 

O gentle Protbetu , Loue’s a mighty Lord, 


And hath fo humbled me,as I confcffe 
There is no woe to his corre&ien, 

Nor to his Seruice,no fuch ioy on earth: 

Now,no difeourfe, except it be of loue: 

Now can I breake my faft,dine, fup,and fleepe, 

V pon the very naked name of Loue. 

Pro. Enough; I read your fortune in your eye; 
Was this the ldoll,that you worfhip fo ? 

Val. Euen She; and is flic not a heaucnly Saint ? 
Pro. No; But flic is an earthly Paragon. 

Val. Call her diuine. 

Pro. I will not flatter her. 

Val. O flatter me: for Loue delights in praife*. 
pro. When I was fick, you gaue me bitter pils. 
And I muft minifter the like to you. 

Val. 1 hen fpeake the truth by her; if not diuine, 
Yet let her be a principalitie, 

Soueraigne to all the Creatures on the earth. 

Pro. Except my Miftreffe. 

Val. Sweet: except not any, 

Fx^cpt thoiii wilt except againft my Loue. 

Pro. Haue I not reafon to prefer mine owne t 
Val. And I will help thee to prefer her to: 

Shce (hall be dignified with this high honour, 

To bearc my Ladies traine, left the bafe earth 
Should from her vcfture chance to ftealc a kifie, 

And of fo great a fauor growing proud, 

Difdaine to roote the Sommcr-fwelling flowrc. 

And make rough winter euerlaftingly. 

Pro. Why Valentine, what Bragadifme is this t 
Val Pardon me ( Protbetu ) all I can is nothing, 

T r > her,whofe worth,makc other worthies nothing; 
Shce ts alone. 

Pro Tli en let her alone. 

Val. Not for the world: why man,(he is mine owne, 
And I as rich in hauing fuch a lewell 
As twency Seas,ifall their fand were pearle. 

The water,Neftar, and the Rocks pure gold, 

Forgiue me,that I doe not dreame on thee, 

Becaufc thou feeft me doate vpon my loue: 

My fooliih Riuall that her Father likes 
(Oncly for his pofieflions are fo huge) 

Is gone with her along, and I muft after, 

For Loue (thou know’ft is full of iealoufie.^ 

Pro. Butfhclouesyou? (howte, 

Val. I,and wc ate betroathd: nay more, our manage 
With all the cunning manner of our flight 
Determin’d of: how I muft climbe her window. 

The Ladder made of Cords, and all the means 
Plotted, and ’greed on for my happinefle. 

Good Protbetu goe with me to my chamber, 

In thefc affaires to aid me with thy counfaile.' 

Pro. Goe on before: I fhall enquire you forth: 

I muft vnto the Road,to dif-embarque 
Some ncccflaries, that I needs muft vfe. 

And then He prefently attend you. 

Val. Will you makehafte? Exit, 

Pro, I will. 

Euen as one heate, another heatc expels, 

Or as one naile,by ftrength driues ouc another. 

So the remembrance of my former Loue 
Is by a newer obieft quite forgotten, 

It is mine, or Volentwes praife ? 

Her true perfedfion, or my falfe tranfgreflion ? 

That makes me reafonleffe, to reafon thus ? 

Shce is faire; and fo is Julia that I loue, 

(That 
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7^dWlouc 1 forn»w^«,stta^;a, , - 

1 Which tUfoewaxen ftnage , M 

Reares no imprelfion of the-ihfog « ***•) ;• 

And thatI^enimnotfcl'.wa,^ohrt^ . /f 

O, but I lona his Lady too-too much , 

And that’s the reafon I louehithfo little. 

How fhall Pdoatc on her With more adtttee, ‘ 

That thus without aduice begin to lone her ? 

Tis but her picture I haue yet beheld; 

And that hath dazel’d my foafons hght: 

But whct* f I-t6oke on her perfotf ions , 

Thereisho reafon, but I fiiall be blmde. 

If! can checkerr.v erring loue,I will, 

If not, to compiffo her lie vfe my skill. 

ti • l. ;i ‘ Exennii 

r - ! • ;l5 

• j, ,1 . J j<ryj mufl rmrttdt&AjUL * .-r- 

’ Spee. Why,thou whorfon Atte.thou miftak’ft me, 

Lau. Why Foole , I meant not thee , I meanc thy 
Matter. 

Spee. I tell thee, my Matter is becomexlioi Loiier. 

Lau. Why, I qell thee, I care not, though hee burnc 
'foimfelfe in Loue. If thou wilt goe with me to the Ale- 
houfe : ifnot, thou art an Hebrew,a Iew^/and not worth 
the name of a Chriftian. 

Spee. Why? 

lau. Becaufc thoti haft not fo riiuch charity in thee as 
to goe to the Ale with a Chriftian .• Wilt thou goe? 

Spee. At tHy feruitc. 

Exeunt. 

Sccena Sexta. 

Sqena Quinta. 

Enter Protheus foltu. 

Pro. To leaue my Juba-, fhall I be forfivorhe? 

T o loue faire Siluta \ foall 1 be torfworne? 

To wrong my friend, I fliall be much forfworRe. 

And ev’n that Powre which gaue me firft my oath 
Prouokes me to this three-fold periurie. 

Loue bad ince fweare,and Loue bids me for-fwcarc; 

O fwcct-fuggefting Loue, if thou haft fin’d. 

Teach me(thy tempted fubie&) toexcufeit. 

At firft I did adore a twinkling Starre, 

But now I worfoip a ccleftiall Sunnc : 

Vn-hecdfull vowes may heedfully be broken. 

And he wants wit, that wants refojucd will, 
Tolearnehiswit.t’cxchange the bad for better; 
Fie,fie,ynreuercnd tongue, to call her bad, 

Whofe foueriignty fo oft thou haft preferd, 

With twenty thoufand foulc-confirming oathes. 

I cannot leauc to loue; and yet I doe: 

But there I leaue fo loue,where I foottld loue. 

Julta I loofe,ana Valentine 1 loofe. 

If 1 keepe them,I needs muft loofe my fclfe s 

If I loofe them, thus finde I by their lofTc, 

For Valentine, my felfc/for Mia,,Stluia. 

I to my felfc am deercr then a friend. 

For Loue is {Till mod precious in it felfo. 

And Siluia (witnefle heauen that made her faire) 

Shewes Julia but a fwarthy Ethiopc. 

I will forget that Julta is aliue, 

Rcmembring that ray Loue to her is dead. 

And Valentine lie hold an Encmie, 

Ayming at Stluia as a fweeter friend. 

I cannot now proue conftant to my felfc. 

Without fome treachery vs’dto Valentine. 

This night he meancth with a Corded-ladder 

To climbe ccleftiall Siluia't chamber window, 

My felfc in counfaile his competitor... 

Now prefently lie gitie her father notice 

Oftheir difguifing and pretended flight: 

Who (all inrag’d) will oan\(h Valentine: 

For Thurio he intends foall wed his daughter, 

But Valentine being gon, lie quickcly croflc 

By fome flic tricke,blunt Tbttrio's dull proceeding. 

Loue lend me wings, to make my purpofe fwift 

As thou haft lent me wit, to plot this drift. 

Exit. 

C a Senna 

•: •. IV .. : ' | 

knter Speed and Launce. 

Speed. Lauuce,by minehonefty welcome to Padua. 

Lann. Forfweare not thy felfc, fweet youth, for 1 am 
not welcome. I reckon this a!waies,that a man is neuer 
vndon till hee be bang’d, not neuer welcome to a place, 
till fome certaine {hot be paid,and the HoftcflTe fay wel¬ 
come. 

Speed. Come-on you mad-cap : Tie to the Ale-houfe 
with you prefently ; where, for one foot of fiue pence, 
chbu {halt haue fiue thoufand welcomes: But firha,how 
did thy Matter part with Madam Julia ? 

Late, Marry after they cloas’d in earnett, they parted 
very fairely in ieft. 

Spea But {lull foe marry him ? 

Lau. No. 

Spec. How th^n ? foall he marry her? 

Lau , No, neither. 

Spec. What, are they broken? 

Lau, No; they are both as whole as a fifo. 

Spee. Why thcn,how ftands the matter with them ? 

Lau. Marry thus, when it ftands well with him, it 
ftands well with her. 

Spee. What an afic art thou,I vndcrftand thee nor. 

Lau. What a blocke art thou, that thou canftnot? 

My ftaffe vnderftands me ? 

Spee. What thou faift ? 

Lau. I,and whatl do too :lookethce,Ile but leane, 
and my ftaffe vnderftands me. 

Spee. It ftands vnder thee indeed. 

Lau. Why.ftand-vnder: and vndcr-ftand is all one. 

Spee. But tell me true, wil’t be a match ? 

Lau. Askc my dogge, if he fay I, it will : if hee fay 
no, it will: if hee {hake histaile, and fay nothing it 
will. • * 

Spee. The condufion is then,that it will. 

Lau. Thou foak neuer get fuch a fecret from me, but 
by a parable. 

Spee. ’Tis well that I get it fo: but Launce, how faift 
thou that that my matter is become a notable Louer? 

Lau. I neuer knew him otherwife. 

Spee. Then how? 

A notable Lubber : asthoureporteft him to 
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Scoena feptima. 


3,7 n 


Enter luYxz and Lucctta. 




IuL Counfaile^tfctfrr^gencle girle aflfifl;me 9 , 

Andcu’ninkinde loue, I doc conjure thee. 

Who art the Table wherein all my choughu^ 7 
Are vifibly Chara&cr’d, and engrau’d, _ 

To leffon me, and tell me fome good meane . 

How with my honour I may vndertakc 
A iourncy to my louing Protheus. 

Luc. Alas, the way is wearifome and long. 

IuL A true-deuoted Pilgrimc is not weary 
To mcafureKingdomes with his feeble fteps, 

Much leflc fhall Hie that hath LouesA/vings to flic, 

And when the flight is made to one fo decre, 

Of fuch diuine pcrfe&ion as Sir Protheus, 

Luc . Better forbearc,till Protheue make rcturnc. 

IuL Oh,know’ft y not,his looks are my foulcs food? 
Pitty the dearth that I haue pined in. 

By longing for that food fo long a time. 

Didft thou but know the inly touch of Loue, 

1 hou wouldft as foonc goe kindle fire with fnow 
As fecke to quench the fire of Loue with words. 

Luc. I doe not feeke to quench your Loues hot fire. 
But qualifie the fires extreame rage , ; 

Left it fhould burne aboue the bounds of reafon. 

IuL The more thou dam’ft it vp,thc more it burnes: 
The Current that with gentle murmure glides . , • 
(Thou know’ft) being flop*d 3 impaticntIy doth rage: ^ 
But when hisfaire courfe is not hindered, 


I fearc me it jyillxuake me fcandaliz’d. 

Luc. If you thinke fo, then flay at home, and go not 
Eul. Nay, tjhat I will apt.. 

Luc . Then hcucr dreamp t onInfamy,butgo: 

If Protheus like yoqr iourney, when you 
No matter who’s difpleas’djwhen you arc gone: 

I fearc me he wi 1 JL fc,arce be pleas’d with all. 

IuL That is the \z^(Lucetta)of my fcare 3 
A thoufandoathes, aa Ocean,ofj^is ccarcsj r , ^ 

And inftanccs of infinite of. Loue, . . Tt) . 

Warrant me welcome to my Protheus. 

Luc. All thefe arc feruapts to dcccitfiiflmen. 

Iul. Bafe men, that vfe them to fo bafe effect; 

But truer ftarres did gouerne Protheus birth. 

His words arc bonds,his oathes are oracles. 

His loue finccre, his thoughts immaculate, 

His tearcs,pure meflengers, fent from his heart. 

His heart.as for fronvfraud,as heauen fronrearth. 

Luc . Pray heau’n he proue fo when you come to him, 
Iul. Now,as thou lou’ft me,do him not that wrong, 
To bearc a hard opinion of his truth.* 

Onely deferuemy loue, by louing him. 

And prefently goe with me to my chamber 
To take a note of what I ftand in need of. 

To furnifh me vpon my longing iourney : 

All that is mine I icauc at thy difpofe, 

My goods, my Lands, my Reputation # 

Onely, in lieu thereof, difpaich me hence: 

Come; anfwerc not: but to it prefcntly, 

I am impatient of my tarriancc. 

Exeunt, 


He makes fweet mufickc with th’enameld itone3, 

Giuing a gentle kifle to euery fedge A 

He ouer-taketh in his pilgrimage. 

And fo by many winding nookes he ftraies v ^. 

With willing fport to the wilde Ocean.' 

Then let me goe,and hinder n£t my courfe: 

He be as patient as a gentle ftreame. 

And make a paftime of each weary ftep. 

Till the laft ftep haue brought me to my Loue, 

And there lie rcft,as after much turmoile 
A blefled foulc doth in Eliz,tum, 

Luc. But in what habit will you goe along ? 

Iul . Not like a woman, for I would preuent 
The loofe encounters of lafeiuious men: 

Gentle Lxcetta , fit me with fuch wecdcs 
As may befeeme fome well reputed Page. 

Luc. Why then your Ladifhip muft cut your hairc. 
Iul. No girle,Ile knit it vp in filken firings, 

With twencie od-conceited true-loueknots: 

To be fantafii que, may become a youth 
Of greater time then I fhall fhew to be. (ches/ 

Luc. What fafhion (Madam) fhall I make your bree- 
Iul . Thac fits as well,as tell me(good my Lord) 

What compafle will you wcare your Farthingale ? 

Why cu n what fafhion thoubeft lik c$(Lucctta.') 

Luc. You muft needs haue the with a cod-pcece (Ma- 
Iul. Out,out,(L«c^)that wilbe illfauourd. (dam) 
Luc. A round hofe(Madam)now’$ not worth a pin 
Vnlcffc you haue a cod-pcece to flick pins on. 

Iul. Lucetta ,a$ thou lou’ft me let me haue 
What thou think’ft meet,and is moft mannerly. 

But tell mc(wench) how will the world repute me 
For vndertaking fo vnftaid a iourncy ? 


AHus Tertiusfcena Tnma. 


Enter Duke, Thurio, Trotheus ^Valentine 7 
Launce , Speed. 

Duke. Sir Thurio f g\uc vs !eauc(I pray)a while, 

We haue fom.e fccrets to confer about. 

Now tell me 7 ‘rothetu, what’s your will with me ? 

Pro. My gracious Lord,that which I wold difeouer, 
The Law of friendfhip bids me to conccalc, 

But when I call to minde yonr gracious fauours 
Done to me (vndeferuiug as I am) 

My dutie pricks me on to vtter that 
Which elie,no worldly good (ltould draw from me: 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine my friend 
This night intends to ftealc away your daughter .• 

My felfe am one made priuy to the plot. 

I know you haue determin’d to bellow her 
On Thwrio, whom your gentle daughter hates, 

And fhould Ihe thus be ftolne away from you, 

It would be much vexation to your age. 

Thus (for my duties fake) I rather chofe 
To croffc my friend in his intended drift. 

Then (by concealing it) heap on your head 
A pack offorrowes, which would prefleyou downc 
(Being vnpreuented) to your timeleflc graue. 

Duke. Protheus, I thank thee for thine honeft care. 
Which to requite,command me while I liue. 

This loue of tneirs* my felfe haue often feene, 

Haply when they haue iudg’d me fall afleepe. 

And oftentimes haue purpos’d to forbid 

Sir 






The two (gentlemen of Verona. 


29 


'T^Vdcntmt her companie, and my Court. 

Rut fearing left my Jealous ayme might erre. 

And fo (vnworthily) difgrace the man 
(A rafhnefTe that I euer yet haue (bun d) 

I gaue him gentle lookes,thereby to n e 
That which thy felfe halt now diiclos d to me. 

And that thou mai ft perceiue my fearc ot this 
Knowing that tender youth is foone fuggefied , 

I nightly lodge her in an vpper Towre, 

Thekey whereof, my felfe haue cuer kept: 

And thence (be cannot be conuay’d away. 

Pro. Know (noble Lord)thcy haue dcuis d a meane 
How he her chamber-window will aicend. 

And with a Corded-ladder fetch her downe: 

For which,the youthfuli Louer now is gone. 

And this way comes he with it prefently. 

Where (if it pleafe you) you may intercept him. 

But (good my Lord) doe it fo cunningly 
That my difeouery be not aimed at: 

For, loue of you, not hate vnto my friend, 

Hath made me publifher of this pretence. 

Duke* Vpon mine Honor, he fhall neuer know 
That I had any light from thee ofthi*. 

pro . Adiew, my Lord, Sir Vtlenttne is comming. 

Du^. Sir Valentine* whether away lb faft ? 

Val. Pleafe it your Grace,there is a Mcflcngcr 
That ftayes to beare my Letters to my friends. 

And I am going to dcliuer them. 

Duk. Be they of much impoit? 

V*L The tenure of them doth but fignific 
My health, and happy being at your Courr. 

Duk. Nay then no matter : (lay with me a while, 

I am to breakc with thee of fome affaires 

That touch me neerc: wherein thou muft be fccret. 

Tis not vnknown to thee, that I haue fought 
To match my friend Sir Thttrio , to my daughter. 

Val. I know it well (my Lord)and fure the Match 
Were rich and honourable: bcfidcs, the gentleman 
Is full of Vertue, Bounty, Worth, and Qualities 
Befceming fuch a Wife,as your faire daughter : 

Cannot your Grace win her to fancic him ? 

Dul*. Nojtruft me,She is peeuifli,fulltn,froward, 
Prowd, difobedient, ftubborne, lacking duty, 

Neither regarding that (lie is my childe. 

Nor fearing me, as if I were her father* 

And may I fay to thee, this pride of hers 
(Vpon aduice) hath drawne my loue from her, 

And where I thought the remnant of mine age 
Should haue beene chcrifh’d by her child-like dutie, 

I now am full refolu’d to take a wife. 

And turne her out, to who will take her in : 

Then let her beauty be her wedding dowre: 

For me, and my polTefiions fne efteemes not. 

Val. What would your Grace haue me to do in this? 

T)u\. There is a Lady in Verona hcere 
Whom I affeef: but flic is nice,and coy, 

And naught efteemes my aged eloquence. 

Now therefore would I haue thee to my Tutor 
(For long agone 1 haue forgot to court t 
Bcfidcs the fafhion of the time is chang’d) 

How, and which way I may beftow my felfe 
To be regarded in her fun-bright eye. 

VA. Win her with gifts, if (he refpeft not words, 
Dumbe Icwcls often in their filent kinde 
More then quicke words,doc moue a womans minde. 

T>*k} But flic did fcornc a prefent that I fent her. 


Val. A woman fomtime fcorns what beft cdtents her# 
Send her another: neuer giuc her ore. 

For fcorne at firft, makes afcer-Iouc the more. 

If fhe doc frowne, ’tis not in hate of yod, 

But rather to begcr more loue in you. 

If (lie doc chide, Tis not to haue you gone. 

For why, the fooles are mad, it left alone. 

Take no rcpulfc, what euer fhe doth fay. 

For,get you gon, ftie doth not meane away. 

Flatter, and praile,commend, cxtoll their graces: 
Though nerc fo blackc, fay they haue Angells faces, 

That man that hath a tongue, I fay is no man. 

If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

JD uh. But flic I meane, is promis’d by her friends 
Vnto a youthfull Gentleman of worth. 

And kept feuerely from refort of men, 

That no man hath accede by day to her. 

Val. Why then I would refort to her by night. 

DhI^. I, but the doores be loeke, and keyes kept fafe, 
That no man hath recourfe to her by night. 

VaL What letts but one may enter at her window ? 
Her chamber is aloft,far from the ground. 

And built fo fheluing,that one cannot climbe it 
Without apparant hazard of his life. 

ZJal. Why then a Ladder quaintly made of Cords 
To c^ft vp, with a paire of anchoring hookes. 

Would feme to lcale another Ileros towre. 

So bold Leander would aduenturc it. 

Dv^. Now as thou art a Gentleman of blood 
Aduife me,where I may haue fuch a Ladder. 

Val. When would you vfe it ? pray fir,tell me that, 
Duk* This very night; for Loue is like a childe 
That longs for euery thing that he can come by. 

Val. By fcauen a clock,lie get you luch a Ladder. 

Dul ^ But harke thee: I will goe to her alone. 

How fhall I beft conuey the Ladder thither ? 

VaL It will be light (my Lord)thac you may bearc it 
Vncler a cloake, that is of any length. 

T)uk: A cloake as long thine will ferue the turrie? 
ZJal. I my good Lord. 

Duk. Then let me fee thy cloake, 
lie gee me one of fuch another length. 

Val. Why any cloake will feme the turn (my Lord ) 
Dul ^ How fhall I fafhion me to weare a cloake ? 

I pray thee let me fcele thy cloake vpon me. 

What Letter is this fame ? what’s here ? to Siluia ? 

And hecre an Engine fit for my proceeding, 
lie be fo bold to breakc the fealc for once. 

(JWy thoughts do harbour with my Siluia nightly y 
^indJlaues they are to me, that fend them fly mg. 

Oh y could their M after come , and goe as lightly> 

Him felfe would lodge where (fence les ) they are lying. 

U\fy Herald Thoughts , in thy pure bofomereft-tbem , 

While I ( theer King ) that thither them importune 
Doe curfe the grace jhat with fuch grace bath bleft them , 
Becaufe my felfe doe want my feruants fortune. 

I curfe mj felfe for they are fent by me , 

That theyfhould harbour where their Lord fhould be . 

What’s here ? Siluia , thu night I willenfranchife thee. 

’Tis fo: and heere’s the Ladder for the purpofe. 

Why Phaeton (for thou art tJMcrops fonne) 

Wilt thou afpire to guide the heauenly Car / 

And with thy daringfolly burnr the world ? 

Wilt thou reach ftars^ecaufe they (hine on thee ? 

C 3 Goe 








































































Goe bale Intruder, ouer-weening Slaue, 

Befto w thy fawning fmiles on cquall marcs, 

And thinke my patience, (more then thy defert) 

Is priuiledge for thy departure hence. 

Thankc me for this, more then for all the fauors 
Which (ail too.much) I haue beftowed on thcc. 

But if thou linger in my Territories 
Longer then fwifeeft expedition 
Will giue thee time to lcaue our royall Court, 

By heauen, my wrath {hall farre exceed the loue 
I eucr bore my daughter, or thy fclfe. 

Be gone, I will not hcare thy vaine excufe, 

But as thou lou’ft thy life,make fpecd from hence. 

Vd. And why not death,rather then liuing torment? 
To die, is to be banifhtfrom my felfe. 

And Siluia is my fclfe: baniflVd from her 
Is felfe from felfe. A deadly banifliment: 

What light, is light, if Silnu be not feene ? 

What ioy is ioy,if Siluia be not by ? 

Vnleffe it be to thinke that fhe is by 
And feed vpon the ftiadovv ofpeife&ion. 

Except I be by Stint a in the night, 

There is no muficke in the Nightingale. 

Vnleffe I looke on Siluia in the day. 

There is no day for rnc to looke vpon. 

Slice i s my effence, and I leaue to be ; 

If I be not by her faire influence 
Foftcr’d, illumin’d, cheriflVd, kept aliue. 

I flie notdeatn, to flie his deadly doome, 

Tarry Iheere,Ibut attend on death. 

But flie I hence, I flie away from life. 

Pro , Run (boy) run,run, and feekehimout. 

Lau, So-hough, Soa hough - — 

Pro . What ieeft thou ? 

Lau. Him we goe to finde. 

There’s not a haire on’s head, but t’is a Valentine, 

Pro . Valentine ? 

Val. No. 

Fro . Who then Phis Spirit ? 

VaL Neither, 

Pro. What then ? 

VaL Nothing. 

Lon. Can nothing fpeakc? Mailer, Bull I ftrike? 

Pro . Who wculdft thou ftrike ? 

Lati ♦ Nothing. 

Pro.. Villaine,forbearc. 

Lau. Why Sir, lie ftrike nothing: I pray you. 
pro . Sirha, I fay forbearc: friend Valentine ,a word. 
Val. My cares are ftopt, & cannot hear good newes. 
So much of bad already hath poffcft them. 

Pro . Then in dumbe filence will 1 bury mine, 

For they are harfli, vn-tuncable, and bad. 

Val . Is Siltiia dead ? 

Pro . No, Valentine . 

Val. No Valentine indeed, for lacred Siluia, 

Hath fhe forfwornc me ? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No Valentine, if Siltiia haue forfwornc me. 

What is your newes ? 

Lau. Sir, there is a proclamation, ^you are vanished. 
Pro. That thou art banifli’d*: oh that’s the newes. 
From hence,from Silma,md from me thy friend. 

Val. Oh, I haue fed vpon this woe already, 

And now exceffc of it will make me furfet. 

Doth S«/«tttknow that I am banifh’d ? 

Pro. I, I: and fhe hath offered to the doome 


(Which vn-reuerft ftands in effe&uall force) 

A Seaof meltingpearle,which fome call teares; 
Thofe at her fathers churlifh fcctc file tenderd. 

With them vpon her knecs,her humble felfe. 
Wringing her hands,whofe whitencs fo became them 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe .• 

But neither bended knees, pure ha»ds held vp, 

Sad fighes, deepe grones, nor filuer-lhedding tcares 
Could penetrate her vneompaflionate Sire ; 

But Valentine y if he be tanc, muff die. 

Befides, her interceffion chaf’d him fo, 

When fhe for thy repcale was fupplianc. 

That to clofeprifon he commanded her. 

With many bitter threats of biding there. 

Val. No more: vnles the next word that thou fpeak’ft 
Haue fome malignant power vpon my life: 

If fo: I pray thee breath it in mine eare. 

As ending Anthemc of my endlcffc dolor. 

Pro. Ceafc to lament for that thou canft not hclpe. 
And ftudy helpe for that which thou lament’ft. 

Time is the Nurfe, and breeder of all good ; 

Here, if thou ftay.thou canft not fee thy loue : 
Befidcs,thy ftaying will abridge thy life: 

Hope is a louers ftaffe, walke hence with that 
And manage it, againft defpairing thoughts: 

Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence. 
Which, being writ to me, fliall be deliuer’d 
Eucn in the milke-white bofomc of thy Loue. 

The time now ferues not to expoftulate, 

Come, lie conucy thee through the City-gate. 

And ere I part with thee, confer at large 
Ofall that may concerne thy Loue-affaircs: 

As thou lou’ft Siluia (though not for thy felfe) 

Regard thy danger,and along with me. 

Val. I pray thee Launce, and if thou feeft my Boy 
Bid him in jke haftc,and meet me at the North-gate. 

fro. Goe lirha, finde him out: Come Valentine. 

Val. Oh my decrc Siluia ; haplefle Valentine. 

Lattnce. I am but a foole, looke you , and yet I hape 
the wit to thinke my Maftcr is akindeofaknaue : but 
that’s all one, it he be but one knaue: He lines not now 
that knowes me to be in loue, yet lam in loue, but a 
Tceme ot horfe fliall not plucke that from me: nor who 
’tis I loue : and yet ’tis a woman; but what woman, 1 
will not tell my felfe: and yet’eis a Milke-maid : yet’tis 
not a maid: for fliec hath had Goflips : yet’tis a maid, 
for (lie is her Maftcrs maid, and ferues for wages. Shec 
hath more qualities then a Water-Spaniell, which is 
much in a bare Chriftian: Heere is the Cate-log of her 
Condition. Inprimts , Shec can fetch and carry : why 
a horlc can doc no more; nay, a horfe cannot fetch,but 
onely carry, therefore is fliec better then a lade. Item. 
She can milke, looke you, a fweet vertue in a maid with 
cleane hands. 

Speed. HownowSignior Launce ? what newes with 
your Mafterfliip > 

La. With my Mafterfliip ? why, it is at Sea: 

Sp. Well, your old vice ftill: miftake the word: what 
newes then in your paper? 

La. The black’ft newes that eucr thou heard’ft. 

Sp. Why man? how blacke ? 

La. Why, as blacke as Inke. 

Sp. Let me read them ? 

La. Fie on thee lolt-head, thou canft not read. 

Spi Thou lycft : I can. 

La, I will try thee: tell me this.* who begot thee? 

Sp. Marry, 
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sp. Marry,the fou of my Grand-father. 

La, Oh illiterate loyterer; it was the fonne of thy 
Grand-mother : this proues that thou canft not read. 

Sp. Come foole, come .* try me in thy paper. 

La. There .• and S.Nichola* be thy (peed. 

Sp. Inprimi s (he can milke.s 
La. 1 that fhe can. 

Sp. Item,fhc brevves good Ale. 

La. And thereof comes the prouerbe: ( Slejfmg of 
jour heart,you brew good Ale.) 

Sp. Item,flie can fowe. 

La. That’s as much as to fay ( Can [hefit) 

Sp. Item flie can knit. 

La. What ncede a man care for a ftock with a wench, 
When flie can knit him a ftocke ? 

Sp. Item,flie can wafli and icoiirc. 

La. A tpeciall vertue : for then fliee ncede not be 
wa(h’d,and fcowr’d. 

Sp. Item,flie can fpin. 

La. Then may I l'ct the world on wheelcs, when flie 
can fpin for her liuing. 

Sp. Item.lhc hath many namelcffc vertucs. 

La. That’s as much as to fay Baflard-vertues : that 
indeedeknow not their fathers; and therefore haue no 
names. 

Sp. Here follow her vices. 

La. Clole at the hecles of her vertues. 

Sp. Item, liiceisnottobc fading in refpedt of her 
breath. 

La. Well; that fault may be mended with a break- 
faft.- read on. 

Sp. Itcm,fhe hath a fweet mouth. 

La. That makes amends for her foure breath. 

Sp. Item,flie doth talke in her flcepc. 

La. It’s no matter for that; fo ftiee fleepe not in her 
talke. 

Sp. Item,flic is flow in words. 

La. Oh villaiiiCjthat fet this downe among her vices; 
To be flow in words,is a womans oncly vertue : 

I pray thee out with’t, and place it for her chiefe vertue. 

1 Sp. Item, flic is proud. 

I La. Out with that too: 

' It was Lues lcgacic,and cannot be t’anc from her. 

Sp. Icem, flie hath no teeth. 

La. I care not for that neither: becaufe I loue crufts. 

Sp. Item,flie is curft. 

La. Well: the beft is,fhe hath no teeth to bite. 

Sp. Item.flie will often praife her liquor. 

La. If her liquor be good, Ihe (hall: if flie will net, 

I will; for good things fliould bepraifed. 

Sp. Itcm,fne is tooliberall. 

La. Of her tongue flie cannot; for that’s writ downe 
(he is flow oh* of her purfe, fliee fliall not, for that ile 
keepe fhut.- Now, of another thing fliee may, and that 
cannot Ihelpe. Well,proceede. 

Sp. Item, fliee hath more hsire then wit, and more 
faults then haires, and more wealth then faults. 

La. Stop there: He haue her: flie was mine, and not 
mine, twice or tlirice in that laft Article: rehearfe that 
once more. 

Sp. Item, (lie hath more haire then vvit. 

La. More haire then wit: it may be ile proue it: The 
couerofthe fait, hides the fait, and therefore it is more 
t 'en the fait; the haire that coucrs the wit, is more 

then the wit ; for the greater hides the leffe: What’s 
next f .. . ■ 


Sp. And more faults then haires. 

La. That s monftrous: oh that that were out, 

Sp. Andmore wealth then faults. 

La. Why that word makes the faults gracious: 
Well, ile haue her: andif itbea match, as nothing is 
impoffible. 

Sp. What then? 

La. Why then, will I tell thee, that thy Mafter ftaies 
for thee at die North gate. 

Sp. For met 1 

La. For thee? I,who art thou?he hath ftaid for a bet¬ 
ter man then thee. 

Sp. And mull I goe to him ? 

La. Thou mult run to hinrjfor thou baft ftaid fo long, 
that going will fcarceferue the turne. 

Sp. W’hy diuft not tell me fooner ? ’pox of your loue 
Letters. 

La. Now willhebe fwing’d for reading my Letter; 
An vnmannerly flauc, that will thruft himfelfc into fe- 
crcts :11c afcer,to rcioyce in the boyes corrediio. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda . 


Enter Duke , Thurio , Prothew. 


Du. Sir Thurio fate not.but that (he will loue you 
Now Vdentine is banifh’d from her light. 1 

Th. Since his exile flie hath defpis’d me moft, 
Forfwornc my company, and rail’d at me, 

That I am defperate of obtaining her. 

Du. This weakeimpreffe of Loue, is as a figure 
Trenched in ice, which with an houres heace 
Difl'olues to water, and doth loofc his forme. 

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts, 

Anu worthlefle Va/entint fliall be forgot. 

How now fir Trothew, is your countrirnan 
(According to our Proclamation) gon ? 

Pre. Gon, my good Lord. 

Du. My daughter takes his going grieuoufly ? 

Tro. A little time (my Lord) will kill that gricfc. 

Du. So I beleeue: but Thurio thinkes norfo : 

Trot hem, the good conceit I hold of thee, 

* (For thou haft fliowne fome figne of goo’d defert) 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Pro. Longer then I proue loyall to your Grace, 

Let me not liue,to looke vpon your Grace. 

Du. Thou know’ll how willingly,I would effedt 
The match betweene fir Tburio t zcid my daughter i 

fro. I doc my Lord. 

Du. And a]fo,I thinke, thou art not ignorant 
How flic oppofes her againft my will ? 

Pro. She did my L ord,when Valentine was here. 

Du. I,and pcruerfly,fheperfeuers fo .• 

What might we doe to make the girlc forget 
The loue ofValentine,and loue fir Thurio ? 

Pro. The beft way is,to fiandctValentde, 

With falfehood,cow3rdize, and poore difeent • 

Three things, that women highly hold in hate. 

Du. I, but {he’ll thinke, that it is (poke in hate. 

Pro. I,ifhiscnemydcliuerit. 

Therefore it miift with-circumftance be fpoken 
By one, whom fhe eftccmeth as his friend. 

Du. Then you mud vndertake to flander him* 

Pro. 
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Pro. And that (my Lord) l foall be loath to doc > 

> Tis an ill office for a Gentleman, 

Efpccially againft his very friend. 

2)/*. Where your good word cannot aduantage him, 
Your (lander neuer can endamage him; 

Therefore the office is indifferent. 

Being intreated to it by your friend. 

Pro. Youhaucpreuaifd (my Lord) if I can doe it 
By ought that I can fpeake in his difpraife, 

She fhall not long continue loue'to him: 

But fay this weede her loue from Valentine, 

It foliowes not that flic will louc fir Thurso. 

Th. Therefore,as you vnwinde her louc from him; 
Lead ic fhould nucll,and be good to none, 

You muft prouide to bottome it on me: 

Which muft be done, by praifing me as much 
As you,in worth difpraife,fir Valentine. 

Du ♦ And Prothe/a >we dare truft yoCTin this kindc, 
Becaufc we know (on Valentines report) 

You arc already loues firme votary. 

And cannot foone rcuolc, and change your mindc. 

Vpon this warrant, fhall you hauc accede, 

Where you,with Siluia } may confcrreat large. 

For flie is lumpifti, heauy,mellancholly, 

And (for your friends fake) will be glad of you; 
Whereyou may tcmperh:r, by your perfwafion, 

To hatcyongZ/^/ewf/w^and lone my friend. 

Pro , As much as I can doe, I will effe<ft: 

But you fir Thurio y are not fharpe enough : 

You muft lay Lime,to tangle her defircs 
By walefull Sonnets, whofe compofcd Rimes 
Should be full fraught with fcruiccablc vowes. 

Du. I,much is the force of heauen-bred Pccfie. 

Pro , Say that vpon the altar of her beauty 
You facrifice your tcarcs,your fighe$,your heart: 

Write till your inke be dry; and with your tcares 
Moift it againe: and frame fome feeling line, 

That tnay difeouer fuch integrity: 

For Orpheus Lutc,was ftrung with Poets finewes, 
Whofe golden touch could (often ftcele and ftones; 
MakcTygcrs tamc,and huge Lcuiathans 
Forfake vnfounded deepest dance on Sands. 

After your dire-lamcnting Elegies, 

Vifit by night your Ladies chamber-window 
With fome fweet Confort; To their Inftrumcnts 
Tune a deploring dumpe: the nights dead filence 
Will well become fuch fweet complaining grieuancc: 
This, or elfe nothing, will inherit her. 

Du. This difcipline,(howes thou haft bin in loue. 

Th. And thy aduice,this night,ile put in pra&ifc: 
Thercforc,fwcct Prothetu, my dire<ftion-giuer, 

Let vs into the City prefently 

To fort fome Gentlcmcn,wcll skil’d in Muficke. 

I haue a Sonnet,thac will ferue the turnc 
To giue the on-fet to thy good aduilc. 

Du. About it Gentlemen. 

Pro . We'll wait vpon your Grace, till after Supper, 
And afterward determine our proceedings. 

T)u. Eucn now about it,I will pardon you. Exeunt. 


zJBus Quart us. Scam a Trim a. 


Enter Valentine,Speeded certaine Out-lawts. 
i .Out-l. FcllowcSjftand faft: I fee a paflcngcr. 


z.Out. If there be ten,ftirinke not,but down with’em, 
3 .Out. Stand fir,and throw vs that you haue about’y Ci 
If not .• we’ll make you fit, and rifle you. 

Sp. Sir we are vndonc; thefe arc the Villaines 
That all the Trauailers doe feafe fo much. 

Val. My friends. 

i .Out. That’s not fo, fir : we are your enemies. 

2 . Out. Peace: we’ll heare him. 

%.Out. I by my beard will we : for he is a proper man. 
Val. Then know that I haue little wealth to leofc; 
A man I am, crofs’d with aduerfitie .* 

My riches, are thefe poorc habiliments. 

Of which, if you fiiould here disfurnifh me. 

You take the fum and fubftance that I haue. 
i.Out. Whether trauellyou? 

Val. T o Venn a. 
i .Out. Whence came you i 
ZJaL From Midatne. 

$.Out. Haue you long foiourn’d there f (ftaid, 
VaI. Some fixteene moncths, and longer might hane 
If crooked fovtune had not thwarted me. 
i .Out. What, were you banifli’d thence ? 

VaI. I was. 

2 .Out. For what offence <* 

Val. For that which now torments me to rchearfe; 

I kil’d a man,whofe death I much repent. 

But yet 1 flew him manfully,in fight, 

W ithout falfe vantage, or bafe treachery. 

1 .Out. Why nere repent it.if it were done fo; 

Bur. were you banifht for fo finall a fault ? 

Val. I was, and held me glad of fuch a tloomf. 

2 .Out. Hauc you the Tongues? 

Val. My y outhfull trauaile,therein made me happy, 
Or elfe I often had bcene often miferable. 

%.Ont. By the bare fcalpe of Robin Hoods fat Fryer, 
This fellow were a King, tor our wilde fa&ion. 
i .Out. We’ll haue him: Sirs, a word. 

Sp. Mafter.beoneofihem: 

It’s an honourable kinde ofthccucry. 

VaI. Peace villaine. 

2 .Out. Tell vs this: hauc you any thing to take to ? 
Val. Nothing but my fortune. 

3.0«r. Know then,that fome of vs arc Gentlemen, 
Such as the fury of vngouern’d youth 
Thruft from the company of awfull men. 

My felfe was from Verona banifhed. 

For pra£Hfing to fleale away a Lady, 

And heirc and Necce,alide vnto'the Duke. 

2. Our. And I from Mantua /or a Gentleman, 

Who,in my moode,l ftab’d vnto the heart. 

i .Out. And I,for fuch like petty crimes as thefe. 
But to the purpofe: for we cite our faults. 

That they may hold excus’d our lawlcfle liues ; 

And partly feeing you are bcautifide 

With goodly (hape; and by your owne report, 

A Linguift,and a man of fuch pcrfedHon, 

As we doc in our quality much want. 

a .Out. Indecde becaufc you are a banifh’d man, 
Therefore.aboue the reft,we parley to you: 

Arcyou content to be our Generali ? 

To make a vertuc of neceflity. 

And liuc as we doe in this wildernetie ? 

3. Out. What faift thou? wilt thou beof our confort ? 
Say I,and be the captaine of vs all : 

We’ll doe thee horoage,and be rul’d by thee, 

Louc thee,as our Commander,and our King. 
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~0*t. But if thou fcorne our curtefie.thou dyeft. 

j ‘.Out. Thou (halt not Iiue,to brag what we haue of- 
Val. I take your offer,and will liue with you, (fer’d. 
Prouidcd that you do no outrages : ” 2 

On filly womcn,or poorc paflengers. _ _ - 
i.Out. No.we deteft fuch vile bafe prafthes. 
Come.goe with vs,we’ll bringtbeeto our Crcwes, 

And (how thee all the Treafure we hauc got.-; 
Wbich,witho.urielues,allreftatthy dilpouw- - Exeunt. 


, ,et TVti 


T" 


Sccena Sectmda . 


’ gnoii 


boc~ IlrrlifW vb';:; • / 

Enter VrotheusfTburto , lultUy HoftfJTMufttixnySiluia. 

-y’limrt&'j gmrrtin afjriT 

pro . Already hauc I bin falfe co Vdentine y 
And now I muft be as vniuft to Thurio \ 

Vnder the colour of commending him, 

I haue acceflfe my<>wnc loue to prefer. 

But Siluia is too faire,too truc.,t{>o holy, 

Tq.be corrupted with my worthlefle guifts; 

When Iproteft true loyalty to her. 

She twits me with my falfehood to my friend ; 

When to her beauty I commend my vowes. 

She bids methinkehow I hauc bin forfworne 
In breaking faith with 7^//^,wHoir. I lou*d ; 

And not withftanding all her iodaine quips, 

The leaft whereof would quell a louers hope: 

Yet (Spaniel-like) the more fhe fpurncs my loue. 

The more it growes,and fawneth on her ftill; 

But here comes Thurio ; now muft we to her window, 
And giue fome euening Mufiquc to her care. 

Th. How noWyfa Protbeus,arc you crept before vs ? 
Tro* I gentle Thurio Jot you know that louc 
Will creepe in feruice,where it cannot goe. 

Th. LbutI hopc,Sir,that you loue not here. 

Pro . Sir,but 1 doe: or elfe I would be hence. 

Th. Who ,SUuta} 

Pro . ]ySiluia y fov your fake. 

Th. I thanke you for your owne; Now Gentlemen 
Let’s tune rand tooit luftily awhile. 

Ho. Now,my yong gueft; me thinks your’ allycholly ; 
I pray you why is it* 

Iu. Marry(mineH*y?)becaufeI cannot be merry. 

Ho. Come, we’ll haue you merry: lie bring you where 
you (hall heare Mufique, and fee the Gentleman that 
you ask’d for. 

Iu. But (hall I heare him fpeake. 

Ho. I that you (hall. 

Iu. That will be Mufiquc. 

Ho. Harke,harke. 

Iu. Is he among thefe? 

Ho. I: but peace, let's hearc’m. 

So»£. !Pbo U Siluia ? what U fhe? 

That all our Swantes commend her ? 

Holy s faire y and wife is fhe 9 
The heauert fuch grace did lend her, 
that (he might admired be. 

Is (be kindc as (he is faire ? 

For beauty liues with kindnejfe ; 

Loue doth to her eyes repaire t 
To helpe him of his blindneffe : 


jind being helped inhabits there , 

Then to Silmajet vs Jing y 
Thar Siluia is excelling ; 

She excels each wort all thing 
Vpon the dull earth dwelling . 

To her let vs Garlands bring. 

Ho. How now? are you fadder then you were before; 
How doe you, man ? the Muficke likes you nor. 

Iu. You miftake: the Mufitian likes me not* 

Ho. Why,my pretty youth ? 

Iu. He phiesiilfc (father.) 

Ho. How,oi^toftuneontheftrings. 

Iu. Not fo: but yet 

So falfe that he grieues my very heart-ftrings. 

IIo. You haue a quicke care. (heart. 

Iu. I,I would I were deafe; it makes me hauc a flow 
Ho. I perceiue you delight not in Mufique. 

Iu. Not a whit, when it jars fo. 

Ho. Harke,what fine change is in the Mufique. 

Iu. I: that change is the fpighc. 

Ho. You would haue them ai waics play but one thing. 
Iu. I would alwaics hauc one play but one thing. ** 

But Hoft,doth this Sir Protbeusyi hat we talkeon. 

Often refort vnto this Genrlcwoman ? 

Ho. I cell you what Launce his man told me. 

He lou'd her out of sill mcke* 

Iu. Where is Launcef 

Ho. Gone to fecke his dog^which to morrow,by his 
Mafters command, hee muft carry for 3 prclcnt to his 
Lady. «> 

Iu. Pcace,ftand afide,the company parts. 

Pro. Sir Thurtofezxz noxvou,I will fo pleade. 

That you fhall fay,my cunning drift excels. 

Th. Where meete we? 
fro. At Saint G*egories welL 
Th. Farewell. 

Pro. Madam; good eu'n to your Ladifoip. 

Stl. I thanke you for your Mufique(Gcntiemen) 
Who isthacthacfpake^ 

Pro. One (Lady)ifyou knew his pure hearts truth. 

You would quickly learne to know him by his voice. 

SiU Sir Protheusy as I take it. 

Pro. Sir Prctheus [gentle Lady)and your Scruant. 

Sit. What’s your will? 

Pro. That I may compaffe yours. 

• SiL You haue your wlfh.* my will is cuen this. 

That prefently you hie you home to bed; 

Thou fubtile^pcriur’d,falfe, difloyall man : 

Think ft thou I am fo fhallow^fo conceitleflfe. 

To befeduced by thy flattery, % 

That has t decciu'd fo many with thy vowes f 
Returne,rcturnc.and make thy loue amends: 

For me(by this pale queene of night I fweare) 

I am to farre from granting thy requeft. 

That I defpife thee,for thy wrongfull fuite; 

And by and by intend to chide my felfe, 

Euen for this time I fpend in talking to thee. 

Pro. I grant (fweet loue) that I did louc a Lady. 

But (he is dead. 

Iu. 'Twere falfe,ifI fho»Id fpcake it; 

For I am fure foe is not buried. 

5/7. Say that foe be : yet Valentine thy friend 
Suruiues; to whom (thy felfe arc witnelfc) 

I am betroth’d $ and art thou not afoam’d 
T o wrong him,with thy itnporcunacy ? 

?ro. 
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Pro. I likewifc kearc that Valentine is dead. 

Sil. And fo fuppofc am I j for in hff graue 
Aflure thy felfe,my loue is buried. 

Pro. Sweet Lady,let me rake it from the earth. 

Sil. Goe to thy Ladies gr^ue.and call hers thence. 
Or at the lead,in hcrs,fepulcher thine. 

Iul. He heard not that. 

Pro. M^dam: if your, heart be fo obdurate: 
Vouchsafe me yet yo;ur Pi&ure for my loue, 

! The Picture that is hanging in your chamber: 

T o that ile lpeakc,to that ile figh and wcepc: 

For fince the fubftancc of your pcvfcft felfe 
Is elfe deuoted,! arp bujta Ibadow; 

And to your fhadow.will I make true loue. 

Iul. If’twcrc a fubftancc you would fure deceiue it, 
i And make it but a fliadow.as I am. 

Sil. I ani very loath to be your Idol! Sir; 
But,fineeyour faifehpod fhall become you well 
To worfhip flvadowcs,and adore falfe (hapes. 

Seed to me in the monjing 3 and ile fend it * 

And fo.good reft. 

"Pro. A*Wretches haue ore r night 
That wait for execuciottin the morne. 

Iul. will you goc? 

Ho. By myhallidornc,Iwasfaft aflcepc. j • 
Iul. Pray you,where lies Sir froihesa 1 
ho. Marry, atmyhoufe; 

T ruft me,I thinke ’tis almoft day. 

.Iul. Not fo : but ithath bin the longeft night 
That ere I watch’d,and the moil heauieft. < 

■—-—■—■■«■■■- - — " » ■ - - -:-r—-*--* 

- Scam* Tenia. 


. £vUr Eglmorcy Siluia. 

Eg. This is the hourc that Madam Siluia 
Entreated me to call,andknow herminde: 

Ther’s fome great matter flve'ld employ me in. 
Madam,Madam. 

Stl. Who cals? 

Eg. Your fcruant,and your friend; 

One that attends your Ladifhips command. 

Sil. Sir Eglamore, a thoufarid times good morrow.' 
Eg. As many (worthy Lady) to your felfe: 
According ro your Ladifhips impofe, 
lam thus early conac,to know what feruice 
It-isyour pleafure to command me in. 

Sil. Oh Eglamoure , thou art a Gentleman r 
Thinke not I flatter (for I fweare I doc not) 

Valiant,wifc,rcmorfe-full,well accomplish'd. 

Thou art not ignorant what deere good will 
I bearevnto thebanifh’d Valentine'. 

Nor how my father would enforce me marry 
Vaine Tburio (whom twy very foule abhoi’d.) 

Thy felfe haft lou’d, and I haue heard thee fay 
No griefe did cue, come fo nccre thy heart. 

As whin thy Lady,and thy true-louc dide, 

Vpon whofe Graue thou vow’dft pure diaftitic: 

Sir Eglamoure : I would to Valentine 
To Mantua^ where 1 heare,hc makes ahead; 

And for the waits are dangerous to paffe, 

I doc defire thy worthy company. 


Vpon whofe faith and honor, I repofe, 

Vrgc not my fathers anger (Eglamoure) 

But thinke vpon my griefe(a Ladies griefe) 

And on the iuftice of my flying hence, 

To keepe me from a molt vr.holy match, 

Which hcauen and fortune ftill rewards with plag« eSt 
I doe defire thee, euen from a heart duv 

As full of forrowes,as the Sea of fandi, 
Tobeareraecompany,and goe withmes v 

If not,to hide what I haue faidito thee. 

That I may venture to depart alone.' 

Egl. Madain,I pitty much your grievances. 
Which,fincc I know they yertuoufly are plac’d, 

I giue confentto goc along with y<j>u. 

Wreaking as little what betideth foe. 

As much,I wifh all good befortunc you. 

When will you goe? 

Sil. This cuening comming. 

Eg. Where fhall I mectc you ? 

Sil. At Frier Patrickes Cell, 

Where I intend holy Confeflion. 

Eg. Iwillnotfai!eyourLadift;ip:v<: 

Good morrow (gentle Lady.) 

Stl. Good monow,kinde Sit Eglamoure. Exeunt, 


Sam Quarta. 


Enter Launce, Trotbem , lulia , Siluia. 

lau. When a mans feruant (hall play the Curre with 
him (looke you) it goes hard .’one that I brought vpof 
a pu ppy : one that 1 fau’d from drowning,when three or 
foureofhisbiinde brothers and fillers went to it: 1 haue 
laugh; him (euen as one would fay precifely, thus I 
would teach 3 dog) I was fent to dciiucr him, as a pre- 
ientto Miftris£.7*/«j, from myMaftcr; and I came no 
looner into the dyning-chamber, but he fleps me to her 
Trencher, andftcales her Capons-leg : O, ’tis a foule 
thing, w hen a Cur cannoc keepe himlelfc in all comps, 
nies: I would haue (as one Ihould fay)oue that takes vp. 
on him to be a dog indeede, to be,as it were, a dog at ill 
things. If 1 had not had more wit thenhe,to take a fault 
vpon me that he did, I thinke verily hee had bin bang’d 
for't: fure as I liue he had fuffer’d for’t •• you fhall iudge: 
Hee thrufts me himfclfe into the company of three or 
foure gcntlcman-like-dogs,vndcr the Dukes table: hee 
hadnotbinthere(blefTethemarke)a piffing while, but 
all the chamber fmclt him: out with the dog(faies one) 
what cur is that (faies another) whip him out (faies the 
third ) hang him vp (faies the Duke.) I hauing bin at. 
quainted with the fmell before, knew it was Crab; and 
goes me to the fellow that whips the dogges .• friend 
(quoth I)youmeanctowhip the dog.- I marry doc I 
(quoth he)you doc him the more wrong(quoth I)’twa$ 

I did the thing you wot of: he makes me no more adoe, 
but whips me out ofthe chamber; how many Matters 
would doc this for his Seruant ? nay,ile be fworne I haue 
fat in the ftockes,for puddings he hath ftolne,otherwife 
he had bin executed: I haue flood on the Pillorie for 
Geefe he hath kil'd,otherwife he had fufferd for’t thou 
think’ft not of this now : nay, I remember the tricke you 
feru’d me, when 1 tooke my lcaue of Madam Siluia : did 

not) 
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not I bid thee ftill markemc,and doeas I dojwhen did’ft 
thou fee me heaue vp my leg, and make water againft a 
Gentlewomans farthingale ? did’tt thoueuer fee me doe 
fuch a tricke? 

Pro. Sebajlian is thy name: Hike thee well. 

And will imploy thee in lome lieruicc prefently, 

Iu. In what you plcafc,ile doe what I can. 

Pro. I hope thou wilt. 

How now you whor-fon pezant. 

Where haue you binthefetwo dayesloytering? 

La. Marry Sir,I carried Miftris Siluia the dogge you 
bad me. 

pro. And wh3t faies five to my little Iewell ? 

La. Marry fhe faies your dog was a cur,and tclsyou 
currifh thanks is good enough for fuch a prefent, 

Pro. Buc fhe receiu’d my dog ? 

La. No indeede did five not: 

Here haue I brought him backe againe. 
fro. What,didft thou offer her this from me s’ 

La. I Sir,tlie other SquirriU was ftolne from me 
By the Hangmans boyos in the market place, 

And then I offer’d her mine ownc.vvho is a dog 

As big as ten of yours,& therefore the guift the greater. 

Pro. Goc,get thee hcnce,and findc my dog againe. 

Or ncre rcturne againe into my fight. 

Away,l fay: ftayeft thou to vexe me here; 

A Slaue,that ftill an cnd,turnes me tofhame : 

Sebafiian, I haue entertained thee, 

Partly that I haue neede of fuch a youth. 

That can with fome diferetion doc my bufinefle: 
: or’cisnotrufting to yondfoolifti Lowt ; 

Jut chiefely, for thy face,and thy behauiour. 

Which (ifmy Augury decciue me not) 

Witnefle good bringing vp, fortune,and truth : 

Therefore know chcc/orthis I entertaine thee. 

Go prefently,and take this Ring with thee, * 

De-liuer it to Madam Siluta ; v 
She lou’d me vvelljdeliuer’d it to me. 

Iul. It feemes you lou’d not her,notleaueher token : 
She is dead belike ? 

Tro. Not fo: I thinke fhe liues. 

Iul. Alas. 

Pro. Why do’ft thou cry alas ? 

Iul. I cannot chooie but pitty her. 

Pro. Wherefore (liould’ft thou pitty her ? 

Iul. Becaufe,mcthinkes that fhe lou’d you as well 
As you doe loue your Lady Siluia : 

She dreames on him,that has forgot her loue. 

You doace on her, that cares not for your ioue. 

’Tis pitty Loue,fh6uld be fo contrary : 

And thinking on it,makes me cry alas. 

Pro. Well: giuc her chit Ring,and therewithal! 

This Letterrtfm’s her chamber.- Tell my Lady, 

I daime the promife for her heauenly P-itftdrc : 

Your me(Tagedonc,hye home vnto my chkmber, V 

Where thou fhalt finde ttie fad,and foltwric. 

Iul. How many women would doe fuch amefiogt? 
Alas poore Protbew, thou haft entertain’d 
A Foxe,to be the Shepheard of thy Lambs; 

Alas.poore foolc,wEy doe I pitty him 
That with his very heact^dfdfcth me ? 

Becaufc he loues her,lit) ddptfeth me, 

Bccaufc I loue him,I muft pitty him. 

This Ring I gaue him,when he parted from me. 

To bindc him to remember my good will .- 

And now am I (vnhappy Meffenger) ’ r ' ' J 


To plead for that, which I would not obtatnc j 
To carry that,which I would haue refus’d ; 
Topraifehisfaith,whichl would haue difprais’d, 

I am my Maftcrs true confirmed Loue, 

But cannot be true feruant to my Maftcr, 

VnlefTc I proue falfe traitor to my felfe. 

Yet will I woe for himjvucyet fo coldly, 

As (heauen it knowes) I would not haue him fpeed. 
Gcntlewoman,good day: I pray you be my meane 
To bring me where to fpeake with Madam Siluia. 

Sil. What would you withher,ifthatlbefhc? 

Iul. Ifyou be fhe, I doe intreat your patience 
To heare me fpeake the meflage I am fent on. 

Sil. From whom ?i 

Iul. From my Maftcr,Sir Protbeus, Madam. 

Sil. Oh: he fends you for a Pidlure ? 

Iul. I, Madam. 

Sil. Prfu/a, bring my Pi<fture there, 

Goc,giue your Mafter this; tell him from me. 

One lulia, that his changing thoughts forget 
Would better fit his Chamber,then this Shadow. 

Iul. Madam, pleafeyou perufe this Letter; 

Pardon me (Madam) 1 haue vnaduis’d 
Deliuer’d you a paper that I fhould not; 

This is the Letter to your Ladilhip. 

Stl. I pray thee let me looke on that againe, 
lul. It may not be: good Madam pardon me. 

Sd. There, hold: 

I will not looke vpon your Maftcrs lines: 

I know they are ftuft with proteftauons. 

And full ofnew-found oathes/ivhich he will breakc 
As enfily as I doc cearehis paper. 

Iul. Madam, he fends your Ladifhip this Ring. 

Stl. The more flume for him,that he fends it me; 
For I haue heard him fay a thoufand times, 

His lulia gaue it him.at his departure 
Though his falfe finger haueprophan’d the Ring, 

Mine fliall not doc his lulia io much wrong. ■'> ■ 

/«/. Shcthankcsyou. 

Stl. Whatfai’ftthou? 

Iul. I thankc you Madam,that you tender her: 
Poore Gentlewoman, my Mafter wrongs her much, 

Stl. Do’ft thou know her ? 

Iul. Almoft as well as I doe know my felfe. 

To thinke vpon her woes, I doc proteft 
That I haue wept a hundred fcuerall times. 

Sil. Belike live thinks thac Protheut hath forfook her? 
Iul. I thinke flic doth: and that’s her caufa of forcow 
Sil. Is fhe not palling faire? 

Iul. She hath bin fairer(Madam) then fhe is,- 

When flic did thinke my Mafter lou’d her well; 

She,in my judgement,was as fairc as you. 

But fitice flic did negleift her looking glafle. 

And threw her Sun-expelling Mafqucaway, 

The ayre hath ftaru’d the rofes in her eheekes. 

Aid pinch’d the lilly-tindiurc of her face. 

That now fhe is become as blacke as I. .. 

Sil. How tall was fhe f 

lul. About my ftarure: for at Pentecoft , 

When all our Pageants of delight wereplaid, 

Our youth got me to play the womans part. 

And I was trim’d in Madam 7 »// 4 * pWn t, 

W-hich-ferucd me as fit,by all mens judgements. 

As if the garment had bin made for qie ; 

Therefore Iknow (he is about my heigfic, 

And at that time I made her weepe a good, 11 ’’ ^ 

__ For 
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For 1 did play a lamentable part. 

(Madam) 'twas Ariadne, paffioning 

For periury,andvniuft flight; 

Which I fo liuely adted with my teares: 

That my poore Miftris moued therewithall, 

Wept bitterly: and would I might be dead, 

If 1 in thought felt not her very forrow. 

Stl. She is beholding to thee (gentle youth) 

Alas (poote Lady) defojate,ond left; 

I weepe my felfc to thinke vpon thy words; 

Herc.youth: thereismypurle j I giuethcethis (well. 
For thy fwccc Miftris (ake,becauicthou loult her. Farc- 
Iul. And fhc (hall thanke you foi’c, if ere you know 
A vercuous gentlcwoman,mildc,and beautifull. (her. 

I hope my Mailers fuit will be but cold, 

Since fhe refpefts my Miftris loue fo much, 

Alas,how louc can trifle with it fclfe : 

Here is herPidlure .• let me fee,I thinke 

If I had fuch a Tyre, this face of mine 

Were full as louely,as is this of hers; 

And yet the Painter flatter’d her a little, 

Vnlefle I flatter with my fclfe too much. 

Her haire is Aburne,n line is perfcdl Fellow ; 

If that be all the difference in his louc, 
lie get me fuch a coulour’d Perrywig : 

Her eyes arc grey as glaflc.and lo are mine: 

I, but her fore-head’s low,and mine’s as high .* 

What fhould it be that he rcfpe&s in her, 

But I can make rcfpc&iue in my felfc^ 

If this fond Loue,were not a blinded god. 

Come lhadow, come, and take this fhadow vp, 

For’tis thy riuall: O thou fenceleflc forme. 

Thou (halt be worfhip’d,kifs’d,lou’d,and ador d; 

And were there fence in his Idolatry, 

My fubftance ftiould be ftatue in thy {lead, 
lie vie thee kindly,for thy M illris fake 

That vs’d mefo: orclfeby loue, I vow, 

I ftiould haue fcratch’d out your vniccing eves, 

To make my Mailer out ofloue with thee. Exeunt. 

Pro. Oh Sir,I findc her milder then (he was, 

And yet (he takes exceptions at your perfon. 

Thu. What? that my leg is too long? 

Pro. No,that it is too little. (^ 

Thu. He wcare a Boote, to make it fomewhat ro« n 
Pro. But loue will not be fpurd to what it loathes. 
Thu. What faics fhe to my face ? 

Pro. She faies it is a faire one. 

7 hu. Nay then the wanton lyes: my face is blacke, 
Pro. But Pcarles are faire; and the old faying U 
Blacke men are Pearles,in beauteous Ladieseyes. * 
Thu. ’Tis true,fuch Pcarles as put out Ladies eyes, 
For I had rather winke, then looke on them, 

Thu. How likes fhc my difeourfe i 

Pro. Ill, when you talke of war. 

Thu. But wcll,when I difeourfe ofloue and peace. 
Jul. But better indeede,when you hold you peace. 
Thu. What fayes fhe to my valour ? 

Pro. Oh Sir,(be makes no doubt of that. 

Iul. She needes not, when (he knowes it cowardize 
Thu. What faies Ihe to my birth ? 

Pro. That you arc well deriu’d. 

Iul. True: from a Gentleman, to a foole. 

Thu. Confiders Ihe my Poflcflions ? 

Pro. Oh, I: and pieties them. 

Thu. VV hcrefore^ 

Iul. That fuch an Afl*c (bould owe them. 

Pro. That they are out by Leafe. 

Iul. Here comes the Duke. 

Du. How now fir Prothetu ; how now Thurio ? 
Which of you faw Eglamoure of late ? 

7 hu. Not I. 

Pro. Nor I. 

Du. Saw you my daughter^ 

Pro. Neither. 

Du. Why then 

She’s fled vnto thatpezan^P^/e/tf/w; 

And Eglamoure is in her Company: 

Tis true: for Frier Laurence met them both 

As he,in pennance wander’d through the Foricft: 

Him he knew well .• and guefd that it was fhe, 

But being mask’d, he was not fure of it. 

Belides (he did intend Confeffioii 

At Patricks Ce\\ this cuen,and there fhe was not. 
Tbelc likelihoods confirme her flight from hence; 
Therefore I pray you (land,not to difeourfe. 

But mount you prefen tly, and mcetc with me 

V pon the rifing of the Mountaine foote 

That leads toward iW<«»r»4,whcther they arc fled: 
Difpatch (fweet Gentlemen) and follow me. 

Thu. Why this it is.tobea peeuifhGirle, 

That flies her fortune when it followes her t o -. . V 

He after; more to be reueng’d on Eglamoure t 

Then for the loue of reck-lefle Siluia. 

Pro. And I will follow, more for Siluat loue 

Then hate of Eglamoure that goes with her. 

Id. And I will follow,more to crofle that loue 
Then hate for Stluia t that is gone for loue. Exeunt. 

* V 4 1 ’ i ^ ij j # (I ftl JXOI • 

'AHusQmntus. SccenaTrima. 

Enter E glamour e, Siluia. 

Egl. The Sun begins to guild the wefterne skie. 

And now it is about the very houre 

That Siluia, at Fryer Patricks Cell ftiould meet me. 

She will not faile; for Louers breakc not homes, 

Vnlefle it be to come before their time. 

So much they fpur their expedition. 

See where fhe comesLady a happy eucning. 

Sil. Amen,Amen : goc on (good Eglamoure ) 

Out at the Pofterne by the Abbey wall ; 

I feare I am attended by fome Spies. 

Egl. Feare not : tbeForrcft is not three leagues off. 

If we recoucr that,wc are lurecnough. Exeunt. 

.sA >!••.•! '!■ .V... 

•’ ScoenaSecunda. , A 

ScenaTertia . 

v : rt lf .. , , 

Enter EiiHriafProthejH*,Idia,Duke. ’. xCi - ( 

Th. Sir Tm/;c«/,what faics Siluia to my fuit ? 

' *.- u. 

Sihtta, Ont-Uwes. .1 hr. 

I .Out. Come, come be patient- : 

r ' Wc 



VV'c muft bring you to our Captaine. 

Sil. A thoufand more imfchances then this.... 

Haue learned me howto brooke this patiently. 

fcZ 

; o": Being nimble footcd^ie h»lh out-run vs. 
Thcreis our Op«i~ = Wcrtlfollow him .ha.. fled. 

The Thicket is befet, he cannot Icapc. 

I Out. Come, 1 muft bring you to our Captains caue. 
f care not: he bcares an honourable mince. 

And will not vfc a woman lawlcfiy# 

Sil. o Falenttne : this I endure tor thee. 

Exeunt. 


Serna Ouarta. 


Enter Falenttne, Prothtus, Siluia, Mia, T!>tke,Thurio, 
Out lanes. 

Fa!. How vfe doth breed a habit in a man ? 

This (hadowy defart, vnfrequemed woods 
I better brooke then flourifiiing peopled Townes; 

Here can 1 fir alone, vn-feene ot any, 

And to the Nightingales complaining Notes 
Tune my diftreftes, and record my woes. 

O chou that doft inhabit in my breft, 

Leaue not the Manfion fo long Tcnantdefle, 

Left growing ruinous, the building fall. 

And leaue no memory of wliat it was, 

Repaire me, with thy prefence, Siluia : 

Thou gentle Nimph, cherifh thy for-lorne fwaine. 
What hallowing, and what ftir is this to day ? 

Thcfe are my mates, that make their wills their Law, 
Hauc foinc vnhappy paflenger in chace; 

They loue me well: yet Ihaue much to doc 
To kcepe them from viuiuill outrages. 

Withdraw thee Falentine : who's this comes heere ? 

Pro. Madam,this feruice I haue done for you 
(Though you rcfpcdl not aught your feruant doth ) 

To hazard life,and reskewyou from him, 

That would haue forc’d your honour, and your louc, 
Vouchfafc me for my meed, but one faire looke: 

(A fmaller boone then this I cannot beg, 

And leflc then this, 1 am furc you cannot giue.) 

Veil. Ho w like a dreame is this ? I fee,and hearc : 
Loue, lend me patience to fotbeare a while. 

Sil. O mifcrable, vnhappy that I am. 

Pro. Vnhappy were you (Madam) ere I came; 

But by my comming, I haue made you happy. 

Stl. By thy approach thou mak’ft me-nroft vnluppy. 
Id. And me,when he approchcth to your prefcncc. 
Sil. Had 1 bcenc ceazed by a hungry Lion, 

I would haue bccne a break-faft to the Beaft , . . 

Rather then haue falfe'Pmfcwwreskue me: 

Oh heauen be iudge how 1 loue Valentine , 

Whofc life’s as tender to me as my foule. 

And full as much fformore there cannot be ) 

I doedeteft falfe periur’d Pm hem : 

Therefore be gone, follicit me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous adlion, ftood it next to death 
Would I not vndergoe, for one calme looke: 

Oh tis the curfe in Loue,and ftill approu’d 


When women cannot loue,where they’re belou’d. 

Sil. When Prothem cannot loue,where he’s beiou’d: 
Read ouer Idtas heart, (thy firft beft Loue) 

For whofe dearc fake, thou didft then rend thy faith 
Into a thoufand oathes; and all thofe oathes, 

Defccnded into periury, to loue me. 

Thou haft no faith left now, vnlefle thou’dft two. 

And that’s farre worfe then none: better haue none 
Then plurall faith, which is too much by one: 

Thou Counterfeyt, to thy true friend. 

Pro. In Loue, 

Who refpe&s friend ? 

Sil. All men but Prothem. 

Pro, Nay,if the gentle fpirit of mcujng words 
Can no way change you to a milder forme; 
lie v/ooc you like a Souldicr, at armei end. 

And loue you gainft the nature of Loue: force ye. 

Sil. Oh heauen. 

Pn . lie force thee yeeld to my defire. 

Fal. Ruffian: let goc that rude vnciuill touch, 

Thou friend of an ill fafiaion, 
pro. Valentine. 

Fa!. Thou comonfriend.that’s without faith or loue, 
For fuch is a friend now t treacherous man, 

7 hou haft beguil’d my hopes; nought but mine eye 
Could haueperfwaded the :iiow I dare not fay 
I haue one friend aliue; chou wouldft difproue me: 

Who ftiould be milled, when ones right hand 
Is periured to the bofeme ? Froth:us 
I am forty I muft r.eucr cruft thee more. 

But count the world a ftrangcr for thy fake: 

The priuate wound is deepeft: ob time, rooft accurft: 
’Mongft all foes that a friend ftiould bfc the Worft i 
Pro. My fhame 2nd guilt confounds me: 

Forgiue mt Falentine: if hearty forrow 
Be a fufficicut Ranfome for offence, 

1 tendcr’t heere: I doc as tiuely fuffer, 

A sere I did commit. 

Fal. Then I am paid: 

And once againe, I doe receiue thee hor.eft; 

Who by Repentance is not facisficd, 

Is nor of heauen, tior earth; for thcfe arc pleas'd: 

By Penitence th'Eternalls wrath’s appeas’d: 

And thac my louc may appeare plaine and free. 

All that was mine, in Ssluia, I giue thee. 

Ini. Oh me vnhappy. 

Pro, Looke to the Boy, 

Fal. Why,Boy/ 

Why wagihow now ? what’s the matter Hook vp: fpeak. 

Id .O good fir,my maftcr charg’d roe to deliuer a ring 
to Madam Silnia : & (out of my negle#)was neuer done. 
Pro. Where is that ring? boy? 

Ini. Heere ’tis: this is it. 

Pro. How? let me fee. 

Why this is the ring I gaue to Idia. 

Id. Oh, cry you mercy fir, I haue niiflooke j 
This is the ring you fent to Siluia. 

Pro. Buthow cam’ll thouby this ting ? at my depart 
I giue this vnto Julia. 

Id. And Inlia her fclfe did giue it me, 

And Idia her felfc hath brought it hither. 

Pro. How ? Idia ? 

Id. Behold her, that gaue ayme to all thy oathes, 

Aud entertain’d ’em deepcly in her heart. 

How oft haft thou with periury cleft the roote / 

Oh Prothem , let this habit make thee bluftj. 

D Be 
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Be thou afham’d that I haue tooke vpon.me, 

Such an immodeft rayment 5 if (hame liuc 

In a difguife of loue ? 

Ic is the lefler blot modefly findes , 

Women to change their fhapcs,then men their minds. 

Pro. Then men their nundsftis trueioh heuen,wercman 
But Conftant,hc were perfect; that one error 

Fils him with faults: makes him run through all th’lins 5 
Inconftancy falls-off, ere it begins: 

What is in Siluia s face, but 1 may fpie 

More frefh in lulia s % with a conftant eye? 

Val. Comc,come : a hand from either: 

Let me be bleft to make this happy clofe : 

*Twere pitty two fuch friends ftiould be long foes. 

Pro. Beare witnes (heauen) I hauc my wifh for euer. 
1*1. And I mine. 

Out-l. Aprize:aprize:apri7.e # 

Val. Forbearc,forbeare I fay : It is my Lord the Luke. 
Your Grace is welcome to a man difgrac’d. 

Baniflied Valentine. 

Dul^e. Sir Valentine > 

Thu. Yonder is Siluia \ and Silvia sm\ne. 

Val. Thnrio giue backe ; or clfe embrace thy death: 
Come not within the meafure of my wrath: 

Doe not name Silvia thine : if once againe, 

Verona fhall not hold thee : hecrc fheBands, 

Take but pofleflion of her,with a Touch : 

I dare thee, but to breath vpon my Louc. 

Thur. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I: 

I hold him but a foole that will endanger 

His Body, for a Girle that loues him not : 

I claime her not,and therefore fhe is thine. 

Duke. The more degenerate and bafe art thou 

T0 make fuch meanes for her,as thou haft done, 

And leauc her on fuch flight conditions. 

Now,by the honor of my Ancettry, 

I doe applaud thy lpiri t> Valentine, 

And thinke thee worthy of an EmprefTe loue t 

Know then, I heere forget all former greefes. 

Cancell all grudge, repeale thee home againe. 

Plead a new ftate in thy vn-riual’d merit, 

To which I thus fubferibe : Sir Valentine, 

Thou art a Gentleman,and well deriu’d. 

Take thou thy Siluia , for thou haftdeferu’d her, 

Val. I thank your Grace, ^ gift hath made me happy. 

I now befeech you (for your daughters fake ) 

To grant one Boone that I fhall aske of you. 

Duke. I grant it (for thine owne) what ere it be. 

Val. Thefe banifh’d men,that I haue kept withall, 
Are men endu’d with worthy qualities : 

Forgiuc them what they haue committed here. 

And let them be recall’d from their Exile •• 

They arc reformed, ciuilly full of good, , 

And fit for great employment (worthy Lord.) 

Duke. Thou haft preuaild,I pardon them and thee : 
Difpofc of them,as thou knowft their deferts. 

Come,lct vs goe, we will include all iarres. 

With Triumphes, Mirth, and rare folemnity. 

V dl. And as we walke along,I dare be bold 

With our difeourfe, to make your Grace to froile. 

What thinke you of this Page (my Lord c 1 ) 

Dul^e I think the Boy hath grace in him, he blufhej. 
Val. I warrant you (myLord)more grace,then Boy, 

■ Duke. What meaneyou by that faying? 

V */. Pleafc you, lie tell you,as vve patte along, 

That you will wonder what hath fortuned : 

Come Protheus , *tis your pennancc,but to heart 

The (lory of your Loues difeouered. 

That done,our day of marriage fhall be yours, 

One Feaft,onc houfe, one mutuall happinefle. Exeunt. 

The names of all the Actors. 

Eglamoure: Agent for Siluia in her efcape. 

Ho(h where lull a lodges. 

Out-lawes'with Valentine. 

Duke: Fdtber to Siluia. 

Valentine. 7 , _ , 

Tmbm:S ,hctmam,lmm - 
Anthonio:father to protheus. i 

Thurio: afoolijh rtuallto Valentine. 

Speed: a clowmfhferuantto Valentine. 

Launce: the like to Protheus . 

Panthion: feruantto Antonio, 
lulia: beloutd of Protheus . 

Siluia: be lotted ofValentine., 

Lueetta; waigbtiug-woman to lulia. 
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»A Uui primus , Scena prima. 

' | 
Enter lattice Shallow, Slender, Sir Hugh Euans, Majler 

Pa^e, Falftoffe, Bardolph, Nym.Piftoll, Amic Page, 

Miftrcjfe Ford, CMiJlrejfe Page, Simple. 

Shallow. r 

perfwade me not: I will make a Star- 
Chamber matter of it, if hee were twenty Sir 
Iohn Falflojfs, he fhall not abufe Robert Shallow 
Efqujrc. (Coram. 

Slen. In the County oSqiecefier, Iuftice of Peace and 

Shal. I (Cofen Slender) and Cufi-alorum. 

Slen. 1 , and Rato lorum too ; and a Gentleman borne 
(Matter Parfon) who writes himfclfr Armigero , in any 
Bill, Warrant, Quittance.or Obligation, Armigero 

Shal. I that I doe,and haue done any time thefe three 
hundred yeeres. , 

Slen. All his fuccefTors (gone before him)hath don t: 

and all his Anceftors( that come after him) may ; they 

may giue the dozen white Luces in their Coate. 

Shal. It is an olde Coatc. 

Euans, The dozen white Lowfes doe become an old 
Coat well: it agrees well pafTaiitt It is a familiar beatt to 
man,and fignifies Loue. 

Shal. The Lufe is the frclh-fifh, the falt-fiih,is an old 
Coate. 

Slen. I may quarter (Coz). 

Shal. You may,by marrying. 

Euans. It is marring indeed, if he quarter it. 

Shal. Not a whit. 

Euan. Yes per-Iady: ifhe ha’s a quarter of your coat, 
there is but three Skirts for your felfe, in my fimple con- 
iefhires ; but that is all one : if Sir IohnFalfiaffe haue 
committed difparagements vnto you.I am of the Church 
and will be glad to do my bencuolcnee, to make attone- 
ments and compremifes betweeneyou. 

Shal. The Councell fhall heare it, it is a Riot. 

Euan. It is not meet the Councell heare a Riot: there 
is no feare of Got in a Riot: The Councell (looke you) 
fhall defire to heare the feare of Got, and not to heare a 
Riot: take your viza-ments in that. 

Shal. Ha; o’my life,ifI were yong againe, the fword 
fhould end it. 

Euans. It is petter that friends ij the fword, and end 
it :and there is alfo another deuice in myprainf, which 
peraduenture prings gootdiferetionswithit. There is 
Anne Page , which is daughter to Matter Thomas Page , 
which is pretty virginity. 

Slen. (JMiftris Anne Page ? (he has browne haire, and 
fpeakes fmall like a woman. 

Sunns. It is that ferry perfon for all the orld, as tuft as 
you will defire, and feuen hundred pounds ofMoncyes, 
and Gold, and Siluer,is her Grand-fire vpon his deaths- 
bed, (Got deliuer to a ioyfuli refurrc&ions) giue, when 
fhe is able to ouercake feuentecne yeeres old. It were a 
goot motion^fwclcaucourpribblcs and prabbles,and 
defire a marriage becwecnc Mafter Abraham^ nd Miftris 
Anne Page. 

Slen. Did her Grand-fire leauc herfeauen hundred 
pound ? 

Euan. I, and her father is make her a petter penny. 

Slen. I know the young Gentlewoman,fhe has good 
gifts. 

Euan. Scuen hundred pounds, andpoffibilities, is 
goot gifts. 

Shal. Wcl,let vs fcchoneft M r Vage: \$ Faljlaffe there} 

Euan. Shall I tell you a lye ? i doc oelpiie a Iyer, as 1 
doe defpifeone that is falfc,or as 1 dclpiie one that is not 
true:the KnighcSir/^isrhere^ and I bcfeechyou be 
ruled by your well-willcrs: I will peat the doore for M r . 
Page. What hoa?Got-plefl'eyourho«fe heere. 

M'.Pagc. Who 5 s there ? 

Euan. Here is goYs piefling and your friend, and Iu¬ 
ftice Shallow> and heere yong Mafter Slender: that perad- 
uentures fh.ill tell you another talc, if matters grow to 
, your likings. 

.Page. Iam glad to fee your Worfhipt well : I 
thankc you for my Venifon Mafter Shallow. 

Shal . Mafter Page, I am glad to fee you : much good 
doe it your good heart: I wifh’d your Venifon better, it 
was ill killd : how doth good Miftrefle Page ? and I thank 
you alwaics with my heart, la : with my heart. 

M. Page ♦ Sir, I thanke you. 

Shal . Sir, I thanke you: by yea, and no I doc. 

M.Pa. I am glad to fee you,good Mafter Slender . 

Slen. How do*s your fallow Greyhound, Sir, I heard 
fay he was out-run on fitfaH. 

M.Pa. It could not be judg’d, Sir. 

Slen . You’ll not canfefle : you^l not confefle. 

Shal. Thathe will not, ’cis your fault,’cis your fault: 
Visa good dogge. 

M.Pa. A Cur, Sir. 

Shal. Sir : hee’s a good dog,and afaircdog,can there 
be more faid ? he is good, and faire. Is Sir Iohn Falfiajfe 
heere ? 

M.Pa. Sir, hee is within: and I would I could doe a 
good office be tweene you. 

Euan. It is fpoke as a Chriftians ought to fpcake. 

Shal. He hath wrong’d me (Mafter Page.) 

M*Pa. Sir,he doth in fome fort confefle it. 
i D a Sha.j 
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Shal . Ifitbeconfeflcdjitisnotredrefled; is not that 
fo [M.Page ? ) he hath wrong’d me, indeed he hath, at a 
word he hath: bclecue me, “Robert Shallow Efquirc,faith 
he is wronged. 

Ma.Pa. Here comes Sir Iohn. 

Fat. Now,Mafter Shallow, you’ll complainc of me to 
the King? 

Shal. Knight, you haue beaten my men, kill’d my 
deere, and broke open my Lodge. 

Fal. But not kifs’d your Keepers daughter ? 

Shal, Tut,apin:thisl"hall beanfwer’d. 

Fal, I will anfwere it ftrait, l haue done all this: 
That is now anfwcr’d. 

Shal. The Councell fhall know this. 

Fal. ’Twere better for you if it were known in coun¬ 
cell : you’ll be laugh’d at. 

Ew. Paueaverba ; (Sir Iohn ) good worts. 

Fal. Good worts ? good Cabidgc ; Slender , I broke 
your head: what matter haue you againft me? 

Slen. Marry fir, I haue matter in my head againft you, 
and againft your cony-catching Raft alls, BardolfNjtm, 
and Piftoll. 

Bar. You Banbery Chcefc. 

Slen. I, it is no matter. 

Pift. How now, Mephoftophi/w ? 

Slen. I, it is no matter. 

Nynt, Slice,I fay; pauca.pauca: Slice,that’s my humor. 

Slen. Where’s Simple mv man ? can you tell. Cofen ? 

Etta. Peace, I pray you; now let vs vnderftand: there 
is three Vmpires in this matter, as I vnderftand ; that is, 
Matter Page (fidelicet Mafter Page ,) & there is my felfe, 
(fidelicet my felfe) and the three party is (laftly, and fi¬ 
nally) mine Hoft oftheGater. 

Ma.Pa. We three to hear it,& end it between them. 

Ettxn. Ferry goo’t, I will make a priefe of it in my 
note-booke,and we wil afterwards orkc vpon the caufe, 
with as great difcrectly as we can. 

Fal. PifioH. 

Pift. He hearcs with cares. 

Euan. The Teoill and his Tam; what phrale is this ? 
he heares with care ? why.it is aftcflations. 

Fal. Ptftoll, did you picke M. Slenders purfe ? 

Slen. I, by t'nefe gloues did hec, or I would I might 
neuer come in mine owne great chamber againe elfc, of 
feauen groates in mill-fixpences, and two Edward Sho- 
uelboords, .that coft me two (hilling and two pence a 
peece of YeadMiller: by thefc gloues. 

Fal. Is this true, Piftoll} 

£»4».No, it is falfe, if it is a picke-purfe. 

Pift. Ha,thoumountainc Forreyner : Sir Iohn, and 
Mafter mine, I combat challenge of this Latine Bilboe : 
word of deniall in thy labras here; word ofdenial; froth, 
and feum thou lieft. 

Slen. By thefc gloues, then’t was he. 

Njm. Bcauis’d fir, and pafTc good humours .• I will 
fay marry trap with you, if you runne the nut-hooks hu¬ 
mor on me, that is the very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face had it : for 
though I cannot remember what I did when you made 
me drunke,yet I am not altogether an affe, 

Fal. What fay you Scarlet, and Iohn ? 

Bar. Why fir, (for my part) I fay the Gentleman had 
drunke himfelfe out of his fiue fentcnces. 

Eh. It is his fiue fences: fie,what the ignorance is. 

Bar. And being fap,fir,was(as they fay) cafhcerd :and 
fo condufions paft the Car-circs. 


Slen. I, you fpake in Latten then to: but tis no mat* 
ter; lie nerc be drunk whilft I Hue againe,but in honeft 
ciuill, godly company for this tricke: if I be drunke, 
be drunke with thofe that haue the feate of God,and not 
with drunken knaucs. 

Euan. So got-udge me, that is a vertuons imndc, 
Fal. You hearc all thefc matters deni’d,Gentlemen; 
you heare it. 

M.Page. Nay daughter, carry the wine in, wee’ll 
drinke within. 

Slen. Oh heauen: This is Miftreflc AmePage, 

M'.Page. How now M iftris Ford ? 

Fal. Miftris Ford ,by my troth you are very wel met: 
by your leaue good Miftris. 

TrF.Page, Wife.bid thefe gentlemen welcome: come 
we haue a hot Vcnifon pafty to dinner ; Come gentle, 
men, I hope we fhall drinke downe all vnkindnefle. 

Slen. I had rather then forty (billings I had my booke 
ofSongs and Sonnets heere :Hovvnow Simple, where 
haue you beenc ? I muft wait on my felfe, muft 1 >yo U 
haue not the booke of Riddles about you, haue you { 

Sim. Booke of Riddles ? why did you not lend it to 
Alice Short-cake vpon Alhallowmas laft, a fortnight a- 
fore Michaelmas. 

Shal. Come Coz,come Coz,we ftay for you: a word 
with you Coz: marry this, Coz: there is as ’twere a ten- 
der,a kinde of tender, made a farre-off by Sir Hugh here: 
doc you vnderftand me ? 

Slen. ISir,you(ballfinde mereafonable; if it be fo, 
I (ball doe that that is reafon. 

Shal. Nay,but vnderftand me. 

Slen. So I doe Sir. 

Euan. Giue eire to his motions; (M T .Slender) I will 
defeription the matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 

Slen. Nay, 1 will doe as my Cozen Shallow faies : I 
pray you pardon me, he’s a lattice of Peace in his Coun- 
trie, fimple though I ftand here. 

Euan. But that is not the queftion : thequeftionis 
concerning your marriage. 

Shal. I, there’s the point Sir. 

Eh. Marry is it: the very point ofit, to Mi. AnPagt, 

Slen. Why if it be fojl will marry her vpon any rea- 
fonable demands. v 

Eu. B it can you affe&ion the ’o-man,let vs command 
to know that of your mouth, or of your lips : for diuers 
Philofophers ho!d,that the lips is parcell of the mouth: 
therforcprecifcly,cayou carry your good wil to j maid? 

Sh. Cofen Abraham Slender,cm you loue her ? 

Slen. 1 hope fir, I will do as it (ball become onf that 
would doe reafon. 

Eu. Nay,got’s Lords,and his Ladies,you muftfpeake 
poffitable,if you can carry-her your defires towards her. 

Shal. That you muft : 

Will you, (vpon good dowry) marry her ? 

Slen, I will doe a greater thing then that, vpon your 
requeft (Cofcn) in any reafon. 

Shal. Nay conceiue me, conceiue mce, ( fwcet Coz): 
what I doe is to pleafureyou (Coz:) can you loue the 
maid? 

Slen. I will marry her (Sir) at your requeft ; but if 
there bee no great loue in the beginning, yet Heauen 
may decreafe it vpon better acquaintance, when wee 
are married, and haue more occafion to know one ano¬ 
ther : I hope vpon familiarity will grow more content: 
but if you fay mary-hcr, I will mary-her, that I am freely 
<liflfolued,and diflolutely. 

Eh. It 
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Eu It is a fery difcetion-anfwere; faue the fall is in 
\ the’ordjdiffolutcly: the ort is (according to our mea- 
mn ») refolutely: his meaning is good. 

Sh. 1 : 1 thinke my Cofen meant well. 

SI. I, or elfe I would 1 might be hang d (la.) 

Sh. Here .comes faire Miftris Anne-, would ,1 were 

yor^foryowfake,M,ft^ ^ my p athcr d c fi rcs 

Miftris Am.) 

Eu. Od’s pleffed-wil:I wilnotbeableceat thcgrace. 

■Ah. Wil’t plcafeyour worfbip tocomein,Sir? 

SI.' No,I thank you forfooth,hartely;I am very well. 

An. The dinner attends you,Sir. 

SI. I am not a-hungry, 1 thanke you, forfooth: goe, 
Sirha, for all you are my nun, goe wait vpon my Cofcn 
Shallow: a Iuftice of peace fometime may be beholding 
to his friend,for a Man; I kcepe but three Men, and a 
Boy yet, till my Mother be dead: but what though, yet 
I liue like a poore Gent leman borne. 

An. I may got goe in without your vvorfhip: they 
will not fit till you come. 

Si. Tfaith,ilc eatc nothing: I thanke you as much as 
though I did. 

An. IprayyouSirwalkoin. 

SI. I had rather walke here (I thanke you) I bruiz’d 
my Ibinth’other day, with playing at Sword and Dag¬ 
ger with a Mafter of Fence (three veneys for a difh of 
ftew’d Pruncs)and by my troth,I cannot abide the fmell 
ofhotmeate fince. Why doe your dogs barke fo? be 
there Beares ith’ Towne ? 

An. I thinke there are,Sir, I heard them talk’d of. 

Si. I loue thefport well, but I fhall as foone quarrell 
at it, as any man in England -.you arc afraid ifyou fee the 
Beareloofe,are you not ? 

An. I indeede Sir. 

SI. That’s meate and drinke to me now: I haue feene 
Sae\erfon loofe,twenty timcs,and haue taken him by the 
Chaine: but (I warrant you) the women haue fo cride 
and fhrekt at it,that it paft : But women indeede,cannot 
abide’em, they are very ill-fauour’d rough things. 

Ma.Pa.Comc,gctnlcM.Slender,comc-,wc ftay for you. 

SI. He eatc nothing, I thanke you Sir. 

Ma.Pa. By cockc and pic, you fhall not choofc,Sir: 
.come,come. 

SI. Nay,pray you lead the way. 

Ma.Pa, Come on, Sir. 

SI. Miftris Anne: your felfe fhall goe firft. 

An. Not I Sir, pray you kcepe on, 

SI. Truely I will not goe firft: truc!y-la: I will not 
doe you that wrong. 

An. I pray you Sir. 

SI. lie rather be vnmannerly,then iroublefome: you 
doe your felfe wrong indccde-la. Exeunt . 

Scena Secunda, 


j j o i 

... •«**? 


Enter Euans, and Simple. 

Eu. Go your waics, and askeofDo&or Caiu/bcmfc, 
which is the way; and there d wels one Miftris Quicty ; 
which is in the manner of his Nurfejor his dry-Nurfejor 
his Cooke; or his Laundty j his Wafber,and his Ringer. 
Si. Well Sir. 6 


Eu. Nay,it is petfcer yet: giue her this letter j for it is 
a’oman that altogeathers acquaintace with Miftris Anne 
Page i and the Letter is to defire, and require her to foli- 
cite your Matters defires, to Miftris Ame Page : I pray 
you be gon: I will make an end ofmy dinner;ther’s Pip¬ 
pins and Cheefe to come. fxeunt. 


Scena Tenia. 


Enter Falfiaffe , Hoft,Bardolfe,Njtm,PiJloll,Page. 

Fal. Mine Hoft ofthe Garter { 

Ho. What laics my Bully Rooke ? fpeake fchollerly, 
and wifely. 

Fal. Truely mine Hoft ; I muft turnc away fomc of my 
followers. 

Ho. Dilcard,(bully Hw«fc/)cafheere;let them wag; 
trot,trot. 

Fal. I fit at ten pounds a weeke. 

Ho. Thou’rt an Emperor ( Cefar, Keifer and Pheauar) 
I will entertaine Bardolfe: he fhall draw;he fliall rap;faid 
I well (bully Heftor ? ) 

Fa. Doe fo (good mine Hoft. 

Ho. I haue fpokeftethim followftctmc fee thee froth, 
and liue : I am at a word .• follow. 

Fal. BardolfeftaWovt him: a Tapfter is a good trade; 
an old Cloake,makes a new Ierkin: a wither’d Seruing- 
man, a frelb Tapfter: goe, adew. 

Ba. It is a life that I haue defir’d : I will thriuc. 

Pft. O bafe Hungarian wight.-wilt ^ the fpigot wield. 

Ni.He was gotten in drinkns no’t the humor cficeited? 

Fal. I am glad I am fo acquit of this Tinderbox : his 
Thefts were too open .• his filching was like an vnskilfull 
Singer, he kept not time. 

Ni. The good humor is to ftcale at a minutes reft. 

Ptft. Conuay: the wife it call: Stcalc? fob: a fico for 
the phrafe. 

Fal. Well firs, I am almoft out at heeles. 

Tift. Why then let Kibes enfue. 

Fal. There is no rcmedy.-I muft conicatch,I muft fbift. 

Pift. YongRatiens muft haue foode. 

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this Towne? 

Ptft. 1 ken the wight: he is of fubftancc good. 

Fal. My honeft Lads, I will tell you what I am about. 

Pift. Two yards, and more. 

Fal. No quips now Piftoll (Indeede I am in the waftc 
two yards about tbut I am no w about no waftc .• I am a- 
bout thrift) briefely: I doe meaneto make loue to Fords 
wife :I fpie entertainment in her: fhee difeourfes: ftiee 
carucs .• (be giucs the Icere of inuitation .• I can conftrue 
the aSion of her familier ftile,& the hardeft voice of her 
behauior(to be englifh’d rightly)is ftamSirlohn Falftafs. 

Pift. He hath ftudied her will;and tranflated her will: 
out of honcfty,into Englifh. 

Ni. The Anchor is deepe: will that humor pafle ? 

Fal. Now.,the report goes, (he has all the rule of her 
husbands Purfe: he hath a legend of Angels. 

Pift. As many diuels entertaine: and to her Boy fay I. 

ATir.The humor rifes:it is good:humor me the angels. 

Fal, I haue writ me here a letter to her: Sc here ano¬ 
ther to Pages wife, whoeuennow gaue mce good eyes 
too;examind my parts with raoft judicious illiadsrfome- 
times the bcame of her view, guilded my foote : fome- 
times my portly belly. 

__ D 3 _ Pift . 
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Pijt. Then did the Sun on dung-hill fhine. 

Ni. I thankc thee for that humour. 

Fal. O flic did fo courfe o’re ray exteriors with fuch 
a greedy intention,that the appetite of her eye,did feeme 
to fcorch me vp like a burning-glafle: here’s another 
letter to her: She beares the Purfe too .• She is a Region 
in Guiana : all gold, and bountie: I will be Cheaters to 
them both , and they fHall be Exchequers to mce : they 
fhajl bemyEaftand Weft Indies, and I will trade to 
them both: Goe,bearc thou this Letter to Miftris Page; 
and thou this to Miftris Fani: we will thriue (Lads) we 
will thriue. 

Pift. Shall I Sir fdndarut of Troy become, 

And by my fide vveare Steele? then Lucifer take all* 

Ni, I will run no bale humor: here take the humor- 
Letter; I will keepe the hauior of reputation. 

Fal. Hold Sirha,beare you thefe Letters tightly, 

Saile like my Pinnafle to thefe golden fhores. 
Rogues^encc^auauntjVanifh like hailc-ftones; goc, 

Trudge; plod away ith’ hoofe : feeke flicker,pac^c: 
Fa/ftaffe will learne the Honor of the age, 

French-thrift', you Rogues, my i'elfc, and skirted Page, 

Ptft . Let Vultures gripe thy guts.- for gourd, and 
Fullam holds:& high and lo w beguiles the rich 8 c poore, 
Tefter ile haue in pouch when thou (halt lacke i 
BafeT hrygian Turke. 

Ni. Ihaucoppcrations, 

Which be humors of reuenge. 

Pift. Wilt thou reuenge? 

Ni. By Welkin,and her. Star. 

Prjt. Withwit,or Steeled 

Ni. With both the humors, I .* 

I will difeufle the humour of this Loue to Ford, 

Viji. And I to Page fhall eke vnfold 
How Faljlaffe (varlct vile) 

His Doue will prone; his gold will hold. 

And his foft couch defile. 

Ni. My humour fliall not coole: I will inccnfc Ford 
todcale withpoyfon : 1 will poffelTe him with yallow- 
neffe, forthercuoltofminc is dangerous: that is my 
true humour. 

Pifi. Thou art the (Jftars of Maleeontcnts: I fecond 
thee; troope on#. Exeunt. 


Sccena Quarta, 


Enter Wftrk Quickly,Simple, John Rugby/Vetter, 
Cains,Fenton. 

Qu. What, Iobn Rugby, I pray thee goe to the Cafe- 
ment, and fee if you can fee my Matter, Matter Do&er 
Gains comming: if he doe (I’faith) and finde any body 
in the houfe; here will be an old abufing ofGods pati- 
ence,and the Kings Englifh. 

Ru. Ile goe watch. 

Jfu. Goe,and we’ll haue a poffet for’i foone at night, 
(in faith) at the latter end of a Sca-cole-fireAn honeft, 
willingjciude fellow,as cuer feruant fliall come in houfe 
withall: and I warrant you, no tel-talc, npr no breede* 
bate: his worft fault is, that he is giuen to prayer; hce is 
fomethingpeeuifli that way : but no body but has his 
fault: but let that pafTe. Peter Simple, you fay your 
name is? 


Si. 1; for fault of a better. 

I Sip- And Matter Slender's your Matter ? 

Si, Iforfooth. 

Qu. Do’s he not weare a great round Beard, lik e 
Glouers pairing-knife ? 

Si, No forfooth: he hath but a little wee-face 3 with 
a little yellow Beard: a Caine colourd Beard. 

Qu. A foftly-fprighted man,is he not ? 

Si. I forfooth: but he is as tall a man of his hands as 
any is betweene this and his head: he hath fought with 
a Warrener. 

Qu. How fay you: oh,I fhould remember him: do’s 
he not hold vp his head(as it werc?)and ftrut in his gate? 
Si. Yes indeede do’s he. 

Welljheauen fend Anne Page , no worfe fortune- 
Tell Matter Parfon Euans ,I will doe what I can for yout 
Matter: Anne is a good girle, and I wifh—> 

Ru. Out alas .-here comes my Matter. 

J£u. We fhall all be (hent: Run in here,good young 
man: goc into this Cloffet: he will not ftay long .• vvhat 
John Rugby ? Iobn : what Iobn I fay ? goe Iobn , goe en. 
quire for my Matter, I doubt he be not well, that li ee 
comes not home: (and dotvne 3 do\xne^adoa>ne a.cdrc. 

(/a. Vat is you fing ? I doe not like dcs-toyes: pray 
you goe and vetch me in.my Cloffet,vnboyteene verd- 
a Box.a.greene-a-Box rdo intend vat I fpcake? a greenel 
a-Box. 

Vu. I forfooth ile fetch it you : 

I am glad hee went not in himfelfe: if he had found the 
yong man he would haue bin home-mad. 

Ca. Ft ft fefe,maifoy,il fait for ebando, le manvoiah 

Court la grand affaires. 

Qjs. Is it this Sir? 

C a - Ofty mette le au monpocket,de-pcech quickly: 

Vcrc is dat knaue Rugby ? 

What Iobn Rugby John { 

Ru. Here Sir. 

^ Ca. You are Iobn Rugby, aadyouare laekeRugby, 
Come, t3ke-a-your Rapier, and come after my hecleto 
the Court. 

Ru. Tis ready Sir, here in the Porch. r 

Ca. By my trot: I tarry too long: od’s-me: que ay it 
eublie : dcre is fome Simples in my Cloffet, dat I villnot 
for the varld I fhall leauc behinde. 

Qu. Ay-rue,he’ll finde the yong man there,& bemad. 
Ca. O Viable, Viable: vat is in my Cloffet ? 
Villanie,La-roone: Rugby,my Rapier. 
jQu. Good Matter be content. 

CW. Wherefore fhall I be contenc-ta? ' K 
S2u, The yong man is an honeft man. ; 

Ca. What fliall dc honeft man do in myGloflet rdere 
is no honeft man dat (ball come in myCloffec. 1 ; v 

<2*- I befecch you be not fo flegmiticke: heare the 
truth ©fit. He came of an errand to once, from Parfon 
Hugh. 

Ca. Veil. 

Si. I forfooth: to defire her to— 

J$u. Peace,I pray you. 

Ca. Pcace-a-your tongue: fpeake-a-your Tale. 

Si. To defire this honeft Gentlewoman(your Maid) 
to fpcake a good word to Miftris Anne Page/ or my Ma¬ 
tter in the way ofMarriage. 

Q*‘ This is all indeede-Ia: but ile nereput my finger 
in the {inland needc not. 

Cu. Sir Hugh fend-a yoti? Rugby, ballowmecfomc 
paper: tarry you alittell-a-while. 

Qu. 11 
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I am glad he is fo quiet: if he had bin through- 

tv moucd,you fhould haue heard him fo loud.and fo mc- 
lancholly: but notwithftanding man, Ile doe yoe your 
Matter what good I can: and the very yea,& themo :s,^ 
French Dofto my Matter, (I may call him my Matter, 
lookeyou,for Ikeepe his houfe; and I wafh,ring, brew, 
bake, fcowre,dreffe meat and drinke,make the beds,and 

^°Sim ^Tis a V cat charge to comevnder one bodies 

Qui Are you a-uis*d o’chat? you (ball finde it a great 
charge": and to be v P early, and down lare: but not with- 
ftamhn^/to tell you in your eare, I wold l.aue no words 
of it) my Matter himfelfe is in loue with Mittris Anne 
Page: but nocwithttanding that I know Ant roind,that’s 

neither heeve nor there. .... 

Cam. You, lack’Nape : g-ue-a this Letter to Sir 
Huob by gar it is a fhallenge : I will cut his troat in dc 
Parke, and I will teach aWuy lack-a-napePrieft to 
meddle, or make:-youmaybegon : iris not good 

you tarry here: by gar I will cut all his two ftoncs : by 

gar,lie fliall not haue a ttone to throw at his dogge. 
b Qui. AUs: he fpeakes but for his friend. 

Cains. It is no matter’a ver dat: do not you tcl!-a-me 
dat I fliall haue Anne Page for my i'elfc ? by gar, I v ill 
kill de Iack-Prieft : and I haue appointed mineHoflof 
delarteertomeafurc our weapon: by gar,I wil my lelfc 
haue Anne Page, 

Qui. Sir, the maid loues you, and all fliall bee well: 
We mutt giuc folkcs leaue to prate: what the good-ier. 

Cains. Rugby, come to the Court with me: by gar, if 
I haue not Anne Page, I fliall turtle your head out of my 
dore: follow my heelcs,^#^. 

Qut. You fliall haue ^«-fooles head of yourowne: 
No, 1 know Ans mind for that: rteuer a woman in tVind- 
yirknowesmorcof ^»i-minde then I doe, nor can doc 
more then I doe with hcr,I thanke heauen. 

Fenton. Who’s with in there, hoa ? 

Qui. Who’s there, I troa ? Come neere the houfe I 
pray you. 

Fen. How now(good woman)how dott thou i 

Qui. The better that it pleafes your good Worfliip 
to aske? 

Fen. What newes? how do’s pretty Mittris Anne} 

Qui. In truth Sir, and fbec is pretty, and honett, and 
gentle, and one that is your friend, I can tell you that by 
the’way, Ipraifeheaucnforit. 

Fen. Shall I doe any good thinkft thou ? fhall I not 
loofe my fuit ? 

Qui. Troth Sir, all is in his hands aboue: butnot- 
withftanding ( Matter Fenton ) lie be fworne on a booke 
fhee loues you : haue not your Worfliip a wart aboue 
your eye ?, 

Fen. Yes marry haue I, what of that ? 

Qui. Weljthereby hangs a tale: gooafaith,it is fuch 
another Nan ; (but(Ideteft) an honett maid aseuer 
broke bread : wee had an howres talkc of that wart ; • I 
fliall neuer laugh but in that maids company : but (in¬ 
deed) fbec is giuen too much to AllichoTy and mufuig': 
but for you —— well -- goetoo--- 

Fen. Well: I (ball fee her to day: hold, there’s mo¬ 
ney for thee: Let mec haue thy voice in my behalfc : if 
thou feeftherbefore tiie, ; commend me.*——— 

Qni. Will I ? I faith that wee will : And I will tell 
yout Wotfb'ip more of the Wart,thc next time we Haue 
confidence,and ofother wooers. 


Fen, Well, fare-well, I am in .great hafte now. 

JOfui. Fare-well to your Worftif£>: truely an honeft 
Gentleman: but A»ne \oues hiim not: for I know tsins 
minde as well as another do’s : out vponk: what haue I 
forgot. Exit. 


AHus Secundus. Scama Prim a. 


Enter Miftris Pigc/JWiftris Ford after Page, Maficr 

Ford, Piftoll, Nim, Quickly, Hofl,Shallow. 

Mift. Page. What, hauefcapM Loue-lcctcrs in the 
holly,day-time of my beauty, and am I now a fubieft 
for them ? let me fee ? 

j4ste me no reafon why Iloneyou for though Loue vfe Rea• 
fonfor his precifian , hce admits him not for bis ( ounfail oar : 
y ou are not yong y no more am I:goo to thenyhere's fimpathie : 
you are merry , fo am /: ha, ha , then there's more jimp at hie: 
you loue facke , and fo do I: would you defire better fimpatbie ? 
Let it fujf.ee thee (<J7iitflris Page ) at the teaft tf the Loue of 
Sonldier can fujfce , that I loue thee: I wilt not jaypittjf mec , 
fu not a Sotildier-lthe phrafe ; but I faj y loue me : 

Tjj me y thine owne true Knightly day or night : 

Or any l^inde of light, with all his might , 

For thee to fight * Iohn Falftaffe . 

What a Herod of lurie is this ? O wicked,wicked world: 
One that is well-nye worne to peeccs with age 
To fhow himfelfe a yong Gallant ? What an vnwaied 
Behauiour hath this Flemifh drunkard pickt ( with' 
The Deuills name) out of my conuerfation,that he dares 
In this manner aflay me ? why, hec hath nqt becnc thrice 
In my Company: what fhould I fay to him? 1 was then 
Frugall of my mirth: ( heauen forgiue mec:) why Ile 
Exhibit a Bill in the Parliament for the putting downe 
of men : how fliall I be reueng’d on him ? for reueng’d I 
will be ? as fure as his guts are made of puddings. 

Mif Ford. Miftris Page, trufl me,I was going to your 
houfe. 

Mif Page. And trufl me,I was comming to you: you 
looke very ill. 

Mif Ford. Nay, Ile nere beleece that; I haue to fhc w 
to the contrary. 

CMif.Page, ’Faith but you doc in my rriinde. 

Mtf.Ford. Well: I doc then : yet I fay, I could fliew 
you to the contrary : O Miftris Page, giue mee fome 
counfaile. 

Mif Page, What*s the matter, woman ? 

Ti/H, Ford. Owomaa.- ifit were not for one triflingre- 
ipe$, 1 could come to fuch honour. 

Trli.Page. Hang the trifle (woman) take the honour: 
what is it ? difpcncc with trifles : wha^is it ? 

Mi.Ford. If I would but goe to hcH, for an cternall 
moment s or fo: I could be knighted. 

, (JWi.Page. What thou lieft ? Sir AliceFchd > thefe 
Knights will hacke,and fo thou fliouldft not alter the ar¬ 
ticle of thy Gentry. 

( JWi.Fwrd . Weeburneday-light: heere,read,read : 
pcrceiuchowlmight bee knighted, Ifhallchinke the 
worfe of fat men, as long as I haue an eye to make diffe¬ 
rence of mens liking : arid yet hec would riot fwcare ; 
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praife womens modefty: and gaue fuch orderly and wel- 
behaued reproofe,to al vncomelineffe, that 1 would haue 
i worne his difpofitipn would hauc gone to the truth of 
his words: but they doe no more adhere and keep place 
togethcr.then the hundred Pfalms to the tuneofGrcen- 
fleeues : Wbattempeft (I troa) threw this YVhale,(with 
lo many Tun* ofoyle in his belly) a’fhoare at Windfor ? 
How (hall I bee reuenged on him ? I thinke the beft way 
were, to entertaine him with hope, till the wicked fire 
of luft haue melted him in his ownc grcace: Did you e- 
uerheare the like 

Mif.Page. Letter for letter; but that the name of 
F age and Ford differs :to thy great comfort in this my- 
ftery of ill opinions,hccre’s the twyn-brother ofthy Let¬ 
ter : but let thine inherit firft , fori proteft mine netier 
(liall: I warrant he hath a thouland of thefe Letters, writ 
with blanckc-fpace for different names (fure more): and 
thefe arc ofthc fecond edition: hee will print them out 
of doubt; for he cares not what hee puts into the preffe, 
when he would put vs two : I had rather be a Giantcffe, 
and lye vndcr Mount Pehon: Well; I will find you twen- 
tie lafciuiousTurtles ere one chaftc man. 

Mif.Ford. Why this is the very fame : the very hand: 
the very words: what doth he thinke of vs ? 

Ttiif. Page. Nay 1 know not: it makes me almoft rca- 
die to wrangle with mine ownc honefty : lie entertaine 
my felfc like one that I am not acquainted withall : for 
fure vnlcffe hee know fome ftramc in mce, thatlknow 
not my fclfc, hee would neuer haue boorded me in this 
furie. 

liii. Ford. Boording,call you it ? He bee fure to kcepe 
himaboue dccke. 

LMi.Page. So will I: if hee come vndcr my hatches, 
lie neuer to Sea againe: Let’s bee reueng’d on him: let’s 
appoint him a meeting : giuehim a Avow of comfort in 
his Suit,and lead him on with a fine baited delay, till hee 
hath pawn’d his horfes to mine Hod of the Garter. 

7M.Ferd.Nay, I wil content to aft any villany againft 
him,that may not fully the charineffe of our honefiy ; oh 
that my husband faw this Letter: it would giue eternall 
food to his iealoufie. 

Mif.Page. Why look where he comes; and my good 
man too: hec’s as farre from iealoufie, as I am from gi- 
uing him caufe, and that (I hope) is an vnmeafurable di¬ 
dance. 

Mif-Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mif.Page. Let’s confult together againft this greafic 
Knight: Come hither. 

Ford. Well: I hope, it be not fo. 

Tift. Hope is a curtall-dog in fome affaires: 

Sir Iohn affcdls thy wife. 

Ford. Why fir, my wife is not young. 

Pifi. He wooes both high and low,both rich & poor, 
both yong and old, one with another (Ford) he loues the 
Gally-mawfry (Ford) perpend. 

Ford. Loue my wife ? 

Pifi. With liucr, burning hot :preucnt: 

Or goe thou like Sir ACleon he, with 
Ring-wood at thy heeles :0,odiout is the name. 

Ford. What name Sir? 

Pifi. The borne I fay:Farewell: 

Take heed.haue open eye,for theeues doe foot by night. 
Take heed,ere fommer comes,or Cuckoo-birds do fing. 
Away fir Corp crall Ntm: 

Beleeue it (Page) he fpeakes fence. 

Ford. 1 will be patient: I will find out this. 


Nim. And this is true: I like not the humorofv"' 
hee hath wrongedmee in fome humors: I ftiould 
borne the humour’d Letter to her: but I haue a fwo*!? 1 
and it fhall bite vpon my neceffitic: he loues your w f 
There’s the fhort and the long: My name is Cortm *1 
Nim:l fpeak, and I auouch; ’tis true: my name is Ar * 
and Falfiaffe loues your wife: adieu, I loue not the h* 
mour of bread and chcefe: adieu. nu " 

Page. The humour of it (quoth’a ? ) heere’s a fi.ii 
frights Englilh out ofhis wits. . ^ 

Ford. I will fecke out Falfiaffe. 

Page. I neswr heard fuch a drawling-affeaing ro . 
Ford. If I doe finde it: well. 

Page. I will not beleeue fuch a Catalan , though t k 
Prieft o’th’Towne commended him for a true man 5 
Ford. *Twas a good fcnfible fellow: well. 

Page. How now <JMeg ? 

Mtfi.Pagc. Whccher goe you (George!) harke y ou 
Mif Ford, How now(lweetFr^)why art thou me 
lancholy ? 

Ford. I melancholy ? I am not melancholy ; 

Get you home : goe, 

TrltfiFord. Faith,thou haft fome crochets in thy head 
Now: will you goe, Mtfiris Page} 

Mif.Page. Haue with you : you’ll come to dinn e 
Cjeorge i Looke who comes yonder : (lice (hall bee on 
Mcflcngcr to chis palcrie Knight. 

CMifFord. Truftmc,l thought on her: (hce’U fit it. 

Mif. Page. You are come to fee my daughter Am] 
Qui. I foriooth; and 1 pray how do’s good Miftrcfli 
? 

Mif Page. Go in with vs and fee: wc haue an heurci 
talke with you. 

Page.. How now Maftar Ford ? 

F or. You heard what this knaue told me,did you not! 
Page. Yes,and you heard what the other told me ? 
Ford. Doe you thinke there is truth in them ? 

Tag. Hang'em flaues : I doe not thinke the Knight 
would offer it: But thefe that accufc him in hisintei 
towards our wiues, are a yoake ofhis difearded men: vi 
ry rogues, now they be out of fcruice. 

Ford. Were they his men? 

Page. Marry were they. 

Ford. I like it neuer the beter for that, 

Do’s he lye at the Garter ? 

Page. I marry do’s he: if hee ftiould intend this voy 
age toward my wife, I would turne her loofetohim 
and what hee gets more of her, then ftiarpe words,let i 
lye on my head. 

Ford. Idocnotmifdoubtmy wife : but I would be 
loath to turne them together: a man may be too confi 
dent: I would haue nothing lye on my head : I canno 
be thus fatisfied. 

Page. Looke where my ranting-Hoft of the Gartci 
comes : there is cy ther liquor in his pace, or mony in hii 
purfe, when hee lookes fo merrily : How now min: 
Hoft? 

Haft. How now Bully-Rookc: thou’rt a Gentleman 
Caueleiro Iuftice, I fay. 

Shal. I follow, (mine Hoft) I follow : Good-euen, 
and twenty (good Mafter Page.) Maftcrftg*,wil you go 
with vs ? we haue (port in hand. 

Heft. Tell him Caueleiro-Iuftice : tell him Bully- 
Rookc. 


Shall. Sir, there is a fray to be fought, betwecneSil 
Hugh the Welch Pricft,and Cairn the French Doctor. 

Ford. Good 
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'ZTgZ d mineHoft o’th’Garter: a word with you, 
Hoi. what faift thou, my Bully-Rooke. 

S Will you goe with vs to behold it? My merry 
Hoft hath had the meafuring of their weapons ; and (I 
Ihinke) hath appointed them contrary places : (or ( be-- 
Iccuc mee ) I heare the Parfon is no letter: harke, I will 

*%fe*£l!^*T***&e*- 

C rtlfN.„e,Ipro,efl : bu. Ilcgiuc ,o., jo.tkof 

burn’dfacke, rogiueme recourfeto him, and tell him 

mv name is 'Broome : oncly for a left. 

W MV hand, (Bully: ) thou fbalc haue egreffe and 

teareffe (laid I well?) and thy name (hall be Broome. It 
j, |merry Knight: will you goe An-hcires ? 

Shot. Haue with you mine Hoft. 

Pape. I haue heard the Frer.ch-man hath good skill 

jn his Rapier. , f 

Shal. Tut fir: 1 could hauc told you more : In thele 
timesyou ftand on diftance: your Paffes,Scoccado’s,and 
I know not what:’cis the heact( Mafter Page) tis heere, 
’tisheere: I haue feene the time,with my long-lword, I 
would haue made you fowre tall fellowes skippe like 
Rattes. 

Hoft. Heere boyes,heere,heere: fhall we wag ? 

Page.' Hauc with you : 1 had rather hcarc them fcold, 
then fight. 

Ford. Though Page be a fecure foole , and (lands fo 
firmely on his wines frailty; yet, I cannot put-off my o- 
pinion fo eafily: (he was in his company at Pages houfe: 
and what they made there.I know not. Well, 1 wil looke 
further into’c, and I haue a difguife, to found Falfiaffe ; if 
I finde her honeft, I loofc not my labor: if (he be other- 
wife, ’tis labour well beftowed. Exeunt, 


Scoena Secunda. 


Enter Falfiaffe, Piftoll, Robin, Quickly, Bardolffe, 

Ford. 

Fat. 1 will not lend thee a penny: 

Pifi. Why then the world’s rmneOyftcr, which I, 
with fword will open. 

■ Fal. Notapenny : I haue bcene content (Sir,) you 
(hould lay my countenance topawnc: I haue grated vp¬ 
on my good friends for three Repreeues for you, and 
your Coach-fellow Nim\or elfeyou had look’d through 
the grate, likeaGeminy ofBaboones : I am damn’d in 
hell, for (wearing to Gentlemen my friends, you were 
good Souldiers, and tall-fellowcs. And when Miftreflc 
Briget loft the handle of her Fan, I took’t vpon mine ho¬ 
nour thou had ft it not. 

Pifi. Didft not thou (hare ? hadft thou not fifteene 
pence ? 

Fal. Reafon,you roague.reafon: thinkft thou lie en¬ 
danger my loulc ,gratis ? at a word, hang no more about 
mee, I am no gibbet for you: goe, a (hort knife, and a 
throng, to your Mannor of Pickt-hatch: goe, you’ll not 
bcare a Letter for mee you roa gue ? you ftand vpon your 
honor: why, (thou vnconfinable baleneffe) it is as much 
as I can doe to keepe the termes of my hononor prccife: 
I, I, I my felfcfometimes, leauing the feate ofheauen on 


the left hand, and hiding mine honor in my necefTity,am 
faine to (hufflle : to hedge, and to lurch, and yet, you 
Rogue, will en-fconcc your raggs; yourCat-a-Moun- 
taine-lookes, your red-lattice phrafes, and your bold- 
bcating-oathes, vnder the lhelter of your honor i you 
will not doe it? you? 

Pifi. I doe relent: what would thou more of man ? 

Pybin. Sir,here’s a woman would fpcake with you. 

Fal. Let her approach. 

^«/.Giue your worlhip good morrow. 

Fal. Good-morrow, good-wife. 

Qtti. Not fo. and’r pleafeyour worfliip. 

Fal. Good maid then. 

Qw. Ilebefworne, 

As my mother was the firft houre I was borne. 

Fal. I doe beleeue the fwearer; what with me ? 

Qui. Shall I vouch-fafe your worlhip a word, or 
two? 

Fal. Two thoufarid (faire woman) and ilevouchfafe 
thee the hearing. 

Qtti. There is one Miftreffe Ford, ( Sir) I pray come a 
little neerer this waics : I my felfe dwell with M.Do<ftor 
Cat tt) : 

Fal. Well, on; Miftreffe Ford, you fay. 

Qtti. Your worlhip faies very true: I pray your wor¬ 
fliip come a little neerer this waies. 

Fal. I warrant thee, no-bodieheares : mine ownc 
people,mine owne people. 

Qut . Are they fo ? heauen-blcffe them, and make 
them his Seruants. 

Fal. Well; MiftreffeFW, what of her ? 

fil*i. Why,Sir; (heeVa good-creature; Lord,Lord, 
your Worlhip’s a wanton: well: heauenforgiucyou, 
and all ofvs, I pray——. 

Fal. Miftreffe Ford : come, Miftreffe Ford. 

Qui. Marry this is the fhort, and the long of it : you 
haue brought her into fuch a Canaries, as ’tis wonder- 
full : the beft Courtier of them ail ( when the Court lay 
at tVindfor) could neuer haue brought her to fuch a Ca- 
narie: yet there has bccne Knights,and Lords,and Gen¬ 
tlemen, with their Coaches; I warrant you Coach after 
Coach,letter after letter,gift after gift.fmelling fo fweet- 
ly ; all Muske, andfo rulhlmg, 1 warrant you, in Hike 
and goldc, and in fuch alligant termes, andiin fuch wiine 
and iugcrof thebeft, and the faireft, that would hauc 
wonne any womans heart: and I warrant you,they could 
neuer get an cye-winkc of her: I had my felfe twentie 
Angels giuen me this morning, but I defie all Angels(in 
any fuch fort, as they fay) but in the way ofhonefty : and 
I warrant you, they could neuer get her fo much as fippe 
on a cup with the prowdeft of them all, and yet there has 
becne Earles: nay, ( which is more ) Pentioners, but I 
warrant you all is one with her. 

Fal. P»ur what faies Ihec to mee ? be btiefe my good 

fncc-Mc rcune. 

Out. Marry, fhe hath receiu’d your Letter : for the 
which ftiethankcs you a thoufand times; and (be giues 
you to notifie, that her husband will be abfencc from his 
houfc,betweene ten and eleuen. 

Fal. Ten, and eleuen. 

Qui. I.torfooth: and then you may come and fee the 
picture ((be l'ayes)that you wot of: Mafter Ford her huf- 
bandwill be from home: alas, the fweet woman leades 
an ill life with him: hee’s a very iealoufie-man; (he leads 
a very frampold life with him, (good hart.) 

Fal. Ten, and eleuen. 

Woman 







































































Woman, commend me to her, I will not faile her, 

Qm % Why, you fay well: But 1 haue another meffen- 
ger to your worftiip : Miftreffc Page hath her hcartic 
commendations to you to : and let mee tell you in your 
eare,(hecVasfartuousaciuill modeftwife, and one (I 
tell you ) that will not miffe you morning nor cuening 
prayer, a s any is in Windfor, who ere bee the other: and 
{hee bade me tell your worlhip, that her husband is fel- 
dome from home, but fine hopes there will come a time. 
I neuct inew a woman fodoatc vponaman ; furelyl 
thinks you haue charmes,la: yes in truth. 

Pal, Not I, I affiire thee; letting the attra61ion of my 
gO/od parts afide, I haue no other charmes. 

Bleffingon your heart for’e. 

Fal ♦ But I pray thee tell me this: has Fords wife, and 
Pages wife acquainted each other, how they loue me ? 

That were a ieft indeed: they haue not fo little 
grace I hope,that were a tricke indeed : ButMiftrisPag* 
would defire you to lend her your little Page of al loues: 
her husband has amaruellousinfe£lio to the little Page: 
and trucly Mafter Page is an honeft man: neucr a wife in 
IVmdfor hades a better life then fhe do’s: doe what (hee 
will, fay what {he will, take all,pay all, goc to bed when 
(lie lift, rife when (lie lift, all is as flic will: and truly fhe 
deferues it; for if there be a kinde women in tVindfor>(hc 
is one: you muft fend her your Page,no remedie. 

Pal. Why, I will. 

Qti. Nay, but doe fo then, and looke you, hee may 
come and goc betweene you both: and in 3ny cafe haue 
a nay-word, that you may know one anothers minde, 
and the Boy neuerneedeto vnderftand any thing ; for 
*tis not good that children fliould know any wickedties: 
oldc folkes you know, haue difcrecion, as they fay, and 
know the world. 

Pal . Farethee-well, commend mee to them both: 
there's my purfe , I am yet thy debtor : Boy, goc along 
with this woman, this newes diftradts me. 

Ptft. ThisFunckeisoneof Cupids Carriers, 

Clap on more fades,purfue: vp with your fights: 

Giue fire : (he is my prize, or Ocean whclmc them all. 

Fal. Saiftthou fo(old 7/tc%) gothy waies: Ilemake 
moreofthy oldc body then I haue done : will they yet 
looke after thee ? wilt thou after the expcnce of fo much 
money,be now a gainer ? good Body, I thanke thee : let " 
them tey’tisgro fitly done, fo it bee fairelydonc, no 
matter. 

"Bar. Sir Iohn^ there’s one Mafter Broome below would 
faine fpcake with you,and be acquainted with you ; and 
hath fent your worfliip a mornings draught of Sacke. 

Fal. Broome is his name / 

Bar . I Sir. 

Fal. Call him in : fuch Broomes are welcome to mee, 
that ore’flowes fuch liquor: ah ha,Miftrefle Ford and Mi- 
ftre ftePage, haue I encompafs'dyou? goc to,^/4. 

Ford. ’Bleffeyoufir. 

Fal. And you fir : would you fpeake with me/ 

Ford. I make bold, to prefle, with fo little prepara¬ 
tion ypon you. 

Fal. You’r welcome, what’s your will fgiue vs leaue 
Drawer. 

Ford. Sir, I am a Gentleman that hauefpent much, 
my name is Broome. 

Fal* Good MafterBr$ome,J defire more acquaintance 
of you. 

Ford. Good Sir lohn , I fuc for yours: not to charge 
You, for I muft let you vnderftand, Icbinkemyfclfe in 


your 


better plight for a Lander, then you are: the whid^., 
lomcthing emboldned me to this vnfeafon'd intrufi 0 . 
for they fay, if money goe before, all waies dock 
open. " 

Fal. Money is a good Sduldier (Sir ) and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and 1 haue a bag of money hcere tr ou 

bles me:ifyouwillhclpetobeareit(Sir/o 6 ») take all 
or halfeffor eafing me of the carriage. 

Fal. Sir, I know not howl may deferue to bee 
Porter. 

Ford. I will tell you fir, ifvou will giue mee the he 
ring. 

Fal. Speake (good Mafter Broome) I (hall begladtn 
beyourSeruant. 

Ford. Sir,IhcareyouarcaScholler; (Iwillbebriefc 
with you) and you haue been a man long knowne to n* 
though I had neucr fo good means as defire, to make my 
felfc acquainted with you. I fhall difeouerathing to 
you, wherein I muft very much lay open mineowneim. 

perfection : but (good Sir lohn) as you haue one eye vp. 
on my follies, as you hcare them vnfolded.turne another 
into the Regifter ofyour owne, thatlmay pafle witha 
reproofe the cafier, fich you your felfc know how eafiek 
is to be fuch an offender. 

Fal. Very well Sir, proceed. 

Fori. There is a Gentlewoman in this To wne, lm 
husbands name is Ford, 

Fal. Well Sir. 

Ford. I haue long lou’d her, and I proteft to you, bc> 
ftowed much on her: followed her with a doming ob. 
fernance: Jngrofs’d opportunities to meete her: fee’dt 
uery flight occafion that could but mgardly giue mee 
fight of her : not only bought many preterits to gite her, 
but haue giuen largely to many, to know what fhcc 
would haue giuen: briefly, I haue purl u’d her, as Loue 
hathpurfued mee, which hath beetle on the wingofall 
occafions: but whatfoeucr 1 haue merited, cither in my 
minde, or in my meancs.meede I am fure I haue i eceiued 
none, vnlefic Experience b c a le well, that 1 haue purcha- 
led 3t an infinite rate, and that hath taught mce to fay 
this, 

■* Loue Uhf a/Jjadoi?flits,when fubflance Loue purfuet, 

P Hr filing that that flies, and flying what purfues. 


Fal. Haue you receiu’d no promife of fatisfadiionat 
her hands? 

Ford. Neuer. 

Fal. Haue you importun’d her to fuch a purpefe? 

Ford. Neuer. 

Fal. Ofwhatqualitiewasyourlouethen? 

Ford. Like a fair houfc,built on another mans ground, 
fo that I haue loft my edifice, by miftaking the place, 
where I ere&ed it. 

Fal, To what purpofe haue you vnfolded this tome? 

For. When I haue told you that,I haue told you all: 
Some fay,that though fhe appeare honeft to mee, yet in 
other places ftiec enlargetb her mirth fo farre, that there 
is fhrewd conftru£Hon made of her. Now (Sir A>£«)here 
is the heart ofmy purpofe : you area gentleman of ex* 
cellent breeding, admirable difeourfe, of great admit¬ 
tance, authenticke in your place and perfon, generally 
allow’d for your many warlike, court-like, and learned 
preparations. 

Fat. OSir. 

Ford. Beleetieit, foryouknowit : there is money, 
fpend it, fpend it, fpend more ; fpend all I haue, oncly 

giue) 
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-^To muchofyour time incochange of it, as to lay 
fn amiable fiege to the honefty of this Fords wife : vie 
your Artofwooing; win her to confcnc to you : if any 
man may .you may as foonc as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency of your 
affe&ion that 1 fliould win what you would enjoy. Me- 
thinkes you preferibe to your felfc very prepofteroufly 

Ford. 6, vnderftand my drift: fhe dwells lo fecurely 
on the excellency ofher honor, that the folly ofmy^ 
dares not prefent it felfe : flice is coo bright to be look d 
aeainft. Now, could I come to her with any deception 
io mv hand ; mV defires had inftancc and argument to 
commend themfelucs , I could driue her then from the 
ward ofher puricy, her reputation, her marriage-vow, 
andathoufandocherher defences, which now are too- 
t oo ftrongly cmbactajld againft me : what fay you too’t, 
Sir lohne 

Fal. M 3 &et Bmme r l will firft make bold with your 
money: next, giue race your hand : and laft, as I am a 
aend«nan,you fhal'l, lfyou will,cnioy Fords wife. 

° F^d. O good Sir. 

Fal. I fay you fliall. 

Ford. VVanc no money (Sir Iohn)yau fliall want none. 
Fal. Want no T\ufirefftFord((A^.et Brooms )you fliall 
want none : I fliall be with her (1 may tell you) by her 
ownc appointment, euen as you came in to me, her sib¬ 
ilant,or goe-becwecnc,parted from me : I fay I fliall be 
with her betweene ten and cl euen : for at that time the 
iealious-rafcally-knaue her husband will be forth: come 
you tome at night,you fhall know how I fpcifd. 

Ford. 1 am bleft in your acquaintance: do you know 
fWSir? 

Fal. Hang him ( poore Cuckoldly.knaue) I know 
him not: yet I wrong him to cali him poore : 1 hey fay 
theiealous wittolly-kg/ue hath maffes.of mopey, for 
the which his wife feemes to pie well-fauourd: I will vfe 
her as the key of the Cuckoldly-rogues Coffer, & ther’s 
myharueft-home. v 

Ford. I would you knew Ford, ti/, that you might a* 
uoid him,if you law him. 

Fal. Hang him, niechantcall.falt-burter rogue* I wil 
flare him out ofhis wits : I will awe-him with my cud- 
gell: it fhall hang like a Meteor ore the Cuckolds hams: 
Mafterthou flialt kndw, I will predominate o- 
ucr the pezant, and thou fhalt lye with his wife. Come 
to me fo.one at. night; Ford ’sa knaue, and I will aggra- 
uate his ftile :thou (Mafter Broome ) flialt know him for 
knauc^and. Cuckold. Come to me foonc at night. 

Ford. What a dammd Epicurian-Rafcall is this ?.my 
heart is ready,'to cracke with impatience: who laics this 
isimprouidentiealoufie s’ovy wife hath feut,to him , the 
howre is.fixt, the piade: would any man haue 

thdught this ? fee the hell of liauing a fallc woman : my 
bed fliall be abus’d, my Coffers ranfack'd, my reputati- 
on gnawne at,and I fhall nosonely rcceiue thisvillanous 
wrong, but ftand vnder the adoption of abhominablc 
termed and by him that docs mee this wrong: Termcs, 
names: Amaimon founds well: Lucifer, well: "Barbafon , 
well: yet they ate Din els ,ad d it i o ns ,lhf.n amesoffiends: 
But Cuckold, Wittoll, Cuckold ? ,riie Diuellhimfelt'c 
hath not fuch a name. Page is an Affe, a fccurc AfTe ; hec 
willtruft hip wife, heeyvill not beie^ous: I will ratber 
truft a Fleming with my butter, Parfon Hugh the tVeljp- . 
man with my Cheefe, an Irifk-man wic'i iriy. Aqua -vitae- 
bottle, or a fhcefeto walke my ambljirg gelding,then 

my wife with her felfe. Then fhe plo%^en fhcc-mmi- 


uates, then fhee deuifes : and what they thinkc in their 
hearts they may effect; they will breake their hearts but 
they will etfe£l. Heauen bee prais’d for my iealoufie: 
eleuen o’clocke the howre, I will preuent this, detect 
my wife, bee reueng’d on Falftaffe, and laugh at Page. I 
will about it, better three houres too foone, then a my- 
nute toofhte :fie,fie, fie: Cuckold, Cuckold, Cuckold. 

Exti. 



Enter Cattu, Rugby , Page, Shallow , Slender, Hcjl. 

Cam. IackeTlytgbj. 

Rug. Sir. 

Cam. Vat is the clocke, fackj 

Rug, ’T is part-the howre(Sir)that Sir Hugh promis’d 
to meet, 

Cai. By gar, he has faue his foule,dat he is no-come: 
hc-e has pray his Pibie well, dat he is no-come ; by gar, 
(lack^Rugby) he is dead already, ifhe be come. 

Rug. Hccis wife Sir; hee knew your worfliip would 
kill him ifhe came. 

Cai. By gar, de herring is no dead, foasl vill kill 
him: take your Rapier, ( lacke) 1 vill tell you how 1 vill 
kill him. 

Rug. Alas fir, I cannot fence. 

Cai. Villanie.take your Rapier. 

Rug Forbeare : heer’s company, 

Hojl. Bleffe thee,bully-Do£lor. 

Shal. ’Saue you M r . Doctor Cains. 

Page. Now good M r . Doctor, 

Slen. ’Giue you good-morrow, fir. 

Caitu. Vat be all you cne,t wo,tree,fowre,come for? 

Hofl. To lee thee fight,to fee thee foigne,co fee thee 
• trauerfe, to fee thee lieere, to fee thee there, to fee thee 
pafie thy punfto, thy flock,thy rcuerfe.thy diftance*thy 
montantrls he dead,my Ethiopian ? Is he dead, my Fran- 
eifeo ? hafiully? what faies my Efculafita} my Galicnfmy 
heart of Elder? ha } is he dead bully-Stale? is he dead ? 

Cat. By gar,hc is dc Cbward-Iack-Prkftofde-vorld: 
he is not fhow his face. 

Hojl. Thou art a Caftalion-king-Vrinall Hcckrroi 
Greece (tuy Boy) 

Cai . I pray you bcare witnefle,' that mehaue flay, 
fixe or feuen, two tree howres for hi^i, and he'e isiio- 
cornc. 

Sh.il. FIeisthewiferman(M.Do(flo)rheisacurerof. 
fqules,and you a curer of bodies: ifyou fliould fight,you. 
goe againft the haire of your profeflions: is it mot true,' 
Maftc'r Vage ? 

Page, Mafter Shallow ; you haue your felfe bcene a 
great fighter,though now a man ofpeace. 

Shal, Body-kins M. Page, though I nov^ be old,and 
of the peace if I fee a fwordout, my finger itches 
make one .'though wee are Iuftices, and Doctors, and 
Church-men (M. Page) wee haue fome.falt ofour youth 
in v s* we arc the fons of women (fA.Page.) 

Page, ’Tis true, M‘. Shallow. 

Shal f It wi l be found fo,(M .Page:) M. Do&otffitias, 

I am come to fetch you home: I amfworn of the peace 
you haue flhow’d your felfe a wife Phyfician;, and Sir 
- Hugh, bachihowne himfclfe a wife and patient CKurjfh- 
nian: youojuftgoe with me, M,Do£tor. 

Hofl. Par. 
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The Merry JViues o/Wttidfor. 


I 


Hoft, Pardon, Gucft-Iufticc; aMounfcur Mocke- 
water. 

Cai. Mock-vater ? vat is dat ? 

Heft, Mock-water, in our English tongue, is Valour 
(Bully.) 

Cat. By gar, then I haue as much Mock-vater as dc 
Englishman: lcuruy-lack-dog-Pricft : byga^mccvill 
cur his cares. 

Heft. He will Clappcr-claw thee tightty(Bully.) 

Cut. -Ghpptr-cfe-claw ? vat is dat? 

ftfoft. Tha t is, tic yvtil make th^c amends. 

/ Cai. By-ga^: 11 cdec loekehec(hall clappcr-dc-daw 
me, for by-gar* me vill haue it. 

Hoft . And I will prouokc him to’t, or let him wag. 

CaL Metanck you for dat. 

Hoft . And morcoucr, (Bully ) but fir ft, M 1 . Ghacft, 
and M. Page % & ecke Caualeiro Slender , goc you through 
the Tow r nc to Frogmore. 

P*gt. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 

Hoft. He is there, fee wha: humor he is in : and I will 
bring the Doctor about by the Fields: will it doc well ? 

Shal. We wiH doe it. 

AH. Adieu, good M. Do&or. 

Cai By-gar, me vill kill dc Pncft, for he fpeake for a 
Iack-an-Ape to AweVage. 

Hoft. Let him die: (heath thy impatience: throw cold 
water on thy Choller : goc about the fields with mcc 
through FroqYHarc ,I will brinig thee where Miftri s A»ne 
P*g c is, at a raim-hpufc a Feafting: and thou {halt wooc 
he t : Cride-gsmc, faid I well ? 

Git. By-gar, meedancke you vor dat: by gar J louc 
you : and I lhall procure ’a you de good Gucft: de Earle, 
dc Knigbc, dc Lords, de Gentlemen-,my patients. 

Hoft, For the which, I will be thy aduerfary toward 
Anne Page: faid I well ? 

Cat. By-gar, *tis good : veil faid. 

Hoft. Let vs wag then. 

Cat. Come at my \\tdcsftacb^ptigby. 

Exeunt. 


JtlusTertous. SccenaT/ima. 


Enter Evans x S impk 7 PAge , Skill'or» h Slender,Hoft , 

Rugby. 

Euans, 3 pray you now,good Maficr Slenders feruing. 
man,and friend Simple by your name; which way haue 
you look’d for Maftcr Cana, that calls himfelfc Do&or 
ofPhificke. 

Sim, Marry Sir, thepittie-ward, the Parkc-ward : 
euery way : olde IFindfor way, and cuery way but the 
Xownc-way. 

Eua-t. jmofi fehcmently defirc you, you will alfo 
Iocike that way. 

Sim. I wUHir. 

Euan. ’PldFcmy foute: how full ofChollo^Iamjand 
trempling of minde : I fhall be glad if he haue deceiucd 
me: how melancholies I am? I will knog his Vrinallsa- 
bout his kriaues coftard,when I haue good oportunitics 
for the orke :’Piffle my foule: Tofhalkw Rums to whtfe 
fafli': melodious Birds ftngs Al.ultigAle's There veiH we ma\e 
our ‘Pdds of Rafts : and a thettfandfragran t pones-. To fhal- 
lout: ’Mcrcic on mec, 1 haue e great difpofitionrto cry. 


Melodious birds fug Madrtgalls : — when as I 
bilon .- and a tboufand vagram Poftes. Tofhaltow, edre ** 
Sim. Yonder he is comming, this way,Sir jw’ 
Euan. Hee’s welcome: TofhaUove Ritters, towhofefa I 
Hcauen profper the right: what weapons is he ? J I 

Sim. No weapons. Sir: there comes my Maficr M I 

Shallow, and another Gentleman ; from Frootuore * ' 

the ftile, this way. >0llCr 

- Euan. Pray you giue mcemy gowne, or elfc k ee , t 
in your armes. ‘ e 

Shal. How now Maftcr Parfon? good morrow g 

Sir Hugh : keepe aGamcfter from the dice, and a oq°? 
Scudient from his bookc, and it is wonderfull. * 
Slen. Ah fwecc Anne Page. 

Page. ’Saue you, good Sir Hugh. 

Euan. ’Plcflc you from his mercy-fake,all of you. 
Shal. What ? the Sword,and the Word ? 

Doe you ftudy them both,M r .Parfon ? 

Page. And youthfull ftill, in your doublet and hofc 
this raw-rumatickeday? ’ 

Euan. There is realons.and caufes for it. 

Page. Wc arc come to you, to doc a good office M> 

Parion. ‘ ' 

Euan, Fery-well: what is it? 

Page. Yonder is a moft reucrend Gentleman ; who 
(be-like)hauiag receiued wrong by forac perfon, » a[ 
moft odds with his owne grauity and patience.that cuer 
you law. 

Shal. I haue lined fbure-fcore yeercs, and vpward:] 
neucr heard a man ol his place,grauity, and learning, fo 
wideofhis ownc relpeci. 

Euan. What is he ? 

Page. I thinke you know him: M r. Do&or Cairn the 
renowned French Phyfician. 

Euan. GotVwill.and his paffion ofmy heart: I had 
as lief you would tell me of a meffe ofpotredge. 

Page. VVhy? 

Euan. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates and 
Galen,and hee isaknauebcfides:acowardlyki> 3 ue, 31 
you would defircs to be acquaiured withall. 

Page.- 1 warrant you,hee’s thc-man fliould fight with 
him. 

Slen. O fwecc Anne Page. 

Shal. Icappearcsfo by his weapons: keepe them a. 
funder: here comes Dodlor Caine. 

Page. Nay good M r . Parfon, keepe in your weopon, 
Shal. So doe you, good M r .Do&or. 

Hoft, Difarme them, and let them queftion: let them 
keepe their limbs whole,and hack our Engltfh. 

Cai. I pray you let-a-mec (peake a word witlj your 
eare; vherefore vill you not meet-a me ? 

Euan. Pray you vfe your patience in good time. 

Cai. By-gar, you are de Coward: dc lack dog: Ioltn 
Ape. 

Euan. Pray you let vs not bclaughing-ftocks to othtr 
mens humors: Idcfircyouinfncndfhjp,andI will one 
way or other makeyou amends : I will knog your Vriml 
about your knaues Cogs-combe. 

Cai. T)tab!t: Pae\iRugbj: mine Hoft de larteer: haue I 
not (lay for him, cokill him / haue I not at dc place 1 did 
appoint ? 

Estan. As I am a Chriftians-foute, now lookeyou: 
this is the place appointed, lie bee iudgement by mine 
Hoft of the Garter, 

Hoft, Peace, I fay, Gadia anftGauleftrtneh icWelch, 

Soule-Gurer,and Body-Curer. 

Cai. I, 
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Cai. I, dat is very good, excellanc. 

H*ft, Peace, I fay: heare mine Hoft of the Garter, 
Am I polttiake l Am I fubtle ? Am I a Machiuell ? 

Shall I loofe my Dotfior ? No, hee giues me the Potions 
and the Motions. Shall I loofe my Parfon ? my Prieft,? 
mySirHM>?No, he giues me the Ptouerbcs, and the 
No-verbes. Giue me thy hand (Celeftiall) fo: Boyes of 
Art, I haue decciu’d you both : I haue direfted you to 
wrong places .• your hearts arc mighty, your skinnes arc 
whole, andlct burn’d Sacke be the iflue: Come,lay their 
fwords to pawne: Follow me, Lad ofpeace, follow,fol- 
low, follow. 

Shal. Truft me, a mad Hoft .'follow Gentlcmcn,fol. 
low. 

Slen. Oiweec Anne Page. 

Cai. Ha’do I perceiue dat? Haue you make-a-dc-fot 

ofvs,ha,ha? 

Eua. This is well, he has made vs his vlowting-ftog: 

I defire you that wc may befriends: and let vs knog our 
praines cogethertobe reuengcon this fame leali fcur- 
uy-cogging-companion the Hoft of the Garter. 

Cai. By gar, with all my heart: lie promife to bring 
me where is Anne Page : by gar he dcceiue me too. 

Euan. Well, I will finite his noddles: pray you follow. 

ScenaSecunda. 


Mift.Ptgc, r fybinJrord y PAge y ShAllow>Slender , Hoft % 
EuanStfaiujo, 

MiftoPage* Nay keepe your way (little Gallant) you 
were wont to be a follower, but now yon area Leader: 
whether had you rather lead mine eyes, or eye your ma¬ 
tters hceles ? 

tfoMhad rather (forfooth) go before you like a man, 
then follow him like a d warfe. (Courtier. 

M.PauO you arc a flattering boy, now-I feeyou’lbea 
Fordo, Well met miftris Pd^wheihergoyou. 

M.7WTruly Sir, to fee your wife,is (hie at home ? 

Ford. I, and as idle as (lie may hang together for wane 
of company: I thmke if your husbands were dead, you 
two would marry. 

M.Pau Be fure of that, two other husbands. 

Ford> Where had you this pretty weachcr-cocke ? 
M.Pa* I cannot tell what(thc dickens) his name is my 
husband had him of^what do you cal your Knights name 
‘Rob.Sxr TebnFalftaffe, " (firrah? 

Ford. Sir lohn Falftaffo. 

Ttf./VHe^ejI can neuer hit on’s name; there is fucha 
league bccwcenc ray goodman, and he: is your Wife at 
Ford. Indeed (lie is. (home indeed? 

M.Pa. By your leaue fir,I am fickc till I fee her. 
F^.Has Page any braines?Hath he any eies ? Hath he 
any thinking? Sure they fleepe, he hath no vfc of them: 
why this boy will carrie a letter twentie mile as cafie, as 
a Canon will (lioot point-blankc twclue fcorc: hec pee- 
ces °ut his wiues inclination: he giues her folly motion 
and aduantage: andnow fhe‘$ going to my wifc,& Eal- 
boy with her : Aqian may heare this fhowrefing 
inthewinde; and Falftajfes boy with her: good plots, 
t ey are laide, and our reuolted wiues lliare damnation 
together. Well, I will take him, then torture my wife, 
plucke the borrowed vaile of modeftiefiom the fo-fee- 

ro>ng divulge Page himfelfc fora fecure and 


wilfull AUeott, and to thefe violent proceedings all my 
neighbors fliall cry aime. The clocke giues me myCbi 
and my aflur3nce bids me fearch, there I fliall finde Fall 
ftaffe : I fliall be rather praifd for this, then mock’d, for 
itisaspoflitiue, astheearthis firmc, that Foldaffe is 
there: I will go. 

Shal. Pagejfrc. Well met M f Tori. 

Ford, Truft [ne,a good knotte; I haue good chcerc at 
home,and I pray you all go with me. 

Shal. I nuifl excufe my felfc M l Ford. 

Slen. And fo mufti Sir, 

We haue appointed to dine with Miftris Mttne, 

And I would not breake with her for more monv 
Then He lpcake of. 

Shal. We haue linger’d about a match betweene An 
Page, and my cozen Slender, and this day wee fliall haue 
our anfvver, 

Slen. I hope I haue your good will Father Pare. 

Pag. You haue Mr Slender, 1 ftand wholly for you 
But my wifc(M r Dodfor) is for you altogether. 5 
C'ai. I be- gar, and dc Maid is loue-a-me: my nurfli- 
a*Qui<.kly tcilmefomufli. 

Hoft. What fay you to yong M r Fenton ? He capers, 
he uances, he has eies ofyouth ; he writes verfes hec 
fpcakes holliday, he imels April and May, he wil carry’* 
he will carry’c,’tis in his buttons, he will carry’t, ' 
Page. Not bymyconfent Ipromifeyou. TheGentle- 
mamsofnohauing, hee kept companic with the wilde 
I rince.and Point z,: he is of too high a Region,lie knows 
too much: no, hec fliall not knit a knot in his fortunes 
with the finger of my fubftance: ifhe take her, -let him 
take her fimply: the wealth I haue waits on my conlcnt 
and my con lent goes not that way. 

Ford. I bcfecch you heartily, feme ofyou goc home 
with me to dinner .-befides your cheere you fliall haue 
IportjIwillfliewyouamonfter.-MrDodfor, you flial 

go,fo mail you M r Page, and you Sir Hugh , 

Shal. Well,fare you well • 

We fliall haue the freer woing at M r Pager. 

Cat. Go home lohn Rugby, I come anon. 

Hoft. Farewell my hearts,I will to my honcftKnicht 
Falftaffe , and drinkc Canarie with him. 

Ford. 1 thinke I fhall drinkc in Pipe-wine firft with 
him, lie make him dance. Will you go. Gentles ? 

All. Haue with you, to.fee this Monfter. Exeunt 


Scenn Tenia ft 

Enter CM.Ford, M.Page,Seruants,Robin,Falftaffe, 
Ford,Page.Caiue.Euans. 

Mift. Ford. What John ,what Robert. 

7H,Page. Quickly,quick!y: Is the Buck-basket— 

MifFord. I warrant. What Robin I fay. 

Mif.Page. Come, come, come. 

"Mift. Ford. Hecrc,fec it downe. 

M.Pag.Gmt your menthe charge,we muft be briefe, 

Cflf.fW.Marrie.as I told you betore(/eli»& Robert ) 
be ready here hard-by in the Brcw-houfe, & when I fo- 
dainly call you,come forth, and (without any paufe, or 
ft a gg cr i°g)take this basket on your Ihoulders: ^ done, 
trudge with it in all haft, and carry it among the Whic- 
fters in Dotcbet Mead,and there empty it in the muddie 
ditch,clofc by the Thames fide. 

M.Page. You will do it? (dirc&ion. 

Td.Ford. I ha told them ouer and ouer, they lacke no 
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Be gone, and come when you are call’d. 

M.Page. Here comes little Rohm. (with you? 

Mifi.Ford. How now my Eyas-Musket, what newes 

Rob.Mj M.Sit John \s come in at your backe doore 
('Mift.Fw<f,and requefts your company, 

M.Page. You litlc Iack-a-lcnt,hauc you bin true to vs 
. Rob. I, He be fworne: my Mafter knowes not ofyour 
being heere : and hath threatned to put me into eucrla- 
fting liberty, if I tell you of it: for he fwearcs he’ll turne 
me away. 

Mifi.Pag. Thou’rt a good boy: this fecrecy of thine 
fhall be a Tailor to thee,and fhai.makc thee anew dou¬ 
blet and hofe. lie go hide me. 

Mi.Ford. Do fo: go tell thy Mafler, I am alone: Mi- 
ftris Page , remember you your flu. 

Mifi.Pag.l warrant thee,if I do not a& it, hifle me. 

Mifi.Ford. Go-toothen: we’l vfe this vnwholfome 
humidity,thisgrofle-watry Pumpion; we’ll teach him 
to know Turtles from Iayes. 

Fal. Haue I caught thee, my heaueoly Icvvell? Why 
now lot me die,forI haue liu’d long enough : This is the 
period of my ambition .• O this blclfcd houre. 

Mifi.Ford. Ofweet Sir/«/>«. 

Fal. Miftris Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate (Mift. 
Ford) now fhall I fin in my wi(h; I would thy Husband 
were dead, Ile fpeake it before the beft Lord, I would 
makethee my Lady. 

Mifi.Ford. I your Lady Sir John ? Alas, I fhould bee a 
pittifull Lady. 

Fal. Let the Court of France (hew me luch another: 
I fee how thine eye would emulate the Diamond: Thou 
haft the right arched-beauty of the brow,ithat becomes 
the Ship-tyre, the Tyre-valiant, or any Tire of Venetian 
admittan ce. 

(Mifi.Ford. A plaine Kcrchiefc, Sir John : 

My browes become nothing elfe,nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a tyrant to fay fo: thou wouldft make 
an abfolute Courtier, and the firme fixture of thy foote, 
would giue an excellent motion to thy gate, in a iemi- 
cirded Farthingale. I fee what thou wert if Fortune thy 
foe, were not Nature thy friend: Come, thou canft not 
hide it. 

Mtfi.Ford.Bdeeat mc,thei’s no fuch thing in me. 

Fal. What made me loue thee.? Let that perfwade 
thee. Ther’s fojnething extraordinary in thee: Come, I 
cannot cog, and fay thou art this and that, like a-mauic 
of thefe lifping-hauthorne buds, that come like women 
in mens apparrefcand fmelllikc, Bucklers-berry in fim- 
ple time: I cannot, but I loue thee, none but,thee; and 
thou defcru’ft it. 

M.Ford. Do not betray me fir,I fear you lone M .Page. 

Pal. Thou mightft as well fay, 1 loue to walke by the 
Counter-gate, which is as hatefull to me, as the recke of 
a Lime-kill. 

Mif.Ford, Well, heauen knowes how I loue you. 

And you fhall one day finde it. 

Pal. Keepc in that minde, lie deferue it. 

Mifi.Ford: Nay, 1 muft tell you, fo you doc; 

Or elfc I could not be in that minde. 

J?e£.Miftris Ford, Miftris Ford: heere’s MiftrisPrfjeat 
the doorc,fweatin g, and blowing, and looking wildely, 
and would needs fpeake with you prefcntly. 

Fal. She (hall not fee me, 1 will cnfconce mee behinde 
the Arras. 

M.Ford. Pray you dofo, (he’s a very tatling woman. 
Whats the matter? How now ? 


Mifi.Page.O miftris Ford what haue you done? 
You’r (ham’d,y’areouerthrowne, y’are vndonefor cu tr 

M.Ford. What’s the matter,good miftris Page ? * 

M.Page. O weladay,mift.Ferd,hauing an honeft m lQ 
to your husband,to ghie him fuch caufe of fufpition, 

M.Ford. What caufe of lufpition ? 

in.Page. What caufe of fufpition ? Out vpon you ; 
How am I miftooke in you ? 

M.Ford, Why (alas)what’s the matter ? . 

M.Page. Your husband’s comming hether (Woman} 
with all the Officers in Windfor, to fearch for a Gentle, 
man.thathcfayes is heere now in the boufe; by y eilt 
confent to take an ill aduantage of his abfence .-you art 
vndone. 

(M.Ford. ’Tis not fo, I hope. 

"M.Page. Pray heauen it be not fo, that you haue fuch 
a man heere: but ’tis moft certaine your husband’s conj- 
ming, with halfe Windfor at his heeles, to ferchfor fuch 
a one, I come before to tell y ou: If you know your felf e 
clccrc, why I am glad of it: but if you haue a friend here 
conuey,conueyhimout. Be not amaz’d, call all you t * 
fenfes to you, defend your reputation, or bid farwcll to 
your good life for euer. 

M.Ford. What fhall I do ? There is a Gentlemantny 
deere friend: and I fcare not mine owne fhame fo much 
as his perill. I had rather then a thoufand pound he were 
out of the houfe. 

M.Page. For lhame, ncuer ftand (you had rathcr.and 
you had rather:) your husband’s heere at hand.bethinke 
youoffomeconucyance: in the houfe you cannot hide 
him. Oh, how haucyou deceiu’d me ? l.ooke, heere isa 
basket, if he be of any reafonable ftature, he may creep: 
in heere, and throw fowlelionen vpon him, as if it were 
going to bucking: Or it is whiting time, fend him by 
your two men to Datchet- Meade. 

M.Ford , He’s too big tc go in there: what fhall I do? 

Fal. Let me fcc’t, let me fec’t, O let me fec’t: 
lie in, lie in : Follow your friends counfell, lie in. 

M.Page. What Sir John Faifiajfe ? Are thefe your Let- 
ters, Knight? 

Fal. I loue thee, helpe mee away : let me creepe in 
heere: ilencue r - 

M.Page. Helpe to couer yourmafter (Boy: ) Call 
your men (Mift.FW.) You diffembling Knight. 

M.Ford. What John, Robert, John ; Go,take vp thefe 
doathes heere,quickly: Wher’s the Cowle-ftaffefLook 
how you drumble ? Carry them to the LandrcflV in Dat. 
chet mead : quickly, come. 

Ford. ’Pray you come neresifI fufpecl without caufe, 
Why then make fport at me, then let me be your ieft, 

I deferue it: How now? Whether beare you this ? 

Ser. To the Landreffc forfooth ? 

M.Ford. Why, what haue you to doe whether they 
beare it? You were beft meddle with buck-waftiing. 

Ford. Buck?I would I could wafb my felfe of ^ Buck: 
Bucke, bucke, bucke, I bucke: I warrant you Bucke, 
And of the feafon too; it fhall appeare. 

Gentlemen, 1 haue dream’d tonight, Ile tell you my 
dreame: heere, heere, heere bee my keyes, afeendmy 
Chambers, fearch, feeke, finde out: Ile warrant wee’le 
vnkennell the Fox. Let me flop this way firft: fo,now 
vneape. 

Page. Good mafter Ford, be contented: 

You wrong your felfe too much. 

Ford. True (mafterF^r) yp Gentlemen, 

You fhall fee fport anon: 

Follow 
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Collow me Gentlemen. ,, , . 

V Turn. This is fery fantafticall humors and icaloufies 

Cains. By gar, ’tis no-thc fafhion ofFrance: 

(Gentlemen) fee the yffueof 

^ S JHifi.Pavels there not a double excellency in this ? 

Mifi. Ford. I know not which pleafes me better. 

That mv husband is dcceiued,or Sir John. 

Msf Page. What a taking was hcc in , when your 

husband askt who was in the basket? 

Mifi.Ford. I am halfe affraid he will haue neede ef 
wafliing: fo throwing him into the water, will doe him 

Mifi.Page. Hang him difhoneftrafcall : I would all 

of the fame ftraine,were in the fame diftreffc. 

Mifi.Ford. 1 chinkc my husband hath feme fpecia!! 
fufpition o (Fa/fiafis being heere: for 1 ncuer fa w him fo 
gtoffe in his iealoufic till no w. 

* Mifi-Page* I will lavaplocito try that, and wee will 
yet haue more trickcs with Faifiajfe : his difiolutc dii cafe 
will fcarfe obey this medicine. 

Mif Ford.S hall we fend thatfoolifhioi* Carion,Mift. 
Qatckli to him, and exctife his throwing into the water, 
and giue him another hope, to bccray him to another 
punifTiment ? 

Mill-Page. We will do it: let him be fent for to mor- 
row eight a clockc to haue amends. 

Ford. I cannot finde him: may be the knaue bragg’d 
of that he could not cornpafle. 

Mif.Page. Heard you that ? 

Mif.Ford. You vfe me well, M. FordfDo you ? 

Ford. 1,1 do fo. 

c M .. Food ,Heauen make you better then your thoghts 
Ford. Amen.i 

Mi.Page .You do your felfe mighty wrong(M .Ford.) 
Ford. 1,1:1 muft beare it. 

Ea. Ifthcrebeanypody in the houfe,& in the cham¬ 
bers,and in the coffers, and in the preffes : heauen for- 
giue my fins at the day of iudgement. 

Cains. Be gar, nor I too: there is no-bodics. 

Page. Fy,fy, M.Ford ,are you not afhem’d i What Ipi- 
rit.what diuell fuggefts this imagination ? 1 wold not ha 
yourdiftempcrin this kind,for ^ wclth of Windflrcafite. 
Ford .'Tis my fault (M.F^e)I fuffer for it. 

Euans. You fufferforapad confcience: your wife is 
as honeft a, o’mans, as I will defires among fine thou¬ 
fand,and fiue hundred too. 

Cat By gar, I fee ’tis an honeft woman. 

Ford. Well,Ipromifd you a dinner:corr.e,come,walk 
in the Parke,I pray you pardon me: I wil hereafter make 
knownctoyou why I haue done this. Come wife,comc 
pray you pardon me.Pray bartly pardon me. 
page. Lct’sgoinGetitlemcn,but(truft me)wc’l rnock 
him: I doe inuiteyouto morrow morning to my houie 
to breakfaft: after we’ll a Birding together, I haue a fine 
Hawke for the bulb. Shall it be fo: 

Ford. Anything. 

£».Ifthereisone, I fhall make two in the Companie 
C<».If there be one, or two,I fliall make-a.thcturd. 
Ford. Pray you go, M. Page. 

£« 4 ,I pray you now remembrance to morrow on the 
lowfie knaue, mine Hoft. 

Cat. Dat is good by gar, wrthall my heart. 
cssa. A lowfie knaue, to haue his gibes, and his moc- 
kcncs * Exeunt. 



Enter Fenton, Unne, Page , Shadow, Slender , 
Quickly, 1 Page , Mifi, Page. 

Fen; I fee I cannot get thy Fathers loue, 

Therefore no more turne me to him (fweei Nan.) 
tAnne. Alas, how then ? 

Fen. Why thou muft be thy felfe. 

He doth ohie<ft,I am too great ofbirth. 

And that my ftate being gall’d with my expence, 

I feeke to heale it onely by his wealth. 

Bcfidcs thefe, other barres he layes before me > 

My Riots part, my wilde Societies, 

And tels me ’cis a thing impoffible 
I fhould loue thee, but as a property. 

An. May be be tels you true. 

No, heauen fo Ipced me in my time to come. 

Albeit I willconfcfl'c, thy Fathers wealth 
Was the firft motiue that I woo’d thee {Anne:') 
k cc wooing thee, I found thee ofmorc valew 
Then ftampes in Gold, or fummes in fealed badges: 
And tis the very riches of thy felfe, 

1 hat now' I ayme at. 

oAn. Gentle M. Fenton, 

Yet feeke my Father* lone, ftill fcckc it fir. 

If opportunity and humblcft fuite 

Cannot attainc it, why then iiatkc you hither. 

Shal. Breakc their talkc Miftris jQ*tckly, 
MyKinfman fhall fpeake for himfclle, 

^len. lie makcafiiatt or a bolt on t,ilid, tis fcuti ventu- 
Sbal. Benotdifmaid. (nn<\ 

Slen. No, flic (hall not difmay roc : 

I care not for that,but that I am affcard. 

^«.*.Hark ye,M.5/c*<frr would fpeak a word with you 
An. I come to him. This is my Fathers choice: 

O what a world of Vildc ill-fanoiir’d faults 
Lookcs handfome in three hundred pounds a yetre? 

X*ui- And how do s good Mafler Fenion ? 

Pray you a word with you. 

Sb il. Sbee’s comming; to her Coz: 

O boy, thou hadft a father. 

Slen.l bad a father^ M.An) my Vncle can tel you good 
iefts ofhim: pray you Vncle,tel Mift. Amt the ieft how 
my Father ftoletwoGcefcoutofa Pen,good Vnckle. 
Shal. Miftris Anne, my Cozen loucs y^tf. 

Slen. I that I do, as well as I loue any woman in GIo- 
cefterfhire. 

Shal. He will maintaine yoti like a Gentlewo.man. 
Slen. I that 1 will, come cut and long-taile, vnder the 
degree of a Squire. 

Shal. He will make you a hundred and fiftie pounds 
ioynture, 

Anne. Good Maiftcr Shadow let him woo for hirn- 
fclfe. 

Shal. Marrie I thanke you for it : 1 thankc you for 
that good comfort: (be cals you (Coz) lie lcaue you. 
Anne. Now Mafter Slender. 

Slen. Now good Miftris ^inne, 

Anne. Whatis your will ? 

Slen. My will? Odd’s-hart-Jings, that’s a picnic 

icftindeede: Ine’remademy Will ytt (I thanke I-ka- 

"'ate Iamnotfuch 4 llcke, y c r«t“re, J giue Heauen 
_ £ X An. 
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Anne. I mcane (M.5/^i?r)whac wold you with me? 

Slcn. Trudy, lor mine owne part, I would little or 
nothing with you : your father and my vncle hath made 
motions: if it be my lucke,fo 5 if not, happy man bee his 
dole,they can tcli you how things go,better then I can: 
you may aske your father, heerc he comes. 

Page. Now M r Slender ; Loue him daughter Anne. 
Why how now? What does M** Fenter here i 
You wrong me Sir,thus ftill to haunt my houfe. 

I told you Sir, my daughter is difpofd of. 

Fen. Nay M r Page , be not impatient. 

Mft.Page. Good M. Fenton.coxncnot to my child; 

Page. She is no match for you. 

Fen . Sir,wil!youhcareme? 

Page. No, good M. Fenton . 

Come M. Shallow: Come fonne Slender f in § 

Knowing my minde,you wrong me(M .Fenton.) 

Qjft. Spcake to Miftris 'Page. 

Fen. Good Mift. Page fox that I loue your daughter 
In fuch a righteous fafhion as I do, 

Perforce,againft all checkes,rebukes,and manners, 

I muft aduance the colours of my loue. 

Ai d not retire. Let me haue your good will. 

An. Good mother, do not marry me toyond foole. 

M/ft.Page. I mcane it not, I fccke you a better huf- 
band. 

JQui. That’s my matter,M.Do&or. 

tAn. Alas I had rather be fet quick i’th earth. 

And bowfd to death with Turnips. 

CM ft.Page. Come, trouble not your felfc goodM. 
Fenton , I will not be your friend, nor enemy: 

My daughter will I queftion how (lie loues you. 

And as i finde her, fo am I afte&ed: 

Till then, farewell Sir, (he muft needs go in. 

Her father will be angry. 

Fen. Farewell gentle Miftris: farewell Nan. 

Qui. Tbisi$mydoingnow;Nay, faidel, will you 
caft away your childe on a Foole,and a Phyfitian : 

Looke on M. Fenton , this is my doing. 

Fen. I thanke thee; and I pray thee once to night, 
Giue my fweet Nan this Ring: there’s for thy paincs, 

JQtii. Now heauen fend thee good fortune, a kiude 
heart he hath: a woman would run through fire & wa¬ 
ter for fuch a kindc heart. But yet, I would my Maiftcr 
had M\Rxis*Anne,ot I would M.Slender Uadhert or (in 
footh) I would M. Fenton had her; I will do what I can 
for them all three, for fo I haue promifd, and lie bee as 
good as my wArd, but lpecioufly for M. Fenton. Well, I 
muft of another errand to Sir lohn Falftaffc from my two 
Miftrefles: what a bcaft am I to (lackc it. Exeunt 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter FalJlajfe ) Bardolfe,Quick/j > Ford. 

Fal, Bardoifc I fay. 

Bar. HcereSir. 

Fal. Go, fetch me a quart of Sackc.put a toft in’t. 
Haue I liu’d to be carried in a Basket like a barrow of 
butchers OfFall ? and to be thrownc in the Thame*?* Wei, 
iflbcferu’d fuch another tricke, lie haue my braines 
’taneoutand butter’d, and giue them toadogge fora 
New-yearesgift. The rogues flighted me into the riuer 
with as little remorfe, as they would haue drown'dea 


blindc bitches Puppies, fiftccne i’th litier: at^ u m " 
know by my fize, that I haue a kinde of alacrity* 
ing: if thebottome were as deepe as hell, I fl 1Q u 1 11,k * 
I had beene drown’d, but that the lliore was fheluv^*!; 
(hallow: a death that I abhorre: for the water f We i ! <1 
man; and what a thing (hould I haue beene J?! 
had beene fwd’d? llhnnldhaue beene. Moia^S 
Mummie. uc °t 

^r. Here’s M.QmckJj Sir to fpeake with you. 

Fal. Gome, let me poure in fome Sack to the Than, 
water ; for my bellies as cold as if I had 1 wallow’d fij? 
bals, for pillcs to coale the reines. Call her in. W * 

Bar. Come in woman. 

By your leaue: I cry you mercy/ 

Giue your worlhip good morrow. 

Fal. Takeaway thefe Challices : 

Go, brew me a pottle of Sackc finely. 

'Bard. With Egges,Sir? 

Fal. Simple ofit felfc: lie no Pullet-Sperfine in m 
brewage. How now? " 

^«/.Marry Sir,I come to your worlhip from U.F,ri 
Fal. iMift.Ford1 1 haue had Ford cnough:J was thrown 
into the Ford; I haue my belly full of Ford. 

Of'" Alas the day, (good-heart) that was not her 
tault: (he do s fo take on with her men; they miftooU 
their erection. (promife 

Fal. So did I mine,to build vpon a foolilh Womani 
%ui. Well, (he laments Sir for it, that it would vetn 
our heart to fee it : her husband goes this morning, 
urdingjlhe defires you once more to come to her, be« 
tweene eight and nine: I muft carry her word quickclv 
(he 11 make you amends I warrant you. h 

Fal. Well, Iwillvifither, tell herfo :and biddehcti 
thinke what a^man is: Let her confider his frailety and 
then iudge of my merit. ’ 1 

Qui. I will tell her. 

Fal. Do fo. Betwcene nine and ten faift thou? 

£ui. Eight and nine Sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone: I will not mifle her. 

Qui. Peace be with you Sir. 

Fal. i meruaile I hearenot ofM r Broome : he fentnic 
word to flay within: I like his money well. 

Oh, heere be comes. 

Ford. Blefle you Sir. 

Fal. Now M. Broome, you come to know 
What hath paft betwcene me, and Fords wife. 

Ford. That indeed (Sir Iobn)i$ my bufinefle. 

Fal. M.Broome\v>\\\not\yctoyo\x, 

I was at her houfe the hourc Ihe appointed me. 

Ford. And fped you Sir ? 

Fal. very ill-fauouredly M. Broome. 

Ford. How fo fir,did (he change her determination? 
F<«/.No(M.. 8 nww)but the peaking Curnutoherhuf- 
band(M. 2 ?re<>OTf)dwelling in a continual larum ofielou- 
fie, corns me in theinftant ofourencounter,afccrwchail 
embraft,kift,protefted,&(as it wcre)fpoke the prologue 
of our Comedy: and at his heeles,a rabble of his compa- 
nionSjthither prouoked andinftigated by his diftemper, 
and(forfooth)to ferch his houfe for his wiucs Loue. 

Ford. Whati While you were there? 

Fal. While I was there. 

For. And did he feareh for you,& could not find you? 
Fal. You (hall hcate. As good lucke would haue it, 
comes in one Tviift. Page , giues intelligence of Fords ap- 
proch :and in her inuention, and Fords wiues diHraCtion, 
they conuey’d me into a bucke-basket. 

Fori 
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Ford. A Buck-basket? . 

P i Yes : a Buck-basket: ram d mee in with foule 

chins andSmockes, Socks, foule Stockings, greafie 
Napkins, that (Mafter Broome) there was the ranked 
compound of villanous fmell, that eucr offended no- 

(frill. , , , 

Ford. And how long lay you there? 

Fal. Nay, you.(hall heare (Mafter Broome) what I 
hau« fufferd. to bring this woman to euill, for your 
good: Being thus cram’d in the Basket, a couple: of 
Fords knaues, his Hindes,were cald forth by then Mi¬ 
ftris, to carry mee in the name ot fouiC Cloathcs to 
T)atchet-lane: theytooke me on their (boulders: met 
the icalous knaue their Mafter in the doore; who 
a«k’d them once or twice what they had in their Baf. 
ket ? I quak’d for feare leaft the Lunatiquc Knaue 
would haue fcarch’d it: but Fate (ordaining he (hould 
be a Cuckold) held his hand : well, on went hec, for 
a. fearch , and away went I for foule Cloathcs: But 
tnarke thefequell (Mafter Broome) Ifttffered the pangs 
of three l'euerall deaths: Firft, an intollerable fright, 
to be detected with a iealious rotten Bell-weather: 
sJexttobe compals’d like a good Bilbo in the circum- 
ferenceofaPecke. hilt to point, heele to head. And 
thentobeftopt in like a (frong diftillacion with (fink¬ 
ing Cloathcs*, tha; fretted~in their owne greafe: 
thinke of that, a man of my Kidney; thinkeof that, 
that am as fubieft toheate as butter; a man of conti- 
nuall difl'olution, and thaw: it was a miracle to fcape 
fuffocation. And in the height of this Bath (when 1 
was more then halfeftew’d in greafe (like a Dutch- 
dilh) to be throwne into the Thames, and 
coold, glowing-hot, in that ferge like a Horfe- 
(hoo; thinke of that; hiding hot: thinke of that(Mafter 
Broome.) 

Ford. In good fadneflc Sir,I am forry,that for my fake 
you haue fufferd all this. . 

My fuite then is defperate: You’ll vndertake her no 
more? 

Fal. Mafter Broome : I will be throwne into Etna, 
as 1 haue beene into Thames,ere I will leaue her thus; 
her Husband is this morning gone a Birding: I 
haue receiucd from her another ambaflie of mee¬ 
ting .• ’twixt eight and nine is the houre ( Mafter 
Broome.) 

Ford. ’Tis paft ei ght already S ir. 

Fal. Is it ? I will then addrefle mee to my appoint¬ 
ment: Come to mee at your conuenient leifure, and 
you (hall know how I fpeede: and the conclufion 
(hall be crowned with your enioyinghcr: adicw: you 
(hall hau.e her (Mafter Broome) Mafter Broome , you (hall 
cuckold Ford. 

Ford. Hum: ha? Is this a vifion? Is this a dreamed 
doelfleepc? Mafter Ford awake, awake Mafter Ford : 
ther’sahole made in yourbefl coate (Mafter Ford:)this 
‘tistobe married; rhis’tisto haue Lynnen, and Buck- 
baskets : Well, I will proclaime my felfe what I am : 

I will now take the Leacher: hee is at my houfe : lice 
cannot fcape me s’tis impoflible hee (hould: hee can¬ 
not crecpe into a halfc-penny purfe, nor into a Peppcr- 
Boxe: But leaft the Diuell that guides him, lhould 
aide him, I will fearch impoflible places: though 
what I am, I cannot auoide; yet to be what I would 
not, (hall not make me tame: If I haue homes, to make 
one mad, let the prouerbe goe with me, lie be horne- 

,md - Sxeunt. 


Aclus Qmrtm* Scam a Puma. 


Enter Miftris Page.^hiicklyfVtUiam^Hans. 

Mift .Pag. Is he at M .Fords already think’rt thou ? 
J)ui f Sure he is by this; or will be prefently; but 
truely he is very couragious mad, about his throwing 
into the water. Miftris Ford defires you to cornc fo- 
dainely. 

Mi ft. Pag. He be with her by and by: lie but bring 
my yong-man here to Schoole; looke where his Mafter 
comes ; ’tis a playing day I fee: how now Sir Hugh , no 
Schoole to day? 

Eua. Nc:Mafter Slender is let the Boyes leaue to play. 
Qyti ’Blclfing of his heart. 

Mft.Pag. Sir Hughey husband faies my fonne pro¬ 
fits nothing in the world at his Booke: I pray you aske 
him fome queftions in his Accidence. 

Ett. Come hither IfriUiam-, hold vp your head;coroe. 
MiftjPag. Come-onSirha; holdvp your head; an- 
fwere your Mafter, be not afraid. 

Eua. william % how many Numbers is in Nownes ? 
Will. Two. 

giti. Truely, I thought there had bin one Number 
more,becaufe they fay odVNownes. 

Eua. Peace,your tatlmgs. What is (Fair^lTtRiam ? 
Will . Pulchtr. 

£lu. Powlcacs? there are fairer things then Powlcats 
fure. 

£ua. \ ou are a very fimplicity o’man: I pray you 
peace. What is (Lapis) William ? 
ma. A Stone. 

Eua. And what is a Stone (iF'illiam ?) 

Will. APecble. 

Eua. No; it is Lapis : I pray you remember in your 
praine. 

Will. Lapis. 

Eua. 1 hat is a good William: what is hc(William)thzt 
do's lend Articles. 

Will. Articles are borrowed of the Pronoune; and be 
thus declined. Stngulariter nominatiuoktc hacjooc. 

Eua. Nominattuo big fag Jo og: pray you markc : geni¬ 
tive bum : Well: what is your Accufattue-cafe} * 

Will , Accufattuo hinc. 

Eua. I pray you haue your remembrance (childe) Ac- 

cufatiuo king fang fog. 

Qu. Hang-hog, is latten for Bacon,I warrant you. 
Eua. Leaue your prables (o’man) What is the Foca- 
tiue cafe ( William ?) 

Wik. 0 9 flocatiuo s 0. 

Eua. Remember WiStam, Toe at me 2 i s caret . 

Qttj And that’s a good roote. 

Eua. 0’man,forbeare. 

Mtft.Pag. Peace. 

Eua: What is your Genitive cafe plnrall (WiHsam}) 

Will.- Genitiue cafe ? 

Eua . 1. 

Will. Genitive horumf arum forum. * 

Ou. VengeanceofGinyes cafe; fie on her; neuer 
name her(childe) if fhe be a whoie. 

Eua. For fliamc o’man. 

fjn. ^ ou doe ill to teach the childe fuch words : hee 
teaches him to hie, and to hac ; which they’ll ;doe faft 
enough of chemlelucs, and 10 czllhorum; fie vpon you. 

E 3 EuaJ Oman 
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Ettmu O'man, arc thou Lunaties ? Haft thou no vn- 
derftandings for thy Cafes, & the numbers of the Gen¬ 
ders? Thou arc as foolifh Chriftian creatures, as I would 
defires* 

<JAit k Vage. Pre’thee hold thy peace* 

Eh. Shew me now declenfions of your 

Pronounes. 

iPilL Forfooth, I haue forgot. 

Eh. It is qnc y quod ; if you forget your Ouies, 
your Ones ,and your Queds ,you muft be preeches: Goe 
your waies and play, go. 

M.Pag. He is a better icholler then I: thought he was. 

Eh. He is a good fprag-memoryiFarcwcl Mis.Page. 

Mif.Fage. Adieu good Sir Hugh: 

Get you home boy. Come vveftay too long. Exeunt. 


Seen a Secunda. 


Enter Falftoffe, Mi ft.For cl , Mift. Page , Servants,Ford, 

Page,Cains,Euant', Shallow. 

Fal. Mi. Ford , Your forrow hath eaten vp my fuffe- 
rtnee; T fee you are obfequious in your loue, and I pro- 
fcffcrequitall to a baires bredth, notonely Mift. Ford, 
in the fimple office of loue, but in all the accuftremcnt, 1 
complement, and ceremony of it .• But are you fure of 
your husband now ? 

Mtft.Ford. Hee’s a birding(fwcet Sir Iohn.) 

Mif.Page. Whachoa,goffip Ford : what hoa. 
t JMif.Ford. Step into tn chamber, Sir Iohn. < 

ATift Page. How now (fwcete heart) whofe at home 
befidesyour felfe ? 

Mift Ford Why none but mine ownc people. 

Mif.Page. Indeed ? 

Aiift.Ford. No certainly: Spcake louder. 

Mift. Pag. Truly,I am fo glad you haue no body here, 

C JMtft.Ford, Why ? 

Mift Page. Why woman, your husband is in his olde 
lines againe: heio takes on yonder with my husband.fo 
railes againft all married mankinde ; focurfcs all Eues 
daughters,ofwhat complexion loeuer ;andfo buffettes 
himfelfc on the for-head: crying peere-out, peere-out, 
that any madnefle I eueryet beheld, feem’d but tamc- 
neffe, ciuility, and patience to this his diftemper he is in 
now : I am glad the fat Knight is not heere, 

Mift.Ford. Why, do’s he talke of him? 

Mtft.Page. Of none but him,and fweares he was ca- 
riedoutthcJafttimehcefcarch’dfor him, in aBaskec: 
Protefts to my husband he is now hecre, & hath drawne 
him and the reft of their company from their fport, to 
makeanother experiment ofhisfufpition: ButI am glad 
tf^Knight is not heere; now he fhall fee his owne foo* 
lerie. 

Mift.Ford, How neere is he Miftris Pagel 
Mift.Pag. Hard by,at ftrect end ; he wil be here anon. 
Mift.Ford. I am vndone,the Knight is heere. 

Mtft.Page. Why then you 3rc vtterly fham’d,& hce’s 
but a dead man. What a woman are you ? Away with 
him, away with him : Better fhame,thA murther. „ 
Mift.Ford. Which way fhould he go ?How fhould I 
beftow him ? Shall I put him into the basket againe ? 

Fal. No, He come no more l’ch Basket: 

May I not go out ere he come ? 


^Mtft.Page. Alas: three of M r . Fords brothersvvaTT 
the doore with Piftols, that none fhall iftue out : 0 rh C " 
wife you might flip away ere hec came: But wham,?' 
you hecre i ma ke 

Fal. W)>at fhall I do ? lie creepe vp into the chinm 
Mtft.Ford. There they al waies vfetodifchargeth^l 


Birding-peeces: creepe into the Kill-hole. 


Fal. Where is it f 
'Mitt. Ford, He will feeke thereon my word: NWu 
Prefl'e, Coffer, Cheft,Trunke, Well, Vault.buthe^Jk 
an abftrad for the remembrance of fuch places and p n " 
-hem by his Note : There is no hiding you in the 

Fal. lie go out then. 

L Mtft.Ford . If you goe out in your owne fcmblatiw 
you die Sir Iohn, vnleffe you go out difguis’d. 1 

Mift.Ford. How might we difguife him j* 

Mitt.Page. Alas the day I knownot,therc isnowo. 
mans gowne bigge enough for him: otherwilehe miehr 
put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchiefe, and foefcap# * 
Fal. Good hearts, deuife fomething; anv extreme;. 
rather then a mifehiefe. ‘ e > 

Mift.Ford. My Maids Aunt the fat woman oCBrak 
ford ,has a gowne abouc. 

Mift. Page. On my word it will ferue him: fhce’s ai 
big as he is: and there’s her thrum’d hat,and her muffle, 
too: run vp Sir Iohn, 

Mift.Ford. Go,go, fweet Sir Iohn: Mtftriu Page and 
I will looke fome linocn for your head* 

Mift.Page. QuickC, quicke, wee’le come dreffeyou 
ftraight: put on thegowne the while. 

Mift.Ford. I would my husband would meete him 
in this ftiape: he cannot abide the old woman of Brain- 

ford j he fweares flic’s a witch, forbad her my houfe and 

haththreatned tobeate her. 

Mift.Page. Heauen guide him to thy husbands cud- 
gell: and the diuell guide his cudgell afterwards. 
Mift.Ford. But is my husband comming ? 

Mift.Page. I in good fadneffe is he, and talkes of the 
basket too, howfoeuer he hath had intelligence. 

Mift.Ford. Wee’l try that: for lie appoint mymente 
carry the basket againe, to meete him at the doore with 
it,as they did laft time. 

Mift.Page. Nay, but hee’l be heere prefcntly :Iet’s go 
dreffehim like the witch of Bradford. 

Mift. Ford. lie firft direft direft my men, what they 
fhall doe with the basket: Goe vp, He bring linnen for 
him ftraight. 

Mtft.Page. Hang him difhoneft Yarlet, 

We cannot mifufe enough: 

We’ll leaue a proofc by that which we will doo, 

Wiues may be merry, and yet honeft too : 

We do not a£fc that often, ieft, and laugh, 

’Tis old,but true, Still Swine eats all thedraugh. 

Mift.Ford, Go Sirs, takethebasket againe on your 
fhoulders: your Maftcr is hard at doore : if hec bid you 
fet it downe,obcy him: quickly, difpatch. 
i Ser. Come, come,take it vp. 
a Ser. Pray heauen it be not full of Knight againe. 
i Ser. I hope not, I had liefe as bcare fo much lead. 
Ford. I, but ifitprouetrue (M r . Page ) haue you any 
way then to vnfooleme againe. Setdowne the basket 
villaine: fome body call my wife: Youth in a basket: 
Oh you Panderly Rafcals, there’s a knot: a gin,a packe, 
a confpiracie againft me: Now fhall the diuel be fham’d. 
What wife I fay: Come, come forth: behold what ho. 

nefl 
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,- c ft cloathes you fend forth to bleaching. 

1 page. Why, this paffes M. Ford: you are not to goe 
loofc any longer, you muft be pinnion’d. 

Ettans. Why, thisisLunaticks: this is madde. 


as a 


^S&dPlndeed M. Ford, thi is not well indeed. 

Ford. So fay I too Sir, come hither Miftris Fora, Mi- 
ftris Ford, the honeft woman, the modeft wife,the vertu- 

i -L-.L.u.:..K/Mie mner hush Anri • 

s crcai 
jfpeift 

Mift- 

fufpett me in any difhonefty. 

Fora. Well faid Brazon-face, hold it out:Comc forth 

firrah. 

pave. This paffes. 

Adift.Ford. Are you not a£ham’d,Iet the cloths alone. 
Ford. I fhall finde you anon. 

Etta. ’Tis vnreafonable;will you take vp your wiues 
cloathes? Come, away* 

Ford. Empty the basket I fay. 

M. Ford. Why man, why? 

Ford. Mafter/ , ^,aslamaman, there was one con- 
uay’d'out of my houfe yefterday in this baskec : why 
may not he be there againe, in my houfe lam fure he is: 
my Intelligence is true, my lealoufie is reafonablc, pluck 
me outa’l the linnen. 

Mtft.Ford. If you find a man there, he fhall dye a Fleas 
death. 

Page. Hcer’s no man. 

Shtl. By my fidelity this is not well W.Ford: This 
wrongs you. . 

Ettans, M r Ford, you muft pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of yout owne heart: this is iealoufies. 

Ford. Well,hee*s not heere I feeke for. 

Page. No, nor no where elfe but in your braine. 

Ford. Helpe to fearch my houfe this one time:ifl find 
not what I feeke, fhew no colour for my extremity: Let 
me for euer be your Tablc-fport: Let them fay of me,|as 
iealous os FW, that fearch’d a hollow Wall.nut for his 
wiues Lcmman. Satisfie me once more,once more ferch 
with me. 

M. Ford. What hoa (Miftris Page ,) come you and 
the old woman downe :i my husband will come into the 
Chamber. 

Ford. Old woman? what old womans that? 

M.Ford. Why it is my maids Aunt of Xrainford. 

Ford. A witch,a Queane, an olde couzening queane: 
Haue I not forbid her my houfe. She comes of errands 
do’s fhe i We are fimple men, wee doe not know what’s 
brought to paffe vnder the profeffion ofFortune-telling. 
She workes by Charmes, by Spels, by th’Figurc,& fuch 
dawbry as this i s, beyond our Element: wee know no¬ 
thing. Come downe you Witch, you Haggc you,comc 
downe I fay. 

Mift.Ford. Nay, good fweet husband, good Gentle¬ 
men, let him ltrike the old woman; 

Mift.Page. Come mother Prat, Come giuemeyour 
hand. 

Ford, He Prat-hev: Out of my doore, you Witch, 
you Ragge, you Baggage, you Poulcat, you Runnion, 
out, out: lie coniure you, He fortune-tell you. 

Mtft.Page. Are you not afham’d ? 

Itbinkeyou haue kill’d the poore woman. 

t Mift.Ford. Nay he will do it, ’tis a goodly credite 
for ydu. ® 4 

Fori. Hang her witch. 


Etta. By yea,aiul no, I thinkc the o’man is a witch in- 
deea’e: I like not when a o’man has a great peard ; I f p j c 
a great peard vnder his muffler. 

Ford. Will yon follow Gentlemen,I befecch vou fol. 
low: leebue theiflueofmy iealoufie; If I cry out thus 
vponno traile, neuer truftme when I open againe. 

Page. Let s obey his humour a little further : 

Come Gentlemen. 

Mtft.Page. Truft me he beatehim moftpittifully. 
Mtft.Ford. Nay by th’Mafle that he did not: he beate 
him moft vnpittifully, me thought. 

Mtft.Page. lie haue the cudgcll hallow’d, and hung 
ore the Altar, it hath done meritorious feruicc. 

Mift.Ford. What thinke you ? May we with the war¬ 
rant of woman-hood, and the witneffe of a good confci- 
once, pnrfue him with any further rcuenge ? 

AT.Page. Thclpirit ofwantonnefl'cisfbre fcar’dout 
othim, if the diuell haue him not in fce-fimple % with 
fine and recouery, he will neuer (I thinke) inthevyayof 
waftc, attempt vs againe. 

Mtft.Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how wee haue 

feru’d him ? 

Mtft.Page * Yes, byallmeanes: ifitbebut to ferape 
the figures out ofy our husbands braincs: if they can find 
in their hearts, the poore vnuertuous fat Knight (hall be 
any further afflicted, wee two will ftill bee the mini- 
fters. 

Mift.Ford. He warrant, they’l haue him publiquely 
lrum’d, and me thinkes there would be no period to the 
ieft.fliould he not bepublikely fharn’d. 

Mift. Page. Come, to the Forge with it, then fliape it : 

I would not haue things code. Sxeunt 


Seem Eertia. 


Enter Hoft and Bardolfe. 

Tar. Sir, the Germane defires to haue threeof your 
horfes: the Duke himfclfe will be to morrow at Court 
and they are going to meet him. 

Hoft, What Duke fhould that be comes folecretly? 
I heare not ofhim in the Court: let mcc fpeake with the 
Gentlemen, they fpeake Englifh ? 

Tar. I Sir? He call him to you. 

Hoft. They fhall haue my horfes, but lie make them 
pay: lie fauce them, they haue had my houfes a week at 
commaund : T haue turn’d away my other guefts, they 
muft come off, lie fawce them, come. Exeunt 


Seem Quarta. 


Enter Page, Ford, Miftris Page, CMiftris 
Ford, and Ettans. 

£ua. Tis one of the beft diferetions of a o’man as e- 
uer I did looke vpon. 

Page. And did he fend you both thefe Letters at an 
inftanc ? 

Mtft.Page. Within a quarter of an houre. 

Ford. Pardon roe (wife) henceforth do what ^ wilt: 
I rather will fufpea; the Sunne with gold/ 

Then thee with wantonnes: Now doth thy honor ftand 

-— (I" 
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(In him that was of late an Heretike) 

As firmc as faith. 

Page. Tis well,’tis well,no more: 

Be not as extreme in fubrniflion,as in offence, 

But let our plot go forward: Letourwiucs 
Yet once againe (to make vs publike fport) 

Appoint a meeting with this old fat-fellow. 

Where we may take him, and difgrace him for it. 

Ford . There is no better way then that they fpoke of. 

Page. Hows’ to fend him word they’ll meete him in 
the Parke at midnight ? Fic,fie,he’ll neuercome. 

Eff . Yoa fay he has bin throwneinthe Riuers : and 
has bin greeuoufly pcaten, as an old o’man: me-thinkes 
there fhould be terrors in him, that he fliould not come: 
Me-thinkes his flefli is punifla’d^ heejthall haue no dc- 
fires. 

Page. So thinke I too. 

Til. Ford* Deuife but how you’l vfe him whe he comes, 
And let vs two deuife to bring him thether. 

MifPage. There is an old talc goes, that Herne the 
Hunter (fometime a keeper hcere in Windfor Forrcft) 
Doth all the winter time, at Bill midnight 
Walke round about an Oake,wuh great rag’d-hornes. 
And there he blafts the tree, and takes the cattle. 

And make milch-kincyeeldblood,and fliakcsachainc 
In a mod hideous and dreadfull manner. 

You haue heard of luch a Spirit,and well you know 
Thefuperftitious idle-headed-Eld 
Rcceiu’d, and did dcliuer to our age 
This tale 6 f Herne the Hunter, for a truth. 

Page. Why yet there want not many that do feare 
In deepe of ni ght to walke by this Hemes Oake: 

But what of this i 

Afiff.Ford. Marry this is our deuife. 

That Falslajfe at that Oakefhall meete with vs. 

Page . Well, let it not be doubted but he’ll come. 
And in this? fhape,when you haue brought him thether, 
What fhall be done with him? What is your plot? 

Mift.Va.T bat likewife haue wc thoght vpon:& thus: 
Nan Page (my daughter)and my little fonne. 

And three or foure more of their growth,wee*l dreffc 
Like Vrchin 5 ,Ouphes,and Fairies, grecne and white, 
With rounds of waxen Tapers on their heads, 

And rattles in their hands; vpon a fodaine, 

As Falfiajfe , fhe, and I, are newly met. 

Let them from forth a faw-pit rufh at once 
With fome diffufcd fong : Vpon their fight 
Wc two, in great amazedneffe will flyc: 

Then let them all encircle him about, 

And Fairy-like to pinch the vncleanc Knight} 

And aske him why that houre ot Fairy Reuell, 

In their fo facred pathes, he dares to tread 
In fliapeprophane. 

Ford. And tillhe tell the truth, 

Let the fuppofed Fairies pinch him, found. 

And burnehim with their Tapers. 

Afifi.Page. The truth being knowne, 

Wc’Jl all prefent our felues; dif-horne the fpirit, 

And mocke him home to Windfor. 

Ford . The children muft 
Be praftis’d well to this, or they‘11 neu’r doo’r# 

E**. I will teach the children their bchauiours: and I 
will be like a Iackc-an-Apcs alio, toburnc the Knight 
with my Taber. 

1 Ford. That will be excellent, 

I He go buy them vizards. 


— xvjly aiauut me v<uecnc Or t 

Fairies,finely attired in a robe of white. 

'Tagc. That fillce will I go buy, and in that time 
Shall M.Slender ftealc my Nan away. 

And marry her at Eaton: go, fend to Falfiajfe ftraio^ 
Ford. Nay, lie to him againe in name of Broome 
Hee’l tell me all his purpofe: fure hee’l come. 

Mifi.Page. Feare not you that: Go get vsproperti 
And tricking for our Fayries. 

Emms. Let vs about it, 

It is admirable plealures, and ferry honeft knauerie? 

Afifipage.Go Aftfi.Ford, 

Send quickly to Sir Iohn i to know his mindc: 
lie to the Dodlor, he hath my good will. 

And none but he to marry with Nan Page: 

That Slender (though well landed) is an Idcot: 

And he, my husband beft of all affefts: 

The Doctor is well monied, and his friends 
Potent at Court: he, none but he fhall haue her. 
Though twenty thoufand worthier come to craucher. 


Scena Quinta . 


Enter Hofi, Simple, Falfiaffe, Bardtlfe, Euans, 
Cairn, Quickly, 

Hoft ,What wouldft thou haue?(Boore ) what? (thick 
skin) fpeake, breathe, difeuffe: breefe, fhort, quicke, 
fnap. 

Simp. Marry Sir, I come to fpeakc with Sir Iahn Fd- 
ftaffie from M. Slender. 

Hofi. There’s his Chamber, hisHoufc, his Caflle, 
his ftanding-bed and truckle-bed : ’tis painted about 
with theftory of the Prodigall, frefh and ncw:go,knock 
and call: hee’l fpeakc like an Anthropophaginian vnto 
thee: Knocke I fay. 

Simp. There’s an olde woman, a fat woman gone vp 
into his chamber: lie be fo bold as ftay Sir till Use come 
downe: I come to fpeake with her indeed. 

Hofi. Ha? A fat woman? The Knight may be robb’d: 
lie call. Bully-Knight, Bully Sir Iohn: fpeake fromthy 
Lungs Military: Art thou there ? It is thine Hoft, thine 
Ephelian cals. 

Fal. How now,mine Hoft ? 

Hofi. Here’s a Bohemian-Tartartarieithecomming 
downe of thy fat-woman : Let her dcfccnd( Bully) let 
her defeend: my Chambers are honourable; Fie, prim- 
cy ?Fie. 

Fal. There was (mine Hoft) an old-fat-woman euen 
now with me, but (he’s gone. 

Simp. Pray you Sir, was’t not the Wife-woman of 
Bradford i 

Fal. I marry wasit(Muffcl-ftiell) what would you 
with her ? 

Simp. My Matter (Sir) my niafter Slender, fent to her 
feeing her go thorough the ftreets, to know (Sir ) whe¬ 
ther one Ntm (Sir) that beguil’d him ofa chaine,hadthe 
cbaine,orno. 

Fal. I fpake with the old woman about it, 

Sim. And what fayes fhe, I pray Sir ? . 

Fal. Marry ftiee fayes, .^hjit the very fame man that 
beguil’d Mafter Slender of his Chaine,cozon’d him ofit. 

Simp. I would I could haue Ipoken with the Woman 



berfelfc, I had other things to haue fpoken with her 

too, from him. 

Eat. What are they l let vs know. 

Hofi. I: come: quicke. 

Fat. I may not conceale them (Sir.) 

Hofi. Conceale them, or thou di’ft. 

Sim. Why fir, they were nothing but about Miftris 

Anne Page, to know if it were my Matters fortune to 

haue her,or no. 

Fal. Tis,’tis his fortune. 

Sim. What Sir? , % , 

Fal. To haue her, or no: goe; fay the woman told 

me fo. 

Sm. May I be bold to fay fo Sir? 

Fal. I Sir: like who more bold. 

Sim. I thanke your worfhip: I /hall make my Mafter 

gild with thefetydings. 

b Bofi. Thou are clearkly: thou art clearkly(Sir John) 
was there a wife woman with thee ? 

Fal. I that there was(mine Hofi)o ne that hath taught 
memorcwit,theneuerIlearn’d before in my life: and 
I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid formylear¬ 
ning. 

Bar. Out alas (Sir) cozonage: meere cozonage. 

Hofi. Where be my horfes? fpeake well of them var- 
detto. 

Bar. Run away with the cozoners: for fo foone as 
I came beyond Eaton, they threw me off, from behinde 
:oneofthem,in afloughofmyre; and fet fpurres, and 
'away; like three Germane- diuels; three ‘Doctor Fan- 
fiafiet. 

Hofi. They are gone but to meete the Duke (villaine) 
doe not fay they be fled: Germanes are honeft men. 

Euan. Where is mine Hofi> 

Hoft. What is the matter Sir? 

Euan. Haue a care of your entertainments: there is a 
friend of mine come to Towne, telsmee there is three 
Cozen-Iermans.that has cozend all the Hofis of Beadinr, 
of Maidenhead*, of Cole.brookc, of horfes and money : I 
tell you for good will (looke you) you are wife, and full 
ofgibes, and vlouting-ftocks: and’tis not conucnient 
you fhould be cozoned. Fare you well. 

Cat. Ver’is mine Hofi de Iarteere ? 

Hofi. Here(MafterX>e£?or)inperplexitie,and doubt- 
full delemma. 

Cat. I cannot tell vat is dat: but it is tell-a-me, dat 
you make grand preparation for a Duke de Iamanie: by 
my trot: der is no Duke that the Court is know, *o 
come: I tell you for good will: adieu. 

Hoft. Huy and cry, (villaine) goe: affift me Knight.I 
amvndonc: fly, run: huy, and cry (villaine) I am vn- 
done. 

Fal. I would all the world might be cozond, for I 
hauebecnc cozond and beaten too: ifit fhould come 
to the care of the Court,how I haue bcene transformed; 
and how my transformation hath becne wafhd, and 
cudgeld, they would melt meeoutof my fat drop by 
drop, and liquor Fifhermens-boots with me.* I warrant 
they would whip me with their fine wits, till I were as 
creft-falneas a dride-peare: I neuer profper’d, fince I 
torfworemy felfeat Primere: well, if my windewere 
but long enough; I would repent: Now? Whence come 
you? 

Qni. From the two parties forfooth. 

Fal. The Diuell take one partie, and his Dam the 
other. - and fo they fhall be both beftowed; Thauefuf- 


fer a more for their lakes; more then the vilianous in- 
c onftancy ofmans difpofi tion is able to beare, 

Q»i. And haue not they fuffer’d? Yes.I warranr;fpe. 
cioufly one ofthem; Miftris Ford{ good heart)isbeaten 
blacke and blew, that yon cannot feea white fpot about 
her. 

Fal. What tcll’ft thou meeof blacke, and blew? I 

was beaten my felfe into all the colours of the Raine- 
bow : and I was like to be apprehended for the Witch 
of Braineford, but that my admirable dexteritie of wit 
my counterfeiting the atftion of an old woman deliuer'd 
me,the knaueConttable had fet me ith’Stocks,ith’ com¬ 
mon Stocks, for a Witch. 

On, Sir: let me fpeake with you in your Chamber, 
you fhall heare how things goe,and (I warrant) to your 
content: here is a Letter will fay fomewhat: (good- 
hearts) whac a-doe hete is to bring you together ? Sure 
one of you do’* not feme heauen well, that you are fo 
croff'd. 

Fal. Come vp into my Chamber. Exeunt. 


Seem Scxta. 


Enter Fenton^ Hofi. 

Hoft. Mafter Fenton, talke not to mee, mymindeis 
heauy : 1 will giue ouer all. 

Fen. Yet heare me fpeake: affift me in my purpofe 
And (as I am a gentleman) ile giue thee 
A hun dred pound in gold, more then your Ioffe. 

Hofi. I will heare you( Mafter Fenton) and I will (at 
the lcaft) kcepeyour counfell. v 

Fen. From time to time,I haue acquainted you 
With the deare lone I beare to faire Anne Page, 
Who,mutually, hath anfwer’d my affedionf * 

(So farre forth, as her felfe might'be her choofer) 

Euen to my wifti; I haue a leccer from her 
Offuch contents,as you will wonder at; 

The mirth whereof, fo larded with my matter, 

That ncicher (fingly) can be mauifefted 
Without the fhew ofboth :fa: Falfiajfe 
Hath a great Scene; the image of the ieft 
lie fhovv you here at large (harke good mine Hoftt) 

To night at Hernes-Oke,\uii ’twixttwelueand one, 

Muft my fweet Nan prefent the Faerie-^tseene ; 

The purpofe why,is here: in which difguife .* 

While other lefts are fomething rankeon foote 
Her father hath commanded her to flip 
Away with Slender,and with him,at Eaton 
Immediately to Marry: She hath confcnted :Now Sir, 
Her Mother,(euen ftrong againft that match 
And firme for Doaor Cairn) hath appointed 
That he fhall likewife fhuffie her away. 

While other fporcs are tasking of their mindes, 

And at the Deanry, where a Priefi attends 
Strait marry her: to this her Mothers plot 
She feemingly obedient) likewife hath . 

Made promife to the DoFlor: Now,thus it refts. 

Her Father meanes fhe ftrall be all in white; 

And in that habit,when Slender fees his time 
To take her by the hand,and bid her goe, 

She fbal! goe with him: her Mother hath intended 
(The better to deuote her tothc Doflor’, 

For-they muft all be mask’d,and vizarded) 
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That quaint in greene, (he fliall be loofe en-roab’d, 
With Ribonds-pendant, flaring ’bout her head ; 

And when the Doctor fpies his vantage ripe. 

To pinch her by the hand, and on that token. 

The maid hath giuen conient to go with him. 

Ho ft. Which meanes flic to deceiue ? Father, or Mo¬ 
ther. 

Fen. Both (my good Hoft) to go along with me: 
And hecre it refts, that you’l procure the Vicar 
To flay For me at Church, ’twixe twclue,and one. 

And in thelawfull name of marrying, 

To giue our hearts vnited ceremony. . 

Hoft, Well, husband your dcuice; He to the Vicar, 
Bring you the Maid, you fhall not lacke a Prieft. 

Fen. So fhall I cuermore be bound to thee; 

Befides, 11c make a prefent recompense. Exeunt 


The Merry ]Viues ofWindfor . 


Atlus Quintus , Serna Trim a. 


Enter T*!ftoffe y Quickly y and Ford. 

FaU Prc’chce no more pratling : go, He hold, this is 
the Third time: 1 hope good lucke lies in odde numbers: 
A way, go, they fay there is Diuinity in odde Number*, 
either in naciuicy, chance, or death; away. 

Ileprouideyou a chaine, and lie do what I can 
to get youapaireof homes. 

Fall . Away I fay, time weaves, hold vp your head & 
mince. How nowM. Breottie ? Ma&ct Broome^ the mat¬ 
ter will be knownc;o night, or neuer. Bee you in the 
Parke about midnight, at Hernes-Oake, and you fhall 
fee wonders. 

Ford . Went you not to her yeftertlay (Sir)as you told 
me you had appointed ? 

Fal. I went to her (Matter Broome) as you fee, like a 
poore-old-man, burl came from her (Matter Broome ) 
like a poore-old-woman; that fame knauc (/ ord hir hui- 
band) hath the fineft mad diuell of lealoulie in him(Ma- 
fter Broome ) that euer gouern'd Frenlie. I will tcli you, 
he beate me grecuoufly, in the drape of a woman:] (for in 
the ftiape of Man (Matter Broome) I fearejnot Goliali 
with a Weauers beame, becaufe I know alfo, life is a 
Shuttle) I am in haft, go along with mee, lie cell you all 
(Mafter itowwf:) fincc I plucktGecfe, plaideTrewant, 
and whiptTop, I knew not what kwas to be beaten, till 
lately. Follow mee, lie tell you Hrange things of this 
knaue Ford , on whom to night I will be reuenged, and I 
will dcliuer his wife into your hand . Follow, ftraungc 


things in hand (M .Broome') follow. 


Sxennt. 


Seem Secunda. 


Enter P age,Shallow ,S lender. 

Page. Come, come: wee’ll couch i’th Caftle-ditch, 
till we fee the light of our Fairies. Remember foil Slen¬ 
der, my 

Slcn. I forfooth, I haue fpoke with her, & we haue 
a nay-word, how to know one another. I come to her 
in white, and cry Mura; fhe cries Budget, and by that 


we know one another. 

Shal. That’s good too.* But what ncedes either« 
Mum, or her Budget ? The white will decipher her w n i 
enough. Ithathftrooketena’clocke. ***' 

Page. The night i^darke. Light and Spirit# willK 
come it wel: Heaucn profper our fport. No man m. ** 
euill but the deuill,and we fhal know him by his horn 315 * 
Lets away : follow me. r CS ’ 

Scena Tertia . 


Enter Mift. Page,* Mift. Ford, Caine. 

Mift.Page. Mr Dodor,my daughter is in green, when 
you fee your time, take her by the hand, away with her 
to the Deanerie, and difpatch it quickly ; go beforeinto 
the Parke: we two nmft go together. 

Cat. I know vat I haue to do, adieu. 

MtftPage. Fare you well (Sir;) my husband will not 
rcioyce fo much at the abufe otFa/ftafe, as he will chafe 
at the Dodors marrying my daughter: But ’tis no mat¬ 
ter; better a little chiding, then a great deale of heart- 
breake. 

Mi ft. Ford. Where is Nan now / and her troop ofFai- 
rics?andthc Wclch-deuill Heine? 

’Mifl.Page. 7 hey arc all couch'd in a pit hard by Hemes 
Oakc, with oblcur’d Lights; which at the very inflant 
of Falftafe/ and our mccting.thcy will at once difplay w 
the night. 

Mift. Ford. That cannot choofe but amaze him. 

Mtft.Page. If he be not amaz’d he will be raock’dilf 
he be amaz’d, he will eucry way be mock’d, 

Wifi. Ford. Wee’ll betray him finely. 

Mift.Page. Againft fuch Lcwdflers,and their lechery, 
Thofe that betray them, do no treachery. 

Mi ft,ford. The hotire drawes-ou :to the Oakc,to the 
Oakc. Exeunt, 


Scena Quarta . 


Enter Euans and Fairies. 

Euans. Trib,trib Fairies: Couie, and remember your 
parts: be paid (I pray you) follow me iuto the pit, and 
when I giue the watch-’ords, do as I pidyou : Come, 
come,trib,trib. Exeunt 


Scena Quinta . 


Enter Fa/ftaffe, Miftris Page, LMiFtris Ford,EuMS, 
Anne Page, Fairies,Vage,Ford, fftuickly, 

Slender, Fenton ,Caisss.fiftoH. 

Fal. The Windfor-bcll hath ftroke twclue: ’the Mi¬ 
nute drawes-on: Now the hot-bloodied-Gods alfift met 
Remember lou., thou was’t a Bull for thy Europa,l.oue 
fee on thy homes. O powerfull Louc, that in fomc rc- 
/pe&s makes a Bead a Man :in fom ether,a Man a bead. 
You were alfo (Iupicer) a Swan, for the louc of Leda: 0 

omnipotent 


The Mtny {Vines ofWindjor. 




-— i oue how nere the God drew to the com- 

°lciioD ofaGoofe: afoul, dune fitft in the feneof a 
Ko lout, a betftlyfault:) aud theu auothot fault, 
•Semblance ofaFowlc, thinkc on’c (Ioue) a fowle- 

it. When Gods haue hot backes, what fhall poore 

men do? For me, I am hecre a Windfor Stagge, and the 
fetteft (I thinkc) i’th Forrcft. Send me a coole rut-time 

(louc) or who can blame metopiffe my Tallow/ Who 

C0V (%f.Fori'Sit lohni Art thou there (my Deere?) 

M fT/ 1C My Doe ? , with the blacke Scut ? Let the skie 
mine Potatoes: letit thunder, to the tune of Grecne- 
{lecucs,hailc-kifiing Comfits, and fnow Eringoes: Let 
there cornea tempeft ofprouocation, Iwillfhekcr mee 

Ford. Miftris Page is come with me(fweet hart.) 
pal. Diuide me like a brib’d-Buckc.eaeh a Haunch : 
Twillkeepemyfidcstoroy fclfe, my fhouldcrs tor the 
fellow of this walke ; and my home* 1 bequeath your 
huibands. Am I a Woodman, ha ? Speake I hhc Herne 
the Hunter > Why, now is Cupid a child of confcience, 
he makes reftttution. As I am a true fpiric,wclcome. 
M.Page. Alas, what noife? 

M.Ford. Heauen forgiuc our finnes. 

Fd. What fhould this be? 

M.FordM.Page. Away, away. 

Fal. Ithinkethc dtueliwil not haue me damn’d, 

Lcaft the oyle that’s in me fhould fet hell on fire; 

He would neuer elfe erode me thus. 

Enter Fairies. 

Qui. Fairies blacke, gray, greenc,and white, 1 
You Moone -fhinc reuellers.oud fhadcs of night. 

You Orphan heires of fixed deftiny. 

Attend your office, and your quality. 

Crier Hob-goblyn, make the Fairy Oyes. 

Pift. EIucs, lift your names: Silence you aiery toyes. 
Cricket, to Windfor-chimniesfhalt thou leape; 

Where fires thou find’ft vnrak’d, and hearths vnfwcpt. 
There pinch the Maids as blew as Bill-berry, 

Our radiant Quecne, hates Sluts,and Sluttery. 

Fal. They are Fairics,he thatlpcaks to them fliall die, 
lie winkc,and couch: No man their workes muft eic. 

Eu. Wher’s 'BedeiQo you,and where you find a maid 
That ere die fleepc has thrice her prayers faid, 

Raife vp the Organs of her fantafic, 

Sleepe the as found as carelede mfancie, 

But thofe as fleepe, and thinkc not on their fins, 

Pinch themarmes,legs,backes,fhouIders,fides,& fhins. 
£)u. About,about: 

Search Windfor CaflIc(EIucs)within,and out. 

Strew good lucke (Ouphes) on cuery facred roome. 
That it may ftand till the perpetuall doomc. 

In ftate as wholfomc, as in ftatc ’tis fir, 

Worthy theQyvner, and the Owner it. 

The fcuerall Chores ofOrder,lookcyou feowre 
With iuyceof Balme; and cuery precious flowre. 

Each faire Inflalment, Goatc, and feu’rall Crcft, 
Withloyall Blazon, cuermore be blcft. 

And Nightly-meadow-Fairies, looke you fing 
Like to the Gartert-Compzffe, in aring, 

Th’expreflure that it bcares: Greene let it be, ;; ’ 
Mote fertile-frefla then all the Field to fee: ’ 4 ’ 

And,He«j Soit fhti Mal-y-Pence, write 
In Emrold-tufFes, Flowres purple, blew,and white. 
Like Saphire-pearlc,and rich embroiderie. 


Buckled below faire Knight-hoods bending knee; 
Fairies vfe Flowres for their charatflerie. 

Away, dilperfe: But till ’tis one a clockc. 

Our Dance ofCuftome, round about the Oke 
Of Herne the Hunter, let vs not forget. (fet: 

Ehoh .Pray you lock hand in hand:your felues in order 
And twenty glow-wormes fhall our Lanthornes bee 
To guide our Mcafure round about the Tree. 

Buc flay, I fmell a man of middle earth. 

Fal. Heauen s defend me from that Wel fh Fairy, 

Lcaft he transformc me to a peece of Cheefc. 

Pift. Vilde worme, thou waft orc-look’d euen in thy 
birth. 

fftt. With Triall-fire touch me his finger end ; 

If he be chafte, the flame will backe defeend 
And turne him to no painc: but if he ftart. 

It is the flefh of a corrupted hart. 

Pift. Atriall, come. 

Ena. Gome: will this wood take fire? 

Fal. Oh, oh, oh. 

Qm. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in defire. 

About him (Fairies) fing a fcornfull rime, 

And as you trip, ftill pinch him to your time. 

The Song. 

Fie on finnefullfhantape ’ Fie on Luft, and Luxor ie : 

Loft u but a bloudj fire , kindled with vnchafle defire. 

Fed in heart whofe flames afptre, 

osfs thoughts do blow them higher and higher. 

Pinch him ( Fairies ) mutually : Pinch him for his villanie. 
Pinch him, and burne him, and turne him about , 

Tid Candles, (Sr Star-light, & (JMeone-jhme be out. 

Page. Nay do notflye, I thinke we haue watchtyou 
now.* Will none but Herne the Hunter feme your 
turne ? 

M. Page.l pray you come,hold vp the ieft no higher. 
Now (good Sir Iohn) how like you tVindforwiucs? . 

See you thefe husband / Do not thefe faire yoakes 
Become the Forreft better then the Towne ? 

Ford. Now Sir, whofe a Cuckold now? 

M r Broome, Falftajfes a Knaue.a Cuckoldly knauc, 

Heerc are his homes Mafter ’Broome ; 

And M after‘Broome, he hath enioyed nothing of Fords, 
buc his Buck-basket, his cudgell, and twenty pounds of 
money, which muft be paid to M r ‘Brodme, his horfes are 
arrefted for it, Mr Broome. 

M.Ford. Sh John, we haue had. ill lucke: weeeould 
neuer mecte: I will neuer cake you for my Loucj againe, 
but I will alwayes count you my Deere. 

Fal. I do begin to perceiue that I am made an Afle. 
Ford. 1, and an Oxe too: both the proofes are ex¬ 
tant. 

Fal. And thefe are not Fairies: 

I was three or foure times in the thought they wr?e not 
Fairies, and yet the guiltinefie of my minde, the forfaine 
lurprize of my powers, drouc the gtofieneffe of the fop¬ 
pery into a receiu’d beleefe, in defpight of the teeth of 
all rime and reafon, that they were Fairies*. See now 
how wit may be made a Iacke-a-Lcnt,whcn ’tis vpon ill 
imployment. 

Etsaut. Sir Iohn FalBaffe, fcrueGot, and lcaue your 
defires,and Fairies will not pinfe you. 

Ford. Well faid Fairy Hugh. 

Euaut, And leaueyou your iealeuzies too, I pray 
you. 

Ford. 

























































































6o 


The jMerrjf Wiues oj~ Windfor, 


Ford. 1 will neuermiftruft my wife againe, till thou 
art able to woo her in good Englifh. 

Fdl. Haue I laid my brainc in the Sun, and dr’fde it, 
that it wants matter to preuent fo groffic ore-reaching as 
this ? Am I ridden with a Welch Goatc toot * 1 Shal Ihauc 
a Coxcombc of Frize ? Tis time I were choak’d with a 
peece of toafted Chcefe. 

Eft. Secfe is not good to giuc putter; your belly is al 
putter. 

Secfe, and Putter ? HaucUiuMto ftandat the 
taunt of one that makes Fritters of EnglifH ? This ise- 
nough to be the decay of luft and late-walking through 
thcKealme. 

Mtft.Pdge. Why Sir Iohn , do you thinkc though wee 
would haue thruft vcrtucoutof our hearts by the head 
and fhoulders, and haue giuenour felues without feru-* 
pie to hell, that cuer the deuill could haue made you our 
delight? 

Ford What,a hodge-pudding ? A bag of flax ? 

Mifi.Vtge* Apuftman? 

P*go. Old, cold, withefd, and of intolerable cn- 
trailes ? 

Ford. And one that is as flanderous as Sathan ? 

Fagc. And as poore as lob ? 

ford. And as wicked as his wife? 

£nan. And giuen to Fornications, and to Tauernes, 
andSacke,and Wine, and Mecheglins,and to drinkings 
and fwearings, and (tarings ? Pribles and prablcs ? 

Fat. Well, I am your Theame: you haue the ftart of 
me, 1 amdeie&cd : I am not able to anfwer the Welch 
Flannell > Ignorance it fclfc is a plummet ore me, vfe me 
as you will. 

Ford. Marry Sir, wec’l bring you to Windfor to one 
M r Broome l that you haue cozon’d of money, to whom 
you fhould haue bin a Pander: ouer and abouc that you 
haue fuffer’d, I thinke, to repay that money will be a bi¬ 
ting affliction. 

Page. Yet be chccrefull Knight? thou (halt eat a pof- 
fet to night at my houfe, wher 1 will defire thcc co laugh 
at my wife, that now laughes at thee: Tell her M« Slen¬ 
der hath mafried her daughter. 

Trbft.Pdge. DoCtors doubtthat; 

If Avne Page be my daughter, fhe is (by this) DoCtour 
Cdius wife. 

Slen . Whoa hoe, hoe. Father SPage. 

Page. Sonne? How now ?How now Sonne, 

Haue you difpatch’d ? 

Slen. Difpatch’d? He make the beft in' Gloflerfhirc 
know on’t: would I were hang’d la,elfe. 

Page. Of what fonne ? 

SlcH. I came yonder 3t Eaton to marry Miftris Anne 
Page , and fhe’sp great lubberly boy. If it had not bene 
i’th Church, I would haue fwing’d him, orhcefhould 
haue Twing’d me. If I did not thinke it had beene Anne 
P4ge -would I might ncuer ttirre.and tis a Poft-mafters 
Boy.- 


py life then, wiutooke the wrwJT 
#cde you teM me that ? I think fotu. 
HGirle: Iflhad bene married to hi 
Romans apparrell) I would not ha* 


•UJf 


Page. Vpo 
Slen. Wl 
I tooke a 
(lor all he was in 
had him. ^ ^ 

Page. Why this is youf'owne folly. 

Did not I tell you how you fhould know mv dau.k 
By her garments ? 1 

Slen I went to her in greene, and cried Mum anJ 
lhe cride budget, as tAnne and I had appointed an^ Q 
it was not tAnne ,but a Poft-mafters boy. ytt 

Ale si. Page. Good George be not angry I k new , 
your purpofe: turn’d my daughter into white aiu- 
deede fhe is now with the Dodorat thcDcan’rie 
there married. * an « 

Cai Vet is Miftris Page : by gar I amcozoncd, H, 
married oon Garfoon,a boy; oon pefanc.bv ear A k 
it is not AnPage y by gar,I am cozened. 

^M.Page. Why? did you take her in white ? 

Windfor! bee8ar,and tiSa b ° y: bC gar * Ileraife »H 

lord. This is ftrange: Who hath got the right Anna 
Fagc. My heart mifgiues mc,hcie comes M r Fern.. 
How now ,M r Fenton ? 

Anne. Pardon good fatherhood my mother pardon 
Page. Now Miftris: ^ " 

How chanceyou went not with M* Slender ? 

M.Vage. Why went you not with M r Doftor, maid? 
ten. Y ou do amaze her: heare the truth of it 
You would haue married her mofl (hamefully, * 
Where there was no proportion held in loue; 

The truth is, lhe and 1 (long fincc contra&ed) 

Arc now fo fure that nor hing can diflolue vs; 

Th offence is holy, that lhe hath committed,* 

And this deceit loofes the name of craft. 

Of difobedicnce, or vnduteous title, 

Since therein lhe doth euitate and fhun 
A thoufand irreligious curfed hourcs 
Which forced marriage would haue brought vponher, 
Ford. Stand not amaz'd, here is no remcdic: 

In Loue, the hcauens themfelucs do guide the ftate 
Money buyes Lands,and wiues are fold by fate. * 

Fat. I am glad, though you haue tanc a fpecial Hand 
to ftrike at me, that your Arrow hath glanc’d. 

Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heauen giuethte 
ioy,wh3t cannot be elchew’d, muft be embrac'd. 

Fat. When night-dogges run, all forts of Deere are 
chac’d. 

MiJl.Page. Well, I will mufc no further: M r Fentn, 
Heauen giue you many, many merry dayes: 

Good husband, let v* euery one go home, 

And laugh this (pert ore by aCountricfire, 

Sirand all. ■ . t 

Ford. Let it be fo (Sir Mtts) 

To Matter Broome, you yet fhall hold your word, 

For he, to night, fhall lye with Miftris Forth Sxtm t 
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Hu? primm, Scena prim a. 





Enter Dak;, Efcaltu , Lords, 

Duke. 

Sc dies. 

Efc. My Lord. (fold, 

Duk^ OfGouernmentjthe properties to vn- 
Would fectne in me t’affeft fpccch & difeourfe. 
Suite I am put to know,that your owne Science 
Exceedes (in that) die lifts of alladuice 
My ftrength can giue you : Then no more remaine* 

But that, to your fuflficiency,as your worth is able. 

And let them worke •• The nature of our People, 

Our Cities Institutions, and the Termes 
For Common Iuftice,y’are as pregnant in 
As Art,a»d praflife.hath inrichc d any 
That we remember : T here is our CommifTion, 

From which,wc would not haue you warpe; call hither, 
I fay, bid come before vs Angelo : 

What figure of vs thinke you,be will beare. 

For you muft know, we haue with fpeciall foule 
Eleftedhim our abfence to fupply ; 

Lent him our tcrror,dreft him with our loue. 

And giuen his'Dcputation all the Organs 
Ofour owne powrc .• What thinke you ofit ? 

£fc. If any in V 'enna be of worth 
To vndergoe fuch ample grace,and honour. 

It is Lord Angelo. 

Enter Angelo. 

Dak. Looke where he comes. 

Ang. Alwaycs obedient to your Graces will, 

I come to know your plcaftire. 

Duke. Angelo: 

There is a kindc of Chara&er in thy life. 

That to th’obferuer, doth thy hiftory 
Fully vnfold: Thy felfe,and thy belongings 
Are not thine ottonc fo proper,as to wafte 
Thy fclfe vpon thy vertucs ;;thcyon thee .♦ 

Heauen doth with vs, as vve,with Torches doe, 

Not light themfor themfelues: For if our vertucs 
Did not goe forth of vs, ’t were all alike 
As ifwehadjthem not: Spirits arc not finely tonch'd, 

But to fine iftues: nor nature richer lends 
The fmalleft fcruplc of her excellence. 

But like a thrifty.goddefle,fhe determines 
Her felfe tbeglory of acreditour. 

Both thanks,and vfe j but I do betid my fpccch' 


To one that can my part in him aduertife; 

Hold therefore Angelo : 

In our remoue,bc thou at full,our felfe: 

Mortallitie and Merciein Vienna 

Liue in thy tongue,and heart: Old Efealsu 

Though firft in queliion,is thy fecondary. 

Take thy Commiffion. 

Ang. Now good my Lord 
Let there be fome more teft.made of my mettle. 

Before fo noble, and fo great a figure 
Be ftamp’tvpon it. 

Dm k; No more euafion: 

We haue with a leauen’d,and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you; therefore take your honors: 

Our hattc from hence is of fo quicke condition. 

That it prefers it felfe, and leaues vnqueftion’d 
Matters ofnecdfull value: We fhall write to you 
As time,and our concernings fhall importune. 

How ir goes with vs, and doe looke to know 
What doth befall you here. So fare you well; 

To th’hopefull exccutidudocllcaucyou, 

Of your Commiffions. 

Ang. Yet giue leauc (my Lord,) 

That wc may bring you fotr.ething on the way. 

Duk. My haftc may not admit it. 

Nor neede you (on mine honor) haue to doe 
With any fcruple: your fcope is as mine owne. 

So to inforce.or qualifie the Lawes 

As to your foule Teenies good: Giuc me your hand, 

Ilepriuily away: I loue the people. 

But doe not like to ftage me to their eyes: 

Though it doe well, I doe not rellifh well * 

Their lowd applaufe,and Aues vehement: 

Nor doe I thinke the man of fafe diferetion 
That do’s affeft it. Once more fare you well. 

Ang. T he hcauens giue fafety to your purpofes. 

Efc. Lead forth, and bring you backe in happi- 
"c(Te. exit. 

Dak. I thanke you, fare you well. 

Efc. I fhall defire you, Sir.to giue me leaue 
To haue free fpeech with you ; and it concernes me 
To lookeinto the bottofneof my place; 

A powrc I haue, but of what ftrcngtb and nature, 

I am not yet inftrudted. 

■Angf Tis fo with me: Let vs with-draw together,! 
Arid we may foone our farisfafiion haue 
Touching that point. 

Efc, lie wait vpon your honor. Exeunt. 

F Sc ce Hit 
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Meajure for Meajure . 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Lucio , and two other Gentlemen. 

Luc. It che Duke, with the other Dukes, come not to 
competition with the King of Hungary,\\ hy then all the 
Dukes fall vpon the King. 

i Gent. Heaucn grant vs its peace, but not the King 
of Hungaries. 

i.Gent. Amen. 

Luc. Thou conclud’d like the San&imonious Pirat, 
that went to fea with the ten Commandenftents, but 
ferap’d one out of the Table. 

‘ 2 .Gent. Thou (halt not Steale? 

Luc. I, that he raz’d. 

1. Cjertt. Why^’twasacommandement, to command 
the Captaine 3nd all the reft from their functions: they 
put forth to ftcale: There’s not a Souldier of vs all, that 
in the thankf-giuing before mcatc.dorallilh thepetition 
well, that praics for peace. 

2 . Cjent, I neuer heard any Souldier diflike it. 

Luc. I beleeue thee : for I thinke thou neuer was’t 
where Grace was faid. 

2 . Gent. No? a dozen times at leaft. 

t. Gent. What? In mcctcr ? 

Luc. In any proportion. or in any language. 

I .(jent\ I thinke, or in any Religion. 

Luc. I, why not ?Grace,is Grace, defpight of all con* 
trouerfie: as for example; Thou thy lclfe arc a wicked 
villaine, defpight of all Grace. 

1 .Gent. Well: there went but apaire offhecresbe- 
tweene vs. 

Luc. I grant.* as there may betweene the Lifts, and 
the Veluet. Thou art the Lift. 

1 .Gent. And thou the Veluet; thou art good vcluec; 
thou’rt a three pild-peece I warrant thee .* I had as liefc 
beaLyft ofanEnglifhKerfey, asbepild, as thou art 
p;Pd,for a French Vcluec. Do I fpeake feelingly now? 

Lu‘c. I thinke thou do’ft: and indeed with moft pain¬ 
full feeling of thy fpeecii: I will, out of thine owne con- 
feflton.learne to begin thy health; but,whilftl hue for¬ 
get to drinke after thee. 

1 .Gen. I think I haue done my felfe wrong,haue I not? 

1. Gent. Yes,that thou haftjwhether thou art tainted, 

or free. Enter Bawde. 

L#c.Behold,behold,where MadzaiMitigation comes. 
I haue purchafd as many difeafes vnder her Roofe, 

As come to 

2. Gent. To what.Ipray? 

Luc. Iudge. 

2. Gent. To three thoufand Dollours a ycare. 
i.Gent. I,and more. 

Luc. AFrenchcrovvnemore. 

1 .Gent. Thou art alwayes figuring difeafes in me;but 
thou art full of error, 1 am found. 

Luc. Nay, not (as one would fay ) healthy: but fo 
found, as things that are hollow; thy bones are hollow j 
Impiety has made afeaft of thee. 

1. Gent. How now, which of your hips hasthemoft 
profound Ciatica ? 

Bawd. Well,well: there’s oneyonder arrefled, and 
carried to prifon,was worth fiue thoufand of you all. 

2 . Gent. Who’s that I pray’thee? 

Bawd. Marry Sir,that’s Signior paudio, 


l .Gent. Claudio to prifon ? ’tls not fo. 

'Bawd. Nay,butlknow’tisfo : Ifaw him arrefted 
law him carried away: and which is more, within thef 
three daies his head to be chop’d off. 

Luc, But, after all this foohngjl would not haue it fo- 

Art thou fure of this ? 

'Bawd. I am too fure of it: and it is for getting Madam 
lulietta with childe. 

Luc. Beleeue me this may be: he promis’d to raeete 
me two howres fince, and he was cuer precifc in promife 
keeping. 

2 .Gent. Befides you know, it drawes fomthingneere 
to the fpeech we had to fuch a purpofe. 

1 . ^ent. But moft of all agreeing with theprodamatio. 

Luc. Away: let’s goelearne the truth of it. £* <( 

"Bawd. Thus, what with the war; what with the fweat* 
what with the gallowes, and what with pouerty, J an j 
Curtom-ftmmkc. How now ? what’s the newes with 
y°u. Enter CLwne. 

CL. Yonder man is carried to prifon. 

Baw. Well: what has he done? 

Clo. A Woman. 

Baw. Cut what’s his offence t 

Clo. Groping for Trowts,in a peculiar Riuer. 

Baw. What ? is there a maid with child by him l 

CL. No : but there’s a woman with maid by him ,* 
you haue not heard of the proclamation, haue you ? 

Baw. Whac proclamation, man l 

Cow. Allhowfesjn the Suburbs of Vienna muftbee 
pluck’d downe. 

Bawd. And what (hall become ofthofc in theCitie? 

Clow. They fhall (land for feed .* they had gon down 
to, but that a wife Burger put in for them. 

Bawd. But (hall all our houfes of refort in the Sub. 
urbs be puld downe ? 

Clow. To the ground, Miftris. 

Bawd, Why hcere’s a change indeed in the Common* 
wealth: what (hall become of me ? 

Clow. Come: fcare not you: good Counfellors lacke 
no Clients: though you change your place, youneede 
not change your Trade: lie bee your Tapfter (till; cou¬ 
rage, there will bee pitty taken on you ; .you that haue 
worne your eyes almoft out in the icruice, you will bee 
confidered. 

Bawd. What’s to doe hecre, Thomas Tapfter ? let’s 
withdraw? 

Clo. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the Prouoft 
to prifon .* and there’s Madam luliet. Exeunt, 

Scena Tertia. 

Enter Prouofi , Claudto Jultct,Officers,Luciei.Gent. 
Cla. Fellow,why do’ft thou (how me thus to th’wotfd 
Beare me to prifon,where I am committed. 

Pro. I do it not in euill difpofition , 

But from Lord dAngelo by fpeciall charge. 

Clau. Thus can the dcmy-god(Authority) 

Make vs pay downe, for our offence, by waight 
The words ofheauen; on whom it will, irwill. 

On whom it will not (foe) yet ftill ’tis iuft. (ftraint 

Luc, Why how now Claudio i whence comes thisre 

Cla. From too much liberty, (my Lucie) Liberty 
As furfet is the father of much faft. 

So euery Scope by the immoderate vfe 
Turnes to reftrainc: Our Natures doepurfus 


Lik< 


; r i 


i 



- Like Rats that rauy n downe their proper Bane, 

\> A thirfty euill, and when we drinke, we die. 

Luc. Vi I could fpeake fo wifely vnder an arreft, I 
would fend foi* ‘ctrtaine of rtijl Creditors .• and yet,to fay 
the truth, I had as lief liaue the foppery of frecdomc, as 
the mortality of iiriprifeumcht t. what’s thy offence . 
Claudio ? 

£U. What (but to fpeake of) would offend agnine* 
Luc. VVhatjts’c murdet ? 

CU. No. 

Luc. Lechciie? 

CU. Call if fo; 

Pro. Away,’Sir,you muft goe, 

(’la. One word, good friend r 
Lucio ^ word with you. 

Luc. A hundred : 

If they’ll docyou any good: Is Lechery (otoo\i*i after? 

CU. 1 hus (lands it with me: vpon a true contract 
I got pofleflton of luliet as bed, 

You know the Lady, fhe is faff my wife, 

Saue that we doc the denunciation lackc 
Of outward Order. This we came not to, 

Onely for propogacion of a Dowrc 
Remaining in the Coffer of her friends, 

From whom we thought it meet to hide our Lone 
Till Time had made them for vs. But it chances 
The ffealth of our moft mutuall entertainment 
With Charadter too groffe, is writ on luliet. 

Luc. With childe, perhaps ? 

Cld . Vnbappely, euen fo. 

And the new Deputie, now for the Duke, 

Whether it be the fault and glimpfe of nc wncs, 

Or whether that the body publique, be 
A horfc whereon the Gouernor doth ride. 

Who newly in the Seate, that it may know 
He can command; lets it ftrait fecle che fpur: 

Whether the Tii fanny be in his place, 

Or in his Eminence that fills it vp 

I flagger in : But this new Gouernor 

Awakes me all the inrolled penalties 

Which haue (like vn-fcow/d Armor) hung by tlfwall 

So long, that ninceene Zodiacks haue gone round, 


'fare for Meajure < 



Luc. Within two hourcs. 
pa. Come Officcr,away. 
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Exeunt, 


And none ofthem bccnc worne; and tor a name 
Now puts the drowfie and neglected Ad 
Frclhi’yonmec’tis furely for a name. 

Luc. I warrant it is: And thy head (lands fo tickle on 
thy (boulders, that a milkc-maid,if (lie be in loue, may 
figh it off: Send after the Duke,and appeale to him. 

Cla. I haue done fo, but hee’s not to be found. 

I pre thee ( Lucio ) doc me this kindcferuice .- 
This day, my fifter fhould the Cloyfter enter, 

And there recciue her approbation. 

Acquaint her with the danger of my ftate. 

Implore her, in my voice, that (he make friends 
To the ftrid depusie: bid her felfe affay Mm, 

I haue great hope in that: for in her youth 
There is a prone and fpcechlefle dialed, 

a * moue 17,0,1 • he(ide,(lie hath profperous Art 
When (he will P l ay with reafon, and difeourfe. 

And well (he can perfwade. 

c JP ra yP ,ecma y? afwellfor the encouragement 
0 t e 1 e, which elfe would ftand vnder greeuous im* 
polmon.- as for the enjoying of thy life, who } would be 

tacke• iTetoher ^ US * at *S amcoi: fteke- 

CU : 1 chank « you good friend Lucie 


Enter Duke and Frier Thomas. 

Duk; No: holy Father,throw away that thought 

Beleeue not that the dribling dart of Loue & * 

Can pierce a compleat bofomc : why,I defire thee 
To gitie mefecret harbour, hath a purpofe 
M orc graue,and wrinkled,thcn the aimes, and ends 
Of burning youth. 

Fri. May your Grace fpeake ofit? 

Duk. My holy Sir, none better knowes then you 
How I haue cuerlou’d the life remoued 
And held in idle price,tohaunt affemblies 
Where youth, and coft,witIeffc braucry keepcs, 

I haue deliuerd to Lord Angelo 
(A man offtridureand firme abftincnce) 

My abfolucc power,and place here in Vienna, 

And he fuppofes me trauaild to Boland, 

(For fo I haueftrewd it in the common care'i 
And fo it is rcceiu’d .* Now (pious Sir) 

You will demand ofme,why I do this. 

Fri. Gladly,my Lord. 

Duk. We haue ftrid Statutes,and moft bitino Laws 
(The needfull bits and curbes to hcadftrong wcedes ) ’ 

Which for this foureteeneyeares,wehaucTet (lip, 

Eucn like an orc-growne Lyon in a Caue 
That goes not out to prey: Now,as fond Fathers, 
Haumg bound vp the threatning twigs ofbirch 
Onely to fticke it in their childrens fight. 

For terror,not to vie: in time the rod 
More mock’d,then feat’d: fo our Decrees, 

Dead to inflidion, to thehifclues arc dead. 

And libcrtie,plucks Iuftice by the r.ofc; 

T he Baby beates theNurfe,and quite athwait 
Goes all decorum. 

Fri. Itrcfted inyourGrace 
To vnloofe this tyde-vp Iuftice,whcn you pleaftd • 

And it in you more drcadfull would haue feem’d ’ 

Then in Lord Angelo. 

Duk. I doe fcare: too drcadfull: 

Sith ’ewas my fault,to giue the people fcope 
’T would be my tirrany to (hike and gall them. 

For what I bid them doe: For,we bid this be done 
When euill deedes haue their permiftluc paffe, 

And not the punifliment: therefore jndeede (my father! 

I haue on Angelo impos’d the office, ' 

Who may in th’ambulh of my name,ftrikc home 
And yet,my nature neuer in the fight 
To do in (lander: And to behold his fway 
I will, as’t were a brother of your Order, 

Vific both Prince,and People :Therefoi’eIpre’thee 

Supply me with the habit,and inftru<ft me 

How I may formally in perfon beare 

Like a true Frier : Moc rcafons for this a&ion 

At our more leyfure,(hall I render you; 

Onely,this one: Lord -/^«£f/<Msprccife, 

Stands at a guard with Enme: fcarce confcffes 
That his blood flowes: or that his appetite 
Is more to bread then done: hence fhall we fee 
L power change purpofe: what our Seemers be. Exit. 

F s Sccena 
























































































Mea/ure /w Meajwre. 


Scena Quinta . 


Enter Ifbtfl and Francifca a Nun. 

I ft. And haue you Nuns no farther priuiledges ? 
Nun. Are not chefc large enough ? 

If. Yes truely ; I fpeake not as defiring more, 

But rather wifhing a more ftri61 reftraint: 

Vpon the Sifterftood,the Votarifts of Saint Clare • 

Lucia within. 

Luc. Hoa ? peace be in this place. 

If: Who’s that which cals? 

Nun. It is a mans voice : gentle If belli 
Turncyouthekey,and know hisbufineffeofhim; 

You may; I may net: you are yet vnlworne: 

When you haue vowd, you muft not fpeake with men, 
Butin the prefence of the Frioreffie ; 

Then if you fpoake,you mu(i not (how your face; - 
Or if you fhow your face, you muft not fpeake: 

He cals againc: I pray you anfwere him. 

If* Peace and profperitic: who is’t that ca U? 

Luc. Haile Virgin, (if you be) as thofc cheeke-Rofes 
Proclaimeyou are no leffe; can you fo ftced me. 

As bring me to the fight of/j r ad>slla y 
A Nouice of this place, and the faire Sifter 
To her vnhappic brother Claudio ? 

If. Why her vnhappy Brothers Lecmeaske, 

The rather for I now muft make you know 
I am that IfbeIU 3 and his Sifter. 

Luc. Gentle & faire.* your Brother kindjy greets you; 
Not to be weary with you 5 he’s in prifon. 

If. Woe me; for what i 

Luc. For that, which if my fclfe might be his Iudgc, 
He fhould receiuc his piin:fhmenc,in thankes .* 

He hath got his friend with childe. 

If. Sir,make roe not your ftorie- 
Luc.'T is true;I would not,though Yu my familiar fin. 
With Maids to feeme the Lapwing,and to ie-ft-; h 
Tongue,far from heart: play with all Virgins fo : 

I hold you as a thing cn-skied, and fainted. 

By your renouncement, an imortall lpirit 
And to be talk’d with in lincerity. 

As with a Saint. 

If. You doe blafpheme the good, in mocking me, 
Luc ♦ Doe hot belceue it: fewnes,and truth; tisthus, 
Your brother,and his louer haue embrace ; 

As tholYthat feed,grow full.-as blcffoming Time 
That from the feednes,the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foy fon .• e^en fo her plenteous wombe 
Exptcffeth his full Tilth,and husbandry* 

If. Some one with childe by him? my cofeu Iultet} 
Luc. Is (lie your cofen? 

If. Adoptedly ,as fchoolc-maids change their names 
By vaine,though apt affection. 

Luc. She it is. . 

If. Oh, let him marry her. 

Luc . This is the point. 

The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hence; 

Bore many gentlemen (my lelfc being one) 

In hand % and hope of action: but we doe learne. 

By thofe that know the very Nerues of State, 

His giuing-out, were of an infinite diftancc 
From his true meant defi gne: vpon his place. 


( And with full line of fiis authority ) 

Goucrncs Lord Angelo ; A man,whofe blood 
Is very (how-broth; one,yvho neuer feelcs 
The wanton ftings,and motions of the fence; 

But doth rebate, and blunt his naturall edge 
With profits of the minde: Studie,and faft 
He (to giue feare to vfc,and libertie. 

Which hauc,for long,run.by the hideous law. 

As Myce,by Lyons) hath pickt out an a Sk 3 
Vndcr whole heauy fence, your brothers life 
Fals into forfeit; he arrefts him on it. 

And followes elofethe rigor of the Statute 
To make him an example; all hope is gone, 

Vnleffe you haue the grace,by your faire praicr 
To foften Angelo : And that’s mjr pith of bufineffe 
Twixt you,and your poore brother- 
If. Dothdiefo, 

Seeke his life? 

Luc. Has cenfur’d him already. 

And as I ficare,theProuoft hatha warrant 
Por’s execution. 

If. Alas: what poore 
Abilities in me,to doc him good. 

Luc. Affay the powre you haue. 

If. My power ? alas, 1 doubt. 

Luc. Our doubts are traitors 
And makes vs loofc the good we oft might win. 

By fearing to attempt: Goc to Lord Angelo 
And let him learne to know, when Maidens fue 
Men giue like gods: but when they vveepe and knede, 
AM their petitions, arc as freely theirs 
As they themfelues would owe them- 
If. lie fee what 1 can doe* 

Luc. Butfpeedily. 

If. I wilUbout ieftrait; 

No longer flaying,but to giue the Mother 
Notice of my affaire: I humbly thanke you : 
Commend me to my brother: foone at night 
lie fend him certaine word of my iuc^iTe f 
Luc. 1 take my leaue of you. 

If. Good fir,adieu. . Exeunt, 

■*? 

—----- 

AHus Secundus. Sccena Prim a. 


Enter Angelo, Efc aim, andferuantf,Iufiice. 
Ang, We mull not make a fcar-crow oi the Law, 
Setting it vp to feare the Birds of prey. 

And let it keepe one fhape,till cutrome make it 
Their pearch, and not their terror. 

£fc. I, but yet 

Let vs be keene,and rather cut a little 

Then fall,and feruife to death: alas,this gentleman 

Whom I would faue,had a moft noble father, 

Let but your honour know 

(Whom I belceue to be moft ftrait in vertue) 

That in the working of your owne affe£ions, 

Had time coheard with Place, or place with wiftjing, 
Or that the refolute ailing of our blood 
Could haue attaind th’effeil of your ownepurpofe, 
Whether you had not fotnetime in your life 
Er’d in this point, which now you cenfure him. 

And puld the Law vpon you. 

Ang . ’Tis one thing to be tempted ( Sfialm ) 
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Another thine to fall: I not deny 

f The lury palling on the Pnloncrs life 

May in &c fworne-twclut haue a thiefe,or two 
Guiltier then him they try; what's open made to luft.ee, 
Thatlufticeccizes; What knowes the Lawcs 
That theeues do pafle on theeues? Ti s very pregnant. 
The Icwell that weftnde,we ftoope,and take t, 

Becaufc we fee it; but what we doe not ice, 

We tread vpon,and neuer thinke of it. 

Youmay not fo extenuatehis offence. 

Fori haue had fuch faults; but rather tell me 

When I, that cenfure him,do fo offend. 

Let mine owne Judgement patterne out my death; 

And nothing come in parnall. Sir,he muft dye. 

Enter Prouofl. 

Efc. Bcitasyourwiledomewill. 

Ang. Whereisthe Vromfii 
Pro. Here if it like your honour. 

Ang. See that Claudio 
Beexecutcd by nine to morrow morning. 

Bring him his Confcfibr,!cc him be prepar'd, 

For that’s the vtmoft of his pilgrimige. 

Efc. Well; hcauenforgiuehim; and forgiuc vs all .* 
Some rife by finne,and fome by vertue fall : 

Some run from brakes of j[cc,an d anfwere none. 

And lome condemned fora fault alone. 

Enter Elbow, Froth , Clowne , Officers . 

Elb. Come,bring them away * if rhefe be good peo¬ 
ple in a Common-weale, that doe nothing but vfc their 
abufes in common houfes, I know no law; bring them 
away. 

Ang. How now Sir, what’s your name? And what’s 
the matter ? 

Elb. Ifitpleafe your honour, I am the poore Dukes 
Conftable, and my name is Elbow ; I doe leane vpon Iu- 
ftice Sir, and doe bring in here before your good honor, 
two notorious Bcnefa£tors. 

Ang. Bencfa6lors?Wcll:WhacBenefa£l:ors are they? 
Are they not Malefactors ? 

Elb. lfit pleafe your honour, I know not well what 
they arc: But prccife villaines they are, that I am fureof. 
and voidofallprop’nanation in the world, that good 
Chriftians ought to haue. 

Efc. This comes off well: here’s a wife Officer. 

Ang. Goeto: What quality are they of* Elbow is 
your name? 

Why do’ft thou not fpeake Elbow ? 

Clo. He cannot Sir: he’s out at Elbow. 

Ang ♦ What are you Sir? 

Elb. He Sir : aTapfter Sit : parcell Baud r one that 
feruesabad woman: wholelfoufeSir was (as they lay) 
plucktdowne in the Suborbs: andnowlTiecprofeffcs a 
hot-houfe; which,I thinke is a very ill houfc coo. 

Efc. How know you that? 

Elb. My wife Sir ? whom I deteft before heauen^ and 
your honour. 

Efc . How? thy wife? 

Elb. I Sir: whom I chankeheauen is ah honeft wo¬ 
man. 

Efc. Do’ft thou deteft her therefore ? 

Elb. 1 fay fir, 1 will deteft my fclfe alfo,a$ well as ftie, 
that this houfe,if it be not a Bauds houfe,ic is pi tty of her 
life, for it is a naughty houfe. 

Efc. How do’ft thod know that, Conftable? 

Elb. Marry fir, by my wife, who,iffhe had bin a wo¬ 
man Cardinally giuen, might haue bin accus’d in forni- 


cation,adultery,and all vncleanlineffe there. 

Ef. By the womans meanes ? 

Elb. I lir,by Miftris Ouer-dons meanes: but as ftie fpit 
in his face, fo fhedefide him. 

(lo. Sir, if it pleafe your honor,this is not fo. 

Elb. Proue it before thefe varlets here^thou honora¬ 
ble man, proue it. 

Efc. Doeyouhearehowhemifplaces? 

Clo . Sir, (he came in great with childe : and longing 
( fauing your honors rcuerence) for ftewd prewyns; fir, 
we had but two in the houfe, which at that verydiftant 
time ftood, as it were in a fruit difh(a difh offomc three 
pence ;your honours haue feenc fuch difhes)they are not 
China-difhes, but very good difhes. 

Efc. Go too : go too: no matter for the difh fir. 

Clo. Noindccdcfirnotofa pin; you are therein in 
the right: but,to the point: As I fay, this Miftris Elbow , 
being (as I fay) with childe, and being great bellied,and 
longing (as I laid) for prewyns: and hauing but two in 
the difh (as I faid) Mailer Froth here,this very man, ha- 
.inng eaten the reft(as I faid)&(as I fay) paying for them 
very honcftly: tor,as you knowMatter Froth could not 
giue you three pence againe. 

Fro . Noindcedc. 

Clo. Very well: you being then (if you be remem- 
bred) cracking the ftones ol the fordaid prewyns. 

Fro. I,fo 1 did indeede. 

Clo . Why,very well: I telling you then (if you be 
remembred) that fuch a one, and fuch a one, Were pdtt 
cure of the thing you wot of,vnleffe they kept very good 
diet, as I told you. 

Fro. All this is true. 

Clo. Why very well them 

Efc. Come: you arc a tedious foole .* to the ptirpofe : 
what was done to Elbowes wife, that hee hath caufeto 
complaint of ? Come me to what was done to her. 

(flo. Sir,your honor cannot come to that yet. 

Efc. No fir,nor 1 meane it not. 

Clo. Sir, but you fhallcometo it, by your honours 
leaue : And I befeech you, looke into Matter Froth here 
fir, a man offoure-lcore pound a yeare ; whole father 
died at Hallowmas: Was’c not at HaRowmas Mafler 
Froth ? 

Fro. Allhallond-Eue. 

Clo. Why very Well: I hope here be truthes: he Sir, 
fitting (as I fay) in a lower chaire,Sir,*twas in the bunch 
ofGrapes, where indeede you haue a delight to fic,haue 
you not? 

Fro* I haue fo, becaufc it is an open roome,and good 
for winter. 

Clo. Why very well then 11 hope here be truthes. 

Ang. This will laft out anight in %ufs:a 
When nights are longeft there: lie take my leaue. 

And leaue you to the hearing of the caufe; 

Hoping youle finde good caufe to whip them all. Exit . 

Efc. I thinke no leffe: good morrow to your Lord- 
fhip. Now Sir, come on: What was done to Elbowes 
wife, oncemoref 

Clo. Once Sir? there was nothing done to her once. 

Elb. I bcfeech you Sir,aske him what this naan did to 
my wife. 

flo. I befeech your honor,aske me. 

Efc. Well fir, what did this Gentleman to her? 

Clo. I befeech you fir,looke in this Gentlemans face: 
good Matter Froth looke vpon his honor; ’tisfor a good 
purpofe: doth your honor marke his face ? 

F 3 tfc.l 
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Efc. I fir, very well. 

O 0 ' Nay, I befeech you markc it well. 

Efc. Well, I doe fo. 

Cle. Doth your honor fee any harme in hi* face? 

Efc . Why no. 

Cla. lie be fuppofd vpon a booke,his face is the worft 
thing about him; good then: if his face be the worft 
thing about him, how could Mafter Froth doe the Con- 
ftables wife any harme? I would know that of your 
honour, 

Efc. He’s in the right (Conftable) what fay you to it? 

Elb. Firft,audit like you, the houfc is a relpe&cd 
houle; next,this is a refpefted fellow; and his Miftris is 
arefpe&ed woman. 

Cfo- By this hand Sir,his wife is a more refpc&ed per- 
fon then any of vs all. 

Sib. Varlet,thou lyeft; thou lyeft wicked varlct: the 
time is yet to come that fhec was euer refpedfed with 
man,woman,or childe. 

Cla. Sir,(he was rcfpe&cd with him, before he mar¬ 
ried with her. 

Efc. Which is the wifer here; Iufiice or Iniquttte ? Is 
this true 

Elb. O thou caytiffe.* O thou varlet : O thou wick¬ 
ed Hanniball; I relpetftcd with her,before I was married 
to her? If euer I was refpedled with her, or Hie with me, 
let not your worfiiip thinkc meethe poore Dukes Offi¬ 
cer : proue thts, thou wicked Hanniball , or ile haue 
mine a&ion ofbattry on thee. 

Efc. If he tooke you a box ’oth’eare, you might haue 
your a&ionof flander too. 

Elb. Marry I thanke your good worfitip for it: what 
is’c your Worfhips plealure I fttall doe with this wick¬ 
ed Caitiffe > 

Efc. Truly Officer, becaufe he hath fome offences in 
him, that thou wouldft difeouer, if thou couldft, let him 
continue in his courfes, till thou knowft what they are. 

Elb. Marry I thanke your worfitip for it c Thou feeft 
thou wicked varlet now, wlt3t*s come vpon thee. Thou 
art to continue now thou Varlet,thou art to continue. 

Efc, Where were you borne, friend? 

Froth. Here in Vienna, Sir. 

Efc. Are you of fourefcore pounds a yeere ? 

Froth. Yes, aud’t pieafeyou fir. 

Efc. So: what trade are you of, fir? 

* Clo. A Tapfter.apoore widdowes Tapftcr, 

Efc. Your Miftris name? 

Clo. Miftris Oner-dor.. 

Efc. Hath fite had any more then one husband ? 

Clo. Nine, fir : Otter- don by the Iaft. 

Efc. Nine ? come bether to me.Mafter Froth ; Mafter 
Frothy I would not haue you acquainted with Tapfters; 
they will draw you Mafter Froth, and you wil hang them: 
get you gon, and let me heare no more ofyou. 

Fro. I thanke your worfitip: for mine owne part, I 
neuer come into any roomein a Tap-houfe, but lam 
drawne in. 

Efc. Well : no more cf itMaficr Froth', farewell: 
Come you hether to me, M r . Tapftcr: what’s your name 
M r . Tapfler? 

Clo. Pompey. 

Efc. Whatelfc? 

Clo. Hum, Sir. 

Efc. Troth,and your bunt is the greateft thing about 
you, fo chat in the bcafllieft fence, you are Pempty the 


great; Pompey , you are partly a bawd, Pompty j howfo 
euer you colour it in being a Tapfter.are you not? coa e ' 
tell me true, it (hall be the better for you. 

Clo, Truly fir, I am a poore fellow that would liue 
Efc. How would you liue Pompey? by being a bawj), 
what doe you thinke of the trade Pompey ? is it a lawful*! 
trade ? 

Clo. If the Law would allow it, fir, 

Efc. But the Low will not allow it Pompty • nor it 
fhall not be allowed in Vienna. 

Clo. Do's your Worfliipmeane to geld and fplay all 
the youth of the City£ 

Efc. No, Pompey. 

Clo. Truely Sir, in my poore opinion they will too’t 
then : if your worlhip will take order for the drabs and 
the knaues, you need not to fearc the bawds. 

Efc. There is pretty orders beginning I can tellyou: 
It is but heading, and hanging. 

Clo, If you head, and hang all that offend that way 
but for ten yeare together; you’ll be glad to giueouta 
Commtflion for more heads : if this law hold iaFienm 
ten yeare, ile rent the fairell houfe in it after three pence 
a Bay: if you liue to fee this come to paffe, fay Pomtei 
told you fo. 

Efc. Thanke you good Pompey ; and in requitall of 
your prophefie, harke you : I aduife you let me not finde 
you before meag3ine vpon any complaint whatfocuer 
no, not for dwelling where you doc : if I doe Pompey'\ 
fhall beat you to your Tent, and proue a fhrewd Cafr 
to you: in plainc dealing Pompey ,1 fhall haue you whipt; 
fofor this time, Pompey Site you well. 

Clo. I thanke your Worth ip for your good counfell; 
but I fhall follow it as the flefh and fortune fhall better 
determine.Whip me ? no,no, let Carman whip his lade 
The valiant heart’s not whipt out of his trade. Exit, 
Efc. Come hether to me, Mafter Elbow: come hither 
Mafter Conftable : how long haue you bin in this place 
of Conftable ? 

Elb. Seuenyeere,anda halfefir. 

Efc. I thoughtby the readineffe in the office,you had 
continued in it fome time: you fay feauen ycarcstoge. 
ther. 

Elb. And a halfe fir. 

Efc. Alas, it hath beene great paines to you: theydo 
you wrong to put you fo oft vpon’r. Are there not men 
inyour Ward fufficient to ferue it? 

Elb, ’Faith fir,few ofany witin fuch matters: as they 
are chofen, they are glad to choofe me for them; I do it 
for fome peece of money,and goe through with all. 

Efc. Looke you bring mcc in the names of fome fixe 
or feuen, the moft fufficient of your parifh. 

Elb, To your Worfhips houfe fit? 

Efc. To my houfe: fare you well: what’s adocke, 
thinke you s’ 

lull. Eleuen,Sir. 

Efc. I pray you home to dinner with me. 

Jufi, I humbly thanke you. 

Efc. It grieues me for the death of Claudio 
But there’s no remedie: 

lufi. Lord Angela is feuere. 

Efc. Itisbutneedfull. 

Mercy is not it felfc, that oft Isffkes fo. 

Pardon is ftill the nurfe of fecond woe: 

But yet, poore Claudio j there it no remedie. 

Come Sir. Exeunt, 

Seen* 
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Enter Prouofl, Seruant. 

Ser. Hec’s hearing of a Caufc; he will come ftraight, 

I’le tell him ofyou. 

p ro% 'Pray you doe ; Ile know 
Hispleafurc,may be he will relent; alas 
He hath but as offended in a dreame, 

All Softs, all Ages fmaek of tins vice, and he 
To die for’t ? 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang. Now, what’s the matter Prouofi ? 
pro. Is it your will Claudio, fhall die to morrow ? 

Ang. Did not I tell thee yea i hadft thou not order ? 
Why do’ft thou aske againe ? 

Pro. Left i might be toorafh: 

Voder your goodcorreiftion, 1 haue feene 
When after execution, Iudgtmcnt hath 
Repented ore his doomc. 

Ang. Goe to; let that be mine. 

Doe you your office, or giue vp your Place, 

And you fhall well be fpar’d. 

Pro. I craue your pardon : 

What fhall be done SirJWith the groaning Iuliet > 

Shee's very neere her howre. 

Ang. Difpofeofher 

To fome more fitter place; and that with fpeed. 

Ser. Here is the lifter of the man condemn d, 

Defircs acceffe to you. 

Ang. Hath he a Sifter i 
Pro. I my good Lord,a very vertuous maid. 

And to be fhortlie of a Sifter-hood, 

Ifnotalreadie. 

Ang. Well: let her be admitted, 

Secyou the Fornicatreffe be remou’d. 

Let her haue needfull, but not lauifh meaner, 

There fhall be order for’t. 

Enter Lucio and Ifsbella, 

fro. ’Saue your Honour. (will i 

Ang. Stay a little while: y’are welcome: what’s your 
Jfab. I am a wofull Sucorto your Honour, 

’Pleafc but your Honor heare me. 

Ang. Well: what’s your fuite. 

Jfab. There is a vice that moft I doe abhorre. 

And moft defire fhould meet the blow ofj uftice; 

: or which I would not plead,but that I muft, 

: or which I muft not plead,but that I am 
At warre, twixt will, and will not. 

Ang. Well: the matter? 

Jfab. I haue a brother is condemn'd to die, 
doe befecch you let it be his fault, 

And not my brother. 

Pro. Heauen giue thee mouing graces. 
.^wg.Condemne thefault, and not the a<ftor of it. 
Why euery fault’s condcmnd ere it be done: 

Mine were the verie Cipher of a Function 
To fine the faults, whofe fine ftands in record. 

And let goe by the Aiftor.* 

I fab. Oh iuft,but feuere Law: 
had a brother then; heauen keepe your honour. 

Euc. Giue ’c not ore fo i to him againe, entreat him, 
Cnedcdowne before him, hang vpon his gowne. 

You arc too cold: ifyouftiooidneedapin. 


You could not with more tame a tongue defire it: 

To him,I fay. 

Jfab. Muft he needs die? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedie. 

I fab. Yes: 1 doe thinke chat you might pardon him. 
And neither heaucn,nor man grieue at the mercy. 

Ang. I Will not doe’t. 

I fab. But can you if you would? 

Ang. Looke what I will not, that I cannot doe. 

Iftb. But might you doe t & do the world do wrong 
If fo your heart were touch’d with that remorfe, 

As mine is to him? 

Ang. Hee’s fcntcnc’d, tis too late. 

Luc. You are too cold. 

Jfab. T 00 late ? why no: I that doe fpeak a word 
May call it againe: well, bclceue this 
No ceremony chat to great ones longs, 

Not the Kings Crownc; nor the deputed fword. 

The Marfhails Truncheon, nor the Iudges Robe 
Become them with one halfe fo good a grace 
Asmercie does: It he had bin as you, and you as he. 
You would haue flipt like him,buchclikcyou 
Would not haue beene fo fterne. 

Ang. Pray you be gone. 

Iftb. I would to heauen I had yourpotencie. 

And you were JfabcB; fhould it then be thus ? 

N<v I would tell vshat’cwere to be a Iudge, 

Ana what a prifoner. 

Luc. I, touch him: there’s the vaine. 

Ang. Y our Brother is a forfeit of the Law, 

And you but waftcyour words. 

Jfab. Alas, alas: 

Why all the foules that were, were forfeit once. 

And he that might the vantage beft haue tooke. 

Found out the remedie; how would you be. 

If he, which is the top of Iudgcment,fiiould 
But iudge you, as you arc ! Oh, thinkc on that, 

And mercic then will breathe within your lips 
Like man new made. 

Ang. Be you content, (faire Maid) 

It is the L3W,notI,con(lemncyour brother. 

Were he my kinfman, brother, or my fonne. 

It fhould be thus with him: he muft die to morrow. 

Jfab. To morrow ?oh,that’s fodaine. 

Spare him, fpare him : 

Hee’s not prepar’d for death; euen for our kitchins 
We kill the fowle of fcafon: fhall we ferue heauen 
With leffe refpedl then we doe minifter 
To our groffe-felues?good,good my Lord,bethink you; 
Who is it that hath di’d for this offence ? 

There’s many haue committed it. 

Luc. I, well laid. 

Ang. The Law hath not bin dead,thogh it bath flopt 
Thofe many had not dar’d to doe that etull 
If the firft, that did th’ Ediift infringe 
Had anfwer’d for his deed . Now ’tis awake. 

Takes note of what is done, and like a Prophet 
Lookes in a glaffe that fhewes what future euils 
Either now, or by remiffeneffe, new concciuM, 

And fo in progreffe to be hatc'hd,and borne, 

Arc now to haue nofuccelliue degrees, 

But here they liue to end. 

Jfab. Yet ffiew fome pittie. 

Ang. I fhew it moft of all, when I (how luftice j ‘ 

For then I pitde thofe I doe not know, 

Which a difmis’d offence, would after gaulc 
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And doe him right, that anfwering one foule wrong 
Liucs not to aft another. Be fatisficd; 

Your Brother dies to morrow; be content. 

I fab. So you muft be f firft that giues this fentence, 
And hce, that fuffers: Oh, it is excellent 
To haue a Giants ftrength: but it is tyrannous 
To vfc it like a Giant. 

Luc. That’s well faid. 

I fab. Could great men thunder 
As loue himfelfe do’s, letk would ncucr be quiet , 

For cuery pelting pettv Officer 
Would vfc his hcauen for thunder; 

Nothing bat thunder: Mercifull heauen, 

Thou rather with thy fharpeand fulpherousbolc 
Splits the vn-wedgabk and gnarled Oke, 

Then the foft Mertill: But man, proud man, 

Dreft in a little briefc authoritie. 

Mod ignorant of what he's moft aflur’d, 

(His glafsie Effcnce) like an angry Ape 

Plaies fuch phantaftique tricks before high heauen, 

As makes the Angels weepe: who with our fpleenes, 
Would all themfeli>es laugh morcall. 

Luc. Oh,to him,to him wench: he will relent, 

Hee’s comming : I perceiue’c. 

Pro. Pray heauen fhe win him, 

I fab. We cannot weigh our brother with our felfc, 
Great men may reft with Saints :tis wit in them, ^ 
But in the leffe fowlc prophanation. • 

Luc. Thou’it i’th right (Girle) more o'that. 

I fab. That in the Captaine ’s but-a choltericke word, 
Which in the Souldier is flat blafphemie. - 

Luc . Art auis’do’that? more on’t. 

Ang. Why doe you put thefe fayings vp oh me ? 

I fab. Bccaufe Authoritie, though if erre like others, 
Hath yet a kind.c of medicine in it felfc 
That skins the vice o’th top ; goe to your bofomC, 

Knock there, and aske your heart what it doth know 
That’s like my brothers fault: if it confefle 
A naturall guiltinefle,iuch as is his, 

Let it not found a thought vpon your tongue 
Againft my brothers life. 

Ang. Shce fpeakes, and Yis'fuch fence 
That my Scncc breeds with it; fare you well. 

I fab. Gentle my Lord,turncbacke. 

Ang. I will bethinke me; come againe to morrow. 

7/i.Hark,howlle bribe you:good my Lord turn back. 

Attg. How? bribe me? 

If I,with fuch gifts that heauen fhall ftiare with you. 

Luc. You had mar’d all elfc. 

I fab. Not with fond Sickles of the tefted- gold, 

Or Stones, whofe rate are either rich, or poore 
As fancie values them; but with true prayers, 

Thst fhall be vp at heauen, and enter there 
Ere Sunne rife: prayers from preferued foules, 
Fromfafting Maides, whofe mindes arededisacc 
To nothing temporall. 

Ang. Well: come to me to morrow. 

Luc. Goe to :’cis well;away. 

Jfab ♦ Heauen keepe your honour fafe. 

Ang. Amen. 

For I am that way going to temptation, 

Where prayers croffe# 

I fab. At what hower to morrow. 

Shall Tattend your Lordftiip ? 

Ang. At any time’fore-noonc. 

I fab. 'Saifc your Honour. 



Ang, From thee: euen from thy vertuc. 

What’s this ? what’s this i is this her fault, or mine? 
The Temptcr,or the Tempted, who fins moft ?h a ? 
Not (he: nor doth (he tempt: but it is I, 

That, lying by the Violet in the Sunne , 

Doc as the Carrion do’s, not as the flowre. 

Corrupt with vertuous feafon; Can it be. 

That Modcfty may more betray our Sence 
Then womans lightneffe? hauing wafteground cn 0 h„k 
Shall wc defire to raze the San&uaty S n > 

And pitch our euils there ? oh fie, fie, fie: 

What doft thou ? or what art thou t^fngelo ! 

Doft thou defirc her fowly.for thofe things 
That make her good ? oh, let her brother liuc .• 

Thceues for their robbery haue authority, 
Whenludges fteale themfelues: what, doe Iloueher 
That I defire to heare her Ipeake againe? ’ 

And feaft vpon her eyes? what is’tl dreamc on ? 

Oh cunning enemy, that to catch a Saint, 

With Saints doft bait thy hooke : moft dangerous 

Is that temptation, that doth goad vs on> 0 

To finne, in louing vertuc: neuer could the Strumpet 

With all her double vigor, Art, and Nature 

Once ftirmy temper: but this vertuous Maid 

Subdues me quite : Euertiflnow 

When men were fond, I fmi^||d wondred how. Exit, 

Scena Tertia. 


Enter Duke and Prouofi. 

Duke. Haile to you,Preuofafao I thinkc you are. 

Fro. I am the Prouoft: whats your will, good Frier? 
Duke. Bound by my charity, and my blclt order, 

I come to vifitc the afflifled fpirits 
Here in the prifon: doe me the common right 
To let me fee them : and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes,that I may miniftcr 
To them accordingly. 

Pro. I would do more then that,if more were needfuil 
Enter Iuliet . 

Looke here comes one: a Gentlewoman of mine, 

Who falling in the flawes of her owne youth. 

Hath blifterd her report: She is with childe. 

And he that got it, fentenc’d: a yong man. 

More fit to doe another fuch offence. 

Then dye for this. 

Duk. When muft he dye? 

Pro. As I do thinke to morrow. 

I haue prouided for you.ftay a while 
And you fhall be conducted. 

Duk. Repent you (faire one) ofthe fin you carry ? 
Jul. I doe; and bearc the fhame moft patiently. 
Du.Il c teach you how you fhal araign your confcifce 
And try your penitence, ifit be found. 

Or hollowly put on. 
lnl. He gladly learne. 

Duk- Loue you the man that wrong’d you? 
ltd. Yes,as I loue the woman that wrong’d him. 

Duk* So then it feemes your moft offence full a ft 
Was mutually committed. 

M. Mutually. ; 

Duk^ Then wa* your fin ofheauier kindc thenhis. 
Iul. 1 doe confefle it, and repent it (Father.) 

Du. *Tis 
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s s that the finhatlifereugb; Eftiffbanfie, 

Which forrow is al waies toward our fel^es not heauen, 

Showing we would flOt^are heaucn,as wcloue k. 

Rut as we {land in tcarc. . 

hi. I doe repcncmc,as ir is an «wul. 

And take the frame with icy. 

Duke. There reft: 

Your partner (as I bearc) muft die tomorrow, . 

And lam going wjch infirueUonto hm>. 

Grace "oe with yon. Beneaiette.^ 

hi 3 Muft die to morrow ? oh iniurious Loue 
that refpits me a UK whofe very coauort , *. 
Isftilladying horror. 

Pro. ’Tis piety of him. 


it fit 


Exit. 


Exeunt. 


Seem Qukrta . 


Enter Angelo. 

jin. When I would pray,& think, I thinke,and pray 
To feuerall fubie^s; heauen hath my empty words, 
Whilft my Inuention, heasiflg not my T ongue. 

Anchors on Ifabcll : heaiym in my mouth, 

As if! did buc onely'chew his name, 

And in my heart the ftrong and fwelling euill 
Ofmy conception: the ftate whereon 1 fiudied 

Is like a good thing, being often read 

Growne feard, and tedious: yea, my Grauitie 
Wherein (let no man heare me) I take pride. 

Could I, with boote, change fpr an idle plume 
Which the ayre beats for vaine: oh place, oh forme. 
How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit 
Wrench awe from foolcs, and tye the wifer foules 
To thy falfe feeraing ? Blood, thou art blood, 

Let’s write good Angell on the Deuills home 
’Tis not the Deuills Crcft: how now ? who’s there ? 
Enter Servant. 

Ser . One lfabell y a Sifter, defires aeeefie to you. 
j4ng. Teach her the way : oh, heauens 
Why doe's my bloud thus mufter to my heart, 

Making both it vnablefor it felfc, 

And difpoffefsing all my other parts 
Of neceffary fitnefle ? 

So play thefoolifli throngs with one that fwounds, 
Come all to help him, and fo ftop the ayre 
By which hec fhould reuiuc .* and cuen fo 
Thegenerallfubieft to a wel-wifht King 
Quit their ownc part, and in obfequious fondnefle 
Crowd to his prefence,vvhere their vn-taught loue 
Muft needs appear offence: how now faire Maid. 

Enter Ifabella. 

I fab. Iamcomctoknowyourpleafure. (me, 

^».That you might know it,wold much better plcafc 
Then to demand what ’cis: your Brother cannot liue. 

I fab. Euen fo : heauen keepe your Honor. 

Ang. Yet may he liuc a while; and it may be 
As long as you, or I: yet he muft die. 

Jfab ♦ Vnderyour Sentence? 

Ang. Yea. 

I fab. When, I bcfcech you : that in his Rcprieue 
(Longer, or (hortcr) he may be fo fitted 
That his foule fickcn not. 

Ang. Ha ? fie,thefe filthy vices.Tc were as good 


To pardon him,that hath from nature flolnc 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their fawcic fwcctne$,that do coyne heauens Image 
In ftamps that are forbid: *tisall as ealic, 

Falfcly to take away a life true made. 

As to put mettle in reftrained meanes 
To make a falfe one. 

Ifab . Tis fee downe fo in heauen, but not in earth, 

^tng. Say you fo: then I fhall poz.e you quickly. 
Which had you rather,that the raoftiuft Law 
Now cookc your brothers life,and to redeeme him 
Giue vp your body to fuch fwcet vndeannefle 
As flic that he hath ftaind ? 

Ifab. Sir,bcleeuc this. 

I had rather giue my body^then my foule. 

Ang. 1 talke not of your foule : our compel’d fins 
Stand more for number,thcnfor acccmpt. 

Ifab . How fay you? 

Ang. Nay He not warrant that • for I can fpeake 
Againft the thing I fay; Anfwcre to this, 

I (now the voycc of the recorded Law) 

Pronounce a fentence on your Brothers life. 

Might there not be a charitiein finne, 

To faue this Brothers life ? 

Ifab. Pleafc you to doo’r, 
lie take it as a perill to my foule, 

It is no finne at all.but charitic. 

Ang . Pleafd you to doo’c,at perill ofyour foule 
Were cquall poize of finne,and charitic. 

Ifab. That I do beg his lifc,ifit be finne 
Heauen let me bcare it: you granting of my fuit. 

If that be iin,Ile make it my Morne-praier, 

To haue it add$d to the faults of mine. 

And nothing of your anfwcre. 

Ang. Nay,but heare me. 

Your fence purfucs not mine: either you are ignorant, 
Or feemc fo crafty; and that’s not good. 

Ifab. Let be ignorant,and in nothing good. 

But gracioufly to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wifdome wifhes to appeare moft bright. 
When it doth taxe it felfe .* As thefe blacke Mafques 
Proclaimc an en-ftncld beauty ten times louder 
Then beauty could difphied: But marke me. 

To be receiued plaine. He fpeake more groffe * 

Your Brother is to dye. 

Ifab . So. 

Ang. And his offence is fo,a$ it appearcs. 

Accountant to the Law, ypon that paine. 

Ifab . True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to faue his life 
(As I fubferibe not that,nor any other. 

But in the lofle ofqueftion) that you,his Sifter, 

Finding your felfc defir’d of fuch a perfon, 

Whofe creadit with the Iudge,or owne great place. 
Could fetch your Brother from the Manacles 
Of the all-building-Law : and that there were 
No earthly raeane to faue him,but that either 
You muft lay downe the treafurcs of your body. 

To this fuppofed,or elfc to let him fuffer ; 

What would you doe ? 

Ifab. As much for my poore Brother, as my felfe ; 
That is: werel vnder the tearmes of death, 
Th’imprefTion of kcene whips, Tld vvearc as Rubies, 
And ftrip my felfe to death,as to a bed. 

That longing haue bin fickc for,crc Tld yceld 
My body vp to fhame# 

Ang. That 
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A»g. Then muft your brother die, 

/ft. And’ewer the cheaper way: 

Better it were a brother didc at once. 

Then that a fitter, by redeeming him 
Should die for cucr. 

Ang. Were not you then as crucll as the Sentence, 
That you haue flanderM fo ? 

I fa. I gnomie in raniome, and free pardon 
Arc of two houfes: lawfull mercic, 

Is nothing kin to fowle redemption. 

tAng* You leem’d of late to make the Law a tirant. 
And rather prou’d the Aiding of your brother 
A mcrrimcntjthen a vice. 

Ifa . Oh pardon me my Lord, it oft fals out 
To haue, what we would haue, 

Wefpeakenot whatvve mcane; 

I fomething do excufe the thing I hate, 

For his aduantage that I dearelyloue, 
tAngi We are all fraile* 

/fa. Elfe let my brother die, * 

If not a fedarie but onely he 
Owe, and fucceed thy weaknefle. 

Ang . Nay,women’arc fraile too. 

Ifa. I, as the giaflcs where they vie w themfclucs, 
Which arc as eafic broke as they make formes > 
Women? Hclpe heauen ; men their creation marre 
In profiting by them : Nay, calhvs ten times fraile, 
Forwve are loft, as our complexions are. 

And credulous to falfe prints.. 

Ang. I thinkeit well : . «. 

And from this teftimonic of your ownefex *. i 
(Since I fuppofe we are made to be norttrbngcr 
Then faults may fliakc our .frames) let -me be-bold; 

I doarreft your words. Be that you are* . 

That is a woman; if you be more, you’r none. 
Ifyoubeonc(asyou are well expreft ... . 

By all externall warrants ) fhew it now, 

By putting on the dettin’d Liucric. 

Ifa . 1 haue no tongue but one; gentle my I ord. 

Let me entreate you ipeakc the former language. 

Ang. Plainlie conceiuc Iloueyou. 

Ifa i My brother did lone Iultet y 
And you tel! me that he fhall die for*t. 

Ang, He fhall not Jfabell if you giue me louc. » 

Ifa. I know your vercue hath a licence in*r. 

Which feemes a little fouler thenit is, 

Topluckcon others. 

Ang . Belceue me on mine Honor, 

My words expreffe my purpofe. 

Ifa. Ha?Little honor,robe much beleeu'd, 

And moftpernitious purpofe: Seeming,feeming. 

I will proclaime thee 4 Angelo, looke for*t; 

Signe me a prefent pardon for my brother. 

Or with an out-ftrecchc throate lie tell the world aloud 
What man thou art. 

Ang. Who will belceue thee Ifabell ? 

My vnfoild name, th’auftecreneffe of my life, i 
My vouch againfi you, and my place i’th State, 

Will fo your accufation ouer* weigh, 

That you fhall ftifle in your ownc reporrp 
And fmell of calumnie. I haue begun, 

And now I giue my fenfuall race, the reine, 5 
Fit thy confcnt to my Iharpcappetite, 

Lay by all nicctie, and prolixious blufhes 

That banifh what they fue for: Redecme thy brother, 

By yeciding vp thy bodie to my will, 



Or elfc he muft not onelie die the death, 

But thy vnkindncfTe fhall his death draw out 
To lingring fufferance: Anfwer me to morrow 
Or by the affe#ion that now guides me moft, 
lie proue a Tirant to him. As for you, 

Say what you can; my falfe, orc-weighs your true. £* 
Ifa . To whom fhould I complaine ? Did I tell this * 
Who would belceue me ? O perilous mouthes 1 
1 hat beare in them, one and the felfefame tongue 
Either of condemnation, or approofc, 

Bidding the Law make curtfie to their will, 

Hooking both right and wrong to th’appetite, .V 
To follow as it drawes. lie to my brother, 

Though he hath falnc by prompturc of the blood, 
Yet hath he in him fuch a mindc of Honor, 

That had he twentie heads to tender downc 
On twentiebloodie blockcs,hee’ld yecld tbemvp 
Before his fifler fhould her bodie ftoopc 
To fuch abhord pollution. 

Then //^tfliuechafte, and brother die; 

‘‘More theivour Brother, is our Chaftitie. 
lie tell him yet of Angelos requeft. 

And fit his minde to death, for his foules reft, 






cUfllus Tertim' Scena <r Prima. 


"Enter Duke, Cl andio, and c Protufi. 

Dt*. So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo") 

Cla. The miferable haue no other medicine 
But onely hope : I’haue hope to liue,and am prepar’d to 
die. 

7)»ke. Be abfolute fordeath: either death or life 
Shall thereby be the fweeter. Reafon thus with life; 
If I do loofc thee, I do loofe a thing 
That none but foolcs would kcepe: a breath thou art 
Sernilc toall the skyie-influences, 

Thatdoft this habitation where thoukcepft 
Hourcly affhift : Mecrely,thou art deaths foolc, 

For him thou labour!! by thy flight to fhuti, 

And yet runft toward him ftill. Thou art not noble, 
For all th’accommodations that thou bcarft, 

Are nurft by bafenefle: Thou’rt by no tncanes valiant, 
For thou doft feare the foft and tender forke 
Ofa poore worme: thy beft of reft is fleepc, 

And that thou oftprouoakft,yetgrofieliefearft 
Thy death, which is nd more. Thou art not thy felfe, 
For thou exifts on manie a thoufand graines 
That iflue out ofduft. Happie thou art not. 

For what thou haft not, ftill thou ftriu’ft to get, 

And what thou haft forgetft. Thou art not certaine, 
For thy complexion flhifts to ftrange effe&s. 

After the Moonerlfthou art rich, thou’rt poore, 

For like an A fie, whofe backewith Ingots bovves; 
Thou bearft thy heauie riches but a iournie, 

And death vnloads thee; Friend haft thou none. 

For thine ownc bowels which do call thee, fire 
The tneerc effufion of thy proper loines 
Do curfe theGowr, Sapego, and the Rheume 
For ending thee no fooner.Thou haft nor yeuth,nor age 
But as it were an after-dinners llcepe 
Dreaming on both, for all thy blefied youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth begge the almes 
Ofpalfied-&ld: and when thou art old, and rich 

Thou 
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'T^ft^Uher heatc. affedion limbe, npc beautie 

Smake thy riches plcafant: what’s yeunth.s 
That beares the pame of life? Yet m this lie 
t iThidrooe thoufand deaths; yet death we feare 
ThaC makes thefe oddes, all eucn. 

CLt. I humblie thanke you. 

To fuc to liuc, I finde I feeke to die, 

And fecking death, finde life: Let it come on. 

Enter Ifabella. 

//i^.What hoa? Peace heere; Grace,and good com- 

pa °Pro. Who’s there i Come in, the wiftideferuesa 

Deere fir, ere long lie vifit you againe. 

Cla. Moft bolic Sir, I thanke you. 

/[a. My bufinefle is a word or two with Claudio, 
fro. And verie welcom : looke Signior,herc’s your 

After. 

Duke- Prouoft,a word with you. 
fro. A* manie as you pleafe. ^ 

Duke. Bring th§m’tohcarc me fpeak.whfrcl mayibe 
conceal’d. ^ 

Cla. Now After, what’s the comfort? 

Ifa. Why, 

As all comforts arc: moft good, moft good indeede. 
Lord Angelo hauing affaires to heauen 
Intends you for his fwift Ambaflador, 

Where you fhall be an eucrlafting Leiger; 

Therefore your beft appointment make with fpecd. 

To Morrow you feton. 

(fl an. Is there no remedie? 

Ifa. None.’but fuch remediCjas to faue a head 
Jo cleaue a heart in twaine: 

Clan. But is there anie ? 

Ifa, Yes brother, you may liue; 

There i* a diuellilh mercic in the Iudge, 

Ifyou’l implore it, that will free your life. 

But fetter you till death. 

Cla. Perpetualldurance? 

Ifa. I iuft, perpetuall durance, a reftraint 
Through all the worlds vaftiditie you had 
To a dciermin’d fcope. 

Clau. But in what nature? 

Ifa. In fuch a one, as you confenting too’t, 

Would barke your honor from that trunke you beare, 
And leaue you naked. 

Clau. Let me know the point. 

ifa. Oh, I do feare thee Claudio , and I quake, 

Leaft thou a fcauorous life fhouldll entertaine. 

And fix or feue» winters more refpetft 
Then 3 perpetuall Honor. Dar’ft thou die i 
The fence of death is moft in apprehenfion. 

And the poore Beetle that we tteade vpon 
In corpptall fufferance, finds a pang as great. 

As when a Giant dies. 

Cla. Why giue you me this flume? 

Thinke you I can a refolution fetch 
From flajy/ie tendetnefie ? ifl muft die, 

I will encounter darknefie as a bride. 

And hugge.it in mine armies. 

_ y/i.There fpake my brother •• there my fathers grauo 
Did vtrer forth a voice. Ycs,thou muft die : 

Thou art too noble, to confcruc a life . 

In bafe appliances. This outward fainted Dcputie, 

W hofc fctled vifage, and deliberate word 
Nips youth i’th head, and follies doth emtnew 


As Falcon doth the Fowle, is yet a diuell: 

His filth within being caft,hc would appeare 
Apond,asdeepe as hell. 

Cla. The prenzic, Angelo ? 

Ifa. Oh’tis the cunning Liuerie of hell. 

The damneft bodie to inueft, and couer 
In prenzie gardes; doft thoo thinke Claudio, 

If I would y eeld him my virginitie 
Thou might’ftbe freed ? 

Cla. Ohhcauens, it cannot be. 

Ifa. Yes,he would giu’tthec; from this rank offence 
So to offend him ftill. This night’s the time 
That I fhould do what I abhorre to name. 

Or elfc thou dieft to morrow. 

Clau. Thou fhalt not do’c. 

Ifa. O, were it but my life, 

Pde throw it do wne for your deliuerance 
Asfrankelyasapin. 

Clau. Thanke 1 deexe Ifabell. 

Ifa. Be rcadie Claudto , for your death to morrow. 
C'lau. Yes. Has he affc&ions in him, 

That thus can make him bite the Law by th’nofc. 
When he would force it ? Sure it is no finne. 

Or of the deadly feuen it is the leaft. 

Ifa. Which is the leaft i 

Cla. Ifit were damnable, he being fo wife. 

Why would he for the momentarie tricke 
Be perdurablie fin’de ? Oh IfabeH. 1 
Ifa. Whacfaics my brother? 

C la. Death is a fearefull thing. 

Ifa. And ftumed life,a hatefull. 

Cla. I, but to die, and go we know not where. 

To lie in cold obftrmftiom, and to rot. 

This fenfible warme motion, to become 
A kneaded clod; And the delighted fpirit 
To bath in fierie floods, or to recid c 
Ir. thrilling Region ofthicke-ribbed Ice, 

To be imprifon’d in the viewlefle windes 
And biowne with reftlefie violence round about' 

The pendant world: or to be worfe then worl^ 
Ofthofe, that lawlefleand incercaine thought, 

Imagine howling, ’tis too horrible. 

The wearieft, and moft loathed worldly life 
That Age, Ache, periury, and imprifonment V 

Can lay on nature, is a Paradife 
To what we feare of death. 

Ifa. Alas, alas. 

Cla. Sweet Sifter, let me Hue. 

What finne you do, to faue a brothers life. 

Nature difpenfes with the deedc fo farre. 

That it becomes a vertue. 

If*. Ohyoubcaft, 

Oh faithlcfle Coward, oh difhonefl wretch. 

Wilt thou be made a man, out of my vice ? 

Is’t not a kinde of Inceft, to take life 

From thine ownefiftersfhame ? What fhould I t*Dinke, 

Heauen fliield my Mother plaid my Father faire: 

For fuch a warped flip of wildernefle 
Nere iffu’d from his blood. Take my defiance, 
Die,peri(h: Might but my bending downe 
Repteeue thee from thy fate, it fhould ppoceede* 
lie pray a thoufand praiers for thy death. 

No word to faue thee. 

O*’ Nay hcare me IfabtB, 

If*. Oh fie, fie, fie: 

l Thy Ann’s pot accidentall, but a Trade j 

Mercic 
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Mercy to thee would proue it felfc a Bawd, 

’Tis beft that thou dieft quickly. 

Cla. Oh heare me Ifabella. 

Duk- Vouchfafe a word,yong fifter,butone word. 

I fa. What is your Will. 

Dttki Might you difpenfe with your leyfure, I would 
by and by haue fome fpeech with you.* the fatiffa&ion I 
would require, is lifcewifc your o wnc benefit. 

I fa. 1 haue no fuperfluous leyfure, myftaymuftbe 
flolen out of other affaires.* but I will attend you a while. 

Duke, Son,I haue ouer-heard what hath paft betweeri 
you & your fifter. Angelo had neuer the purpofc to cor¬ 
rupt her; onely he hath made an affay of her vertue, to 
pra&ifehisiudgcment with the difpofition of natures. 
She (hauing the truth of honour in her) hath made him 
that gracious deniall, which he is moft glad to rcceiue: I 
am Confeffor to Angela, and I know this to be truc.ther- 
tore prepare your felfc to death : do not fatisfieyour re- 
folution with hopes that are fallible, to morrow you 
muft die, gOe to your knees,and make ready. 

Cla . Let me ask my fifter pardon, I am fo out of loue 
with life, that I will fue to bend of it. 

Duke. Hold you there : farewell ; Preuofi , a word 
with you. 

pro. What’s your will (father ?) 

Duk. That now you are come,you wil be gone.deaue 
me a while with the Maid, my minde promiles with my 
habit, no Ioffe (hall touch her by my company. 

Pro. In good time. Exit. 

Dukj The hand that hath made you faire , hath made 
you good .* the goodnes that is cheapc in beauty, makes 
beauty briefe in goodnes ; but grace being the foule of 
your complexion, fhall kcepc the body of it euer faire: 
the affault that Angelo hath made to you, Fortune hath 
conuaidtomyvnderftanding;andbut that frailty hath 
examples for his falling.I fhould wonder at Angelo-, how 
will you doc to content this Subftitute, and to laue your 
Brother? 

Ifab. I am now going to refolue him : I had rather 
ray brother die by the Law,then my fonne fhould be vn- 
lawfullie borne. But (oh) how much is the good Duke 
deceiu’d in osfngele : ifeuer he returne, and I can (peake 
to him, I will open my lips in vaine, or difeouer his go- 


iicrnmcnc. 

Duke, That fhall not be much amiffe: yet,as the mat¬ 
ter now ftands,he will auoid your accufation : he made 
ttiall of you onelic. Therefore fallen your eare on my 
aduifings, to the loue I haue in doing good ; a remedie 
prefents it felfe. I doc make my felfe beleeue that you 
may moft vprightcoufly do a poor wronged Lady amc- 
cited benefit; redeem your brother from theangry Law; 
joe no ftaine to your o wnc gracious perfon, and much 
idcafe the abfent Duke, if peraduenture he fhall euer re- 
:urne to haue hearing of this bufineffe. 

Ifab. Let me heare you fpeake farther; I haue fpirit to 
lo any thing that appeares not fowle in the truth of my 
'pint. 

Duke. Vertue is bold, and goodnes neuer fcarefull : 
^aue you not heard fpeake of Mariana the fifter ofFra- 
iericke the great Souldier, who mifearried at Sea? 

ITa. I haue heard of the Lady, and good words went 


with her name. 

•Duke. Shce fhould this Angelo haue married .* was af¬ 
fianced to her oath,and the nuptiall appointed: between 
which time ofthc contrail, and. limit of the folemnitie, 
her brother Fredericks was wrackt at Sea, hauing in that 


perifhcdvcffeU,the dowry of his fifter: but mairk c j, 
heauily this befell to the poore Gentlewoman, there & 
loft a noble and renowned brother , in his loue tovy ar ! 
her, euer moft kinde and naturall: with him thepottio 
andfinewof her fortune, her marriage dowry : 
both, her combynate-husband, this well-fecmj n 
Angelo. ° 

Ifab. Can this be fo ? did Angelo fo Icaue her ? 

Dtikf. Left her in her teares, & dried not one of them 
with his comfort: fwallowed his vowes whole,preten. 
ding in her, difcoucries ofdifhonor : in few, bellow'd 
her on her owne lamentation, which (he yet weares f 0r 
his fake: and he, a marble to her teares, is wafhed vvith 
them, but relents not. 

Ifab. What a merit were it in death to take this poore 
maid from the world? what corruption in this life } ^ 
it will let this man liuc i But how out of this can fhcea. 
uaile? 

‘Duke. It is a rupture that you may cafily hcale: and the 
cure of it not onely faues yoor brother, but keepes y ou 
from dilhonor in doing it. 

Ifab. Shew me how (good Father.) 

Duk. This fore-named Maid hath yet in her the con- 
tinuanccofhcrfirftaffcdlion : his vniuft vnkindenefle 
(that in all rcafon ftiould haue quenched her loue ) hath 
(like an impediment in the Current) made it more vio¬ 
lent and vnruly: Goc you to Angelo , anfwerc his requi¬ 
ring with a plaufible obedience, agree with his demand: 
to the point: onely referre your felfe to this aduantagi; 
firft, dm your (lay with him may not be long.* that the 
time may haue all ftiadow,and filencein it:and the place 
anfwerc to conuenience .* this being granted in courle, 
and now followes all : wee fhall aduife this wronged 
maid to fteedvp your appointment, goc inyourplace; 
if the encounter acknowledge it felfe heercafter, it may 
compellhimtohcrrccompence ; andhecre, by this is 
your brother faned, your honor vntainted, the poore 
Mariana aduantaged, and the corrupt Deputy fealed, 
The Maid will I frame, and make fit for his attempt: if 
you thinke well to carry this as you may, the doublenes 
of the benefit defends the deceit from reproofe. What 
thinke you of it ? 

Ifab. The image of it giues me content already, and 1 
truft it will grow to a moft profperous perfection. 

Duk,. It lies much in your holding vp: hafie you fpee- 
dily to Angelo, if for this night he intreat you to his bed, 
giue him.promife of fatisfaciion: 1 will prefendy to S, 
Lukes /-there at the moated-Grange recidcs this deie- 
£fed Mariana ; at that place call vpon me, and difpatch 
with Angelo, that it may be quickly. 

Ifab, I thank you for this comfort:fare youwcll good 
father. Exit, 

Enter Elbow, Clowne , Officers, 

Sib. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that you 
will needes buy and fell men and women like beafts, we 
fhall haue all the world drinke browne & white baftard. 

Duk, Oh heauens,what ftuffe is hcere. 

Clow. Twas neuer merry world fince of twovfuriei 
themerrieft wasputdowne, and the worfer allow’d by 
order of Law; a fur’d gowne to keepc him warme; and 
furd with Foxe and Lamb-skins too, to fignifie.that craft 
being richer then Innocency, (lands for the facing, 

Elb. Come your way fir : ’bleffe you good Father 
Frier. 

Dukf And you good Brother Father j what offence 
hath this man made you, Sir? 

Sib. Marry 

- 
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fit Mairv Sir, he hach offended ihe Law j and Sit, 
f'tS be a Tbeefe coo Sit = foe wee haue fonnd 
"Vn him Sic,, ftrange Piek-loet, which we haue fenc 

" r»fe.'Fie>nh, a Bawd, a wicked bawd. 

The euill that thou cauteft to be done. 

Thatiathytneanestoliue. Do.houbu.ch.nke 
What ti» to cram a maw, or cloath a baeke 
From fuch a filchic vice : fay to chy iclte. 

From their abhominable and beaftly touches 
J drinke,I cate away my felfe,and hue: 

Canft thou beleeue thy lining is a life. 

So ftinkingly depending? Go ment., go mend. 

Clo. Indeed, it do’s ftinke in lome lort. Sir: 

But yet Sir I would proue. 

Duke. Nay, if the diuell haue giuen thee proofs tor fin 
Thou wilt prone his. Take him to pnfon Officer: 
Correftion, and Inftru&ion muft both workc 

Ere this rude beaft will profit. , , , , 

Elb % He muft beforcthe Deputy Sir, he has gmen 
him warning: the Deputy cannot abide a Whore-ma- 

ftcr : ifhc be a Whore-inonger,and comes before him, 
he were as good go a mile on his errand. 

Dt*k?o That wc were all,as fomc would feemc to bee 
From our faults, as faultsfrom Teeming free. 
gnterLueio* 

lib. His necke will come to your waft, a Cord fir. 
Clo. I lpy comfort, l cry baile: Here’s a Gendetrian, 

and a friend of mine. ... 

Luc. How now noble Pompey} What, at the wheels 
of Cafar ? Art thou led in triumph ? What is there none 
oiPtgmalions Images newly made woman to bee had 
now, for nutting the hand in the pocket, and extrafling 
clutch’d ? What reply ? Ha ? What faift thou to this 
Tune,Matter,and Method i Js’tnot drown’d i’tli laft 
raine ?Ha? What faift thou Trot? Is the world as ifwas 
Man? Which is the way? Is it fad, and few words? 
Or how ?Thetrickeofir? 

Duke, Still thus, and thus: ftili vyorfe ? 

Luc. How doth my deere Morfell, thy Miftris? Pro¬ 
cures fhe dill ? Ha ? v 

Clo. Troth fir, fliee hath eaten vp all her beefe, and 
fhe is her felfe in the tub. 

Luc. Why ’tis good: It isxhe/ight of it: it muft be 
fo. Euer your frefh Whore, and your pouder’d Baud,an 
vnfhun’d confcquence, it muft be fo. Arc going to pri- 
fon Pontpey ? 

Clo. Yes faith fir. 

Luc. Why ’tis not amiffe pompey: farewell: goe fay 
I fent thee thethcr: for debt Pompeii Or how { 

Elb. For being a baud, for being a baud. 

Luc. Well,then imprifon him: Ifimprifonmenr be 
the due of a baud, why ’tis his right. Baud is he doubt- 
leffe, and of antiquity too : Baud borne. Farwellgood 
Pempey : Commend me to the prifon Pempty, you will 
turnc good husband now P.ompey, you will kcepc the 
houfe. r 

Clo.l hope Sir, your good Worfhip wil be my baile? 
Luc . No indeed wil 1 not-Piwwpfj/it is not the wear: 
I will pray ( Pempey ) to encreafe your bondage if you 
take it not patiently: Why, your mettle is the mote: 
Adieu truftie Pompey. 

Bleffe you Friar. , -7 

Duke. Andyou. . ;i ; . : 

Luc. Do’s Bridget paint ftill, Pempey ?Ha ? 

Elb. Come youijwaies fir, come.t 


Clo. You will not baile me then Sir i 

Luc. Then Pompey,not now : what newer abroad Fri¬ 
er l Whatnewcs ? 

Elb. Come your waies fir, come. 

Luc. Goe to kenncll (Pompey) goe: 

What newes Frier of the Duke ? 

Duke. I know none: can you tell me of any? 

Luc. Some fay he is with the Emperor of Ruffiatothex 
fome, he is in Rome: but where is he thinke you ? 

Duke. I know not where: but wherefoeuer, Iwifli 
him well. 

Luc. It was a mad fantafticall trickeofl jtn to ftcale 
from the State, and vfurpe the beggcric hec was neuer 
borne to: Lord Angelo Dukes it well in his abfence: he 
purstranfgreffion too t. 

Duke. He do’s well in’t. 

Luc. A little more lenitie to Lecherie would doe no 
harme in him : Something too crabbed that wav,Frier. 

Duk. ft > s t0 ° general a vicc.and leucritie mull cure it. 

Luc. Yes in good footh,the vice is of a great kindred; 
it is well allied, but iris impoffible to extirpeit quite, 
Frier, till eating and drinking beputdowne. They fay 
this Angelo was not made by Man and Woman, after 
thisdowne-right way of Cation : isittrue, thinke 
you? 

Duke. How fhould he be mide then? 

Luc. Some report, a Sea-maid fpawn’d him. Some, 
that he was begot betweene two Stock-fifhes. But it 
is certaine, that when he makes water, his Vrincis con¬ 
geal’d ice, that I know to bee true : and he is a motion. 
generatiue,thac’s infallible. 

Duke. You are plcafanc.ftr,and fpeake apace. 

Luc . Why, what a tuthleffe thing is this in him, for 
the rebellion ofa Cod-peece, to take away.the life of a 
man ? Would the Duke that is ablcnt haue done this ? 
Ere he would haue bang’d a man for the getting a hun¬ 
dred Baftards, hevvould haue paide for the Nurfing a 
thoufand. He had lome feeling of the fport, hcc knew 
the feruicc, and that inftru&cd him to mcrcie. 

Duke. I neuer heard the abfent Duke much detefled 
for Women, he was not endin’d that way. 

Luc. Oh Sir,you are decern'd. 

Duke. ’Tisnotpoffible. 

Luc. Wiio, not the Duke ? \ es,your beggar of fifty: 
and his vfe was, to put a ducket ir. her Clack-difb; the 
Duke had Crochets in him. Hee would bedrunketoo, 
that let me informe you. 

Duke. You do him wrong.furely. 

Luc. Sir,I was an inward ofhis: a fhic follow was 
the Duke, and I beleeue I know the caufe ofhis with¬ 
drawing. 

Duke. What (T prethee) might be the caufe ? 

Luc. No, pardon : ’Tis afecretmuftbcelockt with¬ 
in the teeth and the lippes: but this I can let you vnder- 
ftandj the greater file of the fubiefl held the Duke to be 
wife. i 

■Duke. Wife? Why no queftion but he was. 

Luc .A very fuperficiaH,ignorant,vnweighing fellow 

Dul^e. Either this is Enuie in you, Folly, or mifta- 
king: The very ftreame of his life, and the bufineffe he 
hath helmed, muft vppon a warranted neede, giuc him 
a better proclamation. Let himbebutccBimoaied in 
his owne bringings forth, and hee (hail appearc to the 
enuious, a Scholler, aStatefman, and a Soldier; there¬ 
fore you fpeake vnskilfully; or, if your knowledge bee 
mote, it is much darkned.in your malice. 

C Luc, 






























































74 


Meajure for Meafure. 


Luc. Sir,I know him, and I loue him. 

Duke. Loue talkes with belter knowledge^ know¬ 
ledge with dearc loue. 

Luc, Come Sir, I know what I know. 

Duk$. I can hardly beleeuc that, fince you know not 
what youfyeake. Butifeuer the Duke retnrne (as our 
praiers arc he may) let mee defire you to make your an- 
fwer before him : if it bee honed you haue (poke, you 
haue courage tomaintaine it; 1 am bound to call vppon 
you, and I prayyou your name ? 

Lhc. Sir my name is Lucio, wel known to the Duke. 

‘Duke. He (nail know you better Sir, if 1 may liue to 
report you. 

Lhc. I feare you not. 

Duke, O, you hope the Duke will rcturne no more: 
or you imagine me to vnhurtfull an oppofite:but indeed 
I can doe you little harme: You’ll for-fweare this a- 


gaine ? 


Luc. lie be bang’d firft : Thouarti deceiu’d in mee 
Friar, But no more of this: Canft thou tell if Claudia 
die to morrow, or no ? 

Duke. Why (HouldhcdieSir? •' 

Luc. Why? For filling a bottle with aTunne'difli: 

I would the Duke vve talke of were return’d againe: this 
vngenitur’d Agent will vn-peopie thcProbince with 
Continencie. Sparrowes mull not build in his houic- 
ceues,becaufethey are lecherous:The Duke yet would 
haue darke deeds darkclieanfwered, hce would neuer 
bring them co light: wouldhee werercturn’d. Marrie 
this (flaudio is condemned for vntrufiing.Fat w ell good 
Friar, Iprcthee pray forme : The Duke (1 fay to thee 
againe) would eate Mutton on Fridaies, He’s now pall 
it, yet (and I lay co thee) hee would mouth with a beg¬ 
gar, though fhefraclt browne-brcadaiiuGarhcke: fay 
thatl faid fo: Farewell. Exit. 

Duke. No might, nor greatneffe in mortality 
Can ccnfure fcape: Back-wounding calumnie 
The whiteft venue ftrikes. What King fo ftrong, 

Can tic the gall-vp in theflanderous tong ? 

But who comes heerc ? 

Enter Efcaltu , Vrouofi , and Bawd. 

Efc. Go, away with her to prilon. 

Bawd. Good my Lord be good to mee, your Honor 
is accounted a mercifuli man : good my Lord. 

Efc. Double, and trebble admonition, and (fill for- 
feite in the fame kinde ? This would make mercy fweare 
and play the Tirant. 

Pro. A Bawd ofeleuen yearcs continuance, may it 
pleafe your Honor. 

Bawd. My Lord, this is one Lucidt information a- 
gainft me, Miftris Kate Keepe-downe was with childe by 
him in the Dukes time, he promis’d her marriage : his 
Childe is a yeere and a quarter olde come Thilip and la- 
cob: 1 haue kept it my feltc; and fee how hee goes about 
to abufe me. 

Efc. That fellow' is a fellow of much Licenfe : Let 
him be call’d before vs. Away with her to prifon: Goe 
too, no more words. Prouoft, my Brother Angelo will 
not be alter’d, Claudto muft die to morrow: Let him be 
furnifh’d with Diuines, and haue all charitable prepara¬ 
tion. Ifmy brother wrought by ray pitie. it fhould not 
be fo with him. 

Pro. So pleafe you, this Friar hath beene with him, 
and aduis’d himfor th’cntcrtainment of death. 

Efc. Good’eucn, good Father. 

Duke. Blifle, and goodneffeon you. 


Efi. Of whence are you ? 

Th%.Not of this Countric, though my chance is now 
To vfe it for my time: I am a brother 
Of gracious Order, late come from the Sea, 

In fpeciall bufineflefrom his Holineffe. 

Efc. What newes abroad i’th World ? 

/' Duke. None, but that there is fo great a Feauor on 
goodnefTe, that the diflblution of it muft cure it. nJ. 
ueltic is onely in tequefl, and as it is as dangerous to be 
aged inanykindeofeourfe, as it is vertuous to be con 
ftanc in any vndertaking. There is fcarfe truth enough 
aliuc to make Societies fecure, but Securitie enouoJi j 0 
make Fellowlhips accurft: Muchvponthisriddlerum 


the wifedome of the world: This newes is old 


enough, 


yet it is euerie daies newes. I pray you Sir,of what dif- 
pofition was the Duke? • 

Efc. One, that abouc all other ftrifes. 

Contended efpecially to know himfelfe. 

Duke. What pleafure was he giuen to ? 

Efc. Rather rcioycing to fee another merry, then 
mertrie acanie thing which profeft to make him rcioice 
A Gentleman of all temperance. Butleauewee him to 
his cuents, with a praier they may proue profperous & 
let me defire to know, how you finde Claudio prepar’d ? 
I am made to vnderftand, that you haue lent him vifita- 
tion. 

Duke. He profeffes to haue rcceiued no finifter mta- 
lure from his Iudgc, but moft willingly humbles him. 
fclfc to the determination of luftice : yet had he framed 
to himfelfe (by the inftru&ion of his frailty) maniedc. 
ccyuing promifes oflife, which I (by my good leifurc) 
haue diferedited to him, and now is he refolu’d to die. 

Efc- You haue paid the heauens your Fun&ion, and 
the prifoner the verie debt of your Calling. I hauela- 
bour’d for the poore Gentleman,to the extremeft fliorc 
ofmy modeftie.buc my brother-Iufticc haue I found fo 
feuere, that he hath forc’d rae to tell him, hee is indeede 
luftice. 

Duke. Ifhisownelife, 

Anfwere the ftraitneffeof his proceeding, 

It fhall become him well: wherein if he chance to faile 
he hath fentenc’d himfelfe. 

Efc. I am going to vific the prifoner, Fare you well. 

Duke. Peace be with you. 

He who the fword ofHeauen willbearc. 

Should be as holy, as feueare: 

Patterne in himfelfe to know, 

Grace to ftand, and Vertue go: 

More, nor Icfle to others paying. 

Then by felfc-offences weighing. 

Shame to him, whofecrucll (hiking. 

Kill for faults of his owne liking: 

Twice trebble fhame on Angela, 

To vveede my vice, and let his grow. 

Oh,what may Man within him hide. 

Though Angel on the outward fide? 

How may likenefle made in crimes, 

Making pra&ife on the Times, 

To draw with ydleSpiders firings 
Moft ponderous and fubftantiall things ? 

Craft againft vice, I muft applic. 

With Angelo to night fhall lye 
His old betroathed (but defpifed:) 

So dilguife (hall by th’difguifcd 
Pay with fal(hood,faife exacting, 

A nd perfortne an olde contrafling, Exit 

» A&tu 
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AUus Quartos. ScamaTrima. 


Enter Mariana, and Boyftnging. 

Song. Take, oh take thofe Ups away , 

that fo fweetly were forfworne , 

And thofe eyes: the breake of day 
lights that doe nuflead the Morne ; 

'But my kiffes bring againe,bring againe, 

Seales of loue fat fed! d in vainejeafd invatne. 

Enter Dtikf. 

Breake off chy long, and hafte thee quick away, 
Here comes a man of comfort, whole-aduicc 
Hath often ftilfd my brawling dilcontent. 

I cry you mercic,Sir,and well could wifh 
You had not found me here fo muficall. 

Let me cxcufe me, and bcleeue me fo, 

My mirth it much dilpleafd^butpleaf’d my woe. 
DvlfTis good; though Mufick oft hath fuch a charme 
To make bad, good; and good prouoake to harme. 

I pray you tell me,hath any body enquir’d for mce here 
today; much vpon this time haue I promiPd here to 
mecte. 

Mar. You haue not bin enquir’d after : I haue lat 
here all day. 

Enter JfabelL 

Dukj I doe conftantly belceucyou : the time is come 
cuen now. I fhall craue your forbearance alittlc,may be 
I will call vpon you anone for fomc aduantage to your 
fclfc. 

Mar. I am alwayes bound to you. Sxit. 

Dfik• Very well met,and well come: 

What is the newes from this good Deputie? 

Ifab. He hath a Garden circurnmur'd with Bricke, 
Whofewcfterne fidcis with a Vineyard back*c; 

And to that Vineyard is a planchcd gate. 

That makes his opening with this bigger Key : 

This other doth command a little doore. 

Which from the Vineyard to the Garden leases, 

There haue I made my promife, vpon the 
Hcauy midlc of the night,to call vpon him. 

'Dnkg But fhall you on your knowledge find this way? 
Ifab. I haue t'anea due,and wary note vpon’t. 

With whifpering,and moft guilcic diligence. 

In aftion all of precept jhc did fliow rric 
The way twice ore. 

Dnk. Are there no other tokens 
Bctwecnc you ’greed,concerning her obferuance? 

Ifab . No: none but onely a repairc ith' darke, 

And thatl haue poffcft him,my moft ftay 
Can be but briefe ;Tor I haue made him know, 

I haue a Seruant comes with me along 
That ftaies vpon me; whofe perfwafion is, 

I come about my Brother. 

Duk. Tis well borne rp. 

I haue not yet made knowne to Marian* 

Enter Mariana . 

A word of this: what hoa,within; come forth, 

I pray you be acquainted with this Maid, 

She comes to doe you good. ' 

Ifab. I doc defire the like. 

bnk. Do you perfwade your fclfe that I refpc& you? 


Mar . Good Frier, 1 know' you do,and haue found it. 
jD#%. Take then this your companion by the hand 
Who hath a ttoric readie for your care : 

I fhall attend your leifure, but make hafte 
The vaporous night approaches. 

Mar. Wilt pleafe you walkc afide. Exit. 

Dme. Oh Place,and greatnes: millions of falfceies 
Are ftucke vpon thee: volumes of report 
Run with thefcfalfe, and moft contrariousQucft 
Vpon thy doings: thoufand elcapes of wit 
M akc thee the father of their idle dreame. 

And racke thee in their fancies. Welcome,how agreed ? 

Enter 'Mariana and Ifabclla. 

Ifab. Shec’ll take the cnterprizc vpon her father, 
Ifyou aduife ir. 

T)uke. It is not my confent, 

Buc my entreaty too. 

I fa. Little haue you to fay 
Wheivyou depart from him, but foft and low. 
Remember now my brother. 

Mar. Feare me not. 

'Duk; Nor gentle daughter, feare you not at all: 

He is your husband on a pre-contracft : 

To bring you thus together’tis no finne, 

Sith that the luftice of your title to him 
Doth flourifh the deceit. Come, let vs goe. 

Our Corne’s to rcape/or yet our Tithes to low. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Prouoft and (ftltrwne. 

Pro. Come hither firha; can you cut off 3 mans head? 

Clo. If the man be a Bachelor Sir,I can: 

But if he be a married man, he’s his wiucs head, 

And I can neuer cut off a womans head. 

Pro. Come fir,leaue me your hatches, and yeeld mee 
a dire& anfwere. Tomorrow morning are todieC/^- 
die and Barnardine: heere is in our prifon a common exc- f 
ctnioner, who in his office lacks a helper, if you will take 
it on you to affift him, it fhall redeeme you from vour 
Gyucs :if not,you (ball haue your full time of imprison¬ 
ment, and your deliuerance with an vnpittied whipping; 
for you haue beene a notorious bawd. 

Clo. Sir, I haue beene an vnlawfull bawd.time out of 
minde, but yet I will bee content to be a lawfoll hang¬ 
man : I would bee glad to receiue fome inttru<ftion from 
my fellow partner. 

Pro. What hoa, Abhor_[on: where’s Abhorfon there? 

Enter Abhorfen. 

Abh. Doe you call fir ? 

rpro. Sirha,here’s a fellow will helpe you to morrow 
in your execution : if you thinke it mcet,compound with 
him by the yeere, and let him abide here with you 3 if nor, 
vfe him for theprefent, and difmiffe him, hee cannot 
plead his eftimation with you: he hath beene a Bawd. 

Abh. A Bawd Sir ? fie vpon him,hc will diferedit our 
myfteric. 

Pro . Goe too Sir, you waighcquallie: a feather will 
turne the Scale. Exit. 

Clo. Pray fir, by your good fauor : for furely fir, a 
good fauor you haue,but that you haue a hanging look: 
Doc you call fir,your occupation a Myfteric ? 

G 2 Abh. I, 
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Abb, I Sir,aMifteric. 

Clo, Painting Sir, Ihaue heard fay, is a Mitterrand 
your Whores fir, being members of my occupation, v- 
ling painting, doproue my Occupation, a Mifterie;but 
what Mifterie there fliould be in hanging, if I ftiould 
bchang’d,I cannot imagine. 

*Abh . Sir, it is a Mifteric, 

0o. Proofe. 

*Abh. Eucrie true mans apparrell fits your Thcefe. 

Clo, If it be too little for your theefe,your true man 
thinkes it bigge enough. Ifitbeetoo bigge for your 
Thecfe, your Thecfc thinkes it little enough : So cucrie 
true mans apparrell fits your Theefc. 

Enter Prouofl . 

Fro, Are you agreed ? 

Clo . Sir, I will ieruehim : For I dofindc your Hang¬ 
man is a more penitent Trade then your Bawd: he doth 
oftner aske forgmenefle* 

Pro. You firrah, prouide your blocke and your Axe 
tomorrow, foure a clocke. 

Abb. Come on (Bawd) I will inftru£fthec in my 
Trade : follow, ^ 

Clo. Idodefiretolcarnc fir: and I hope, ifyou haue 
occafion to vfe me for your ownc curr^T, you lhall findc 
mey’are. For truly fir, for your kindneffe, I owe you a 
good turne. Exit 

fro. Call hether Putrvitrdinc and Claudio : 

Th’one has my pitic ; not a iofc the other, 

Being a Murthcrcr, though he were my brother- 
Enter Claudio. 

Lookc, here’s the Warrant 0audio, for thy death,' 

Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to morrow 
Thou mutt be made immortal!. Where's Barnardine i 

Cla. As fatt lock’d vp in flcepc,as guiitlcfle labour, 
When it lies ftarkely in theTrauellcrs bones, 

He will not wake. 

Pro. Who can do good on him ? 

Wcll,go,prcparc your felfe, But harkc, what noife ? 
Hcaucn giue your fpirits comfort: by, and by, 

I hope it is iome pardon, or repreeuc 
F or the modgentle (laudio . Welcome Father. 

Enter Duke, 

Duke. The beft, and wholfomft fpirits ofthe night, 
Inuellop you,good Prouottiwho call’d licere of late ? 

Pro „ None fince the Curphew rung. 

Duke. Not Ifabell? 

Pro. No. 

Duke. They will then er’c be long. 

Tro. What comfort is for Claudio ? 

Duke. There’s feme in hope. 

Pro . It is a bitter Depucie. 

Duke. Not fo, not fo : his life isparalel’d 
Euen with the ttrokcandhneofhis greatluftice: 

He doth with holic abflinencc fubdue 
That in him felfe, which he fpurres on his powrc 
To qualifie in others: were he meal’d with that 
Which he corrc£te, then were be tirrannous, 

But this being fo, he’s iuft. Now are they come. 

This is a gentle Prpuott, fildome when 
The fteelcd Gaoler is the friend of men: 

How now? what noife i Thai fpirit’s pofleft with haft. 
That wounds th’vnfiftingPotterne with thefe ftrokes. 

Pro . There he muft ftay vntil the Officer 
Atife to let him in: he is call’d vp. 

Duke . Haue you no countermand for 0tudio yet ? 


Meafure for Meafure. 


But he muft die to morrow ? 

Pro. None Sir, none. 

As neerc the dawning Prouoft, as it is, 
You fhall heare more ere Morning. 

Pro. Happely 

You fomething know: yet I belceue there comes 
No countermand: no fuch example haue we: 
Befides, vponthe verie ficgcofluftice. 

Lord Angelohnki to the publike eare 
Profeft the contraric. 

Enter a AEeffengtrr. 1 
Duke. This is his Lords man. 

Pro. And heere comes Claudio’s pardon. 

Metf. My Lord hath fent you this note,’ 

And by mee this further charge; 

That you fwerue not from the fmalleft Article ofir 
Neither in time, matter, or other circumftancc. 
Good morrow: for as I take it, it is almoftday. 

Pro. I fhall obey him. 

Duke. This is his Pardon purchas’d by fuch fin 
For which the Pardoner himfelfe is in : 

Hence hath offence hisquickcceleritie. 

When it is borne in high Authority. 

When Vice makes Mercie; Mercie s fo extended, 
That for the faults loue, is th’offendcr friended. 

Now Sir, what newes ? 

Fro. I told you: 

Lord Angelo (be-like) thinking me remiffe 

In mine Office, awakens mee 

With this vnwonted putting on, methinks ftrangely: 

For he hath not vs'd it before. 

Dnk. Pray you let's hearc. 

The Letter. 

Thatfoeueryou may heare to the contrary, let Claudio be ex 
ecuted by foure of the clocke ,and in the afternoone Berm 
dine: For my better fatisfaUion , let mee haue Claudio, 
head fent me by fine. Let this be duely performed mb, 
thought that more depends on it, then we muft yet deliuer 
7hsu faile not 1 0 doe your Office, as you will anfwere it a 
your per ill. 

What fay you to this Sir i 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who i) to be execu¬ 
ted in th’afternoonc ? 

Pro. A Bohemian borne: But here nurft vp & bred 
One that is a prifoner nine ycercs old. 

Duke . How came ir, that the abfenci Duke had not 
cither dcliuer’d him to his libertie, or executed him t ] 
haue heard it wascuer his manner to do fo. 

Pro. His friends ftill wrought Rcpreeues for him: 
And indeed his fa£l till now in the gouernment of Lord 
Angelo, came not to an vndoubtfull proofe. 

Duke. It is now apparent? 

Pro. Mod manifeft, and not denied by himfelfe. 
Duke, Hath he borne himfelfe penitently in prifoni 
How feemes he to be touch’d ? 

Pro. A man that apprehends death no more dread¬ 
fully, but as a drunken fleepe, carcleffe, wreaklefle,and 
fearelcffcofwhat’s paft,prefent, or to come: infenfible 
ofmortality,and delpcrately mortall. 

Duke. He wants aduice. 

Pro. He wil hearc none:he hath! euermore had the li¬ 
berty of theprifon:giuehimleaueto efcapehence, hce 
would not. Drunke many times a day,if not many daics 
entirely drunke. We haue veric oft awak’d him, as ifto 
carrie him to execution, and fhew’d him a feeming war¬ 
rant for it, it hath not moued him at all. 

Duke. 



'rjyuke. More of him anon : There is written in your 

brow Prouoft, honefty and conftancie ; if I reade it not 
rrulv mV ancient skill beguiles me : but in the boldnes 
ofmy cunning, I will lay my felfe in haxard: Claudio, 
whom heere you haue warrant to cxccute is no greater 
forfeit to the Law,then Angelo who hath fentenc d him. 
Tomakcyou vndcrftand this in a man.fefted efteft, I 

craue but foure daics refpit: for the which, you are to 

do me both a prefent, and a dangerous courtcfie. 
fro. Pray Sir,in what / 

Duke. In the delaying death. 

Pro. Alacke, how may I do it rHauing the houre li- 
mited.and an exprdte command, vnder penajtie, to dc- 
liuer his head in the view of Angelo ? I may make my 
cafe as Claudio’s, to croffe this in the fmalleft. 

Duke. By the vow of mine Order, 1 warrant you. 

If my inftruaions may be your guide, 

Let this Barnardine be this morning executed. 

And his head borne to Angelo. 

fro. Angelo hath feene them both. 

And will dilcouer the fauour. 

Duke. Oh, death’s a great difguifer, and you may 
adde to it; Shaue the head, and tie the beard, and fay it 
was the defire of the penitent to be fo bar’de before his 
death: you know thccotirfcis common. If any thing 
fall to you vpon this, more then thankes and good for¬ 
tune, by the Saint whom Iprofeflc, I wiUplead againft 
it with my life. 

Pro. Pardon me, good Father, it is againft my oath. 
Duke. Were you fworne to the Duke, or to the Dc- 
putie ? 

Tro. Tohim,and to his Subftitutes. 

Duke. You will thinkc you haue made no offence, if 
the Duke auouch the iuftice of your dealing ? 

Pro. But what likelihood is in that? 

Duke. Not a rcfemblance, but a certainty; yet fince 
I fee you fearfuil, that neither my coate, integrity, nor 
aerfwafion, can with cafe attempt you, I wil go further 
then I meant, to plucke all fearcs out of you . Looke 
you Sir, heere is the hand and Scaleof the Duke : you 
know thfCharra&er I doubt not, and the Signet is not 
ftran ge to you ? 

Pro. I knew them both. 

Duke. The Contents of this, is thereturneof the 
-Duke; you fhall anon ouer-readeit at your pleafurc: 
where you lhall finde within thefe two daics, he wil be 
heere. This is a thing that Angelo knowes not, for het 
this very day receiucs letters of ftrange tenor,perchance 
ofthe Dukes death, perchance entering into fomeMo- 
naftcrie, but by chance nothing of what is writ.Looke, 
th’vntolding Starre callesvp tha Shcpheard; put not 
your felfe into amazement, how thefe things Ihcmld be; 
all difficulties are but eafie when they are koowne. Call 
.your executioner, and off with Barnardiues head: I will 
giue him a prefent fhrift , and aduiie him for a better 
place. \ et you are amaz’d,but this fhall abfolutely re- 
folueyou :Comeaway,itis aimoft cleerc dawne. Exit. 
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Seena Titrtia . 
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Enter CUrwne, 

Clo. I am as well acquainted heere, as I was in our 
noMcoi profeffion: one would thinks it . Were Mlftris 


Ouer-ddnt owne houfe, for heere be manic of her olde 
Cuftamers. Firft, here’s yong M r Raft, bee’s in for a 
commoditieofbrowne paper, and oldc Ginger, nine 
fcore and feuenteeoe pounds, of which hee made flue 
Markes readie money: marrie then, Ginger was not 
muchinrequeft, for the olde Women were all dead. 
Then is there heere one M r Caper, at the fuitcofMafter 
Three-Pile the Mercer, for fome foure fuites of Peach- 
colour’d Satten, which now peaches him a beggar. 
Then haue we heere, yong Dtz-ie, and yong M r Dccpe- 
vow, and M 1 Copperffurre ,and M r Starue-Lackey the 1< a- 
pier and dagger man, and yong Drop-bare that kild Iu- 
ftie Pudding, and M ■ Forthlight the Tiltcr,and braue Mr 
Shootie the great Traueller, and wiide Halfe-Cannc that 
flabb’d Pots,and I thinkefortie more,all great doers in 
our Trade,and arenow for the Lords fake. 

Enter Abhorfon. 

Abb. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hether. 

Clo. M r Barnardine , you muft rife and be hand’d 
M r Barnardine. 

Abh. What hoa Bttrnardsne. 

Barnardine within. 

Bar. A pox o’your throats: who makes* that noyfe 
there? What are you? 

Clo. Your friends Sir, the Hangman : 

You muft befo good Sir to rile,and be put to death. 

Bar. Away you Rogue, away, I am flcepie. 

%Abh. Tell him he muft awake. 

And that quickly too. 

Clo: Pray Mafter Barnardine, awake tillyou arte’x-, 
ecuted,and {lecpe afterwards. 

Ab. Go in to him, and fetch him our, 

C1 °. We is compiing Sir.he is comming: I heare his 
Straw ruffle. 

Enter Barnardine. 

Abh. Is the Axe vpon the blocke,firrab? 

Clo. Verie readie Sir. 

Bar. How novt Abhor fon ? 

What’s the newes with you ? - : 

Abh. Truly Sir, I would defire you to clap into yaur 
prayers: for looke you,the Warrants come. 

Bar. You Rogue, I baue bin drinking all night, 

I am not fitted for’t. 0 

Clo. Oh.the better Sir: for he that drinkesall night, 
and is hanged betimes in the morning, may fleepe the 
founder all the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abh. Looke you Sir, heere comes your ghofljy Fa¬ 
ther : do weieft rtow thinkeyou ? 

Duke. Sir,induced by my charitie, and hearing how 
haftily y ou are to depart, I am come to aduife you, 
Comforp you,andpray with you. ; 

Bar. Friar,not I: I haue bin drinking hard all night, 
and I will haue more time to prepare mee, or they fhall 
beat out my brames with billets: I will not confent to 
die this day, that’s certainc. 

Duke.Ok fir, you muft: and therefore I befccch you 

Looke forward on the iournie you fiiall go. 7 ’ 

Bar. I fweare I will not die to day for an ic mans per- 
fwafion. .r - r 

Dukjt. Butheareyou: . 

Bar-Hot a word; ifyou haue an if thing to fay to me 
come to my Ward: for thence will not I to day. 

Exit 

Enter Prouoft. 

Duke. Vnfittoliue,ordie: ohgraucll heart, • 
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After him (Fellowes) bring him to the blocks. 

Pro. Now Sir, how do you findc theprifoner ? 

'Duke. A creature vnpre-par’d, vnmeet for death** 
And to tranfport him in the mindche is. 

Were damnable. 

Pro. Heerc in the prifon, Father, 

There died this morning of a cruell Fcauor, 

One ’RagoAne, a raoft notorious Pirate, 

A man ot (flaudtas ye arcs ; his beard,and head 
Iuft of his colour. What if we do omit 
This Reprobate, til he were wel enclin’d. 

And fatisfietheDcputie with the vifage 
Of Ragoz,tne, more like to Claudio ? 

, Duke. Oiij’tis an accident that hcauenprouides : 
Dilpatch itprefently, tjie houre drawes on 
Prefnt by Angelo: See this be done. 

And fent according to command, whiles I 
Perfwade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Pro. This fhall be done (good father) prcfently: 
But Barnardine mud die this afternoone. 

And how fhall we continue Claudio, 
Tofauetnefromthe danger that might come, 
if he were knowne afiue ? 

Duke. Let this be done. 

Put them in fecret holds, both Baruardine and Claudio, 
Ere twice the Sun hath made his iournall greeting 
To yond generation, you lhal findc 
Your fafetie manifefted. 

fro. I am your free dependant. Exit. 

Duke. Quickc,difpatch,ar.d fend the head to Angelo 
Now wil I write Letters to^ingclo, 

(The Prouoft he dial beare them)whofc contents 
S.hal witnefle to him I am neerc at home : 

Andthatby great Iniun&ions I am bound 
To enterpubhkely : him lie defire 
Tomeetmeatthcconfecrated Fount,- 
A League below the Citie: and from thence, 

By cold gradation, and wcale-ballanc-’d forme. 

We lhal proceed with Angelo. 

Enter Irottofl. 

Pro. Heerc is the head, He carric it my felfe. 

Duke. Copucnient is it rjvlakc a fwitt returne, 

For I would commune with you ot fuch things. 

That want nqeare but yours. 

Pro. lie make all fp.ecde. Exit 

Ijabell within. 

Ifa. Peace hoa, be heere. 

Du\e. Thetongue of /faked. Sire’s come to know, 
Ifyct her brothers pardon be come hither: 

But I will kcepc her ignorant of her good, 

To make her hcauenly comforts of difpairp, 

Whenitis leaftexpeifted. 

. , L , _ • Enter Ifabcia, 

Ifa. Hoa, by your Ieauc. 

. .Duke. Good morning to you, fairc, and gracious 
daughter. 

Ifa. The better giuen me by fo holy a map, 

Hath yet the Dpputie fent my brothers pardon ? 

Duke, He hath relea fd him, Ifabetl ,from the world, 
His head is oft, and fent to Angelo. 

Ifa, Nay, but it is not fo. 

Duke. It is no other, 

Shew your vyifedomc daughter in yourclofe patience. 
Ifa. Oh,I wil to him, and plucke out his eies. 

Duk. You lhal not be admitted to his fight. 

Ifa. Vnhappie Claudio, wretched Ifabed, 


Injurious world, moft damned Angelo. 

2)w kf. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a iot 
Forbeare it therefore, giucyour caufc to heauen, > 
Marke what I fay, which you lial findc 
By euery fillable a faithful veritie. 

The Duke comes home to morrow: nay drieyour eves 
One of our Coucnt, and his Confeflor ' 1 

Giucs me this inftance: Already he hath carried 
Notice to Efcdm and Angelo , 

Who do prepare to mcetc him at the gates, (dome 
There to giuc vp their powre: If you can pace yourwif! 
In chat good path that I would with it go. 

And you lhal haue your bofome on this wretch, 

Grace of the Duke, reuenges to your heart. 

And general Honor. 

Ifa. I am dire<5fed by you. 

Duk. This Letter then to Friar Peter giue, 

’Tis that he fent me of the Dukes returne: 

Say, by this token, I defire his companic 
At Mariana's houfe to night. Her caufe,and yours 
lie perfedf him withall, and he flial bring you 
Before the Duke; and to the head of Angelo 
Accufehim home and home. For my poore felfe, 

I am combined by a facred Vow, 

And fhall be abfent. Wend you with this Letter: 
Command tnefe fretting waters from your eies 
With a light heart; cruft not my holie Order 
If I peruertyour courfe : whofc heere ? 

Enter Lucio. 

Luc. Good'euen; 

Frier, where’s the Prouoft ? 

Duke. Not within Sir. 

Luc. Oh prettie Ifabella, I am pale ax mine heart, to 
fee thine eyes fo red : thou muft be patient; I am faint 
to dine and fup with water and bran: I dare not for my 
head fill my belly. One fruitful Meale would fetmec 
too’t: but they fay the Duke will be heere to Morrow. 
By my troch Ijabell I lou’d thy brother, if the olde fan. 
radical Dukeot darkc corners had bene at home,he had 
liued. 

Duke. Sir, theDukcis marueilous little beholding 
to your reports, but the bell is, he hues not in them. 

Luc. Friar,thou knoweftnotthe puke fowelasl 
do : he’s a better woodman then thou tak’fthimfor. 
Duke. Well ryou’lanfwcr this one day.Fare ye well. 

Luc. Nay tarrie, lie go along with thee, 

I can tel thee pretty talcs of the Duke. 

Duke . You haue cold me too many of him already (it 
if they be true: if net true, none were enough. 

* Lucio. I was once before him forgetting a Wench 
with childe. 

Duke. Did you fuch a thing ? 

Luc. Yes marrie did I; but I wasfaineto forfwearit, 
They would elfe haue married me to the rotten Medler, 

Duke. Sir your company is fairer then honed,reftyou 
well. 

Lucio. By my troth lie go with thee to the lanes end: 
if baudy talke offend y ou,we*el haue very litlc ofitmay 
Friar,I am a kind of Burre, Ifhal flicke. Exm 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Angelo fr Efcaim. 

Efc. Eoery Letter he hath writ, hath difuouch’d other. 
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-ffTldmob vneuen and diftmfcdma«m«>tos adions 
ftow’ much like to tnadneffe, pray heauen his wifedome 
bee not tainted: and why meet him at the gates and rc- 
liuer ou rauthoncies there ? 

%! OtdSfaii mt proclaimed i->«« how. 
b.for?hi. entring, th« if anycraoctcdtcff. »f .muB.cc, 
they fhould exhibit their petitions in the ftreet. 

ECc He fhowes his teafon for thatrto haue a dilpatch 
of Complaint* , and to ddioe, « ftom dcuices hcctc- 
after, which fhall then haue no power to ft and agamft 

$ 'a»i Well: I befeceh you let it bee proclaim d be¬ 
times morne, He call you at your houfe: g.ue notice 

to fuch men effort and fuite as are to meccc him. 

Eft. I fhall fir: farcyoowcil. ^ Xlt > 

^/.Goodnight. 

This deede vnfhapes me quite, makes me vnpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflo wred maid. 

And by an emincnc body,that enlorc d 
The Law againft it ? Buc that her tender fhame 
Will not prodaime againft her maiden Ioffe, 

How might fhe tongue me ? yet realon dares her no, 

For my Authority beares of a credent bulke, 

That no particular lcandall once can touch 

But it confounds the breather. He lhould haue liu’d, 
Saue that his riotous youth with dangerous lenae 
Might in the times to come haue ta’ne reuenge 
By lo receiuing a difhonor’d life 
Witk ranfome of fuch fhame: would yet he had liued. 
Alack,when once our grace wc haue torgoc, 

Nothing goes tight,we would,and we would not. Exit. 


Scena Quinta . 


Enter Dhke and Frier Peter. 

Duke. Thcfe Letters ac fit time deliuer me. 

The Prouoft knowes our purpofe and our plot. 

The matter being a foetc, keepeyour inftrudion 
And hold you euer to our ipeciall drift, 

Though fometimes you doe blench from this to that 
As caufc doth minifter: Goc call at v FUuut% houfe, 

And tell him where I ftay ; giue the like notice 
To Valentin* y 'Rowland, and to Crajpu , 

And bid them bring the Trumpets to the gate: 

But fend me Flavins firft. 

Peter. It fhall be fpceded well. 

Enter Darrins. 

Duke. I thank thee Farrias > thou haft made good haft, 
Come,we will walke; There’s other of our friends 
Will greet vs heerc anon: my gentle Vanins. Exeunt. 


Scena Sexta. 


vio 
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Enter rfabella and (Mariana; 
Ifab. To fpeak fo indiredfly l am loath, 

I Would fay the truth,but to accufe hlmfo 
That is your part, yeti am aduis’dttt>do* it, 
He faies,to vaile full purpofe, 

^atwr. Be rul’d by hirti. 
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fja&. Bcfides he tells me, that ifperaduenture 
He ipcakc againft me on the aduerfe fide, 

I fhould not thinkeit flrange, for usaphyficke 
Tint’s bitter, to fweet end. 

Enter Peter . 

Ttfar. Iwoul A Frier Peter 
Ifab. Oh peace, the Frier is come. 

Peter. Come I haue found you out a ftand moft fit. 
Where you may haue fuch vantage on the Duke 
He fhall not pafle you: 

Twice haue the Trumpets founded. 

The generous 3 and graueft Citizens 
Haue hent the gates, and very neere vpon 
The Duke is entring : 

Therefore hence away. Exeunt. 


JFlus Quintm. Sccena Prima. 


EnterDuk* fUarritu,Lords,\s4ngcl6)EfcHlnt t Lucio, 

Citizens at feuerall doeres. 

Duk. My very worthy Cofen.fairely met. 

Our old.and faitht'ull friend, we arc glad to fee you. 
Ang.Sfc. Happy returne be to yonr royall grace. 
Duk. Many and harty thankings to you both: 

Wc haue made enquiry of you, and wc heare 
Such goodnefle of your Iuftice,that ourfoule 
Cannot but yeeld you forth to publique thankes 
Forerunning more requicall. 

tying. You make my bonds ftill greater. 

D«^.Oh your defert lpeaks loud,& I fhould wron^ it 
To locke it in the wards ofcouert bofome 
When it deferues with charadlers of braffe 
A forted rcfidence ’gainft the tooth of time. 

And razure of obliuion : Giue wc your hand 

And let the Subiedf fee,to make them know 

That outward curtefies would faine proclaime 
Fauours that keepe within: Come Efcalus, 

You muft walkeby vs, on our other hand : 

And good fupporters are you. 

Enter Veter and Ifabella. 

Peter. Now is your time 
Spcake loud,and Kneele before him. 

Ifab. Iufticc.O royall Duke ,vaile your regard ' - 

Vpon a wrong’d (I would faine haue laid a Maldl ’ 

Oh worthy Prince, difhonor not your eye 
By throwing it on any other obieft, *; * 

Till you haue heard nic,in my true complainr. 

And giuen me Iuftice,Iufticc,Iuftice 9 Tuftice.* 

Dukz Relate your wrongs; 

In what,by whombe hriefe : 

Here is Lord Angelo fhall giueyoil Iuftice, 

Reucalc your felfe to him. 

Ifab. Oh worthy Dtthe, , 

You bid me feeke redemption oftHe^dTuell, 

Heafeme your felfe: for that which I niuft fpcake 
Muft e'itherpunifh meViiot being belecu'd, 
OrwringredrefTcfromyou: f • * ’ “ 

Heare the: oh hcore me, heere. 

Ang. My Lord,her wits tfeare Inesfe not (ume; 

She hath bin a fuitor to me, for her Brother * * '* s > 

Cut off by courfe of lu fti.ee. 

Ifab. By courfe of Iuftice. 

A»g. And fhe will fpeake moft bitterly,and ftringe. 

___-• • Ifab. . Mod 
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ffit* Moft ftrange: but yet moft trucly will fpcake 
That Angelos forfworne,i* it not ftrange? 

That Angelos amurthercr,is’t not Granges’ 

That Angelo is an adulterous thiefe. 

An hypocrite.a virgin violator. 

Is it not ftrange ? and ftrange ? 

Duke . Nay it is ten times ftrange ? 

Jfa. It is not truer he is Angelo, 

Then this is all as ttue > a$ it is ftrange; 

Nay,it is ten times truc.for truth is truth 
To th’end ofreckning. 

Duke. Away withher: poore foulc 
She fpeakes thi*,in th’infirmity of fence. 

I fit. Oh Prince,I coniure thee,as thou bclecu’ft 
There is another comfort,then this wcrrld, 

"I hat thou negle# me not,with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madneffe : make not impoflible 
That which but feemes vnlike/tis not impoflible 
But one.tnc wickedft caitiffe on the ground 
May feeme as Ihie.as graue.as iuft,as abfolutc: 

As Angelo, e uen fo may Angelo 
In all his dreflRngj,cara<fts,ticles,formes, 

Be an arch-villaine •• Bcleeuc ic,royall Prince 
ifhe be leffe.he’s nothing,but he’s more. 

Had I more name for badnefle. 

Duke. By mine hotiefty 
If Ihe be mad,as I bcleeuc no other. 

Her madndTe hath the oddeft frame of fenfe. 

Such a dependancy of thing,on thing, 

As ere I heard in madneffe. 

Ifii(>. Oh gracious Duke 
Harpe not on that; nor do net banifli rcafon 
For inequality, but let your rcafon ferue 
To make the truth appeare,where it feemes hid. 

And hide the falfe feemes true. 

Duk f Many that are not mad 
Haue fure more lacke of rcafon: 

What would you fay ? 

[fab. I am the Sifter of one C [audio, 

Condcmnd vpon the A# of Fornication 
T« loofe his head, condemn'd by Angelo, 

I,(in probation ofaSifterhood ) 

Was lent to by my Brother; one Lucie 
As then the Meffcngc’r. 

Lttc. That’s I.and’t like your Grace : 

I came to her from, (Tattdio, and defir’d her. 

To try. her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo, 

For heir poore Brothers pardon. 

I Jab. That's he indeedc. 

Duki You were riot bid to fpeakc, 

Luc. No,my good Lord, 

Nor wifh’d to hold'm’y peace, 

Duk . Iwifliyounowthen, 

Pray you take note ofi t: and when you haue 
A bufinefle fof your fclfc: pray hcauen you then 
Be perfedh 

Luc. I waaaiv^qjtr honor. 

Duk. The Warrant 4 * for your felfe: take heede to*e/ 

Ifitl>~. O'cntlcman told fomewhat of my Talc. 

Luc. Right. "* J fi'fi' 

Dufi. It may be right, but you are i’the wrong 
To Ipeake before your time: proceed, 

//3fc‘‘lVvch't . 

To this pernicious Caitiffe Depiitic. 

Duk. That’s fomewhat madly Ipoken. ^ 

Ifiifn Pardon it. 


fiMca/ urefor tLMeafiure. 


The phrafe it to the matter. 

Mended againe: the matter .• proceed. 

[fab. Inbriefc,to fet the needleffc proceffe by • 
How I perfwaded, how I praid, and knccl’d, 7 * 

How he rcfeld me, and how I replide 
( For this was of much length) the vild conclusion 
I now begin with griefe, and fliame to vtter. 

He would not, but by gift ofmy chafte body 
To his concupifcibleintemperateluft 
Releafe my brother; and after much debatement 
My fiftcrly remorfe, confutes mine honour. 

And I did yceld to him: But thenext morne betimes 
His purpofe furfetting, he fends a warrant 5 

For my poore brothers head. 

Duke. This is mod likely. 

Ifiab. Oh that it were as like as it ft true, (ipeak ft 

Duk. By heauen(fond wretch)^ knowft not whatth * 
Or elfe thou art fuborn’d again!! his honor 011 

In hatcfull pra#ife: firft his Integritie 
Stands without blcmifh : next it imports no rcafon 
That with fuch vehemency he Ihould purfue 
Faults proper to himfelfe: ifhe had fo offended 
He would haue waigh’d thy brother by himfelfe. 

And not haue cut him off: fome one hath fet you on: 
Confelle the truth, and fay by wbofe aduice 
Thou cam’ft heere to complaine. 

[fab. And is this all? 

Then Gh you blefled Minifters abo.ue 
Keepe me in patience, and with ripened time 
Vnf.dd the euill, which is hecre wrapt vp 
In countenance: heauen (hield your Grace from woe 
As I thus wrong’d, hence vnbcleeued goe. 

Dukg. I know you’id faine be gone: An Officer: 

To prifon with ber: Shall we thus permit 
A blafting and a fcandalous breath to fall. 

On him fo neerc vs ? This needs muff be a pratf'ifc; 

Who knew ofyour intent and comtning hither? ’ 

[fit. One that I would were heere ,Frier Lodauuk. 

' Duk. A ghoftly Father, belike: 

Who knowes that Lodowtcke} 

Luc. My Lord,I know him, ’tis amedliog Fryer, 

I doc not like the man: had he been Lay my Lord* 

For certaine words he fpake againft your Grace 
In your remment, I had Twing’d him foundly. 

Duke. Words againft mce ? this ’a good Fryer belike 
And to fet on this wretched woman here 
Againft our Subftitute: Let this Fryer be found. 

Luc. But yefternight my Lord, flic and that Fryet 
I law them at the prifon: afawcyFryar, 

A very feuruy fellow. 

I^eter . Bleffed be your Royall Grace: 

I haue flood by my Lord.and I haoc heard 
Your royall earc abus d: firft hath this wofyan 
Moft wrongfully accus’d your Subftitute^ 

Who is as free from touch, or foyle with her 
As Ihe from one vngot. 

Duke. We did belccueno lefle. 

Know you that Frier Lodo»ickjt\m £he fpeakes of? 

Peter. I koo w him for a man diuine and holy. 

Not feuruy, nor a temporary medlcr 
As he’s reported this Gentleman: 

And on my truft, a m an that neuer yet 
Did (as he vouches) mif-report your Grace. 

Luc. My Lord,meftviliaooufly,bcleeuc ic. 

Peter. Wcll: hein time may come to deerchimfelfe; 
But at this inftant he is fickc, my Lord; 

Of 
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nfAhtnec Feauor: vpon his meere requeft 
Beirva come to knowledge,that there was complaint 
Intended’gainft Lord Angelo, came I hether 
To fpeakc as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true, and falfe: And what he with his oath 
And all probation will make vp mU clcarc 
WheabLa h.'. comratcd < Firft for th,» wom«l, 

To iuftifie this worthy Noble man > 

So vulgarly and pcrfonally accus d. 

Her fhall you heare difproued to her eyes. 

Till ftie her felfe confefle it, 

Duke Gooci Frier > lct s licarc ,C: 

poeyounot fmileat this. Lord Angelol 
Oh heauen, the vanity of wretched iooles. 

Giuc vs fome feates, Come cofen Angelo , 

In this I’ll be impartial!-: be you Iudgc 
Ofyour owne Caufe: Is this the Witncs Frier ? 

Enter Mariana. 

Firft, let herlhew yotir face, and after, fpeakc. 

Mar. Pardon my Lord, I will not ihew my face 
Vntill my husband bid me. 

What,are you married? 

Mar. No my Lord. 

Duke. Are you a Maid ? 

Mar. No my Lord. 

Duk. A Widow then ? 

Mar. Neither,my Lord. 

Duk. Why you are nothing then: neither Maid,Wi- 
dow, nor Wife? 

Luc. My Lord, {lie may be a Puncke^: formally of 
them, are neither Maid, Widow,nor Wife. 

Duk. Silence that fellow: I would be had fome caufe 
to prattle for himfelfe. 

Luc. Well my Lord. 

TAar. My Lord, I doe confefle I ncrc was married, 
And I confeffc befidcs, I am no Maid, 

I haue known my husband, yet my husband 
Knowes not, tbateuer he knew tnc. 

Luc. He was drunk then,niy Lordpt can be no better. 
Duk. For the benefit of filcnce,would thou wett lo to. 
Luc. Well,my Lord. 

Dul^ This is no witnefle for Lord Angelo. 

Mar. Now I come to’t, my Lord. 

Slice that accufcs him of Fornication, 

Infelfe-fame manner, doth accufc my husband, 

And charges him, my Lord, with fuch a time. 

When fie depofe I had him in mine Arm cs 
With all th’effe&of Loue. 

Ang. Charges fhemoe then me? 

Mar. Not that I know. 

Du^ No ? you fay your husband. 

Mar. Why iuft, my Lord, and that is Angelo, 

Who thinkes he knowes, that he nere knew my body, 
But knows, he thinkesjthat he knowes Ifiabels. 

Ang. This is a ftrange abufe: Let’s fee thy face. 

"Mar. My husband bids me,now I will vnmaskc. 

This is that face, thou cruel! Angelo 
Which once thou fworft, was worth the looking on: 
This is the hand, which with a vowd contra# & 

Was faft belockt ia thine: This is the body 
That tooke away the match from Ifiabell , 

And did fupply thee at thy garden-houfe 
In her Imagin’d perform 

Know you this woman ?. 

Lucm Carnallic flie faies. 


Dt*k. Sirha, no more* 

Luc. Enoug my Lord. 

*Ang. My Lord 3 I muft confefle, I know this woman, 
And fiue yeres fince there was fome fpeech of marria 
Becwixt my felfe, and her: which was broke off, 

Partly for that her promis’d proportions > 

Came fhort of Compoluion: But in chiefe 
For that her reputation was dif-valued 
In leuicie : Since which time of fiueyeres 
I neuer fpake with her, faw her, nor heard from her 
Vpon my faith, and honor. 

Mur. Noble Prince, 

As there comes light from hcauen,and words fro breath, 
As there is fence in truth, and truth in vevtuc, 

I am affianced this mans wife, asftrongly 

As words could make vp vowes: And my good Lord, 

But Tuefday night laft gon, in’s garden houfc. 

He knew me as a wife. As this is true. 

Let me in fafety raife me from my knees. 

Or elfe for euer be confixed here 
A Marble Monument. 

Ang. I did but fmile till now. 

Now, good my Lord, giuc me the fcope of Iuftice, 

My patience here is touch’d : I doe percciuc 
Thcfc poore informall women, are uo more 
But inftruments of fome more mightier member 
That lets them on. Let me haue way, my Lord 
To fmde this pra&ife our. 

Duke. I, with my heart, 

And punilTi them to your height of pleafure. 

Thou toolifh Frier, and thou pernicious woman 
Compact with her that’s gone : rhmkft thou,thy oathes. 
Though they would fvvear downc each particular Saint, 
Were teflimonies againft his worth, and credit 
That’s feald in approbation ? you. Lord Efcalm 
Sit with my Cozen, lend him your kinde paincs 
To finde out this abule, whence 'tis deriu’d. 

There is another Frier that fee them on. 

Let him be fepc for. 

Veter. Would he were here, my Lord, for he indeed 
Hath fet the women on to this Complaint; 

Your Prouoft knowes the place where he abides 9 
And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Goc, doc it inftantly : 

And you, my noble and well.warranted Cofen 
Whom it concerncs to heare this matter forth. 

Doe with your injuries as feemes you beft 
In any chaftiiement ; I for a while 
Will leaue you; but ftir not you till you haue 
Well determin’d vpon thefe Slanderers. Exit. 

Efc. My Lord, wee’ll doe it throughly : Signior Lu¬ 
cie, did not you lay you knew that Frier Lodowickjto be a 
difhoneft perfon? 

Luc. CucHliusnonfacitMorutcburn , honeft in nothing 
but in his Clothes, and one that hath Ipokc moft villa- 
nous fpeeches ofthe Duke. 

Efc. We fhall intreat you to abidrBeerc till he come, 
and inforce them againft him: we fhall finde this Frier a 
notable fellow. 

Luc. As any in yienna, on my word. 

Sfc. Call that fame IfabeH\\tiQ once againe, I would 
fpeake with her: pray you, my Lord,giuemee leaue to 
queftion, you fhall fee how He handle her. 

Luc. Not better then he, by her oyvne report. 

Efc. Say you ^ 

Luc. Marry fir, I thinke, ifyou handled her priuately 
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She would fooner confefle,perchance publikely {lie’ll be 
afliam’d. 

Snter DukefProuofiJfabeUa. 

Efc. I will goe darkely to worke with her. 

Luc. That’s the way: for women are li^ht at mid¬ 
night. 

Efc. Come on Miftris, here’s a Gentlewoman, 

Denies all that you haue faid. 

Luc . My Lord, here comesthe rafcall I fpokc of. 
Here, with th tVrouoft. 

Efc. In very good time: fpeake not you to him, till 
wc call vpon you. 

Luc. Mum. 

Efc. Come Sir, did you fet thefe women on to (lan¬ 
der Lord Angelo} they haue confefd you did. 

Duk. ’risfalfe. 

Sfc. How? Know you where you are? 

Duk. Refpc&to your great place; and let the diuell 
Be fometime honour’d, for his burning throne. 

Where is the Duke ? ’tis he fhould heare me fpeakc. 

Efc. Th c Duke’s in vs : and wc will heare you fpcake, 
Lookeyou fpeake uiftly. 

Duk- Boldly,at lead. But oh poorc foules, 

Come you r.o feeke the Lamb here of rhe Fox ; 

Good night to your redrefie: Is the Duke gone ? 

Then is your caufc gone roo : The Dukes viiiuft, 

Thus to retort your manifeft Appeale, 

And put your triall in the villaines mourh, < 

Which here you come toaccufe. 

Luc. This is the rafcall ; this is he I fpokeof. 

Efc. Why thou vnreucrend, and vnhallowc'd Fryer ; 
Is’t not enough thou haft.fuborn’d thefe womten. 

To accufe this worthy man? but in foule mouth. 

And in the wicneffe of his proper eare. 

To call him villaine; and then to'glance from him, 

To th 'Duke himfeife, to taxe him with Iniufiice ? 

Take him hcnce;to th’racke with him : we ll cowzcjyou 
Ioynt by ioynt, but we will know hispurpoic : 

What ? vniuft ? 

Duk. Be not fo hot: the Duke dare 
N o more ftretch this finger of mine,then he 
Dare rackc his owner his Subieft am 1 not. 

Nor here Prouinciall; My bufineffe in this State 
Made me a looker on here \w Vienna, 

Where I haue feene corruption boyle and bubble. 

Till it ore-run the Stew; Lawc$,for all faults, 

But faults fo countenanc’d,that the ftrong Statutes 
Stand like the forfeites in a Barbers (hop, / 

As much in mocke,as marke. 

Efc. Slander to th’ State: 

Away with him to prifon. 

Ang. What can you vouch againft him Signior Lucie ? 

Is this the man that you did tell vs of? 

Luc. Tishe,my Lord : come hither goodman bald- 
pate, doe you know me? 

Duk v . I remember you Sir,by the found of your voice, 

I met you at the Prifon,in thcablenceofthe‘Z)tf£f, 

Luc. Oh,did you foPatid do you remember what you 
faid of the Duke. 

Duk; Moll notedlySir. 

Luc. Do you fo Sir; And was the Duke a flefh-mon- 
ger, a foolc, and a coward, as you then reported him 
to be £ 

Duk. You muft(Sir)change perfons with me,ercyou 
make that my report; you indeede fpokc fo of him, and 


/ 


much more, much worfe* 

Luc. Oh thou damnable fellow s did not I plucke tk 
by the nofc, for thy fpeeches ? ** 

Duk. I proteftj loue the Duke, as I loue my fdf c 

Ang. H arke how the villaine would clofe now aft 

histreafonableabufes. * Cr 

£fc % Such a fellow is not to be talk’d withall: ^ 
with him to prifon; Where is the Prouofi ? away w *' 
him to prifon; lay bolts enough vpon him: let him frj*' 
no more: away with thofe Giglcts too.and with the 
ther confederate companion. 

Dukj Stay Sir,ftay a while. 

Ang. What,refifts hePhelpehim Lucio. 

Luc. Come fir,come fir,come fir: fohfir, why v 
bald-pated lying rafeall.-you muft be hooded muft vo) 
fli aw your knaues vifage with a poxe to you: (bow v 
fheepc-biting face, and be hang’d an houre: wilL 
not off? * 

Duk± Thou art the firft knaue, that ere mad’ft a Duk 
Firft Prouofi, let me bayle thefe gentle three: ” 

Sneake not away Sir,for the Fryer, and you, 

Muft haue a word anon; lay hold on him. 

Luc. This may prouc worfc then hanging. 

Duk. What you haue fpokc,I pardon: (itytfudownc 
Well borrow place of him ; Sir,oy your leauc; * 

Ha'ft thou or word,or wit, or impudence, 

That yet can doc thee office ? If thou ha’ft 
Rely vpon it, till my tale be heard, 

And hold no longer out. 

Ang. Oh,my dread Lord, 

I fhould be guiltier then my guilcineffe, 

To thinke I can be vndifcerneable, 

When I perceiue your grace, likepowrc diuine, 

Hath look’d vpon my p affes. Then good Prince, 

No longer Seffion hold vpon my fhame, 

But let my Triall, be mine owne Confcffion: 

Immediate fentence then, and fcquent death. 

Is all the grace! beg. 

Dul^ Come hither Mariana, 

Say : was’tthou crecontra&ed ro this woman/ 

Ang. I was my Lord. 

Duk. Goe take her hence, and marry her inftantly, 
Doc you the office {fryer) which confummate, 
Rccurne him here againe: goe with him Prouofi. Exit t 
Efc. My Lord,I am more amaz’d at his di(honor, 
Then at the ftrangeneffe of it. 

Duk; Come hither JfabeU, 

Your Frier is now your Prince: As I was then 
Aduertyfing, and holy to your bufineffe, 

(Not changing heart with habit) I am ftill, 

Acturnied at your feruicc. 

Iftb. Oh giuc me pardon 
That I,your vaffaile, haue imploid,and pain’d 
Your vnknowneSoucraigntic. 

Dul^ You are pardon’d IfabeU : 

And now,dccrc Maide, be you as free to vs# 
YourBrothcrs death I know fits at your heart : 

And you may maruaile, why I obfeur’d my fclfe, 
Labouring to faue his life: and would not rather 
Make rafh remonftrance of my hidden powre. 

Then let him fo be loft : oh moft kindc Maid, 

It was the fwift celcritie ofhis death, 

Which I did thinke,with flower foot came on, 

That brain’d my purpofc: but peace be with him, 

That life is better life paft fearing death. 

Then that which liues to feare: make it your comfort, 

# So 
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it your Brother. 

Enter AngeWJMnrU.Veter.PreHofl. 

I fab. I doe tny Lord. 

D*k For this new-raaried man, approaching here, 
VlThofe fait imagination yet bath wrong’d 
your well defended honor: you muft pardon 
For M*ri*n** fake: But as he adiudg’d your Brother, 
Being criminall,in double violation 
Offacred ehaftitie,and ofprormfe-breach, 

Thereon dependant for your Brothers life. 

The very mercy of the Law cries out 
Molt audible,cuen from his proper tongue* 

An Angelo for fUudio ,death for death .* 

Haftc (till paies hafte,and leafure,anfwers leafure; 

I Like doth quit like, and Meafure (til! for Meafure : 

Then Angelo, thy fault’s thus manifetted • 

Which though thou would’ft deny,denio'chee vantage. 
We doe condemnc thee to the very Bloqke 
Where Claudio ftoop’d to death, 3nd with like haftc. 
Away with him. 

Mar. Oh my moft gracious Lord, 

I hope you will not mocke me with a husband ? 

Duk: It ls your husband mock’tyou wicha husband, 
’ Confenting to the fafe-guard of your honor, 

! I thought your marriage fit: elfe Imputation, 

For that he knew you, might reproach your life. 

And choake your good to come : For his Poffeflions, 
Although by confutation they arc ours; 
Wedoeen-ftate,and widow you with all. 

To buy you abetter husband. 

Mar. Ohmydeerc Lord, 

I craue no other,nor no better man. 

Duke: Ncuer craue him,we arc dcfinitiuc. 

Mar; Gentle my Liege. 

Duke. You doe but loofe your labour. 

Away with him to death: Now Sir,to you. 

Mar. Oh my good Lord,fweet IfabeHj take roy part, 
Lend me your knees,and 3ll my life to come. 

I’ll lend you all my life to doe you feruicc* 

Duke. Againlt all fence yon doe importune her. 
Should (he kncelc downc, in rnercie of this fadi. 

Her Brothers ghoft,his paued bed would breake. 

And take her hence in horror. 

CMar. I fab ell: 

Sweet Ifabely doeyet but kneele by me. 

Hold vp your hands, fay nothing : I’ll fpeake all. 

They fay beft men are moulded out of faults, 

And for the moft, become much more the better 
For being a little bad: So may my husband. 

Oh Ifabel: will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke. He dies for Claudio's death. 

I fab. Moft bounteous Sir. 

Looke if it pleafe you, on this man condemn’d. 

As if my Brother liu’d: I partly thinke, 

A due finccritic gouerned his deedes, 

Till he did looke on me: Since it is fo. 

Let him not die: my Brother had but lufticc. 

In that he did the thing for which he dide. 

For Angelo, his Aft did not ore-take his bad intent, 

And muft be buried but as an intent 

That periftfd by the way: thoughts arc no fubiedte 

Intents,but mcerely thoughts. 

Mar. Mecrelymy Lord. 

Duk. Your fuite’s vnprofitablc: (land vp I fay: 

I haue bethought me of another fault. 

Prouojly how came it Claudio was beheaded 


At an vnufuall howrc ? 

Pro. It was commanded fo. 

Duke . Had you a fpeciall warrant for the deed ? 

Pro. No my good Lord : it was by priuatc meflage. 

Duk : For Which Idocdifchargcyou ofyouroffice, 
Giue vpyourkeyes. 

Tro. Pardon me,noble Lord, , 

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not. 

Yet did repent me after more aduicc. 

For teftimony whereof, one in the prifon 
That fhould by priuate order clfe haue dide, 

I haue referu’d aliuc. 

Duk What’s he? 

Pro. His name is Barn or dine. 

Duke. I would thou hadft done fo by ftaudio: 

Goe fetch him hither, let me looke vpon hkn. 

Efc. I am forry, one fo learned, and fo wife 
As you, Lord Angelo , haue ftil appear’d. 

Should flip fo groflelie, both in the heat of bloud 
And lackc of temper’d iudgement afterward. 

Ang . I am forrie, that fucb forrow I procure. 

And fo deepe Hicks it in my penitent heart, 

That I crane death more willingly then mercy, 

*Tis my deferuing, and I doc entreat it. 

Enter Tdarnardinc and Prouojf Claudio 7 Julietta, 

Duke. Which is that Barnardtne ? 

Vro. This my Lord. 

Duke. There was a Friar told me of this maji. 

Sirha, thou art faid to haue a ftubbornc foule 
That apprehends no further rhenthis world. 

And fquar’ft thy life according : Thou’rt condemn’d, 

But for thofe earthly faults, I quit them all. 

And pray thee take this mcrcic to prouide 
For better times to come: Frier aduife him, 

I leaue him to your hand. What muffeld fellow’s that? 

Pro. This is another prifoner that I fau*d, 

Who (hould haue di’d when Claudio loft hjs hc^d > 

As like almoft to Claudio, as himfeife. 

Duke. If he be like your brother, for his fake 
Is he pardon’d, and for your louelie fake 
Giuc me your hand, and fay you will be mine. 

He is my brother coo: But fitter time for that: 

By this ford Angelo perceiues he*s fafe, 

Methinkes I fee a quickning in his eye: 

Well Angelo , youreuill quits you well. 

Looke that you loue your wife: her wonh,\vorth yours 
I finde an apt remiflion in my fdfc; 

And yet beerc’s one in place I cannot pardon, 

You iirha.that knewtnefor a foole,a Coward, 

One all of Luxurie, an affic, a mad man : 

Wherein haue I fo dcieru’d of you 
That you extoll me thus ? 

Luc. "Faith my Lord, I fpoke it but according to the 
trick : if you will hang me for it you may: but I had ra¬ 
ther it would pleafe you,I might be whipt. 

Duke* Whipt firft, fir, and hang’d after. 

Proclaimc it Prouoft round about the Citie,* 

Ifany woman wrong’d by this lewd fellow 
*(A$ I haue heard him fwcare himfeife there’s one 
whomhebegot with childe) let hcrappeare. 

And he (hall marry her: the nuptiall finifh’d. 

Let him be whipt and hang’d. 

Luc. I befecch your Highneffe doe not marry me to 
a Whore : your Highneffe faid cuen now.il made you a 
Duke,good my Lord do not recompence me,in making 
me a Cuckold. 

Duk. Vpon 
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Duke. Vpon mine honor thou (halt marrie her* 

Thy (landers I forgiue,and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits: take him to priibn. 

And fee>our-pleafurc herein executed. 

Luc. Marrying a punkc my Lord,i$ prcfTing to death, 
Whipping and hanging. 

Duke. Slandering a Prince deferues ir. 

She Claudio chat you wrong’d,tooke you reftbre. 

Ioy to you Mariana, loue her j&ngelo : 

I haue confcs’d her, and I know her vertue. 

Thanks good friend, Sfcddus, fofthy much goodneffe. 


There s more behindc that is more gratulatc. 
Thanks Trouofi for thy care,and fccrecie, 

We (Ball imploy thee in a worthier place. 

Forgiue him Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragoz^ine for fUudio’s, 

Th’oflfence pardons it felfe. Deere Ifabell p 
I baue a motion much imports your good. 

Whereto if you’ll a willing eare incline; 

What’s mine is yours,and what is yours is mine. 

So bring vs to our Pallace,where wee*!! (bow 
What’s yet behinde,that mcete you all (hould know. 


The Scene Vienna . 

The names of all the Actors. 

Vtncentio: the Duke , 

Angelo , the Deputie. 

Efcalete, an ancient Lord. 

Claudio, oyong Gentleman. 

Lucie , afantaftique. 

2 . Other like Gentlemen. 

Prouojl. 


Thomm. 7 > J . 

Peter.' J Friers. 

Elbow, aJimple Conftable. 
Froth ,afool iff) Gentleman. 
Cloxvne. 

Abhorfon^ an Executioner. 

Barnardine,a diffolutefnfiner 0 
Ifibella , fijler to Claudio. 
Mariana , betrothed to Angelo, 
lulietjbeloued ofClaudio. 
Francifca, a 2\[un. 

Miflris Ouer-don, 0 Bated. 
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The Comedie of Errors. 


»JHui primus, Scena prima. 



Enter the Duke ofEphefus , with the Merchant ofStracufa , 
Iaylor^nd other attendants. 

Merchant. 

Roceed Solinua to procure my fall. 

And by the doome of death end woes and all. 

Duke . Merchant of Siracuf* .plead no more. 
1 am not partrall to infringe our Lawes; 

The enmity and difcord which of late 

Sprung from the rancorous outrage ot your Duke, 

To Merchants our well-dealing Countrimen, 

Who wanting gilders to redeeme their hues, 

Haue feal’d his rigorous ftatutes with their blouds, 
Excludes all pitty from our threatning lookes: 

For fince the mortall and inteftine iarres 
Twixt thy feditious Countrimen and vs, 

It hath in folemne Synodes beene decreed , 

Both by th eSiracu/tans and our felucs, 

To admit no trafticke to our aduerfc towncs: 

Nay more, if any borne at Ephefns 
Befeene at any Siracufan Marts and Fay res: 

Againe, if any Siracujian borne 
Come to the Bay of Epbefut, he dies: 

His goods confifcatc to the Dukes difpofe, 

Vnleflc a thoufand markes be leuied 
To quit the penalty, and to ranfome him ; 

, Thy fubftanpe, valued at the higheft rate, 

Cannot amount vnto a hundred Markes, 

Therefore by Law thou arc condemn’d rodie. 

Tiler. Yet this my comfort,when your words are done. 
My woes end likewife with the eucning Sonne. 

Dukj Wei! Siracnftan; fay in briefc the caufe 
Why thou departed!! from thy natiue home ? 

And for what caufe thou cam’/! to Ephefus . 

Tiler. A heauier taske could not haue beene impos'd. 
Then 1 to fpeake my griefes vnfpeakeable : 

Yet that the world may witnefle that my end 
Wa$ wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 
lie vtter what my forrow giues me leaue. 

In Syracufa was I borne, and wedde 
Vnto a woman,happy but for me, 

And by me; had not our hap beene bad: 

With her I liu d in ioy, our wealth incrcaft 
By profperoif* voyages I often made 
To ZptdamiuM, till my faftors death, 

Andhe^grcat care of goods at randone left, 
Drcwmefromkindc cmbraccmcnts of my fpoufe; 

From whom my abfence was not fixe monechs olde, 
Before her felfe (alrnoft at fainting vndcr. 

— . ■«.. 


The pleafing punifhment that women bearc ) 

Had made pruuifion for her following me. 

And foone, and fafe,arriued where I was: 

There lud Hie not beene Iong,but fhe became 
A loyfull mother of two goodly fonnes : 

And, which was ftrange^hc one fo like the other. 

As could not be diftinguifh’d but by names. 

That very howrc,and in the ielfe-fame lime, 

A mcanc woman was deliuered 

Of fuch a burthen Male, twirls both alike : 

Thofc.for their parents were exceeding poore, 

1 bought,and brought vp to attend my lormcs. 

My wife,not meanely prowd of two fuch boyes, 

M ade daily motions for our home returne: 

Vnwilling I agreed, alas, too foone wee came aboord. 
A league from Efidamium had we faild 
Before thealwaics windc-obeying deepe 
Gaue any Tragickc Inftance of our harme : 

But longer did wc not reeaine much hope; 

For what obfeured light the heauens did grant, 

Did but conuay vnto our fcarcfull mindes 
A doubtfull warrant of immediate death, 

Which though my felfe would gladly hauc imbrac’d. 
Yet the inceflant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what (he faw mtift come. 

And pitteous playnings of the prettic babes 
That mourn’d for fa(hion,ignorant what to fearc, 

Ford me to fcckc delayes for them and me, 

And this it was: (for other meancs was none) 

The Sailors fought for fafety by our boate, 

And left the lliip then finking ripe to vs: 

My wife, more carefull for the latter byrne. 

Had fafined him vnto a fmall fpare 
Such as fea-faring men prouide for ftornies : 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 

Whil ft I had bacnelike hccdfull of the other. 

The children thus dilpos’d, my wife and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixe * 

Faftned our felues at cythcr end the mall, 

And floating ftraighc, obedient to the ftreame y 
Was carried towards Corinth , as wc thought. 

At length the fonne gating vpon the earth), 

Difperft thole vapours that offended vs. 

And by the benefit of his wiftied light 
The feas waxt calme* and wc difcoucred 
Two (hippes from farre, making amaincto v%% 

Of Corinth that, of Epidarw this , 

But ere they came, oh let me fay no more, 

Gather the fcquell by that went before. 

D*ks Nay forward old mau,doc not breake off fo, 

H For 
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8 8 Tfe Qomedie of Errors. 

For we may pitty, though not pardon thee. 

Merch. Oh had the gods done fo,I had not now 
Worthily tearm’d them mercileffc to rs: 

For ere the fhips could meet by twice fiue leagues, 

We were cncoutitred by a mighty rocke, 

Which being violently borne vp, 

Our hclpcfull fhip was fplicted in the midft; 

So that in this vniuft diuorce of vs. 

Fortune had left to both of vs alike. 

What to delight in, what to forrow for. 

Her part, poorc foule, feemingas burdened 

With leffer waight, but not with lefl'cr woe, 

Was carried with more fpeed before the vvindc. 

And in our fight they three were taken vp 

By Fifhcrmen of Corinth , as we chought. 

At length another fhip had feiz’d on vs, 

And knowing whom u was their hap to faue, 

Gaue hcalthfull welcome to their fhip-wrackt guefts, 

And would haue reft the Fifhers of their prey. 

Had noc their backe beene very flow offaile; 

And therefore homeward did they bend their cowrie. 
Thus haue you heard me feuer’d from my blifle. 

That by misfortunes was my life prolong’d, 

T o tell fad ftorics of my owne milhaps. 

Duke. And for the lake of them thou Ion oweft for, 
Doe me the fauour to dilate at full. 

What haue befalne of them and they till now. 

Merch. My yongeft boy.and yet my deleft care, 

At eighceene yceres became inquificiue 

After his'brother ; and importun’d me 

That his attendant, fo his cafe was like, 

Rcfc of his brother,but retain’d his name, 

Might beare him company in theqaeftofhim: 

Whom wbil’ftl laboured of a loue to fee, 

I hazarded the loflc of whom I lou’d. 

Fiue Sommers haue I fpent in fartheft Greece, 

Roming clcane through the bounds of Afia, 

And coafting homeward, cameto Epbeftu : 

Hopclefle to finde,yet loth to leauc vnlought 

Or that,or any place that harbours men : 

But heere muft end the ftory of my life. 

And happy were I in my timelie death, 

Could all my trauclls warrant me they liue. 

Duke. Haplefle Egcort whom the fates haue markt 

To beare the extremitie of dire mifhap : 

Now truft me, were it not againft our Lawes, 

Againft my Crowne,my oath,my dignity, 

Which Princes would they may not difanull, 

My foule flhould fue as aduocate for thee : 

But though thou art adiudged to the death. 

And pafled fcntence may not be recal’d 

But to our honours great difparagement: 

Yet will I fauour thee in what I can; 

Therefore Marchant, He limit thee this day 

To feeke thy helpe by bcneficiall helpc. 

Try all the friends thou haft in Spbefw , 

Beg thou,or borrow, to make vp the fumme, 

And liue: if no.then thou art doom’d to die: 

Iaylor, take him to thycuttodie. 
lay lor. I will my Lord. 

Merch. Hopclefle and helpeleffe doth Egeati wend. 
But to procraftinatehis liuelefle end. Exeunt. 

Enter Antipholis Erotes, a Marchant } and Dromio. 

Mer. Therefore giue out you arc of Epidamium, 

Left that your goods too foone be confiscate: 

This very day a Syracuftan Marchant 

Is apprehended for a riuall here, 

And not being able to buy out his life. 

According to the ftatute of the towne. 

Dies ere tne wearie funne fet in the Weft: 

There is your monie that I had to keepe. 

Ant. Goe beare it to the Ccntaurc,where vvehoft 
And flay there Dromio, till I come to thee; 

Within this houre it will be dinner time. 

Till that lie view the manners of the towne, 

Perufc the traders,gaze vpon the buildings. 

And then returne and fleepe within mine Iune, 

For with long trauaile I am ftiffc and wearie. 

Get thee away. 

!Dro . M any a man would take you at your word, 
And goe indeedc,bauing fo good a meane. 

Exit Dromk, 

Ant. A truftie villaine fir,that very oft. 

When I am dull with care and melancholly. 

Lightens my humour with his merry iefts: 

What will you walke with me about the towRe, 

And then goe to my Inne and dine with me? 

EMar. I am inuited fir to certainc Marchants, 

Of whom 1 hope to make much benefit: 

I craue your pardon, foone atfiue a docke, 

Pleafe you,He mccte with you vpon the Mart, 

And afterward confort you till bed time .• 

My prefent bufineffe cals me from you now. 

Ant. Farewell till then: I will goe loofe my felfe, 
Andwander vp and downe to view the Citic. 

E.CMar. Sit, I commend you to your owne content. 

Exem , 

Ant. He that commends me to mine owne content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get: 

I to the world am like a dr op of water, 

That in the Ocean feekes another drop, 

Who falling there to finde his fellow forth, 

( Vnfecnejinquifitiue) confounds himfelfe. 

I,to finde a Mother and a Brother, 

In queft ofthem(vnhappica)loofcmy felfe. 

Enter Dromio ofEpheftu. 

Here comes the almanackc ofmy true date: 

What now ? How chance thou art return’d fo foone. 

E.Dro. Return’d fo foone, rather approacht too lltt: 
The Capon burnes, the Pig fals from the fpit; 

The clockc hath ftrucken twclus vpon the,bell: 

My Miftris made it one vpon my chceke: 

She is fo hot becaufe the meate is colde: 

The meate is colde, becaufe you come not home: 

You come not home,becaufe you haue no ftoraackt: ’ 
You haue no ftomacke,hauing broke your faft: 

But we that know what’tis to faft and pray, 

Are penitent for your default to day. 

Ant. Stop in your winde fir.tell me this! pray } 
Where haue you left the mony that I gaue you. 

E.Dro. Oh fixe pence that I had a wenfday laft, 

To pay the Sadler for my Miftris crupper : 

The Sadler had it Sir.l kept it not. 

Ant, I am not in a fportiue humor now: 

Tell mc,and dally not .where is the monie? 

We being ftrangers hcre,how dar’ft thou truft 

So great a charge from thine owne cuftodie. 

E.Dro. I pray you ieftfir as you fit at dinner: 

I from my Miftris come to you in poft: 

Ifl returns I (ball bepoft indeede. 
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Rcferuc them till a merrier hoUrc then this. 

Where is the gold I gaaein charge to thcc - 
£ Dro To me fir? why you gaue no gold to me. 

Come on fir knaue, haue done ycurfooliflines. 

And tell me how thou haft difpos’d thy charge. 

E Dro. My charge was but to fetch y ou fid the Mart 
Home to your houfe, the Pbaphix fir,to dinner; 

Mv Miftris and her fitter ftaies for you. 

1 Ant. Now as I am a Chriftian anfwer me, 

In what fafe place you haue bettow’d my mome; 

Or I fhall breakc that metric fconce ofyours 
That ftands on tricks, when I am vndifpos d : 

Where is the thoufand Markes thou hadft of me ?' 

E.Dro. I haue fome markes ofyours vpon my pate: 
Some of my Miftris markes vpon my fhoulders: 
gut not a thoufand markes bctweetic you both. 

Ifl (hould pay your worfhip thofe againe, 
perchance you will not beare them patiently. 

Ant. Thy Miftris markcsPwhat Miftris flaue haft thou? 
E.Dro. Your worfhips wife,my Miftris at th cPhaenix; 
She that doth faft till you come home to dinner: 

And praies that you will hie you home to dinner,. 

Ant. What wilt thou flout me thus vnto my face 
Bein» forbidPThere take you that fir knaue. 

£?Drt. Whatmeanc you fir, for God fake hold your 
Nay,and you will not fir,llc take my heeles. (hands: 

Exeunt Dromi* Sp. 

Ant . Vpon my life by fome dcuife or other. 

The villaine is ore-wrought of all my monie. 

They fay this towne is full of cofenage: 

As nimble Iugiers that dcceiue the eic: 

Darke working Sorcerers that change the minde: 
Soule-killing Witches,that deforme the bodie: 

Difguifcd Cheaters,prating Mount<ft>ankes; 

And manic fuch like liberties of finne : 

Ifit proue fo,l will be gone the fooner: 
lie to the Centaur to goe feckc this flaue, 

I greatly fcarc my monie is not fafe. 


Exu, 


Enter Adriana t wife to Antipholit Serepttu y with 
Luc tana her Sifter. 

Adr, Neither my husband nor the flaue return’d. 
That in fuch haftc I fent to fecke his Mafter ? 

Sure Luciana it is two a docke. 

Luc. Perhaps fome Merchant hath iniiited him. 
And from the Mart he’s fomewhere gone to dinner: 
Good Sifter let vs dine,and neuer fret; 

A man is Mafter of his libertie: 

Time is their Mafter, and when they fee time. 

They’ll goe or come; iffo, be patient Sifter. 

4dr. Why ftiould their libertie then ours be more? 
Luc. Bccaufe their bufineffe ftill lies out adore. 
Adr. Looke when I ferue him fo,he takes it thus. 
Luc. Oh,know he is the bridle of your will. 

Adr. There’s none but afles will be bridled fo. 



Luc. Why, hcadftrong liberty is liflit with woe: 
There’s nothing fituate vnder heauens rye. 

But hath his bound in earth, in fea, in skie. 

The bcafts,thc fifties,and the winged fowlcs 
Are their males fubieds, and at their controules: 

Man more diuine, the Mafter of all thefe. 

Lord ofthe wide world,and wilde watry feas. 

Indued with intelle&uall fence and foulcs, 

Of moreprcheminence then fifh and fowlcs, 

A re matters to their females, and their Lords: 

Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr*. This feruitude makes you to keepe vnwed. 
Luti. Not this,but troubles of the marriage bed. 
Adr. But were you wcddcd,you wold bear fomefway 
Luc . Ere I learne loue,IIepra£iife to obey. 

Adr. How if your husband ftart fome other where ? 
Luc. Till he come home againe,I would forbeare. 
Adr. Paticncevnmou’d,nomaruel though fhe paufc. 
They can be tnccke,that haue no other caufc: 

A wretched foule bruis’d with aduerfitie. 

We bid be quiet when we hcare it crie. 

But were we burdned with like waight ofpaine, 

As muchjOr more, we fliould our felues complaine : 

So thou that haft no vnkindc mate to greeue thee. 

With vrging helpeleffc patience would releeuc me j 
But if thou hue to fee like right berefci. 

This foole-bcg’d patience in thee will be left. 

Luci. Well,I will marry one day but to trie: 

Heere comes your man, now is your husband nie. 

Enter Dromio Epb. 

Adr . Say,is your cardie mafter now at hand P 
E.Dro. Nay, bee’s at too hands with mce,and that my 
two cares can witneffe. 

Adr. Siy,didft thou fpeake with him? knowftthou 
his minde P 

€. Dro. Ij,he told his minde vpon mine care, 
Beflirew his hand,I fcarce could vnderftand it. 

Luc. Spakeheefo doubtfully, thou couldft not feele 
his meaning. 

E. Dro. Nay, hee ftrooke fo plainly, 1 could too well 
feele his blowes; and withall fo doubtfully, that I could 
fcarce vnderftand them. 

Adri. Buc fay,l prethee, is he comming home ? 

It feemes he hath great care to pleafe his wife. 

E.Dro. Why Miftrcfle, fure my Mafter is home mad. 
Adri. Horne mad,thou villaine ? 

E.Dro. I meane not Cuckold mad. 

But fure he is ftarke mad: 

When I defir’d him to come home to dinner, 

He ask’d me tor a hundred markes in gold : 

’Tis dinner time quoth I: my gold, quoth he: 

Your meat doth burne,quoth I: my gold quoth he: 

Will you come, quoth I: my gold, quoth he; 

Where is the thoufand markes I gaue thee villaine ? 

The Pigge quoth I, is burn’d: my gold,quoth he: 

My miftrefle, fir, quoth I: hang vp thy Miftreffc: 

I know not thy miftrefle, out on thy miflrefle. 

Luci, Quoth who? 

E.Dr, Quoth my Mafter,I know quoth he,no houfe, 
no wife, no miftrcfle : fo that my arrant due vnto my 
tongue,I thanke him,>1 bare home vpon mylhoulders : 
for in conc!ufion,he did beat me there. 

Adri. Go back againe,thou flaue,& fetch hhn home* 
Dro. Goe backe againe,and be new beaten home t 
For Gods fake fend fome other meflenger. 

H i Adri. Backe 
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Adri. Backc flaue, or I will breakethy pace a-crofle. 
Dro. And he will bleffe ^ erode with other beating: 
Bctweene you,l (Ball haue a holy head. 

Adri. Hence prating pefam,fetch thy Mailer home. 
Dro. Am 1 fo round with you* as you with me. 

That like a foot-ball you doe fpurne me thus: 

You fpurne me hcnce,and he will fpurne me hither* 

If I lafl in this feruice,you mud cafe me in leather. 

Luci. Fie how impatience lowrcth in your face. 

Adri. His>company muft do his minions grace, 
Whil’ft I at home ftarue for a mcrric looke: 

Hath homelie age th’alluring beauty tooke 
From my poore cheeke ? then he hath wafted it. 

Are my difeourfes dull ? Barren my wit. 

If voluble and ftiarpe difeourfebe njar’d, 

Vnkindnefle blunts it more then marble hard. 

Doe their gay veftments his affe&ions baitc ? 

That’s not my fault, hee’smafter ofmy ftatc. 

What ruines are in me that can be found , 

By him not ruin’d ? Then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures. My decayed faire, 

A funnic looke of his,would foonc repair e. 

But, too vnruly Deere, he breakes the pale. 

And feedes from home ; poore 1 am but his ftale. 

Lad. Selfe-harming Iealoufie *, fie beat it hence. 

Ad. Vnfecling fools can with fuch wrongs difpcnce: 
I know his eye doth homage other-where. 

Or elle, what lets it but he would be here ? 

Sifter,you know he promis’d me a chainc, 

Would thatalone,alouehe would detaine, 

Soheiwould keepefaire quarter with his bed: 

I feethelewell beft enamaled 

Wiilloofe his beautie: yet the gold bides ftill 

That others touch, and often touching will. 

Where gold and no man that hath a name. 

By falfliood and corruption doth it fliame: 

Since that my beautie cannot plcafc his eie, 
lie weepe (what’s lefc away) and weeping die. 

Luci. How manie fond fooles ferue mad lcloufie? 

Exit. 

Enter Antipholis Errotis. 

Ant, The gold I gauc to Dromio is laid vp 
Safe at the Centaur , and tbehecdfull flaue 
Is wandred forth in care to feeke me out 
By computation and mine holts report. 

I could not fpeake with Dromio , fince at firft 
I fent him from the Mart ? fee here he comes. 

Enter Dromio Siracujia. 

How now fir, is your merrie humor alter’d ? 

As you loue flroakes, fo ieft with me againe: 

You know no Centaur ? you receiu’d no gold ? 

Your Miftrefle fent to haue me home to dinner ? 

My houfe was at the Phoenix'} Waft thou mad. 

That thus fo madlie thou did didft anfwcre me? 

S.Dro. What anfwer fir ? when fpake I fuch a word ? 
E.Ant. Euen now,euen here,nothalfean howre fince. 
S.Dro . I did not fee you fince you fent me hence 
Home to the fintaur with the gold you gauemc. 

A»t. Villaine, thou didft denie the golds rcceit, 

And toldftme of a Miftrefie,and a dinner. 

For which I hope thou feltft I was difpleas’d. 

S.Dro\ I am glad to fee you in this mcrric vaine, 
What meanes this jeft,I pray you Maftcrtcllme? 

Ant. Yea,doft thouicere&flowtmein the teeth £ 
Thinkft ^ 1 ieft? hold,take thou that,& that. Beats Dro. 
S.Dr. Hold fir,for Gods fakc,now your ieft is earneft. 


Vpon what bargainedo you giueitme? 

Antipb. Becaufethat I familiarlie fometitnes 
Doc vfe you for my foole, and chat with you. 

Your lawcinefic will ieft vpon nay loue. 

And make a Common of my ferious howres, 

When the funne (hints,let foolifh gnats make fp ott 
But creepe in crannies,when he hides his beames: * 
If you will ieft with me, know my afpclt, 

And fafhion your demeanor to my lookes. 

Or I will beat this method in your fconcc. 

S.Dro. Sconce call you it?fo you would leauebatte 
ring, I had rather haue it a head, and you vfcthefebW 
long, I muft get a fconcc for my head, and Infconce! 
to, or clfc I lhall feek my wit in my (houlders,buc I dm 
fir, why am I beaten ? ‘ ' 

Ant. Doft thou not know ? 

S.Dro, Nothing fir,but thatl am beaten. 

Ant. Shall I tell you why? 

S.Dro. I fir, and wherefore; for they fay, euery wf,. 
hatha whciefore. 1 

Ant. Why firft for flowting me,and then wheteforc 

for vrging it the fccond time to me. ’ 

S.Dro. Was there euer anie man thus beaten om 0 f 
feafon, when in the why and the wherefore, is neither 
rime nor reafon. Well fir,I thauke you. 

Ant. Thanke me fir, for what? 

S.Dro. Marry fir, for this fomething that you gauc me 
for nothing. 

Ant. lie make you amends next,to giue you a 
for fomething. But fay fir, isit dinner time? 

S.Dro. No fir, I thinke the meat wants that Ihaue. 

Ant. In good time fir: what’s that? 

S.Dro. Balling. 

Ant. Well fir, then ’twill be drie. 

S.Dro. If it be fir, I pray you eat none of it. 

Ant. Your reafon? 

S.Dro. Left it make you cho!lericke,andpurchafetsc 
another drie balling. 

Ant. Well fir, Icarneto ieft in good time, there’s a 
time for all things. 

S.Dro. l dutll haue denied that before you vverefo 
chollericke. 

Anti. By what rule fir ? 

S.Dro. Marry fir, by aruleasplaincas the plainebald 
pate of Father time hhnfelfe. 

Ant. Let’s heare it. 

S.Dro. There’s no time for a man to rccouer his hake 
that.grower bald by nature. 

Ant. May he not doe it by fine and recouerie ? 

S.Dro. Yes,topayafineforaperewig, andrecouer 
the loft haire ofanoincr man. 

Ant. Why, is Time fuch a niggard of haire, being (as 
itis)foplentifull an excrement? 

S.Dro. Becaufe it is a bleffingthat heebeftoweson 
beads, and what he hath fcanted them in haire, hee hath 
giuen them in wit. 

Ant. Why, but theres manie a man hath more bait* 
then wit. 

S.Dro. Not a man of thofe but he hath the wit to loft 
his haire. 

Ant. Why thou didft conclude hairy men plain dea¬ 
lers without wit. 

S.Dro. The plainer dealer, the fooner loft; yet he loo- 
feth it in a kinde of iollitic. 

An, For what reafon. 

S.Dro. For two, and found ones to. 

An- Nay 
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|-^fNa^not found I pray you. 

’ S.Dr*. Sure ones then. 

Nay, not furc in a thing falfing. 

$.Dr*y Ccftaine.-onescbcn. 

SDrT TheonTtofaue the money that he fpendsin 
try in guheothcr,th at at diaper they (houldnot drop m 

^An- You would all this time haue prou’d^hcrc is no 

1 Dro! * Marry and did fir: namely, in no time to re- 

,C °^ h *Bu t J yourSon was not fubftantiall, why there 

is no time to recauer. ■ ■ . . . , , 

S.Dro. Thus 1 mend it : Time himfelfe is bald, and 
therefore to the worlds end,will haue bald followers- 
An I knew’twould be a bald condufion: but loft, 
who wafts vs yonder. 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adri. 1,1, Anttpholns ,looke firange and frqwne. 

Some other Miftreffehath thy fweet afpcdls : 
lam not Adriana, not thy wile. 

Thetime was once, when ihou vn-vrg’d wouldll vow, 
That neuer words were muficke to thine eare. 

That neuer obied plcafmg in thine eye, 

Thatneuer touch well welcome to thy hand. 

That neuer meat fwcct-fauour’d in thy tafte, 

Vnlclfe I fpake,ot look’d, or touch’d,or caru’d ro thee. 
How comes it now,my Husband,oh how comes it. 

That thou art then eftranged from thy felfe ? 

Thy felfe I call it, being llrange to me: 

That vndiuidable Incorporate 
Am better then thy dccre felfes better part. 

Ah doe not tearc away thy felfe from me; 

For know my loue :as eafie maift thou fall 
A drop of water in the breSking gtilfe, 

And take vnmingled thence that drop againe 
Without addition or diminifhing, 

As take from me thy felfe, and not me too. 

How deercly would it touch thee to the quicke, 

Shouldft thou but heare I were licencious ? 

And that this body confecratc to thee. 

By Ruffian Lull Ibould be contaminate ? 

Wouldft thou not fpit at me, and fpurne at me. 

And hurlc the name of husband in my face, 

And teate the flain’d skin of my Harlot brow. 

And from my falfc hand cut the wedding ring, 

And breake it with a dccpe-diuorcing vow ? 

I know thou canft, and therefore fee tnou doe it. 

I am polfcll with an adulterate blot, 

My bloud is mingled with the crime of lull: 

For if we two be one, and thou play falfc, 

Idoe digeft the poifon of thyflelh, 

Being ftrumpeted by thy contagion ; 

Keepcthen faire league and truce with thy true bed, 

I Hue diftaih’d.thou vndilhonoured. 

Antip. Plead you to me faire dame? I know you not; 
In Iphefios I am but two houres old, 

As llrange vnto your townc, as to your talke. 

Who euery word by all my wit being fcan’d, 

Wants wicin all,onc word to vndcrftand. 

L«c». Fie brother how the world is chang’d with you: 
When were you wontto vfe my filler thus ? 
he lent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 


Ant. By Dromio ? Dram. By me. 

Adr. By thee,and this thou didft returne from him. 
That he did buffet thee, and in his blowes. 

Denied my houfe for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. Did you conucrfe fir with this gentlewoman: 
What is the courfe and drift of your compadf? 

S-Dro. I fir? 1 neuer faw her till this time. 

Ant. Villaine thou lieft, for euen her yeric words 
Didft thoudeliuer to me on tbeMart. 

S.Dro. I neuer fpake with her in all my life. 

Ant. How can (he thus then call vs by our names ? 
Vnlcffe it be by infpiration. 

Adri. How ill agrees it with your grauitic. 

To counterfeit thus grofdy with your flaue. 

Abetting him to thwart me in my moode j 
Be it my wrong,you are from me cxempr. 

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come 1 will fallen on this flecue of chine: 

Thou arc an blme my husband, I a Vine : 

Whofc weaknefte married to thy llranger flate. 

Makes me with thy llrcngth to communicate: 

If ought polTelfe thee from me, it is drofle, 

Vlurping luie,Brier,or idle Mode, 

Who all for want of pruning,with inmifion, 

Infedl thy fap,and hue on thy confufion. ' 

Ant. Tomecfhee fpeakes, (heemoues meeforher 
theame; 

What,was I married to her in my dreame ? 

Or fleepe I now,and thinke 1 heare all this ? 

What error driues our cics and earcsamilfe ? 

Vntill I know this fure vnccrtaintic, 
lie entertaine the free’d fallacie. 

Luc. Dromio, goe bid the feruaius /pred for dinner. 

S. Dro. Oh for my beads, I crofte me for a finner. 
This is thcFairie land,oh fpighc of lpights, 

We talke withGoblins,Owlc$ andSprights j 
If we obay them not.this willinfue: 

They’ll fucke out bieath,or pinch vs blacke and blew. 

Luc. Why prat’fl thou to thy felfe,and anfwer’ft not 7 
Dromio,tbouDromio,tUon fnaile,thou flug,thou f ot . 
S.Dro. I am transformed Mailer,am I not ? 

*Ant. I chinke thou art in niinde.and fo am I. 

S.Dro, Nay Mafter.both inminde,and in my fbape. 

oAnt. Thou haft thine ownc forme. * 

S.Dro. No.IamanApe. 

Luc. If thou art chang’d to ought,’tis to an Affe. 
S.Dro. ’Tis true (he rides me,and I long for *rafTe. 
Tis Joj am an Aflc^elic it could neuer be^ 

But I fliould know her as well as fheknowes me. 

Adr. Come,conie,no longer will I be a foole. 

To put the finger in the eie and weepe; 

Wnil ft man and Alafler laughes my woes tofeorne: 
Come fir to dinner, Dromtokcepc the gate ? 

Husband lie dine aboue with you to day, 

And fliriuc you of a thoufand idle prankes: 

Sirra,ifany askeyou for your Mafter, 

Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 

Come lifter, Dromio play the Porter well. 

eAnt. Am I in earth,in heauen.or in hell? 

Sleeping or waking,mad or well aduifde : 

Knownevnto thefc, and to my felfe difguifde : 
lie fay as they fay,and perfeucr fo : • 1 

And in this mill at all aduentures go. 

S.Dro. Mafter,lhall I be Porter at the gate ? 

Adr. I, and let none cncer,leaft I breake your pate. 
Luc. Come,come, Antipholtu, we dine to late. 
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e Actus Tertius . Trima. 


thy 


£»ffr Ant if holm of Ephefits , his min Dromio , rAe 

Goldfmtth, and Balthafer the Merchant. 

E.Anti. Good fignior Angelo you mu ft excufc vs all, 
My wife is fhrewifh when 1 keepc not howres; 

Say that 1 lingerd with you at your fhop 
To fee the making of her Carkanet, 

And that to morrow you will bring it home. 

But here’s a villainc that would face me downe 
He met me on the Mart, and that I beat him. 

And charg’d him with a thoufand markes in gold. 

And that I did denie my wife and houfe; 

Thou drunkard thou, what didtt thou mcane by this ? 

E.Dro. Say what you wil fir,but I know what I know. 
That you beat me at the Mart I hauc your hand to (Low; 
Ify skin were parchment,& y" blows you gaue were ink, 
Your ownc hand-writing would tell you what I thinke. 
E.Ant. I thinke thou art an afte. 

E.Dro. Marry i'o it doth appcarc 
By the wrongs 1 fuffer, and the blowes 1 beare, 

1 fhouldkickebeingkickt.and being at that pail'e, 

You would keepe from my heelcs.anti beware of an aft'c. 

E.An. Y’arefad fignior "Balthasar jpixy God our cheer 
May anfwcr my good will,and your good wcicom here. 
BaI. I hold your dainties cheap fir,& your weleom deer. 
E.An. Oh fignior Balthazar, either atflefliorfifh, 

A table full of welcome,makes fcarce one dainty difh. 

‘ BaI Good meat fir is comon that euerychurlc affords. 
Anti. And welcome more common,tor thats nothing 
but words. 

Bal, Small chcere and great welcome, makes a met¬ 
ric fcaft. 

Anti. I, to a niggardly Hoft,and more fp aring gtieft: 
But though my cates be meane,take them in good part, 
Better cheere may you haue,but not with better hart. 
Buc foft,my doore is loeke; goe bid them let vs in. 
E.Dro. 7Haud,Briget,Marian,Ciflcjt,Gillian , Gmn. 
S.Dro. Mome,Milthorle,Capon, Coxcombc , Idi¬ 
ot, Patch, 

Either get thee from the dore,or fit downe at the hatch : 
Doft thou coniure for wenches,that y call! for iuchflore, 
When one is one too many, goe get thee from the dore. 
E.Dro. What patch is made our Porter l my Mafter 
ftayes in the ftreet. 

S.Dro. Let him walke from whence he came,Ic(l hee 
catch cold oil’s feet. 

S.Ant. Who talks within there ? hoa,open the dore. 
S.Dro. Right fir, lie tell you when , and you’ll tel! 
me wherefore. 

Ant. Wherefore ? fox my dinner: I haue not din’d to 
day. 

S.Dro. Nor to day here you muft not come againe 
when you may. 

Anti. What art thou that keep’ftmee out from the 
howfe I owe? 

S.Dro. The Porter for this time Sir, and my tftme is 
Dromio. 

E. Dro. O villainc,thou haft ftolne both mine office 
and my name. 

The one nere got me credit, the other mickle blame: 

If thou hadft beene Dromio to day in my place, 


can 


1 Thou wouldft haue chahg’d'thjf face for a’ft arte, 0r 
name foranaffc. 

Enter Luce. 

Luce. What a code is there Dromio ? who ate thij 
at the gate? 

E.Dro. Let tiiy Matter in Luce. 

Luce. Faith no, hee tomes too late, and fo tellveu 
Mafter. ’ * 

E.Dro. O Lord! mutt laugh,haue at you with ap t0 , 
uerbe, 

Shall I fet in my ftaffe. 

Luce. Haue at you with another, that’s when? 
you tell? 

S.Dro. If thy name be called ImcoJLhco thou haftm, 
fwer’d him well. 

Anti. Doeyouheare you minion, you’lllettsin 
hope? 

Luce. I thought to haue askt you. 

S.Dro. And you faid no. 

E.Dro. So come helpe, well ftrooke, there was blo« 
for blow. 

Anti. Thou baggage let me in. 

Luce. Can you tell for whofe fake? 

E.Drom. Mafter, knocke the doore hard. 

Luce. Let him knocke till it ake. 

Ant-. Y ou’ll cric for this minion , if I beat the door* 
downe. 

Luce. What needs all that,and a pairs offtocksin the 
towne? 

Enter Adriana. 

Adn Who is that at the doore j keeps all this noife? 

S.Dro. By my troth your towne is troubled withvn- 
ruly boies. 

tAnti. Arc you there Wife ? you might haue comt 
before. 

Adri. Your wife fir knaue? go get you from the dore. 

E. Dro. Ifyou went in paine Mafter,this knaue weld 
goe fore. 

Angelo. Heere is neither cheere fir, nor welcome.wt 
would fame haue either. 

Baltz,. In debating which was beft, wee (ball part 
with neither. 

E.Dro. They Hand at the doore, Mafter, bid them 
welcome hither. 

tAmi. There is fomething in the winde,that weean- 
not get in. 

E.Dro. You would fay fo Matter, if your garments 
were thin. 

Your cake here is warmc within: you ftand here in the 
cold. 

It would make a man mad as a Bucke to be fo bought 
and fold. 

Ant. Go fetch me fomething,Ile break ope the gate. 

S.Dro. Breake any breaking hcre,and lie breakeyour 
knaues pate. 

E.Dro. A man may breake a word with your fir, and 
words are but wiude: 

I and breake it in your face,fo he break it not bchihde. 

S.Dro. It feemes thou want’ft breaking,out vpon thee 
hinde. 

E.Dro. Here’s too much out vpoii thee,I pray thee 1« 
me in. 

S.Dro. I,when fowles haue no featheb,andfilh haue 
no fin. 

Ant. Well, lie breake iotgo borrow me a crow. 

£-Dro.h. crow without feather, Matter meane you fo; 

For 
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A* «a*we s»". f « ch mc ” , "" 1 - 


And draw Witmniuc ”, 

Th’vnuiolaredh'onor of your wife. 

0„« .Ms m W afewftgf w " edon,Ci 

Her fober yitiitiAeixes, iM modcftie, 

Sc.dony°»H y°" 

v A j ou bt nor fir, but (he will well excuie 

Why .■ ™‘ i ' *S‘“> y ° U - 

Be rul’d by me, depart in patience, 

And let v/tO theTyger ill to dinner. 

And about euemng come your fclfc alone. 

To know the reafbn of this ftrange refiraiin : 

If by ftrong hand you offer to breike in 
Mow in the ftirring paftage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it; 

And that fuppofed by the common rowt 
Againit your yet vrigalled eftimition, 

That may with fou’.eintrufion enter in. 

And dWell vpon yoUf grsue when you arc dead; 

For flander hues vpon fucceffion; 

For eucr hdws’d, where it gets poflelfioo. 

Anti. You haue pteuail’d,I will depart in quiet, 

And in dsfpighc of mirth meane to be merrie: 

1 know a wench of excellent difeourfe , 

Prcttic and witric; wilde. and yet too gentle; 

There will wt dine: this woman that I meane 
My wife (but I proteft without defert) 

Hath oftentimes vpbraidedmewithsll: 

To her will we to dinner, get you home 
And fetch the chaine, by this I know ’tis made, 

Brin* it I pray you to the Porpentine, 

For there’s the boufc: That chaine will I beftow 
(Be it for nothing but to ipight my wife) 

Vpon mine hoftette there, good fir make hafte: 

Since mine owne doorcs refufe to entertaine me, 
lie knocke elfe-whcrc, to fee ifthey’ll difdaine me. 

A»g. He meet you at that place lome houre hence. 
Anti. Do Ibjthis ieft {hall coftme fome expcncc. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Sultana, with Antipholus ofSiracufa. 

Mia. And may it be that you haoc quite forgot 
A husbands office? fhall Antipholus 
Euen in the fpring ofLoue,thy Loue-fprings rot ? 

Shall loue in buildings grow fo ruinate ? 

If you did wed my filler for her wealth. 

Then for her wealths-fake vfe her with more kindnefie: 
Or if you like elfe-whcre doe it by ftealth, 

Muffle your falfc louc with fome (hew of blindnefle: 

Let not my fitter read it in your eye : 

Be not thy tongue thy ownc fhames Orator: 

Looke fyvect, fpeake fairc, become difloyaltie: 

Apparel! vite like vertues harbenger: 

Beare a fairc prefence,though your heart be tainted, 

T each finne the carriage of a holy Saint, 

Be fecret falfe: what need {he be acquainted ? 

What fimgle thiefe brags of his owne attaine ? 

’Tis doitblc wrong to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in thy Iookes at boord: 

Shame hath a baftard fame,well managed, 

Ill deeds is doubled with an euill word: 

Alas poorc women, make vs not beleeue 
(Beingcoihpa& of credit) that you loue rs. 


Though others haue the arme, {hew vs the fleeuc: 

We in your motion turne, and you may moue vs. 

Then gentle brother get you in againe; 

Comfort my fitter, chcere her, call her wife; 

’Tis holy {port to be a little vaine, 

When the fweet breath ot flatterie conquers ftrife. 

S. Anti. Svvecte Miftris, what your name is ellc I 
know not; 

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine: 

Lcflc in your knowledge, and your grace you fhow not. 
Then our earths wonder, more then earth diuinc. 

Teach mc deere creature how to thinke and fpeake: 

Lay open to my earthie grofle conceit ; 

Smothrcd in errors, feeble,{hallow,wcake, 

T he foulded meaning of your words deceit : 

Agninft my foules pure truth,why labour you. 

To make it wander in an vnknownc field ? 

Are you a god ? would you create me new ? 

Transforme me then,and to your pow f re He yeeld. 

But if that I am I, then well I know. 

Your weeping fitter is no wife of mine. 

Nor to her bed no homage doe I owe: 

Farre more/arre more,to you doe I decline: 

Oh traine me not fweet Mermaide with thy note. 

To drownc mc in thy lifter floud of tearcs: 

Sing Siren for thy felfe.and I will dote: 

Spread ore the filuer waucs thy golden haires; 

And as a bud lie take thee,and there lie; 

And in that glorious fuppofition thinke, 

He games by death, that hath fuch meanes to die: 

Let Loue,being light,be drowned if ihe finke. 

Luc. What are you mad,that you doer eafon fo ? 
eAr.t. Not mad,but mated,how I doe oot know, 
Luc. It is a fault that fpringeth from your tie. 

Ant. For gazing on your beames fairc fun being by. 
Luc. Gaze when you fhould, and that will cleere 
your fight. 

Ant. As good to winke fweet loue,as looke on night. 
Luc. Why call you me loue? Call my lifter fo. 

Ant. Thy lifters filler. 

Luc. That’s my lifter. 

Ant. No: it is thy felfe,mine ownc fclfes better part: 
Mine eics clecre eie, my deere hearts deerer heart • 

My t'oode,my fortune,and my fweet hopes aime; * 

My foie earths heauen.and my heauens claime. 

Luc. All this my lifter is,or elfe (hould be. 

Ant. Call thy felfe lifter fweet,for I am thee f 
Thee will I loue, and with thee lead my lifc^ 

Thou haft no husband yet,nor I no wife : 

Giueme thy hand. 

Luc. Oh foft fir,hold you ftil!: 
lie fetch my lifter to get her good will. Exit. 

Enter Dromio, Siracupa. 

tAnt. Why how now Dromio, whefe run’ft thou fo 
faft? 

S.Dro. Doe you know me fir? hml Dromio} Ami 
yourman? Am I my felfe? 

Ant. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 
thy felfe. 

Dro. Iamanafle, I am a womans man, andbefides 
my felfe. 

Ant. What womans man ? and how befides thy 
lelfe? 

Dro. Marrie fir,befides my felfe,I am due to 3 woman: 
One that claimes me, one that haunts me, one that will 
hauc me. 

Ant. What 
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What claimc laics flic to thcc ? 


The Qo 


Dro. Marry fir,fuch claimc as you would lay to your 
horlc, and (he would haue me as a bcaft, not that I bee- 
ing a bcaft (he would haue me, but that (Tie being a vc- 
rie beaftly creature laycs claimc to me. 

tAnti. What is fhc ? 

Dro. A very reucrcnt body : I fuch a one, as a man 
may not fpeake of, without he fay fir reucrence, 1 haue 
buc Ieane luckc in the match, and yet is (lie a wondrous 
tat marriage. 

Anti. How doft thou meane a fat marriage ? 

'Dro. Marry fir,fhe’s the Kitchiu wench,& al greafe, 
and I know not what vfe to put her too, but to make a 
Lampeof her, and run from her by her owne light. 1 
warrant, her ragges and the Tallow in them, will bumc 
a VoUnd Winter: If (lie hues till doomcfdayjQic’l burne 
a weeke longer then the whole World. 

Anti. What complexion is (lie of? 

Dro, Swart like my fhoo, but her face nothing like 
fo cleanc kept: for why? flic ivveats a man may goe o- 
uer-(hooe$ in the grime of it. 

Anti. That’s a fault that water will mend.' 

Dro . No fir, *tis in graine, Noahs flood could not 
doit. 

Anti. What\ her name ? 

Dro. Nett Sir : but her name is three quarters, that’s 
an Ell and three quarters,will not mealure her from hip 
to hip. 

Anti. Then fhe beares fomc bredth ? 

Dro. No longer from head to foot, then from hippe 
to hippe: (he is fphericaij, like a globe: 1 could find out 
Countries in her. 

Anti. In what part of her body (lands Ireland ? 

Dro. Marry fir in her buttockes, I found it out by 
thebogges. 

Ant, Where Scotland} 

bro. I found it by the barrennefle, hard in the palme 
of the hand. 

Ant. Where Trance ? 

Dro. In her forhead, arm’d and reuerted, making 
warre againft her heire. 

Ant. Where England} 

Dro. I look’d for the chalkle Oiffes,but I could find 
no whitenefle ituhem. But I guefle,it flood in her chin 
by the fait rheurnc that ranne beewcene France^ and it. 

Ant. Where Spaine ? 

Dro. Faith I faw it not: but I felt it hot in her breth. 

Ant. Where America , the Indies ? 

Dro . Oh fir, vpon her nofe, all ore embcllifhed with 
Rubies, Carbuncles, Sapffires, declining their rich Af- 
pedlto the hot breath ofSpaine, who fent whole Ar* 
madoes of Carrccls to be ballad at her nofe. 

Anti. Where flood Belgta , the Netherlands 

Dro. Oh fir, I did not lookefolow* To conclude, 
this drudge or Diuiner layd claime to mcc, call'd mce 
Dromio , (wore I was aflurtl to her, told me what priuie 
markes I had about mec, a* the marke of my (boulder, 
the Mole in my nccke, the great Wart on my left armc, 
that I amaz’d ranne from her as a witch. And I thinkc,if 
my breft had not beenc made of faith, and my heart of 
ilcele, (lie had transform’d me to a Curtulldog,& made 
me turne i’th wheele. 

Anti. Gohic thccprefently. port to tberodc. 

And if the winde blow any way from (hore, 

I will not harbour in this Towne tonight. 

If any Barke put forth, come to the Mart, 


errors. 

Where I will walke till thou returne to me: 

If eueric one knowes vs, and we know none, 

Tis time I thinke to trudge,packe,and be gone. 

As from a Beare a man would run for lift 

So flic I from her that would be my wife. \ 

Anti. There's none but Witches do inhabitehee ** 

And therefore ’tis hie time that I were hence: 

She that doth call me husband, euen my foule 
I^oth for a wife abhorre. But her fairc filler 
Pofieft with fuch 3 gentle foueraigne grace. 

Of fuch inchanting prefence and difeourfe. 

Hath almoft made me Traitor to my felfe: 

But leaft my felfe be guilty to felfe wrong, 

He flop mine cares againft the Mermaids fong. 

Enter vAngeU with the Chaim. 

%Ang. M r Antipholw. 

Anti * I that's my name. 

A*g> I know it well fir, loe here’s the chaine, 

I thought to haue tane you at the Porpentim, 

The chaine vnfimfli’d made me flay thus long. * 
oAnti. What is your will that I (hal do with this? 

*Ang. What pleafe your felfe fir: I haue made it for 
you. r 

Anti. Made it for me fir, I befpoke it not. 
t Not once, nor twice, but twcntic times you 

Go home with it, andpleafeyour Wifewithall 
And foonc at fupper time He vifityou. 

And then receiue my money for the chaine/ 

Antt. I pray you fir receiue the money now. 

For feare you ne'rc ice chaine, normony more. 

Ang. You are a merry man fir, fare you well. Exit 
Ant. What I (hould thinke of this, I cannot tell: 

But this I thinke, there’s no man isfo vaine. 

That would refufe fo fairc an offer’d C hainc. 

I fee a man heerc needs not hue by fhifts, 

When in the ftreets he mcetcs fuch Golden gifts: 
lie to the Mart, and there for Dromio flay. 

If any fhip put out, then ftraight ayvay. Exit, 
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Enter a Merchant.Goldfmith, and an Officer. 

Mar. You know fince Pcntccoft the Turn is due. 
And fipcel haue not much importun’d you. 

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound * 

To Perfia, and want Gilders for my voyage; 
Therefore make prefent fatisfa&ion, 

Or lie attach you by this Officer. 

Gold. Euen iuft the Him that I do owe to you. 

Is growing to me by Antipholm, 

And in the inftant that I met with you. 

He had ofme a Chaine, at fine a docke 
I (hall receiue the money for the fame: 

Pleafeth you walke with me downe to his houfc, 

I will difchargc my bond, and thankc you too. 

Enter *An\tifholtu Ephef. Dromio from* the Comfort. 
Off *-That labour may you fauc: See where he cosnes. 
While I go to theGoldftniths houfc, go '.hou 

And 


felfe. 


T^dbwatop^Tend, that will I beftow 
Among my wife, and their confederates. 

For locking me out of my doores by day : 

But foft I fee the Goldfmith; get thee gone. 

Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

Dro. I buy a thoufand pound a yeare, I buy a rope. 

Exit Dromio 

Efb.Ant. A man is well holpe vp that trufts to you, 
I promifed your prefence, and the Charne, 

But neither.Chaine nor Goldfmith came to me: 

Belike you thought our loue would lalt too long 
Ifit were chain’d together: and therefore came not. 

Cold. Sauing your merrie humor: here’s the note 
How much your Chaine weighs to the vtmoft chared. 
The finenefle of the Gold, and chargefull fafhion. 
Which doth amount to three odde Duckets mote 
Then I ftand debted to this Gentleman, 

I pray you lee him prefently difeharg’d, 

For he is bound to Sea,and ftayes but for it. 

Anti. I am not furnifh’d with the prefent monie: 
Befides I haue fomebufinefle in the towne, 

Cood Signior take the ttranger to my houfc, 

And with you take the Chaine,and bid my wife 
Disburle the fumme, on the rcceit thereof, 
perchance I will be there as foone as you. 

Gold. Then you will bring the Chaine to her your 
fe. 

Anti. No bcare it with you, leaft I come not time e- 
nough. 

Gold. Well fir,I will?Haueyouthe Chaine about 
you? 

t^fnt. And if I haue not fir, I hope you haue: 

Orelfe you may returne without your money. 

Cold, Nay come I pray you fir, giue me the Chaine : 
Both winde and tide ftayes for this Gentleman, 

And I too blame haue held him hccrc too long. 

eAnti. Good Lord, you vfe this dalliance to cxcufe 
Your breach of promife to the Porpentine , 

Ijfliould haue chid you for not bringing it. 

But like a (brew you firft begin to brawle. 

7Har. The houre fteale= on, I pray you fir difpatch. 
Cold. You heare how he importunes me,the Chaine. 
Ant. Wh y giue it to my wife, and fetch your many* 
Gold. Come,come,you know I gaue it you euen now. 
Either fend the Chaine, or fend me by fome token. 

tAnt. Fie, now you run this humor out of breath. 
Come where’s the Chaine, I pray you let me fee it. 

CM»r. My bufinefle cannot brookc this dalliance, 
Good fir fay, whe’ryou’lanfwer me, or no: 

Ifnot, lie leauehim to the Officer. 

Ant. I anfwer you ? What fliould I anfwer you. 

Gold. The monie that you owe me for the Chaine. 
Ant, I owe you none, till I receiue the Chaine. 

Gold. You know I gaue it you halfean houre fince. 

Ant. You gaue me none, you wrong mee much to 
fay fo. 

gold. You wrong me more fir in denying it. 
Confiderhow it ftands vpon my credit. 

Mar. W ell Officer, arreft him at my fuite. 

Off. I do, and charge you in the Dukes name to o- 
beyme. 

_ Gold, This touches me in reputation. 

Either confent to pay this fum for me. 

Or I attach you by this Officer. 

Am. Confent to pay thee that I ncucr had: 

I Arreftmefoolifli fellow if thoudar’ft. 
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Gold. Heere is thy fee, arreft him Officer. 

I would not (pare my brother in this cafe, 

Ifhe fliould fcorne me fo apparantly. 

Offie. I do arreft you fir, you heare the fnire. 

Ant. I do obey thee, til! I giue thee baile. 

But firrah, you fhall buy this fport as deere. 

As all the mettall in your fhop will anfwer. 

Gold. Sir,fir, I fhall haue Law in EpheJ 
To your notorious fhame, I doubt it not. 

Enter Dromio Sira, from the Bay. 

Dro. Matter, there’s a Barke of Epidaminm , 

That ftaies but till her Owner comes aboord. 

And then fir fhc beares away. Our fraughtage fir, 

I haue comiei’d aboord, and 1 haue bought & 
ThcOyle, the Balfamum, and Aqua-vitae. 

The fhip is in her trim, the merrie winde 
Blowes faire from land : they flay for nought at all 
But for their Owner, Mafter.and your felfe. 

An. flow now* a Madman? Why thou pecuiffi flieep 
What fhip of Epidaminm ftaies for roe. ” 

S.Dro. A fhip you fent me too, to hicr waftage. 
Ant. Thou drunken flaue, I fent thcc for a rope 
And told thee to what purpofe.and what end. 

S.Dro. Yon fent me for a ropes end as foone. 

You fent me to the Bay fir, for a Barke. 

Ant . I will debate this matter at more Ieifure 
And teach your eares to lift me with more heede: 

To tAdrianaW\Wi\M hie thee ftraight: 

Giue her this key, and tell her in the Deske 
That’s couer’d o’re withTurkifh Tapiftrie, 

There is a purfe of Duckets, let her fend it • 

Tell her, I am arrefted in the ftrecte. 

And that fhall baile me: hie thee flaue, be gone. 

On Officer to prifon, till it come. b *Exeunt 
S. Dromio. To tAdr/ana,that is where we din’d 
Where Dowfabell did claime me for her husband ’ 

She is toobigge I hope for me to compaffe. 

Thither I muft, although againft my will: 

For leruants muft their Matters mindes fulfill. Exit 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr, KhLuctana , did he tempt thee fo i 
Might ft thou perceiue aufteerely in his eie, 

That he did plead in earneft, yea or no: 

Look’d he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 

What obferuation mad’ft thou in this cafe i 
Oh, his hearts Meteors tilting in his face. 

Luc. Firft he deni’de yotj^ad in him no right. 

Adr. He meant he did me none: the more my Ipight 
Luc. Then fwore he tharhe was a ftranger hccre.° 

Adr. And true he fwore, though yet forfwornchec 
were. 

Lhc. Then pleaded I for ytiiu. 

Adr. And whatfaidheA. 

Luc. 1 hat loue I begg’d&r you, he begg’d of me. 
Adr. With whatperiWafion did he tempt thy loue ? 
Luc. With words, that in an honeft fujt might moue! 
Firft, he didpraife my beautie, then my fpecch. 

Adr. Did’ftfpeake him faire? 

Luc. Haue patience I befeech. 

Adr . I cannot, nor I will not hold roe flill. 

My tongue, though not my heart, fhall haue his will. 

He is deformed, crooked, old, and fere, 

Ill-fac’d, worfe bodied, fhapclcftc euery where: 

Vicious, vngcntle, fooliffi, blunt, vnkinde, 
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Stigmaticall in making w orfe in minde, 

Luc . Who would be iealous then of fuch a one ? 

No euill loft is wail’d,when ic is gone. 

Adr. Ah but I thinke him better then I fay: 

And yet would herein others eies were worfe: 

Farre from her neft the Lapwing cries away; 

My heart praies tor him,though my tongue doe curfc« 

Enter S. Dromio. 

Dro. Here goc: the deske,the purfc,fwcetnow make 
hade. 

Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath? 

S.Dro. By running faft. 

Adr. Where is thy Mafter Dromio ? Is he well ? 

S.Dro. No, he’s in Tartar limbo, worfe then hell: 

A diuell in an eucrlafting garment hath him; 

On whofehard heart is button’d ?p with fteelc: 

A Feind,aFairie,pittilcffe and ruffe: 

A Wolfe,nay worfe, a fellow all in buffc: 

A back friend,a fhoulder-clapper, one that countcrmads 
The paffages of allies,crcckes,and narrow lands: 

A hound that runs Counter,and yet draws drifoot well, 
One that before the Iudgmct carries poore foulcs to hel. 
Adr. Why man,what is the matter? 

S.Dro. I doe not know the matter, hee is refiedon 
the cafe. 

Adr. What is he arrcfted?tell me at whole fuite? 
S.Dro. I know not at whofefuite he is arefted well; 
but is in a fuite of buffc which refted him,that can I tell, 
will you fend him Miftris redemption, the tuomc in 
his deske. 

Adr. Go fetch it Sifter: this I wonder at. 

Exit Lucian4. 

Thus he vnknowne to me fhould be in debt: 

Tell me,was he arefted on a band? 

S.Dro, Not on a band,but on a ftronger thing: 

A chaine,a chaine, doe you not here it ring. 

Adrut. What,the chaine ? 

S.Dro. No,no,the bell, 'tis time that I were gone: 

It was two ere I left him,and now the clocke (hikes one. 
Adr. The houres come backe, that did I neuer here. | 
S.Dro. Ohyes,ifany houremeetcaScrieant.aturnes j 
backe for veriefcarc. 

Adri. As if time were in debt: how fondly do’ll thou 
reafon? 

S.Dra.Timc is a verie bankerout,and owes mote then 
he’s worth to feafon. 

Nay .he’s a theefe too: haue you not heard men fay. 

That time comes dealing cn.by night and day? 

If I be in debt and thcft,and a Scrieant in the way. 

Hath he not reafon to turne backe an houte in a day? 

Enter Luc and. 

Adr. Go Dromio , there** the monie,beare it ftraight, 
And bring thy Mafter hojm©jmediately. 

Come lifter, I ampreft do W^fc with^conccit: 

Conceit,my comfort and my^iniurie. Exit. 

Enter Antipholm Siracusa. 

There’s not a man I mcete but doth faluterae 
As if I were their well acquainted friend. 

And cuerie one doth call me by my name: 

Some tender monie to me, fome inuite me; 

Some other giue methankes for kindneffes; 

Some offer me Commodities to buy. 

Eucn now a tailor cal’d me in his fhop. 


And Ihow’d me Silkes that he had bought forme 
And therewithal! tooke meafure ofmy body. * 

Sure thefe arebutimaginarie wiles. 

And Upland Sorcerers inhabite here. 

Enter Dremio.Srr. 

S.Dro. Maftcr,here’s the gold you fent me for f.wl,,, 
haue you got the pifture of old Adamncvt apparel’d ? 1 
tAnt. What gold is this? Whata/fddw do’ft thou 
mcane? 

S.Dro. Not that Adorn that kept the Paradife: but 
that Adorn that kcepcs the prifon 5 hee that goes in the 
calues-skin, that was kil’d for the Prodigall: hee that 
came bchindeyou firjike an euill angel,and bid you f or . 
fake your libertie. 

Ant. I rnderftand thee not, 

S.Dro. No?why’tisaplainecafe: he that went like 
a Bafe. Viole in a cafe ofleather; the man fir, that when 
gentlemen are tired giues them a fob, and refts them; 
he fir,that takes picric on decaied men, and giues them 
fuites of durance: he that fets vp his reft to doe more ex¬ 
ploits with his Mace,then a Moris Pike. 
uAnt. What thou mean’ll an officer? 

S.Dro. ] fir,the Scrieant of the Band : he that brings 
any man to anfwer it that breakes his Band: one that 
tliinkcs a man alwaies going to bed, and faies.God giue 
you good reft. 

Ant. Well fir,there reft in your fooleric: 

Is there any Ihips puts forth to night? may we be gone? 

S.Dro Why fir,) brought you word an house fince, 
that the Batke Expedition put forth to night, and then 
were you hindred by the Scrieant to tarry for the Hvj 
Delay : Here are the angels that you fent for to deliuer 
you. 

Ant. The fellow is diftra£l,and foam I, 

And here we wander in illufions: 

Some blcflcd power deliuer vs from hence. 

Enter aCnrtizMt. 

Cur. Well met,well met, Mafter tAntipholsu: 

I fee fir you haue found the Gold-fmith now: 

Is that the chaine you promis’d me to day. 

Jnt. Sathanauoide,I chargetheetemptmenot.i 
S.Dro. Mafter,is this Miftris Sathani 
Ant. It is the diuell. 

S.Dro. Nay,flic is worfe,flie is the diuels dam: 

And here flie comes in the habit of a light wench, and 
thereof comes,that the wenches fay God dam me,That’s 
as much to fay, God make me a light wench: Ic is writ* 
tetvhey appeare to men like angels of light, light is an 
effeft of fire,and fire will burne y ergo,light wenches will 
bumCjCome not ncere her. 

Cur. Your man and you are maruailous merriefir. 
Will you goe with me,wee’ll mend our dinner here ? 

S.Dro. Mafter,if do cxpe& fpoon-mcate, or befpeake 
along fpoone. 

Ant. Why Dromio ? 

S.Dro. Marrie he mufthaue a long fpoone that muft 
cate with the diuell. 

Ant. Auoid then fiend, what tel’ft thou me of fup* 
Thou art,as you are all a forccrefTe: (ping f 

I comure thee to leaue roe,and be gon. 

Cur. Giue me the ring of mine you had at dinner. 

Or for my Diamond the Chaineyou promis’d. 

And lie be gone fir,and not trouble you. 

S.Dre. Some diuels aske but the parings of ones naile, 



-^gTThaireia drop of bioodTapjn, n nut, a cherriel 
ftone : but flic more couetous, woldI haue a chaine: Ma- 
it be wife, and if you giue it her, the diuell will fhake 

S.Dro. Flie pride faies the Pea-cockc, Miftris dm 

Now out of doubt Antiphobu is mad, 

Elfc would he neuer fo demeane himfelfe, 

A Ring he hath ofmine worth fortie Duckets, 

And for the fame he promis’d me a Chaine, 

Both one and other he denies me now : 

The reafon that I gather he is mad, 

Belides this prefent inftance of his rage. 

Is a mad tale he told to day at dinner, 

Ofhisowne dooresbeing (hut againft his entrance. 
Belike his wife acquainted with his fits. 

On purpofe Ihut the doores againft his way: 

My way is now to hie home to his houle, 

And tell his wife, that being Lunaticke, 

He rulh’d into my houfe, and tooke perforce 
My Ring away. This courfc I fitted choofe. 

For fortie Duckets is too much to loofe. 

Enter Antiphobu Epbef. vrith a 1 at lor. 

An. Feare me not man, I will not breake away, 
lie giue thee ere I leaue thee fo much money 
To warrant thee as I am refted for. 

My wife is in a wayward moodeto day. 

And will not lightly trull the Meffcngcr, 

That I Ihould be attach’d in Ephefut, 

I tell you ’twill found harlhly in her cares. 

• • >1 

Enter Dromio Epa.with a rop& end. 

Heete comes my Man, I thinke he brings the monie. 
How now fir? Haue you that I fent you tor ? 

E.Dro. Here’s that I warrant you will pay them all. 

Anti. But where’s the Money ? 

E. Dro. Why fir, I gaue the Monie for the Rope. 

Ant. Fiuehundred Duckets villainefor a rope? 

E. Dro. lie ferue you fir fiue hundred at the rate. 

Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home? 

E. Dro. To a ropes end fir, and to that end am I re¬ 
turn’d. 

Ant. And to that end fir, I will welcome you. 

Oft. Good fir be patient. 

E.Dro. Nay’tis for me to be patient, I am in aduer- 
fitie. 

Ofi. Good now hold thy tongue. 

E.Dro. Nay, rather perfwade him to hold his hands. 
Anti, ThouwhorefonfenfelelTe Villaine. 

E.Dro. I would I were fenfclelfe -fir, that I might 
not fcelc yoar blowes. 

tAnti. Thou art fenfible in nothing but blowea,and 
fo is an Affe. 

E.Dro. I am an Afieindeede,youmayprooueitby 
my long eares. I haue ferued him from the houre of my 
Natiuitie to this inftant, and haue nothing at his hands 
for my feruice but blowes. When I am cold, he heates 
™ e with beating: when I am warme.he codes me with 
beating; I am wak’d with it when Ifleepe, rais’d with 
it when I fit, driuenoutof doores with it when I goe 
rrora home, welcom’d home with it when I returne,nay 
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I beare it on my Ihoulders, as a begger woont her brat: 
and I thinke when he hath lam’d me, Ifhall begge with 
it from doore to doore. 

Enter tAdriana, Luciano, Court man, and a Schoolc- 
maficr, call d Pinch, 

tAnt. Come goc along, my wife is comming yon¬ 
der. 

E.Dro . Miftris ref ice fimm, refpedl your end, or ra¬ 
ther the prophefic like the Parrat,bewarc the ropes end. 

Anti. ilt thou ftill talkc? Beats Dro. 

Curt. How fay you now? Is not your husband mad ? 

Adri. His inciuility confirmes no Idle: 

Good Do&or Pinch, you are a Coniurer, 

Ellablilh him in his true fence againe. 

And I will pleafe you what you will demand. 

Luc. Alas how fiery, and how lharpe he looke*. 

Cur. Marke.how he trembles in his extafie. 

Pinch. Giue me your hand, and let mcc feele your 
pulfe. 

tAnt. There is my hand, and let it fcelc your eare. 

Pinch. I charge thecSathan.hous’d within this man, 
Toyccld poirdfion to my holie praiers. 

And to thy Rate of darkneffe hie thee ftraight, 

I coniurc thee by all th^e Saints in heauen. 

Anti. Peace doting wizard, peace ; I am not mad. 

Adr. Oh that thou wer’t not, poore diftrclled loulc. 

Anti. You Minion yoH, are thefe your Cuftomeis? 
Did this Companion with the faffron face 
Rcuell and feaft it at my houfe to day, 

Whil’il vpon me the guiltic doores were fluit. 

And I denied to enter in my houfe. 

Adr.O husband, God doth know you din’d at home 
Where would you had remain’d vntill this time, 

Free from thefe {landers, and this open fhame. 

Anti. Din’d at home? Thou Villaine, what faydl 
thou ? 

Dro. Sir footh to fay, you did not dine at home. 

Ant. Werenot my doores locktvp, and! fhut out ? 
Dro . Pcrdie, your doores were loekt, andyoulhu?’ 
out. 

Anti. And did not (he her fclfc reuile me there ? 

Dro. Sans Fable, flie her felfe reuil’d you there. 

Anti. Did not her Kitchen maideraile, taunt, and 
fcorne me ? 

Dro. Certie (lie did, the kitchin veftal] Icorn’d you. 

Ant, And did not I in rage depart from thence ? 

Dro. In veritic you did, my bones beares witndfe. 
That fince haue felt the vigor of his rape. 

Adr. Is’t good to footh him in thefe crontraries? 

Pinch. It is no Iharae, the fellow finds his vaine. 

And yeclding to him, humors well his frenfie. 

Ant. Thou haft fubborn’d theGoidfniith to aired 


mee. 


Adr. Alas, I fent you Monie to redeeme you, 

By Dromio heere, who came in haft for it. 

Dro. Monie by me? Heart and good will you mi®ht, 
But iurcly Mafter not a ragge of Monie. 

Ant. Wentft not thou toher for a ptirfc of Duckets. 
Adri. He came to me, and I deliucr’d it. 

Luci. And I am witneffe with her that (he did.- 
Dro. God and the Rope-maker beare me witneffe. 
That I was fent for nothing but a rope. 

Pinch. Miftris, both Man and Mafteris poffcft, 

I know it by their pale and deadly lookes, J ^ 
__ They 
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i They muft be bound and laidc in fomc darke roomc- 
Ant Say wherefore did ft thou locke me forth to day. 
And why doft thou dcnic the bagge of gold? 

Adr . I did not gentle husband locke thee forth. 
Dro. And gentle M r I rccciu’d no gold : 

But I cbnfcfle tir, that we were lock’d out* 

Adr . Diflembling Villain, thou fpcak’ftfalfein both 
Ant. Diflembling harlot, thouartfalfein all. 

And art confederate with a damned packc, 

To make a loathfomc abic£t fcorne of me : 

But with thele nailes, lie pluckc out thefe falfe eyes. 
That would behold in me this framcfull fiport. 

Enter three or feme, and offer to binde him: 
Hcejlrincs . 

Adr . Oh binde him, binde him, let him not come 
necre me. 

finch. More company, the fiend is ftrong within him 
Luc. Aye me poorc man, how pale and wan he looks. 
Ant. What will you murthcr me, thou Jailor thou ? 
I am thy prifoner, wilt thou fuflfer them to make a ref- 
cue? 

Off. Maftcrs let him go: he is my prifoner, and yon 
(hall not haue him. 

finch. Go binde this man, for he is franticke too. 
*Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peeuifr Officer ? 
Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and difplcafurc to himfelfe? 

Offf. He is my priloncr, if I let him go. 

The debt he owes will be requir’d of me. 

Adr. I will difeharge thee ere I go from thee, 

Beare me forthwith vnto his Creditor, 

And knowing how the debt growes I will pay it. 

Good Maftcr Doctor fee him fafe conueyYl 
Home to my houfe, oh molt vnhappy day. 

±Ant. Oh moft vnhappie (trumpet. 

‘Dro. Mafter,Iatn hecrecntrcd in bond for you. 

Ant. Out on chec Villaine, wherefore doft thou mad 
mce ? 

Dro. Will you be bound for nothing, be mad good 
Mafter, cry thediuell. 

Luc. God hclpepoore foules, how idlely doc they 

talkc# 

Adr. Go beare him hence, lifter go you with me: 

Say now, whole fuite is he arrefted at ? 

Exeunt. Manet Offic. *Adri. Luci.CourtUan 
Off. One dAngelo a Gold Smith, do you know him? 
Air. I know the man : what is the fumrne he owes ? 
Off. Two hundred Duckets. 

Adr. Say, how growes it due. 

Off. Due for a Chaine your husband had of him. 

Adr m He did befpeake a Chain for mc,but had it not. 
Cur . When as your husband all in rage to day. 

Came to my houfe, and tooke away my Ring,. 

The Ring I faw vpon his finger now. 

Straight after did I mecte him with a Chaine.! 

Adr . 11 may be fo, but I did neuer fee it. 

Come tailor, bring me where the Goidfmithis, 

I long to know.thc truth hecreofat large. | i 

,1 „nRr V 1 „ ?3 V/ “.VoK 

Enter Ant if bolus Siracujta with his Rapier drawn *, 

} , - and Dromto Sirac .« . : , 
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Lhc. God for thy mercy, they are loofe agai liter. 
Adr; And come with naked iwords, . , \ 

Let s call more helpe to hauc them bou*d againe. 

' Runne all out. ' 


Of. Away, they’l kill vs. 

Exeuntomnes,at f*fiasL. , 

S. <±Ant. I fee thefe Witches are affraid o ilyisf 

S'Vro. She that would be your wife, now ranVon 

Come to the Centaur, fetch our ftuff e f 
thence: tr °0 

I long that we were fafe and found aboord. 

Dro. Faith flay heere this night, they will f torc | y . 
vs no harme: you faw they fpeake vs fairc,giue vs Zu 
me thinkes they are fuch a gentle Nation, that biT t f 
theMountaineofmad flefli thatclaimes maiiag eo f, °’ 
Icou|d finde in my heart to flay heere ftill, and tui^ 

Am. I will not flay to night for ail the Towne 
Therefore away, to get our ftuffe aboord. e X(h 


Aflus Quintus. Scoena T^rima, 


Enter the Merchant and the Goldfmith. 

Gold. I am forry Sir that I hauc hindred you. 

Rue I proteft he had the Chaine ofme. 

Though moft difhoneftly he doth denie it. 

Mar. How is the man efteem’d heere in the Cine? 
Gold. Of very reuerent reputation fir. 

Of credit infinite, highly belou’d. 

Second to none that liues heere in the Citie: - 

His word might beare my wealth at any t me. 

CKar. Spcake loftly,yonder as I thinke he walfa. 

** . It T? ". r - *: IJOni 1 ’•• •*' 

Enter Ant if bolus and Dromto againe. 

Gold. ’7 i$ fo: and that felfe chaine about his neefce, 
Which he forfworc moft monftroufly to haue. 

Good fir draw neere to me, He fpeake to him.*! 

Signior Antipholus , I wonder much 

That you would put me to this fhamc and trouble. 

And not without lome fcandall to your lelfe. 

With circumftance and oaths, fo to denie 
This Chaine, which now you wcare fo openly, 

Befide the charge, the frame, imprifonmeni, 

You haue done wrong to this my honeft friend. 

Who but for ftaying on our Controuerfie, . 

Had hoifted faile, and put to fca to day: 

This Chaine you had ofme, can you deny it? 

Ant. I thinke I had, I neuer did deny it. < 

Mar. Yes that you did fir,and forfwore it too. 

Ant. Who heard me to denie it or forfweare it ? 
Mar. Thefe cares of mine thou knowft didhcartbcc: 
Fie on thee wretch* Yis pitty that thou liu'ft 
To walke where any honeft men refort. 

Ant . Thou art a Villaine to impeach fnetbua, 
lie prouc mine honor, and mine honeftie 
Againft thee prcfently, if thou darfftftand: . v.v; 

Mar. I darcanddo defic thee for a villaine* r 
' i 315JIOO:; yr.mUov bsrc nf dflA ns .tt^ i .a 

Thiydraw. Enter Adriana, Luciano? Cottrtcxamjfr etktrs, 
Adr. Hold,' hurt him not foe God fake, he is mad, 
Some get within him; take his fwordaway :* *:ci v:r. 
Binde Drotmo too, and beare them to my houfe* 
i; Sj)ro. Runne mafter run, for Gods fake take a houfe, 
Tbi^ is Tome Prioric, in,or wc are fpoyl’d. 

;m n:dw :ii : " :crf h Exeunt to the friers 

Enter 
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Enter Ladie Abbeffe; 

Ah Be quiet people, wherefore throng you hither ? 
Adr. To fetch my poore diftra&cd husband hence. 
Let vs come in, that we may bitide him faft, 

And beare him home for his rccouerie. 

Cold, I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 

Mar. I am foriy now that I did draw on him. 

Ab. How long hath this poflelfion held the mart. 
Adr. This weeke he hath beene heauie, iow'Ci lad, 
And much different from the man he was: 

But till this afternoone his palfion 
Nc’re brake into extremity of rage. 

Jib. Hath he not loft much wealth by wrack of fea. 
Buried fomedeerc friend, hath not clfc his eye 
Stray’d his ajfeSion in vnlawfull louc, 

A finne preuailing much in youthfull men, 

Who giue their eics the liberty of gazing. 

Which of thefe forrowes is he lubiedt too t 
Adr. To none of thefe, except it be the laft. 

Namely, fomc loue that drew him oft from home. 
jb. You ftiould for that haue reprehended him. 
Adr. Why fo I did. 

Ab. I but not rough enough. 

Adr. As roughly as my modcftic would let me. 

Ab. Hiply inpriuate. 

Adr. And in aflcmblies too. 

Ab. I, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copie of our Conference. 

In bed he flepe not for my vrging it, 

At boord he fed not for my vrging it: 

Alone, it was the fubiefl of my Thcame: 

In company I often glanced it: 

Still did I tell him, it was vilde and bad. 

Ab, And thereofeame it, that the man was mad. 

The venome clamors of a icalous woman, 

Poifons more deadly then a mad dogges tooth. 

It feemes his flecpcs were hindred by thy railing. 

And thereof comes it that his head is light. 

Thoufatft his meate was fa we’d with thy vpbraidings, 
Vnquietmeales make ill digeftions. 

Thereof the raging fire of feauer bred, 

And what’s a Feauer,but a fit of madnefte? 

Thou fayeft his fports were hindred by thyiralles. 

Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth enfuc 
But moodie anddull melancholly, 

Kinfman to grim and comfortleffedifpaire. 

And at her heeles a huge infe<ftious troope 
Of pale diftempcracures ,and foes to life? 

In food, in fport, and life-preferuing reft 
To be difturb’d, would mad or man, or bcaft: 

The confequence is then, thy iealous fits 
Hath fear’d thy husband from the vfcof wits. 

Luc. She neuer reprehended him butmildely, 

When he demean’d himfelfe,rough,rudc,and wildly, 

Why beare you thefe rebukes, and anfwer not? 

Adri. She did betray nie‘ to my owne teproofc. 

Good people cnter.and lay hold on him. 

Ab. No, not a creature enters in my houfe. 

Ad. Then let your feruants bring my husband forth 
^cither: he tooke this place for fan&uary. 

•rnrr l ^ P” u ^ c ^g e him from your hands, 

I il 1 haue brought him to his wits againe. 

Or loofe my labour in aflaying it. 

Adr. I will attend my husband, be his nurfe, 


i Diet his ficknefle, for it is my Office, 
i And will haue no atturncy but my felfe. 

And therefore let me haue him home with mtf.' 

Ab. Be patient, for I will not let him ftirre. 

Till I haue vs’d the approoued meanes I haue, 

With wholfome firrups, drugges,and holy prayers 
To make of him a formallmari againe: 

It is a branch and parccll of mine oath, 

A charitable dutie of my order. 

Therefore depart, and leaue him heere with me. 

Adr. I will not hence, and leaue my husband heere: 
j And ill it doth befeeme your holincffc 
To feparate the husband and the wife. 

Ab. Be quiet and depart, thou fhalt not haue him. 
Luc. Complaine vnto the Duke of this indignity. 
Adr . Come go, I will fall proftrate at hi>feete. 

And neuer rife vntill my tearea and prayers 
Haue won his grace to come in perfon hither. 

And take perforce my husband from the Abbcfle. 

Mar. By this I thinke the Diall points at fiue: 

Anon l’mc fare the Duke himfelfe in perfon 
Comes this way to the melancholly valej 
The place ofdepth, and forrie execution, 

Behinde the ditches of the Abbey heere. 

Gold. Vpon what caufe ? 

Mar. To fee a reuerent Siracujian Merchant, 

Who put vnluckily into this Bay 
Againft the Lawes and Statutes of this Towne, 
Beheaded publikely for his offence. 

Gold. See where they come,we wil behold bis death 
Luc. Kncclc to the Duke before he pafie the Abbey. 

Enter the Duke of Fphefa,a»dthc Merchant ofSiraeufe 
bare head, vrith the Headfmau, & other 
Officers. 

Du^e. Yet once againe prodaimeitpublikcJy, 

If any friend will pay the fumrne for him. 

He fihnll not die, fo much we tender him. 

Adr. Iufticemoft facred Duke againft the Abbcffe, 
Duke. She is a vertuous and a reucrcnd Lady, 

It cannot be that fire hath done thet wrong, 
vldr.May i t pleafe your Grace, Anttfholut my husbid, 
Who I made Lord ofme, and all i had. 

At your important Letters this ill day, 

A moft outragious fit ofmadnefle rooke him: 

That defp’rattly he hurried through the ftrtctt. 

With him his bondman, all as mad 3S he, 

Doing dilpleafurc to the Citizens, 

By ruffling in their hottfes : bearing thence 
Rings, Iewcls, any thing his ragt did like. 

Once did I get him bound, and fent him home, 

Whil ft to take order for the wrongs I went. 

That heere and there his furie had committed, 

Anon I wot not, by what ftrong cfc3pe 
He broke from thofe that had the guard of him, 

And with his mad attendant and himfelfe. 

Each one with irefullpaffion,withdrawnefword« 

Met vs againe, and madly bent on vs 

Chac d vs away: till railing of more aide 
We came againe to binde them : then they fled 
Into this Abbey, whether we purfu’d them, 

J And heere the Abbeflc ftiuts the gates on ts, 
j And will not fufter vs to fetch him out, 

I Nor fend him forth, thac we may beare him hence. 
_ l Therefore J 
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Therefore moft: gracious Duke with thy command, 

Let him be brought forth,and borne hence for hclpe. 

Duke, Long fince thy husband icru’d me in my wars 
And I to thee ingag’d a Princes word. 

When thou didft make him Mafter of thy bed, 

To do him all the grace and good I could. 

Go fomeofyou, knocke at the Abbey gate. 

And bid the Lady Abbeflc come to me : 

I will determine tins before I flirre. 

Enter a Mejfcnger. 

Oh Miftris,Miftris, fhift and iauc your fclfc, 

My Mafter and his man are both broke loofc, 

Beaten the M aids a-row, and bound the Doctor, 
Whofe beard they haue findg’d off with brands of fire, 
And cuer as it blaz’d, they threw on him 
Great pailcs of puddled myre to quench the hairc; 

My M 1 preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with Cizers nickes him like a foolc : 

And fure (vnlcfle you lend fomc prefent helpc) 
Betweene them they will kill the Conjurer. 

Adr. Peace foolc, thy Mafter and his man arc berc, 
And that is falfe thou doft report to vs. 

TAejf. Miftris, vpon my life I tel you true, 

I haue not breath’d altnoft fince I did fee it. 

He cries for you, and vowes if he can take you, 

To fcorch your face, and to disfigure you : 

Cry within. 

Harke,harke, I hearc him Miftris: flic, be gone. 

Dttbf. Come ftand by mc,fcarc nothing: guard with 
Halberds. 

Adr. Ay me,it is my husband : witnefle you. 

That he is borne about inuifible, 

Eucn now we hous’d him in the Abbey hcerr. 

And now he's there,paft thought of humane rcafon. 


Enter zAntipholm and E.Dromio ojEphefw. 


(ftice, 


E.Ant. Iufticc moft graciousDuke,oh grant me iu- 
Eucn for the fcruice that long fince I did thcc. 

When 1 bedrid thee in the warres, and tooke 
Deepe fcarres to fane thy life; cuen for the blood 
That then I loft for thee,now grant me iuftice. 

C JMar.Fat. Vnlefle the fcarc of death doth make me 
dore,I fee my fonne AntiphoDu and Dromio . 

£.^*?.Iuftice(fweet Prince)againft </ Woman there: 
She whom thou gau’ft to me to be my wife; 

That hath abulcd and difhonored me, 

Euen in the ftrength and height ofiniurie: 

Beyond imagination is the wrong 
That fhc this day hath ftiamelefle throwne on me. 
Duke. Difcouerhow,and thou fhalt findc meiuft. 
E.Ant. Thisday (grcatDuke) fhcfhut thedoores 
vpon me, 

While fhe with Harlots feafted in my houfe. 

Duke. A grecuous fault: fay woman,didft thou fo ? 
Adr. No my good Lord. My fclfe,he,and my fitter, 
To day did dine together: fo befall my foule. 

As this is falfe he burthens me withall. 

Luc. Ncre may I looke on day,nor fleepe on night. 
But (lie tels to your Hi ghnefle fimplc truth. 

Gold . O periut’d woman! They are both forfworne. 
In this the Madman iuftly chargeth them. 

E x Ant. My Liege, I am aduifed what I fay. 

Neither difturbed with the effedt of Wine, 

Nor headie-rafh prouoak’d with raging ire. 

Albeit my wrongs might make one wifer mad* 


This woman lock’d me out this day from dinner; 
That Goldfmith there, were he Mot pack’d with her 
Could witnefle it: for he was with me then. 

Who parted with me to go fetch a Chainc, 

Promifing to bring it to the Porpcntine, 

Where Balthafnr and I did dine together. 

Our dinner done, and he not comming thither, 

I went to feeke him. In the ftreet I met him. 

And in his companic that Gentleman. 

There did this periur’d Goldfmith fweare me downe 
That I this day ofhim receiu’d the Chaine, 

Which God he knowes, I fawnot. For the which 
He did arreft me wi th an Officer. 

I did obey, and fent my Pefant home 
For certaine Duckets: he with none return’d. 

Then faircly I befpoke the Officer 
To go in perfon with me to my houfe. 

By’th’way, we met my wife,hcr fiftcr,and a rabble more 
Ofvilde Confederates : Along with them 
They brought one Pinch, a hungry leane.fac’d Villainc • 
A mcere Anatomic, a Mountebanke, 

A thred -bare Iugler, and a Fortune-teller, 

A needy-hollow-ey’d-ftiarpc-looking-wretch; 
Aliuing dead man. This pernicious flauc, 

Forfooth tooke on him as a Coniurcr: 

And gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulfe. 

And with no-face (as ’twere) out-facing me, 

Cries out, I was pofleft. Then altogether 
They fell vpon me, bound me, bore me thence, 

And in a darke and dankifh vault at home 
There left me and my man, both bound together. 

Till gnawing with my teeth my bonds in funder, 

I gain’d my frccdome; and immediately 
Ran hechcr to your Grace, whom I bcfeech 
To giue me ample fatisfa<5Vion 
For thefc deepe fhames, and great indignities. 

Gold. My Lord, in truth, thus far I witnes with him; 
That he din’d not at home, but was lock’d out. 

Duke. But had he fuch a Chaine of thcc,or no ? 
Gold. He had my Lord,and when he ran inhecrc, 
Thefc people faw the Chainc about his necke. 

Mar. Befides, I will be fworne thefc cares of mine, 
Heard you confefle you had the Chaine ofhim. 

After you firft forfwore it on the Mart, 

And thereupon I drew my fword on you: 

And then you fled into this Abbey hecre, 

From whence I thinkc^ou arc come by Miracle. 

E.\Ant. I neuercamc within thefc Abbey wals, 
Nor cuer didft thou draw thy fword on me: 

I ncucr faw the Chaine, fo hclpe me heauen: 

And this is falfe you burthen me withall. 

Duke. Why what an intricatcimpeach is this ? 

I thinkc you all haue drunke of Circes cup: 

If heere you hous’d him, heere he would haue bin, 
if he were mad, he would not pleadc fo coldly : 

You fay he din’d at home, the Goldfmith heere 
Denies that faying# Sirra, what fay you? 

E.Dro. Sir he din’dc with her there,at the Porpcn¬ 
tine. 

Cur. He did, and from my finger fnacht that Ring. 
E.Auti. Tis true (my Liege) this Ring 1 had of her. 
Duly. Sav/ft thou him enter at the Abbey heere? 
Curt. As fure (my Liege) as I do fee your Grace. 

Duke. Why this is ftraungc: GocalltheAbbeffelw 
thcr. 

I thinkc you are all mated, or ftarkc mad. 

Exit 
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Exit *k* to the Abbejfe. 


I Fa. Moft mighty Duke,vouchfaf< me fpeak a word: 

Haply I fee a friend will faue my life. 

And pay the fum that may deliuer me. 

pfe. Spcake freely Stracufian what thou wilt. 
fatb. Is not your name fir call'd vintiphoUes > 

And is not that your bondman Dromio ? 

E. T)ro. Within this houre I was his bondman hr, 
But he I thankc him gnaw’d in two my cords, 

I jsjow am I2?r«w/.,and his man, vnbound. 

Fath. I am fure you both of you remember me. 

<Dro. Our felues wc do remember fir by you : 

For lately wc were bound as you arc now. 

Yob are not Pinches patient, are you fir ? 

father. Why lookcyouftrangconme? you know 
I me well. 

E.Ant. I neuer faw you in my life till now. 

F..Oh! griefe hath chang’d me fince you faw me laft. 
And carefull houres with times deformed hand, 

Haue written ftrange defeatures in my face : 

But tell me yet, doft chou not know my voice t 
Ant. Neither. 
fat. Dromio, nor thou ? 

Dre. No truft me fir, nor I. 

Fa. 1 am fure thou doft ? 

E.Drtmio. I fir, but lam fure I do not, and whatfo- 
euer a man denies, you are now bound to bclceue him. 

fath. Not know my voice, oh times c tremity 
Haft thou fo crack’d and fplitted my poorc tongue 
In feuen ftiort yeares, that heere my onely fonne 
Knowes not my feeble key of vntun’d cares? 

Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
Infap-confuming Winters drizlcd fnow. 

And all the Conduits ofmy blood froze vp: 

Yet hath my night oflifefome memorie : 

My wafting lampcsfome fading glimmer left; 

My dull deafe eares a little vfe to hearc: 

' All thefc old witnefles, I cannot erre. 

Tell me, thou art my fonne eAntipholsu. 
tAnt. I neuer faw my Father in my life. 

Fa. But feuen yeares fince, in Stracufit boy 
Thouknow’ft wc parted, but perhaps my fonne, 
f Thou ftiam’ft to acknowledge me in miferie. 

I Ant . The Duke, and all that know me in the City, 

Can witneCTe with me that it is not fo. 

I ne’re faw Stracufa in my life. 

Duke. 1 te ll thee Stracufian, twentie yeares 
Haue I bin Patron to tsfntipkolw, 

I During which time, hene’rc faw Siracufa : 

I fee thy age and dangers make thee dote. 

Enter the Abbeffe with vAntspholtu Sirct'ift, 
and Dromio Sir. 

Abbejfe. Moft mightie Duke, behold a man much 
wrong d. 

AH gather to fee them. 

Adr. I fee two husbands,or mine eyes deceiue me. 

^ De is genitu to the other: 

And fo of thefc, which is the naturall man, 

And which the fpirit ? Who deciphers them ? 

. Dromio. I Sir am Dromio, command him away. 

. rc. 1 Sir am “Dromio, pray let me ftay. 

S.Ant. fgton art thou not? or elfe his ghoft. 


S.Drom. Oh my olde Mafter, who hath bound i.im 
heere ? 

Abb. Who euer bound him, I will lofehis bonds, 
And gainc a husband by his libcrtic : 

Spcakc oldc Egcon, if thou bee’ft the man 
That hadft a wife once call’d AEmilia^ 

That bore thee at a burthen two faire fonnes ? 

Oh if thou bec’ft the fame Sgeon , fpeake: 

And fpeake vnto the fame fAEmilia. 

Duke. Why heere begins his Morning ftorieright: 
Thefe two Antipbolns , thefc two fo like. 

And thefe two Dromto s, one in fcmblance: 

Befides her urging of her wracke at fea, 

Thefc arc the parents to thefe children, 

Which accidentally are met together. 

Fa. If Idrcamcnot,thouarc e ^£w/7/4, 

If thou art flic, cell me, where is that fonne 
That floated with thee on the fatall raftc. 

Abb. By men of Eptdamium, he,and I, 

And the twin "Dromio , all were taken vp; 

But by and by, rude Fifhermen of Corinth 
By force tooke Dromio , and my fonne from thcm 4 
And me they left with thofe of Epidamiutn. 

What then became of them, 1 cannot tell; 

I, to this fortune that you fee mce in. 

Dnke. Antipholtis thou cam’ft from Corinth firft. 

S . Ant. No fir, not I, I came from Siracafe. 

Duke. Stay, ftand apart, I know not which is which. 

E . Ant. I came from Corinth my moft gracious Lord 
E.Dro. And I with him. 

E.Ant. Brought to this Town by that moft famous 
Warriour, 

Duke Mcnaphon, your moft renowned Vnckle. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to day? 

So Ant. I, gentle Miftris. 

Adr . And arc not you my husband? 

E.Ant. No, I fay nay to that. 

S. Ant # And fo do I, yet did fhe call me fo: 

And this faire Gentlewoman her fifter heere 
Did call roe brother. What I told you then, 

I hopel (hall hauelcifurc to make good, 
lfchis be not a dreamc I fee and hearc. 

Goldfmith. That is the Chainc fir, which you had of 
mce. 

S.Ant. I thinke it be fir, I denie it not. 

E. Ant. And you fir for this Chaine arrefted ai c* 
qold. I thinke 1 did fir, I deny ir not. 

Adr. I fent you monie fir to be your baile 
By Dromio j but I thinke he brought it not. 

E.Dro. No,nonebymc# 

S.Ant 9 This purfe of Duckets I rccciu’d from you. 

And Dromio my man did bring them me: 

I fee wc ftill did meetc each others man^ 

And I was tanc for him, and he for me. 

And thereupon thefe errors arc arofe. 

S.Ant. Thefc Duckets pawne I for my father heere. 
Duke. It fhall not neede, thy father hath his life. 

Cur. Sir I muft haue that Diamond from you. 

E.Ant . There take it,and much thanks for my good 
checre. 

Abb. Renowned D uke, vouchfafe to take the paines 
To go with vs into the Abbey heere. 

And hearc at large difeourfed all our fortunes. 

And all that arc aflcmblcd in this place: 

That by thisfimpachized one daics error 
Haue fuffer’d wrong. Got, keepe ts companie, 
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And we fhall make full fatisfaftton, 

Thirtie three yeares haue I buc gone in trauaile 
Of you my fonne*, and till this prcfent houre 
My heauie burthen are deliuered: 

The Duke my husband, and my children both. 

And you the Kalenders of their Natiuity, 

Go to a GofTips fca.t, and go with mee. 

After fo long greefe luchNatiuitic. 

Duke. With all my heart,IIcGoffipatthisfeaft. 

0 ' 

Exeunt omnes. tjManct the two Dromio's and 
two Brothers. 

S.Bro. Maft.ttiall I fetch your ftuffe from ftiipbord? 

E.An.T)romio,vi\\ 2 .t. ftuffe of mine haft thou imbarkt 

S.Dr*. Your goods that lay athoft fir in the Centaur. 

S.Ant. Helpcakesto me, I amyour matter Drsmio . 


■Pan) 


Come go with vs, tvee’l looke to that anon. 

Embrace thy brother there, reioyce with him. 

SfDro. There is a fat friend at your matters houf c 
That kitchin’d me for you to day at dinner: * 

She now (hall be my fitter, not my wife, 

E.D.Mc thinks you aremy glaffe,& not my broth*,. 
I fee by you, I am a fweet-fac’d youth, **' 

Will you walkein to fee their goflipping? 

S.Dro. Not I fir,you are my elder. 

ESDro. That’s a qucftion,how (hall we trie it. 
S/Dro. Wce’l draw Cuts for the Signior, till tk.. 
lead thou firft. 6 * then * 

E.Drt, Nay then thus: 

We came into the world like brother and brother: 

? And now let’s go hand in hand, not one before another 


FINIS. 


Much adoe al 

Dout Nothing. 

vjclus primus , Scena prim a. 

Eater Leonato Geuernoar if Moffat A, Innogen his wife.,He¬ 
rn hie daughter, and Beatrice bu Neece,with a meffenger. 

Leonato . 

tfttfcWtfLearncinthis Letter, thstDon Peter slrra- 
conics this night to Medina, 
m A/eJf- He is very ncerc by this : he was not 

^®^^chrcc Leagues off when I left him. 

Lew. How many Gentlemen haue you loft in this 
action ? 

Mejfn But few of any fort, and none of name/ 

leolf. A vi&orie is twice it fclfe, when the atchieuer 
brings home full numbers: 1 findc hcere, that Don P<r- 
ur hath beftowed much honor on a yong Florentine > cal¬ 
led Claudio . 

MefMuch deferu’d on his part,and equally rcmcm- 
bred by Don Pedro , he hath borne himfelfc beyond the 
promife of his age, doing in the figure of a Larnbe, the 
feats of a Lion, he hath indeede better bettred expecta¬ 
tion, then you muft expcCt of me to tell you how. 

Leo. He hath an Vncklc hccrc in Metfina, wil be very 
much glad ofir. 

Ttlejf. I haue alreadie deliuered him letters, and there 
appeares much ioy in him, cucn fo much, chat ioyjcould 
not ftiew it fdfc modeft enough, without a badg of bit- 
terneffe. 

Leo . Didhcbrcakeoutinto tearcs ? 

Meff. In great mcafurc. 

Leo . A kindeouerflowofkindnefle, there are no fa¬ 
ces truer, then thofe that arc fo wafh’d, how much bet¬ 
ter is it to weepe at ioy,thcn to ioy at weeping? 

Bea. I pray you, is Signior Mountante return'd from 
thcwarrcs,orno? 

Meff. I know none of that name, Lady, there was 
nonefuerhin the armieofany fort. * 

Leon . Wbatishcthatyou askefor Neece? 

Hero. My coufin meancs Signior Benedick of Padua 

Mejf. 0 he’s return'd, and aspleafant aseuerhewas. 

Beat. He fet vp his bils here in Mejfma^ic challeng'd 
Cupid at the Flight: and my Vncklcs foolc reading the 
Challenge,fubferib’d for Cupid, and challeng'd him at 
theBurbolt. I pray you,liow many hath hee kil'd and 
eaten in thefe warres/But how many hath he kil'd ? for 
indeed, I promis’d to cate all ofhis killing. 

Leon. ’Faith Neecc, you taxc Signior Benedickc too 
much, but hee*! be meet with you, I doubt it nor. 

BfeJf.Hc hath done good feruice Lady in thefe wars. 

Beat. You had mufty vi&uall,* and he hath holpe to 
case it: he s a very valiant Trencher-man, free hath an 
excellent ftomacke. 

Meff. And a good fouldier too Lady. 

Beat, And a good fouldier to a Lady. But what is he 
, to a Lord? 

Jldeff. A Lord to a Lord, amantoaman, ftufewich 
all honourable vertucs. 

Beat, It i*fo indeed, he isuolettc then a ftuftman: 
but for the fluffing well, we are all mcrtall. 

Leon. You mutt not (fir) miftake my Neece, there is 
a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick, 8c her : 
they neucr meet, but thefts a skirmilh of wit between 
them. 

Bea. Alas,he gets nothing by that. Inourlaftcon- 
fli<tt,foure ofhis fiuc wits went halting off, and now is 
the whole man gouern’d with one : fo that ifhee haue 
wit enough to keepe himfclfe warme, let him bcare it 
for a difference betweene himfclfe and his horfc: For it 
is all the wealth that he hath left, to be knowne a reafo- 
nablecreature. Who is his companion now? He hath 
euery month a new fworne brother. 

Meff. I’st poffible? 

Beat. Very eafily poffible: he weares his faith butas 
the fattiion ofhis hat, it diet changes with next block. 

UWeJf. I fee (Lady) the Gentleman is not in your 
bookes. 

'Bea, No,and he were, I would burns my ftudy. But 

I prayyou, who is his companion ? Is there no young 
*Jtjuarernow/ that will make a voyage with him to the 
diucll? 

Cdteff. He is mod in the company ofche right noble 
Claudio. 

Beat. O Lord, he will hang vpon him like 3 difeafe: 
he is fooner caught then the peftilence, and the taker 
runs prefently mad. God helpe the noble Claudio , ifhee 
haue caught the Benedict, it will coft him a thoiifand 
pound ere he be cur’d. 

"Meff. I will hold friends with you Lady. 

Bea. Do good friend. 

, 1 Leo. You’lne’re run inad Neece. 

Bea. No.nottilJahotlanuary, 
j Meff. Don Pedro is approach’d. 

Enter don Pedro , Claudio,Benedicke, Balteafar , 
and lohn the bafiard. 

Pedro. Good Signior Leonato , you are come to meet 
your trouble : the fattiion of the world is to auoid cott, 
and you encounter it. 

Leon. Ncucr came trouble to my hoofe in the likenea 
ofyour Grace: for trouble being gone, comfort ttiould 
remaine: but when you depart from me,forrow abider, 
and happinette takes his Icauc. 

I J Pedro ■ 
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102 Much adoe about Nothing. ~~ ^ 

‘ Pedro . You embrace your charge too willingly: I 

thinkc this is your daughter. 

Leonato. Her mother hath many times told me fo. 

Bened. W ere you in doubt chat you askt her ? 

Leonato. Signior Bencdickc, no. for then were you a 
childe. 

Pedro. You haue it full Bencdickc,we may ghefle by 
this,what you arc, being a man, truclythe Lady fathers 
her ielfc: be happic Lady,for you aie like an honorable 
father. 

Ben. IfSignior Leonato be her father, fhe would not 
haue his head on her (Boulders for al MclTina,as like him 
as fhe is. 

"Beat. I wonder that you will ftill be talking, fignior 
Benedicke,nobody markesyou. 

Ben. What my deere Ladie Difdaine ! are you yet 

liuinqr ? 

1 Beat. Is it poffible Difdaine fhould die, while (hee 
hath fuch mecte foode to feede it,as Signior Bcncdicke? 
Curtefic it felfe muft conucrt to Difdainc,if you come in 
her prcfcncc. 

Bene. Then is curtefie a turne-coate, butitisccr- 
taine lam loued of all Ladies, onely you excepted : and 

I would I could findc in my heart that I had not a hard 
hcart,for truely I loue none* 

Beat. Adccrehappineffeto womcn,thcy would elfe 
haue beenc troubled with a pernicious Siuer, 1 chanke 
God and my cold blood,I am of your humour for that,I 
had rather heare my Dog barke at a Crow, than a man 
fweare he loucs me. 

Bene. God kcepcyour Ladifhip ftill in that tnindc, 
fo fome Gentleman or other (hall feape a predeftinate 
fcratcht face. 

Beat . Scratching could not make it worfe,aucTtwere 
fuch a face as yours were. . . 

Bene. Well,you arc a rare Parrat teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beaft of 
your. 

Ben . I would my hot fe had the fpecd of your tongue, 
and fo good a continuer, but kcepe your way a Gods 
name,I haue done. 

Beat. Youalwaics end with a lades tricke, I know 
you of old. 

Vedro. This is the fummeofall: L^»^,fignior^7^- 
dio ) and fignior Bencdickc; my deere friend Leonato, hath 
inuited you all, I cell him we (hall flay here, at the leaft 
a moneth, and he heartily praies fome occafion may de¬ 
laine vs longer : I dare fweare hee is no hypocrite, but 
praies from his heart. 

Leon . If you fweare, my Lord, youflballnotbefor- 
fworne, let mee bid you welcome, my Lord, being re¬ 
conciled to the Prince your brother: I owe you all 
duetie. 

lohn. Ithankeyou, I am not of many words, but I 
thanke you. 

Leon. Pleafc it your grace leadc on? 

Pedro. Your hand Leonato ,we will goe together. 

Exeunt . Manet Bencdickc and Claudio. 

CUu. Benedicks thou note the daughter of fig¬ 
nior Leonato} 

Bene. I noted her not,but I lookt on her. 

Clan. Is (henot amodeft yong Ladie ? 

Bene. Doe you queftion me a i an honeft man (hould 
doe, for my fimple true iudgemenc ? or would you haue 
me fpeakc after my cuftomc, as being a profeffed tyrant 
to their fexc ? 

CUu. No,I pray thee fpeake in foberiudgem^P' 

‘Bene: Why yfaith me thinks fhee’s too low for a hi 
praife,too browoe for a faire praife, and too little for ' 
great praife,onely this commendation I can affoord he * 
that were {bee other then {he is, flie were.vnbandfo n ,t 
, and being no other,but as {hcis,I doe not like her. ‘ 

CUu. Thou think’ft I am in fport, I pray thee tell r« 
truely how thou lik’ft her. e 

"Bene. Would you buic her, that you enquicr after 
her? “ 1 

CUu. Can the world buie fuch a iewell ? 

Ben. Yea,and a cafe to put it into,but fpeake you thh 
with a fad brow ? Or doe you play theflowting iacke to 
tell vs Cupid is a good Hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare 
Carpenter: Come, in what k cy {hall aman take you t0 
goe in thefong? 

Clau. In mine eie, (he is the fweeteft Ladie that eu« 

Ilookton. 

Bene. I can fee yet without fpe&aeles, and I fee Do 
fuch matter: there’s her cofin, and flic were not pofleft 
with a furie, cxceedcs her as much inbeautie, as thefitft 
ofMaic doth the laft of December : but I hope you haue 
no intent to turne husband,haue you ? 

Clau. I would fcarcetruft my felfe, though I kfcl 
fworne the contraric,if Hero would be my wife. 

r Bene. 1ft come to this? in faith hath not the world one 
man but lie will wearc his cap with fufpition ? {hall Inc. 
ucr fee a batcheller of three fcore againc ? goe to yfaith, 
and thou wilt necdcs thruft thy nccke into a yoke,weait 
the print of it,and figh away fundaies : looke, don Pedro 
is returned to leeke you. 

Enter don Pedro, John the bajlard. 

Pedr. Whatfccret hathheld you here, that you fol¬ 
lowed not to Leonatoes ? 

Bened. I would your Grace would conftraine mee to 
tell. 

Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegcance. 

Ben. You heare, Count Claudio , I can be fecrec as a 
dumbe man, I would haue you thinkc fo (but on my al- 
legiance, marke you this, on my allegiance) hee is in 
loue. With who? now that is your Graces part rmarlie 
how fhort his anfwere is, with Hero , Leonatoes fliort 
daughter. 

Clau. Ifthis wcrefojfo were itvttred. 

Bened. Like the old tale,my Lord,it is not fo,nor ’twai 
not fo: but indeedc.God forbid it fhould be fo. 

CUu. If my pafflon change not fhortly, God forbid it 
fhould be otherwife. 

Pedro. Amen, if you loue her, for the Ladie is vent 
well worthie. 

CUu. You fpeake this to fetch me in,my Lord. 

Pedr. By my troth I fpeake my thought. 

CUu. And in faith,my Lord,I fpoke nftine. 

Bened. And by ray two faiths and trotbs,my Lord, I 
fpeake mine. 

CUu. That I loue her, I feele. 

Pedr. That fhe is worthic.I know. 

Bened. That I neither feele how {hee {hould belo- 
ued , nor know how {hee {hould be worthie, is the 
opinion that fire cannot melt out of me, I will die in it »t 
the flake. 

jPedr.Thou waft cuer an obftinate herctique in thede- 
fpight of Beautie. 

Clau. And neucr could maintaine hispart, but in the 
force of his will. 

Bene. That 
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'rhat a woman concerned me, I chanke her; that 

(•* nat T.-i_:r~ U». r«/»a U„.„I.T. 


^ b c C l“,P°n me: becaufe I will not do them (he 

vv0fn o to m irtruft any, I will doe my felfe the right to 

Wf ft none • and the fine is, (for the which I may goe the 
ttnftnonc. x 




. .. ere I die,lookepale with loue. 

With anger, with ficknefle, or with hunger, 
Lord not with louc.-prouc that cuer 1 loofe more 
Sod with loue, then I will get agame with dunking, 

Veout mine eyes with a Ballet-makers penne, and 
r C ,«mevp at the dooreofa brothel-houfc for the figne 

fSe Cupid. 

0 p dro Well, if cuer thou dooftfall from this faith, 

me and he that hit's mc.let him be clapt on the Ihoul- 
d« and cal'd Adam. 

Pedrt. Well, as time lliall trie: In time the fauage 
Bull doth bearetneyoakc. 

Bent. The fauage bull may, but if cuer the lenhble 
Benedick? bearc it, plucke oft the bulks homes, and let 
them in my forehead, and let me be vildcly painted, and 
in fuch treat Letters as they write, licerc is good boric 
to hire Tlet them fignific vnder my figne, here you may 
fee Benedicks the married man. 

CUu. Ifthis fhould euer happen, thou wouldftbce 

borne mad. ^ . 

Pedro. Nay,if Cupid haue not fpent all his Quiuer in 

Venice, thou wilt quake for this fliortly. 

Bene. I looke for an earthquake too then. 

Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the houres, in 
themeane time, good Signior Benedicks ,repaire to Leo- 
natees, commend me to him, and tell him I will not faile 
himatfuppcr,for indcedehchath made great prepara¬ 
tion. 

'Bene. I haue almoft matter enough in me for fucli an 
Embaffage, and fo I commit you. 

CUu. To the tuition of God. From myhoule, if I 
had it. 

Pedro. The fist ofluly.Your louing friend, Benedick. 
Bene. Nay mocke not, niockc not; the body ofyour 
difeourfe is fometime guarded with fragments, and the 
guardes are but fiightly bailed on neither, ere you flout 
old ends any further, examine your confeience, and fo I 
leaueyou. Cxit-. 

Clan. My Liege, your Highneflc now may doeuiee 
good. 

Pedro. My loue is thine to teach,teach it but how. 
And thou (halt fee how apt it is to learnc 
Any hard Leflon that may do thee good. 

Clan. Hath Leonato any fonne my Lord ? 

Pedro, No childcbut Hero, {he’s his onely heire. 

Doft thou affeft her (Uudto 1 

CUu. O my Lord, 

When you went onward on this ended adflon,i 
Ilook’d vpon her with a fouldias eie. 

That lik’d, but had a tougher taske in hand. 

Than to driue liking to the name of loue: 

But now I am return’d, and that warre-thoughts 
Haue left their places vacant: in their rootues. 

Come thronging foft and delicate deflres. 

All prompting mce how faire yong Hero is, 

Saying Hik’d her ere I went to warres. 


Pedro. Thou wilt be like a louer prefcntly. 

And tire the hearer with a booke of words: 

If thou doft loue faire Hero , cherifh it. 

And I will breake with her: waft not to this end. 

That thou beganft to twift fo fine a ftory ? 

CUu. How fwcetly doc you mimfter to loue. 

That know loues griefc by his complexion! 

But left my liking might too fodaine feeme, 

1 would haue falu’d it with a longer treatil'c. 

Ped. What nccd^bridgemuch brodcr then the flood? 
The faireft graunt is the ncceffitie: 

Looke what will fcrue,is fit: ’tis once,thou loueft. 

And I will At thee with the remedie, 

I know we (hall haue reuelling to night, 

I will afi’umc thy part in fomc difguife 
And tell faire Hero 1 am Claudio , 

And in her bofomc Ilevnclafpe my heart, 

And take her hearing prifoner with the force 
And ftrong incounterofmy amorous tale: 

Then after, to her father will I breake, 

And the concluflon is, {hee fhall be thine. 

In pra&ife let vs put it prefcntly. Exeunt. 

• Enter Leonato and an old manjbrother to Leonato. 

Leo. How now brother,where is my coicn your Ion : 
hath he prouided this muticke ? 

Old. He is very bufic about it, but brother, I can tell 
you rrewes that you yet dreamt not of. 

Lo. Are they good 

Old. As the euents (lamps them,but they haue a good 
coucr: they {hew well outward, the Prince and Count 
Claudio walking in a thick pleached alley in my orchard, 
were thus ouer-hcard by a man of mine: the Prince dif- 
couered to C/aW»«thathecloued my niece your daugh* 
ter, and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance , 
and if hee found her accordant, hee meant to take the 
prefent time by the top , and inftantly breake with you 
of it. 

Leo. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this ? 

Old. A good fhatpe fellow, I will fend for him, and 
queftion him your felfe. 

Leo. No,no; wee wiilholditasadreame 3 tiHit ap- 
pt^re it felfe: but 1 will acquaint my daughter withajl, 
.that fhe may be the better prepared for an anfwer.if per- 
aduenture this bee true: goeyou and tell her of it: coo- 
fins, you know what you haue to doe, OI crie you mer- 
cie friend, goeyou with mce and I will vfeyour skill, 
good cofin haue a care this bufie time. Exeunt. 

Enter Sir fohn the Bajlard,and Conrade his companion. 
Con. What the good yecrc my Lord , why arc you 
thus outofmeafure fad? 

I oh. There is no meafure in the occafion that breeds, 
therefore the fadneflc is without limit. 

Con. You {hould heare reafon. 

John. And when I haue heard it, what blefling brin- 
geth it ? 

Con. Ifnot a prefent remedy,yet a patient fufferance, 

lob. I wonder that thou (being as thou faift thou art, 
borne vnder Saturne) goeft about to apply a morall me¬ 
dicine, to a mortifying mifehiefe : I cannot hide what I 
am: I muft bee fad when I haue caufe, andfmileatno 
mans iefts, eat when I haue ftomacke, and wait for no 
manslcifurc-.flecpewhenlamdrowfie, and tendon no 
mans bufinefle,laugh when I am merry ,ahd claw no man 
in his humor. 

Con. Yea,but you muft not make the ful {how of this 
till you may doe it without controllmcnt, you haue of 
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late flood out againft your brother, and hee hathtane 
you newly into hi* grace, where it is impolfibleyou 
tfiould take root,but by the faire weather that you make 
your felfe,it i* needful that you frame the fcafon for your 
owne harueft. 

John. 1 had rather be a canker in a hedge, then a rofe 
in his grace,and it better fics my bloud to be difdain’d of 
all.then to falhion a carriage to rob loue from any :in this 
(though I cannot be faid to be a flattering honeft man ) 
Tt inuft not be denied but I am a plaine dealing villaine,I 
am trufted with amufiell, and enfranchifde with a clog, 
therefore I haue decreed, not to ling in my cage: ifl had 
my mouth,I would bite: ifl had my liberty,I would do 
my liking: in the meane time, let me be that I am , and 
feeke not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no vfe of your difeontent ? 

John. I will make all vfe of it,for I vfc it onely. 

Who comes here ? what ncwcs Borachiof 

Enter 'Boritch: 0 . 

Bor. I came yonder from a great fupper, the Prince 
your brother is royally entertained \>yLeonato,z\vd\ can 
giue you intelligence of an intended man iage. 

John. Willitferucforany Modell to budd mifehiefe 
on ? What is hee for a foole that betrothes himfetfeto 
vnquietneffe ? 

Bor, Mary it is your brothers right hand. 

John. Who^hemollexquifuc Claudio} 

Bor. JEucnhe. 

John. A proper fquier, and who,and whe, which way 

lookes he ? 

Bor. Mary on Hero, the daughter and Heirc of Am- 
nato. 

John. A very forward March-chicke, how came you 
to this i 

Bor. Being entertain’d for a perfumer,as I was fmoa- 
king a mufty roonie, comes me the Prince and Clastdto t 
hand in hand in fad conference: I whipt behind the Ar¬ 
ras,and there heard it agreed vpon.that thePrince fhould 
wooe Hero for himfelfc, and hauitig obtain’d h«r, giue 
her to Count Claudio. 

John. Comc,come,lct vs thither, this may prouc food 
to my difpleafure.that young ftart-vp hath all the glorie 
of my ouerthrow : iflcancroflehimaoy way, IblefTe 
my felfc euery way, you arc both fure, and will aflift 
mee? 

Conr. To the death my Lord. 

John. Let vs to rhe great fupper, their cheere is the 
greater that I am fubducd,would the Cooke were of my 
minde:ftiall we goe prouc whats to be done ? 

Bor. Wee’ll wait vpon your Lordlhip. 

Exeunt. 


<*5 Mucb adoeab out !h(othing. 


Enter Leenato , his brother, hie wife. Hero hit daughter f and 
Beatrice hit netce, and a kinfman. 

Leenato. Was not Count John here at fupper ? 
Brother. I faw him not. 

Beatrice. How tartly that Gentleman lookes, Ineucr 
can fee him,but I am heart-burn’d an howre after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy difpoficion. 


Beatrice. Hee were an excellent man thatwerernTr 

lult in the mid-way between# him and Beuedidu th e ** 
is too like an image and faies nothing, and the other t 
like my Ladies cldcft fonne, euermore tatling, 00 

Leon. Thenhalfefignior Benedicks tongue in £ ot) 
Johns mouth, and halfc Count Johns mclancholv in c- 0t 
nior Benedt cks face. '3' 

Beat. With a good legge.and a good foot vnckle and 
money enough in his purfe, fuch a man would winne ao d 
woman in the world, if he could get her good will, ^ 

Leon. By my troth Necce, thou wilt neuerget thee 
husband,if thou be fo ftirewd of thy tongue. 

Brother. Infaith (hee’s too curft. 

Beat. Too curft is more then curft,I fhall Icffen God 
fending that way: for it is faid, God fencU a curft Co * 
fhort homes,but to a Cow too curft he fends none. W 

Leon. So, by being too curft, God will fend you Do 
homes. 

Beat. Iuft, if he fend me no husband, for the which 
blclfing,I am at him vpon ray knees euery morning an( ) 

cuening : Lord, I could not endure a husband with 

beard on his face j had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leonato. You may light vpon a husband that hath no 
beard. 

Batrice. What fhould I doc with him ? dreffe him 
my appatell,and make him my waiting gentlewoman?!* 
that hath a beard,is more then a youth : and he that hath 
no beard, is lefle then a man: and hee that is more thena 
youth, is not for mee:and he that is leffe then a man,l am 
not for him: therefore I will euen take fixepence in ear¬ 
ned of the Bcrrord,and leade his Apes into hell. 

Leon. Well then,goe you into hell. 

Beat, No, but to the gate, and there will the Deuill 
mcete nice like an old Cuckold with homes on his head 
and fay,get you to heauen Beatrice , get you to heauen, 
heere’s no placefor you maids, fodeliuet I vp my Apts, 
and away to S. Peter : for the heauens, hee Ihewes mee 
where the Batchellcrs (it, and there iiuc wee as mcnyai 
the day is long. 

Brother . Well neece, I truftyou will be rul’d by your 
father. 

Beatrice.’'let faith, it is my cofens dutie to make curt* 
lie,and fay, as it pleafeyou: but yet for all that cofin, let 
him be a handfomc fellow, or clfc make an other curiie, 
and fay, father,as it pleafe me. 

Leonato. Well necce,I hope to fee you one day fitted 
with a husband. 

Beatrice. Not till God make men of fome other met- 
tall then earth, would it not grieuea woman tc bcouer. 
maftred with a peece of valiant duft? to make account Qf 
her life to a clod of wai ward marie ? no vnckle, ilenone: 
Adams fonnes are my brethren,and truly I hold it a finne 
to match in my kinred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you, if the 
Prince doe folicit you in that kinde, you know yout an* 
fwere. 

Beatrice. The fault will be inthe muficke cofin, ifyou 
be not woed in good time: if the Prince bee too impor¬ 
tant, tell him there is meafure in euery thing, tc fo dance 
out the anfwere,for heare me Hero, wooing,wedding, Jr 
repenting, is as a Scotch i jgge, a meafure, and a cinque- 
pace : the ifirft fuite is hot and hafty like a Scotch ijgg* 
(and full asfantafticall) the wedding manerly model!, 
(as a meafure) fullof ftate tc aunchentry,and then comes 
repentance, and with his bad legs fall* into the cinque- 
pace faftcr and fafter, till he finke* into hi* gtaue. 

Leenati. 
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- -rTr^fiiTvou^PP«bend palTing (hrewdly. 

1 baud good eye vnckle,! can fee a Church 


Beatrice 

^rcuellets ate entring brother, make good 

yoornc. 

prince Tedro , Claudio, andBenedicke 9 and Balthafar , 

tH Zdun>l" I° h *> Mask£rS mth ** d ! Um ’ • u c ■» ^ 

1 1 Lady will you walkc about with your friCnd? 
F f‘ c 0 you vvalke foftly.and looke fweetly,and lay 
notWng.l am yours for the walkc, and cfpecially when 1 

With me in your company. 

Hero. 1 may fay fo when I pleafe. 

pedro. And when pleafe you to lay fo? 
litre. When I like your fauour, for God defend the 
r ute fhould be like the cafe. 

L ptdro- My viior is Philcmons roofe, within the houie 

lS /fern Why then yourvifor (nould be thatcht. 

Pedro. Speakelow ifyou fpeakc Louc. 

Bene. Well, I would you did like me. . 

CMar. So would not I for your owne lake,for I haue 
manie ill qualities. 

Bene. Which is one ? 

Mar. I fay my prayers alowd. 

Ben. I loue you the better,the hearers may cry Amen. 
BUr. God match me with a good dauncer. 

Balt. Amen. 

Mar. And God keepe him out ofmy fight when the 
daunceis done: anfwcr Clarke. 

Balt. Nomore words the Clarke isanfwered. 

Vrfula. 1 know you well enough,you arc Sigriiov An- 
tbonio. 

Antb. At a word, I am not. 

yrfula. I know you by the vvagling ofyour head, 

Anth. To tcllyotitruc,I countcrfetliim. 

Vrfu. You could ncucr doe him fo ill well, vnleffe 
you were the very man: here's his dry hand vp & down, 
you are he, you are he. 

Anih. At a word I am not. 

Vrfula. Come, comc,doe you thinke I doe not know 
you by your excellent wit ? can vertuc hide it felfe i goe 
to,mumme,you are he, graces wiil appeare, and there’s 
an end. 

Beat. Will you not tell me who told you fo ? 

Bene. No, you ftiall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are 4 
Bened. Not now. 

Beat. That I was difdainfull.andthatl had my good 
wit out of the hundred merry tales: well,this was Signi- 
or Benedicke that faid fo. 

Bene. What’she? 

Beat. I am fure you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I,bclecueme. 

Beat. Did he ncucr niakeyou laugh? 

Bene. I pray you wh3t is he? 

Beat. Why he is the Princes ieafter,a very dull foole, 
onely his gilt is, in deuifingimpofsiblc flandcrs, none 
but Libertines delight in him, and the commendation is 
not in his witte, but in his villanic, for hee both plcafcth 
rhen and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and 
beat him : lam fure he is in the Fleet, I'would he had 
boorded me. 


1 theFleet, I would he had 

Bene. When I know the Gentleman,He tell him what 
you fay. vm ,bio..i C ^ • 


iQj ) 

Beat. Do, do, heel but breake a comparifon or two 1 
onme,whichperaducncure(nocmarkt, or not laugh’d 
at) ftrikes him into melancbolly, and then there’s a Par¬ 
tridge wing faued, for the fooie will cate no fupper that 
night. We muft follow the Leaders. 

Ben. In euery good thing. 

Bea. Nay, if they leade to any ill, I will leauethem 
at the next turning. Exeunt. 

Muficke for the dance . 

John. Sure tny brother is amorous on Hero, and hath 
withdrawne her father to breake with him about it; the 
Ladies follow her,and but one viforrcmaincs. 

Boracbio. And that is (fUndto> I know him by his bea- 
ring. 

lohrt. Are not you fignior Benedicke? 

CUk. You know me well, I am hee. 

John. Signior,youarc verie neerc my Brother in his 
loue, he is enamor'd on Hero, I pray »you dilfwadc him 
from her, fhe is no equall for bis birch : you may do the 
part ofan honeft man in it. 

Claudio. How know you he loues her ? 

John. I heard him fwcare his affection, 

Eor. So did I too, and he fworc he would marrieher 
tonight. 

lokn. Come, let vs to the banquet. Sx.manet C'la*. 

CUh. Thus anfwerc I in name of Benedicke, 

Bn t he.ire thefe ill ncwcs with the cares of Claudioi 
’Tis certaine fo, the Prince woes for himfelfc: 

Friendfhip i* conftanc in all other things, 

Sauc in the Office and affaires of loue: 

Therefore all heai ts in louc vfe their owne tongues. 

Let eucric eye negotiate for it felfe. 

And truft no Agent: for bcautic is a witch, 

Againft whole charmes, faith meltech itfto blood : 

This is an accident of hourely proofe, 

Which I miftrufted not. Farewell therefore Hero. 

Enter Benedicke. 

Ben. Count Claudto. 

CiaH. Yca,thc fame. 

73enu Come, will you go with me? 

Clau. Whither? 

Ben. Euen to the next Willow, about your own bu- 
fineffe, Count. Whacfafbion will you wcarc the Gar^ 
land off? About your necke,likc an Vfurers chainc ?Or 
vndcr your arme, like a Lieutenants fcarfe ? You muft 
wcarc it one way, for the Prince hath got your Hero* 

CUh: I wifh him ioy of her. 

Ben . Why * hats fpoken like an honeft Drouicr, fo 
they lei Bullockes: but did you thinke the Prince wold 
haue ferued you thus ? 

Clattl I pray you Jcaue me. 

Beno Ho now you ftrike like the blindmcin/twas the 
boy that ftole your mcate, and you’l beat the poft. 

Clan. If it will not be, Ileleaueyou. Exit. 

Ben ♦ Alas poore hurt fowle, now will he crecpe into 
ledges: But that my Ladic Beatrice fhould know me, & 
not know me : the Princes foole! Hah? It may be I goe 
vnder that title, bccaufc I am merrie : yea but fo I am 
apt to do my felfe wrong: I am not fo reputed, it is the 
bafe (chough bitter) difpofition of Beatrice , that putt’s 
the world into her perfon, and fo giucs me out; wcll,Ile 
bcrcuenged as I may. 

Enter the Prince . 

Pedre. NowSignior, where’s the Count, did you 
fee him f 

"Ben 
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Troth my Lord,I haue played the > 

Fame, I found him heere as melancholy as a Lodge in a 
Warren,I told him,and I thinke.told him true,that your 
grace had got the will of this young Lady, and I offered 
him my company to a willow tree, either to make him a 
garland,as being forfaken.or to binde him a rod, as be¬ 
ing worthy to be whipt. o 

Pedro. To be whipt,what’* his fault ? 

Bene. The flat tranfgreffion of a Schoole-boy, who 
being ouer-ioyed with finding a birds neft, fhewes it his 
companion, and he ftcales it. 

Pedro. Wilt thou make a truft, a tranfgreffion ? the 
tranfgreflion is in the dealer. 

Ben. Yet it had not becne amide the rod had becne 
made, and the garland too,for the garland he might haue 
worne himfclfc,and the rod hee might haue beftowed on 
you,who(as I take itjhaue ftolne his bird* neft. 

’Pedro. I will but teach them to fing, and reftore them 
to the owner. 

Bene. If their finging anfwer your faying,by my faith 
you fay honeftly. 

Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrcll to you , the 
Gentleman that daunft with her, told her fhec is much 
wrong’d by you. 

Bene. O (he mifufdc me paft the indurancc of a block: 
an oake but with one greene leafe on ic* would haue an- 
fwered her: my very vti'or began to aflame life.and fcold 
with her: (hee told mee, not thinking I had bcene my 
felfe, that I was the Princes Idler, and that I was duller 
then a great thaw, hudlin» ieft vpon left, with fuch im- 
pofltble conueiancc vpon me, that 1 flood like a man at a 
marke, with a whole army {hooting at me: fhee fpeakes 
poynyards, and cucry word flabbes : if her breath were 
as terrible as terminations, there were qpliuing neere 
her, (lie would infeifl to the north fiarre : I would not 
marry her,though (The were indowed with all that Adam 
had lefthim before he tranlgrcft, fhewould haue made 
Hercules haue turnd fpit, yea, and haue cleft his club to 
make the fire too: come, talkc not of her, you fhall finde 
her the infernall Ate in good apparel!. I would to God 
fomc fcholler would coniure her,for certainely while (he 
is heere, a man may liuc as quiet in hell,as in a fanduary, 
and.people finne vpon purpofe, becaufe they would goe 
thither, lb indeed all dil'quict, horror, and perturbation 
followes her. 


c^Vfuc h adoe ab out Soothing. 

the part of Lady PedraTYouhaueputhb 


Enter Claudio and Beatrice, Leonatt, Hero. 

Pedro. Looke heere ihc comes. 

Bene. Will your Grace command mee any feruice to 
the worlds end ? I will goe on the flighted arrand now 
to the Antypodcs that you can deuifa to fend me on : I 
will fetch you a tooth-picker now from the furtheft inch 
of Afia: bring you the length of Prefer Iohns footifetch 
you a hayre oft' the great ( bams bea<-d : doe you any cm. 
baflage to the Pigmies , rather then hould three words 
conference, with this Harpy : you haue no employment 
for me ? 

Pedro. None,but to defire your good company. 

Bene. O God fir,hecrcs a difh I louc not,I cannot in- 
dure this Lady tongue. Exit. 

Pedr. Come Lady, come, you haue loft the heart of 
Signior "Benedick?. 

Beatr. Indeed my Lord, hee lent it me a while, andl 
gaue him vfe for it,a double heart for a Angle one, marry 
once before he wonne it of mcc,with falfc dice,thereforc 
your Grace may well fay I haue loft it. 


Mm do™,. ^ hi, “ e PU ‘ hi “ <W “' kl «P», 

Beat. So I would not he (hould do me, my Lord i . 
I mould prooue the mother of fooles : 1 haue bran l 
v.ount Claudio,whom you fent me to feeke. » hl 

Petko. Why how now Count, wherfore are von f,j» 
Claud. Not fad my Lord. ^ 

Pedro. How then ? ficke ? 

Claud. Neither,my Lord. 

Beat. The Count is neither fad, nor ficke, nor merrv 
nor well: but ciuill Count,ciuill as an Orange,and f oni ’ 
thing of a iealous complexion. 

Pedro, lfaith Lady, I thinkc your blazon to be true 
though Ucbefworne, if hee be lb, his conceit is f a lf c ! 
heere Claudio, I haue wooed in thy name, and faire Bet 
is won, I haue broke with her father, and his goodwill 
obtained, name the day of marriage , and God pin, 
thee ioy. s ' 

Leona. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes : his grace hath made the match,fic all p tlc , 
fay, Amen to it. 6 

Beatr. Speake Count, tis your Qu. 

Claud. Silence is theperfc&eft Hcrault of ioy, I were 
but little happy ifl could fay, how much ? Lady, as you 
are mine, I am yours, I giue away my fclfc for you, and 
doat vpon the exchange. 

Beat. Speake cofin, or (ifyou cannot) flop his mouth 
with a kifle, and let not him fpeakc neither. 

Pedro. Infaich Lady you haue a merry heart. 

Beatr. Yea my Lordlthankeit.poorefooleitkeepei 
on the windy fide of Carc,my coofin tells him in his care 
that he is in my heart. 

Clau. And fo die doth coofin. 

Beat. Good Lord for alliance : thus goes euery one 
to the world but I,and I am fun-burn’d,l may fi t in a cor* 
ner and cry, heigh ho fora husband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather haue one ofyour fathers getting: 
hath your Grace ne’re a brother like you? your father 
got excellent husbands, if a maid could come by them. 

Prince. Will you haae me ? Lady. 

Beat. No,my Lord, vnlefle I might haue anotherfor 
working-daies, your Grace is too coftlyto weare euerie 
day : but 1 bcfcech your Grace pardon mce, I was borne 
to fpeake all mirth, and no matter. 

Prince. Your filencc moft offends me, and to be mer¬ 
ry, beft becomes you,for out of qucftion,you were born 
in a merry howre. 

"Beatr. Nofuremy Lord, my Mother cried, but then 
there was a ftarre daunft,and vndcr that was I bornetco- 
fins God giue you ioy. 

Leonato. Necce, will you looke to thofe things I told 
you of? 

Beat . I cry you mercy Vncle.by your Graces pardon, 

Exit Beatrice, 

‘Prince. By my troth a pleafant fpirited Lady. 

Leon. There’s little of the melancholy element in her 
my Lord, fhc is ncuer fad,but when flic fleepes, andnot 
eucr fad thentfor 1 haue heard my daughter fay,(he hath 
often dreamt of vnhappinefle, and wakt her felfe with 
laughing. 

Pedro, Shee cannot indurc to heart tell ofa husband. 

Leonato . O, by no mcancs, (he mocks all her wooeit 
out of fuite. 

Prince. She were an excellent wife for Benedick, 

Leonato. O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a weelte 

7 married, 
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^rTThevvvou^ talkethemfcluesmadde. 
pjsrried, / ^, when mcane you to goe to 

prince* 

ChU ! ch ' To morrow my Lord, Time goes on crutches, 

if* haue ^11 his rites* . 

till Lou-‘ tiU m0ndayj m y deare fonne, which is 

iW *Xfcuen night.and a time too briefc too,to haue 
^nec & _ -i 

all thmg s al ^“ c (hake the head at fo long a brea- 

Fr ‘Z[ T warrant thee Claudio, the time fhall not goe 

• n^hvvs I will in the interim , vndertakc one of Her- 
d ul, y '.°l ’ w hich is, co bring Signior Benedick? and the 
* !es . la J' ’ i n co a mountaine ofaffeftion, th’one with 

ftfrl would faine haue it a match, and Icioubtnoc 
tb ° tafhion it, if you three will but minifterfuch afli- 

^ Utt ° .T fhall eiuc you direction. 

My Lord, I am for you, though itcoftmee 

ten nights watchings 

CUhI And I my l ord. 

P . you io gentle Hero t 

tllro. I will doe any modeft office,my Lord, tohclpc 

^p°rin 'sni Benedick}* not the vnhopefulleft husband 
rW I know: thus farre can I praife him,hee is ofa noble 
ft ine 0 fapproued valour,and confirm'd honefty ,1 wil 
teach you how to humour your cofin, that (hee fhall fa 
in lone with Benedick?, and I, with your two helpes^wfll 
fopraftife on Benedick ?, that in dclpight of h-.s quickc 
wit,and his queafie ftomacke,hee fhall tall in loue with 
Beatrice: if wee can doe this, Cupia is no longer an Ar¬ 
cher his glory fhall be ours, for weearetheonelylooe- 
eods', goe in with me,and I will tell you my drift. Exit . 

Enter Uhn and'B orach to. 

lob. It is fo, the Count Claudio Aral marry the daugh¬ 
ter of Leonato. 

Bora. Yea my Lord,but I can crofle it. 

lobn. Any bai're, any crofle, any impediment,will be 
mcdicinable to me, I am ficke in difpleafure to him, and 
whatfoeuer comes athwart his aflfeftion*, ranges cucnly 
with mine, how canft thou crofle this marriage ? 

Bor . Not honeftly my Lord, but fo coucrtly, that no 
dflhoncfty fliall appearc in me. 
lohn. Shcwmebreefely how# 

•Bor. I thinke I told your Lordfbip a ycerc fince,how 
muchl am in the fauour of M*rg*r*t 9 the waiting gentle¬ 
woman to Hero. 

Iohn, I renumber. 

Bor. I can at any vnfeafonable inftant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her Ladies chamber window. 

Iohn. What life is in that,to be the death of this mar¬ 
riage? 

Boy. The poyfon of that lies in you to temper, goe 
you to the Prince your brother,fpare not to tell him,that 
hee hath wronged his Honor in marrying the renowned 
QAudio, whofe eftimation do you mightily hold vp, to a 
contaminated ftale/uch a one as Hero. 

Iohn. What ptoofc fhall I make of that ? 

Bor . Proofe enough, to mifufe the Prince, to vexe 
Claudio ,to vndoe hero, and kill Leonato, looke you for a- 
ny other ifluc? 

Iohn. Oncly to defpight them,I will endeauour any 
thing, 

Bor. Goethcn,findemcamectehowre, to draw on 
^Pedro and the Count Qaudio alone, tell them that you 
know that Hirroloues me, intend a kinde of zcale both 
to the Prince and Clandto ( as in a louc of your brothers 


honor who hath made this match ) and his friends repu¬ 
tation, who is thus like to be cofen’d with the fctnblancc 
of a maid,that you haue difeouer’d thusuhey will lcarce- 
ly beleeue this without triall:offer them inftances which 
fhall bcare no lefle likelihood , than to fee mee at her 
chamber window,heare me call C Margaret, Hero ; bcare 
Margaret terme me Claudio , and bring them to fee this 
the very uight before the intended wedding, for in the 
roe 3 ne time, I will fo fafhion the matter, that Hero fhall 
be ablenr,and there fhall appeare fuch feeming truths of 
Heroa difloyaltie,tbat icalouiie fhall bccafd aflurance , 
and all the preparation ouerchrowne. 

Iohn , Grow this to what aducrle iflue it can, I will 
put it in pra6tife : be cunning in the working this , and 
thy fee is a thouland ducates. 

Bor . Bctliou conftanc in the accufation, and my cun¬ 
ning fliall not ihamc me. 

Iohn . I will preientlie goe lcarne their day ofmarri- 

£x\it. 


age. 


Enter Benedick* alone. 

T Bene. Boy. 

Boy. Sign : or. 

Bene. In my chamber window lies a booke, bring it 
hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy . 1 am heere already fir. Exit. 

Bene. I know that, but 1 would haue thee hence, and 
heere againe. I doe much wonder, that one man feeing 
how much another man is a foole, when he dedicates his 
bchauiours to louc, will after hcc hath laught at fuch 
fhallow follies in others, become the argument of his 
owncfcorne, by falling in loue, & fuch a man is Claudio 7 
I haue known when there was no muficke with him but 
the drum and the fife , and now had hee rather heare the 
taber and the pipe: I haue knowne when he would haue 
walkt ten mile afoot, to fee a good armor, and now will 
he lie ten nights awake caruing the fafiiion of a newdub- 
let: he was wont to fpeake plainc,& to the purpofe (like 
an honeft man & a louldier) and now is he turtfd ortho¬ 
graphy, his words arc a very fantafticall banquet, iuft fo 
many ftrange dilbes : may 1 be fo conuertcd, & fee with 
thefeeyes ? I cannot tell, 1 thinke not ; 1 will not bee 
fwornc, but loue may transforme me to an oyfter,bu: lie 
take my oath on it, till he haue made an oyftcrcfme, he 
fhall ncuer make me fuch a foole: one woman is faire,yct 
I am well: another is wifc,yet I am well: another vercu- 
ous, yet I am well : but till all graces be in one woman, 
one woman (ball not come in my grace: rich fbee fliall 
be^hat’s certaine: wife,or lie none s vertuous,or He ne- 
uer cheapen her: faire,or lie ncuer looke on herrmilde, 
or comcnot neere me: Noble, or not for an Angell: of 
good difeourfe: an excellent Mufitian,and her haire fhal 
be of what colour it pleafe God, hah ! the Prince and 
Monfieur Loue, I will hide me in the Arbor. 

Enter Vrince,Leonato,Claudio, and lacke Wilfon. 

Erin . Come,fhall we heare this muficke? 

Claud. Yca my good Lord : how ftiil the cucning is. 
As hufht on purpofe to grace harmonic. 

Erin. Sec you where Benedicke hath hid himfclfe? 

Clan. O very well my Lord:che muficke ended, 
Wee’ll fit the kid-foxe with apenny worth. 

prince. Come Balrhafar^ wee*ll heare that fong again. 

Balth . O good my Lord,taxe not fo bad a yoyce. 

To (lander muficke any more then once. 

Erin . It is the witnefle fldl of excellency, 

To 

































































To {lander Mufickc any more then once. 

Prince. It is the witnefle ftill of cxcellencie. 

To put a ftrangc face on his owne pcrfc&ion, 

1 pray thee fing,and lec me woe no more. 

Balth . Bccaufc you talkc of wooing,! will fing, 

Since many a wooer doth commence his fuic, 
ro her he thinkes not worthy, yet he vvooc 
Yet willhcfwearehcloues. 

Prince. Nay pray thee come. 

Or if thou wilt hold longer argument. 

Doe it in notes. 

Edith. Note this before my notes, 

Thercs not a note ot mine that’s worth the noting. 

Prince. Why thefe are very crotchets that he fpcaks. 
Note notes forlooth,and nothing. 

Bene. Now diuine aire, now is his foule rauifln, is it 
not ftrangc that ftieepes gutsfhould hale foules out of 
mens bodies ? well, a home for my money when all's 
done. 

The Son*. 
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Sigh no more Ladies ,figb no more y 
Aden were decenters ever. 

One foote in Sea . and one on jhore , 

To one thing conjlant never , 

Then ftgh not fo but let them goe , 

And be you blithe and bomio % 

Converting all your founds ofwoc y 
Into hey ?iony nony . 

Sing no more ditties 9 J?ng no woe. 

Of dumps fo dull and heavy , 

The fraud of men were ever Jo, 

Since fvmmer frrfi was leauj % 

Then figh not fo $ fire. 

Trincc. By my troth a good fong. 

Baltb . And an ill linger,my Lord. 

Prince . Ha,no, no faith, thou fingft well enough for a 
(hife. 

Ben . And he had been a dog that fhould haue howld 
thus , they would haue hangM him, and I pray God his 
bad voyce bode no mifehiefe, I had as liefe haue heard 
the nighc-rauen, come what plague could haue conic af- 
ter it. 

Prince , Yea marry, doft thou heare Balthafar ? I pray 
thee get vs fomc excellent mufick : for to morrow night 
we would haue it at the Lady Heroes chamber window. 
Balth. ThebeftI can,my Lord. Exit Balthafar . 

Prince. Do fo, farewell. Come hither Lcounts, what 
was it you told me of to day, that your Niece Heairice 
was in loue with fignior Benedicke ? 

Cla. O I, ftalke on, ftalkcon,thefoulc fits. Ididne- 
ucr thinkc that Lady would haue loued any man. 

Leon . No,nor I ncither,but moft wonderful,that Ihc 
(hould fo dote on Signior Benedicke , whomihcc hath in 
all outward bchauiours feemed eucr to abhorre. 

Bene . Is t pofliblc ? (us the windc in that corner ? 

Leo. By my troth my Lord, I cannot tell what to 
thinkc of it, but that ftie loucs him with an inraged affe¬ 
ction, it is paft the infinite of thought. 

Prince. May be (he doth but counterfeit. 

Clavd. Faith like enough. 

Leon * O God ! counterfeit ? there was neuer counter¬ 
feit of paffion,came fo neere the life ofpaflion as (he dif- 
couersit. 
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Prince Why what effcas of paffion ft>et^> 

CW. Baite the hooke well, this fifli will bitl 

Leon. What effefts my Lord? (hee will fit y ou \ 
ncard my daughter tell you how. ' J 

Clan. She did indeed. 

Prin. How, how I pray you? you amaze me I , 
haue thought her fpirit hadbeene inuinciblc again? 
afifaults ofaffc&ion. ° n 1 

Leo. I would haue fw.rne it had.roy Lord e fW ,, 
againft "Benedicke. 3 * 

Bene. I fhould thinke this a gull, but that the wh’t 
bearded fellow Ipcakcs it : knauery cannot fur. k'J 
himfelfe in fuch reference. * h,dl 

Claud. He hath tane th'infc£Hon,hold it vp. 

Prince. Hath fhcc made her affcAion knovvnW, 

dicke i n> 

Leonato. No, and fweares (he neuer will, that’s k 
torment. fiCi 

Cland. ’Tis true indeed, fo your daughter faies ; fl, i 
I, faics fhe,that haue fo oft encountrcd him with fcorn 
write to him that I loue him ? 

Leo. This faies Ibcc now when fliecis beginning t( 
write to him, lot fliee’ll be vp twenty times a night an 
there will fhe fit in her lmockc, till (he haue writ aflj 
ofpapcr: my daughter tells vs all. 

Clan. Now you talke of a fhect of paper,Ir«nemb« 
a pretty ieft your daughter told vs of. 

I Leon. O when fhc had writ it, & was reading it oui 
I file found Benedicke and Beatrice betwecnc the fncctc 

Clan. That. 

Leon. O (he tore the let ter into a thoufand halfpcnc 
raild at her iclf,that fiie fhould be fo immodefi to writ 
to one that fhec knew would flout her : I meafurehin 
faies (he, by aiy owne fpirit,for I (hould flout him ifh, 
writ to mee,yca though I loue him 7 I fhould. 

Clan. Then downe vpon her knees flic falls, wetpt 
fobs.bcatcs her heart, t cares herhayrc,praies, curfes i 
fweet Benedtcke, God giuemcpaticncc. 

Leon. She doth indeed, my daughter faics fo, andtl 
cxcafic hath lo much ouerborne her, that my daughter; 
fomtime afeard (he will doe acicfperatcout.ragetohi 
felfc, it is very true. 

Trine. It were good that Benedicke knew of it byfom 
other, if fhe will not difeouer it. 

Clan. To what end i he would butmakcafportofii 
and torment the poorc Lady worfe. 

Prin. And he fhould, it were an almes to hang him 
fhee’s an excellent fweet Lady, and(out of all fulpuion,, 
fhe is vertuous. 

Claudio. And (he is exceeding wife. 

frinee. In euery thing,but in louing Benedicke. 

Leon. Omy Lord,wifedome and bloud combatingii 
fo tender a body, we haue ten proofes to onc,that blow 
hath the viftory, I am foriy fot her, as I haue iuftcaufe 
being her Vnclc,and her Guardian, 

Prince, I would fhee had beftowed this dotage or 
mee, I would haue daft all other rcfpe&s, and made hci 
halfe my felfc: I pray you tell Benedicke of it, and hew< 
what he will fay. 

Leon. Were it jjood thinke you ? 

Qan. Hero thinkes furely fhe wil die,for (he faies fh< 
will die, ifhee loue her not, and fhee will die ere fhe< 
make her loue knowne, and fhe will die ifhee wooehtx 
rather than fhee will bate one breath of her accuftomei 
croffencflc. 

Prin. She doth well, ifjhe fhould make tenderofhei 

loue 
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CIS Terypofhble hec'l fcorne it,for the manf as you 
Irtowall) hatha contemptible fpirit. 

CU He is a very proper man. 

Vrtn He hath indeed a good outward happines. 
chit. ’Fore God, and in my minde very wife. 
fri». He doth indeed fliew fome fpatkes that are like 

^Lton. And I take him to be valiant. 

v r ,ri. As f lector, I allure you, and in the managing of 
jjls you may feehee is wife, for either hee auoydes 
?hem with great difcrction, or vndertakes them with a 

rhriftian-iike fcarc. 

^ &#>. If ihee doe feare God,a mud neceffarilie keepe 
eace if hee breake the peace, hee ought to enter into a 
Larrell with feare and trembling. 

^ frin. And lo will he doe, for the man doth fear God, 
howfoeucr it feemes not in him,by fome large ieafts hee 
w illmake: well, I am lorry for your niece, fhall we goe 
fee Benedicke, and tell him of her loue, 

Claud. Neuer tell him, my Lord, let her wearc it out 

with good counfell. 

Leon. Nay that’s impoffible.fhc may wcare her heart 
out firft. 

Prin. Well, we will heare further of it by your daugh¬ 
ter let it coolc the while, I loue Benedicks well, and 1 
could wifh he would modeftly examine himfelfe, to lee 
how much he is vnworthy to haue fo good a Lady. 

Leon. My Lord,will you walke?dinner is ready. 

Clan. If he do not doat on her vpon this, I wil neuer 
truftmy expeftation. 

Prin. Let there be the fame Net fpread for her, and 
thatmuflyour daughter and her gentlewoman carry: 
the fport will be, when they hold one an opinion of ano¬ 
ther! dotage,and no fuch matter, that’s the Scene that I 
would fee.which will be mecrely a dumbe fhew : let vs 
fend her to call him into dinner. Exeunt. 

Bent. This canbenotrickc,the conference was fadly 
borne, they haue the truth ofthis from Hero, they feeme 
to pittie the Lady: it feemes her affefHons haue the full 
bent: loue me ? why it muft be requited : I heare how I 
am ccnfur’d, they fay I will beare my felfe proudly, if I 
perceiuethe loue come from her: they fay too, that fhe 
will rather die than giue any figne of affedf ion: I did nc- 
uer thinke to marry, I muft not feeme proud, happy arc 
they that heare their detractions, and can put them to 
mending : they fay the Lady is ftfire, ’tis a truth, I can 
beare them witnefle: and vertuous, tis fo, I cannot re- 
prooue it, and wife, but for louing me, by my troth it is 
no addition to her witte, nor no great argument of her 
folly; for I wil be horribly fn loue with her,I may chance 
haue fome odde quirkesand remnants of witte broken 
on mee, becaufe I haue rail’d fo long againft marriage: 
but doth not the appetite alter l a man loues the meat in 
his youth, that he cannot indure in his age. Shall quips 
and fentences, and thefe paper bullets of the braine awe 
aman from the carcere of his humour ? No,theworld 
muft be peopled. When I faid I would die a batcheler,I 
did not think I fhould Hue till I were maried.here comes 
Beatnce: by this day,lhec’s afaire Lady.l doe fpie fome 
market of loue in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

dinner** ^ a ' n ^ am *" cnt to bid you come in to 

Bent. Faire Beatrice, I chankeyou for your paines. 



'Beat. I tooke no more paines for thofe thankes,then 
youtakepaines tothanke me, if it Had beenpainefull, I 
would not haue come. 

Bene. You take pleafure then in the meflage. 

Beat. Yea iuft fo much as you may take vpon a kniues 
point,and choake a daw withall; you haue no ftoniackc 
fignior, fare you well. Exit. 

Bene. Ha, againft my will I am fent to bid you come 
into dinner: there’s a double meaning in that: I tooke 
no more paines for thofe thankes then you tooke paines 
to thanke me, that’s as much as to fay,any paines that 1 
take for you is as eafie as thankes: if I do not take pitty 
ofhcrlama villaine, if I doc not loue her I am a lew-, I 
will goe get her pi<51ure. Exit 


Enter Piero and two gentlemen, Margaret, and F'rfula. 

Hero. Good 'JMa.rgaret runne thee to the parlour, 
There flialc thou finde my Cofin Beatrice 
Propofing with the Prince and Claudio , 

Whiiper her eare, and rell her I and Brfula, 

Walke in the Orchard,and our whole difeourfe 
Is all of her, fay that thou ouer-heardft vs, 

And bid her ftcale into the pleached bower, 

Where hony-fuckles ripened by the funne, 

Forbid the funne to enter: likefauourites. 

Made proud by Princes,that aduance their pride, 
Againft that powerthat bred it,therc will fhe hide her, 
To liften our purpofc, this is thy office, 

Beare thee well in it, and leaue vs alone. 

Triarg. He make her come I warrant you prefently. 

Hero. Now Frfula, when Beatrice doth tome. 

As we do trace this alley vp and downe. 

Our talkc muft onely be of Benedtcke , 

When I doe name him,let it be thy parr, 

Topraife him more then euer man did merit • 

My talkc to thee muft be how Benedicke 
Is ficke in loue with Beatrice : of this matter , 

Is little Cupids crafty arrow made, 

That onely wounds by hearc-fay:now begin. 

Enter Beatrice. 

For lookc where Beatrice like a Lapwing runs 
Clofe by the ground, to heare our Conference. 

V\rf. The pleafant’ft angling is to fee the fifh 
Cut with her golden ores rhe bluer ftreame, 

And greedily dcuoure the treacherous baite: 

So angle we for Beatrice , who euen now. 

Is couched in the wood-bine couercurc, 

Feare you not my part of the Dialogue. 

Her.lhcn go vve neare her that her eare loofe nothin", 
Ot the falfe 1 weete baite that we Jay for it: 

No truely Prfula.fhe is too difdainfulj, 

I know her fpirits are as coy and wilde. 

As Haggcrds of the rockc. 

Vrfula. But arc you fure. 

That Benedtcke loues Beatrice fo intirely ? 

Her. So faies the Prince,and my new rrofhed Lord. 

Frf. And did they bid you tell her of it,Madam i 

Her. They did intreate me to acquaint her of it, 

But I perfwaded them,rf they lou’d Benedicke, 
_K To 
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I To wi(h him wraftle with affe&ion, 

And neucr to let 'Beatrice know of it. 

Vrfula. Why did you fo,doth not the Gentleman 
Dcferue as full as fortunate a bed. 

As euer Beatrice {hall couch vpen ? 

Hero. O God of loue! 1 know he doth deferue. 

As much as may be yee'ldcd to a man : 

But.Nature neuerdram’d a womans heart, 
Ofprowder ftuffe then that of Beatrice : 

Difdaine and Scorne ride fparklmg in her eyes, 
Mil-prizing what they looke on,3nd her wit 
Values it felfe fo highly, that to her 
All matter elfe feemes weake: (he cannot loue. 

Nor take no ftiape nor proieft of affe&ion, 

Shce is fo felfe indeared. 

Vrfula. Sure I chinkc fo , 

And therefore certainely it were not good 
She knew his loue,left (he Siake fport at it. 

Hero. Why you fpeake truih,I neuer yet faw man. 
How wife, how noble,yong,how rarely featur’d. 

But (he would fpcll him backward: if faire fac’d. 

She would fweare the gentleman lhould be her lifter : 
If blacke, why Nature drawing of an anticke. 

Made a foule blot:if tall,a launce ill headed : 

If low, anagot very vildhc cut: 

Iffpeaking,why avaneblowncwith all windes: 

If blent, why a blocke motied with none. 

Soturnes (he euery man the wrong fide out. 

And neuer giues to Truth and Vcrtue, that 
Which fimplenefle and merit purchafeth. 

Vrftt. Sure, fure,fuch carping is not commendable. 
hero. No,not to be fo odde,3nd from all fafhions, 
As Beatrice is,cannotbe commendable. 

But who dare tell her fo ? if I (hould fpeake. 

She would mocke me into ayre,0 (he would laugh me 
Out of my felfe,preffe me to death with wit, 

Therefore let Benedicks like coucted fire, 

Conlume away in fighes, walle inwardly: 

I,t were a better death, to die with mockcs , 

Which is as bad as die with tickling. 

Vrftt. Yet tell her ofit.heare what (bee willfay. 
Hero. No,rather 1 will goe to Benedick?, 

' And counfailehim to fight againft his paftion. 

And truly Iledeuife fome honeft (landers, 

To ftaine my cofin with,one doth not know. 

How much an ill word may impoifon liking. 

Vrftt. O doe not doe your cofin fuch a wrong, 

She cannot be fo much without true judgement, 
Hauing fo (wife and excellent a wit 
As fhe is prifde to haue, as to refufe 
So rare a Gentleman as fignior Benedick?. 

Hero. He is the onely man cf Italy, 

Alwaies excepted, my dcare Claudio. 

Vrftt. I pray you be not angry with me,Madame, 
Speaking my fancy: Signior Benedick?, 

For (hape.for bearing argument and valour, 

Goes formoft in report through Italy. 

Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name. 
Vrfee. His excellence did came it ere he had it: 
When are you married Madame ? 

Hero. Why euerie day to morrow,come goe in, 
lie (hew thee fome attires, and haue thy counfell, 
Which is the bed to furnifh me to morrow. 

Vrftt. Shee’s tane I warrant you, 

We haue caught her Madame ? 

Hero. Ifit proue fo,then louing goe* by haps, 


Some Cupid kills with arrowes,lome with trapsT’T r 
“Beat. What fire is in mine cares? can this be true?**' 
Stand I condemn’d for pride and fcorne fo much? 
Contempt,farewell,and maiden pride, adew. 

No glory hues behinde the backe of fuch. 

And Benedick?,loue on,I will requite thee. 

Taming my wilde heart to thy louing hand: 

If thou doft loue,my kindenefielhall incitethec 
To binde our loucs vp in a holy band. 

For others fay thou doft dcferue, and I 

Beleeuc it better then reportingly, ^ 


Cuter Prince , Claudio, Benedick?, and Leona*- 

Prince. I doe but ftay till your marriage be cotif um . 
mate, and then go I toward Arragon. 

Clan. He bring you thither my Lord,ifyou’ly#n c ’ n . 
fafe me. 

Prin. Nay, that would be as great a foyle in the new 
glofle of your marriagc,as to (he w a childc his new coat 
and fo.rbid him to weare it, I will onely bee bold with 
Benedick? for his companie, for from the crowne of his 
head, to the foie of his foot,he is all mirth,he hath twice 
or thrice cut Cttpidt bow- firing,and the little hang-man 
dare not (hoot at him, he hath a heart as found as a bell 
and his tongue is the clapper,for what his heart thinkes’ 
his tongue fpeakes. 

Bette. Gallants,I am not as I haue bio. 

Leo. So fay I,methinkes you are fadder. 

Claud. I hope he be in loue. 

Priu. Hang him truant,there’s no true drop ofbloud 
in him to be truly toucht with loue,ifhe be fad,hewaim 
money. 

Bene. I haue the tooth-ach. 

Prin. Draw it. 

Bene. Hang it. 

Claud. You muft hang it firft.and draw it afterwards, 

Prin. What ?figh for the tootb-ach. 

Leon. Where isbutahumourora worme. 

Bene. Well,euery one cannot mafter a griefc,buthce 
that has it. 

Clan. Yet fay I,he is in lout* 

Prin. There is no appearance of fancie in him,vnlt(Te 
it be a fancy that he hath to ftrange difguifes.as to bee a 
Dutchman to day,a Frenchmaru-o morrow: vnleflehee 
haue a fancy to this foolery, as it appeares hee hath, hce 
is no foole for fancy, as you would haue it to appeare 
he is. 

Clau. If he be not in loue with fome woman, there 
is no beleeuing old fignes,abru(hes his hat a mornings, 
What (hould that bode? 

Prin. Hath any man feene him at the Barbers ? 

Clau, No,but the Barbers man hath beene feen with 
him, and the olde ornament of his checks hath alreadit 
ftuft tennis balls. 

Leon. Indeed he lookes yonger than hee did, by the 
lofieofabeard. . 

Priu. Nay a rubs himfelfc with Ciuit,can you fraell 
him out by that ? 

Clau. That’s as much as to fay, the fweet youth’s in 
loue. 

Prin. The greateftnote ofitis his melancholy. 

Clau, And when was he wont to walh hisiace? 

Priu. Yea,or to paint himfelfc ? for the which 1 heart 
what they fay of him- 

Clau. Nay,but hisiefting fpirit, which is now crept 
into a lute-firing,and now gouern’d by flops. 
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frin. Indeed that tels a heiuy tale for him: conclude, 

’A^°Nay, but I know who loue* him. 

Prince. That would I know too, I warrant one that 

Yes,and his ill conditions, and in defpight of all, 

^'i^Sheeftiali be buried with her face vpwards. 

Bed Yet* s this no charmc for the tooth-ake,old fig- 

• r walke afide with mee,l haue ftudied eight or nine 
wife words to fpeake to you, which thefe hobby.horfes 

muft not heare. 

p fin F or my life to breake with him about Beatrice. 

Clan- ’Tis euen fo , hero and Margaret haue by this 

laved their parts with Beatrice then the two Bcares 
will not bite one another when they meetc. 

Enter Iohn the Ballard. 

Bafi. My Lord and brother,God faue you. 

Prin, Good den brother. 

Baft, ifyour leifure leru’d, I would fpeake with you. 

Prince. In priu ate? 

Eajl. Ifit pleafe you, yet Count Claudio may heare, 

for what I would fpeake of,conccrnes him. 

Brin. What’s the matter? 

Bafia. Meancs your LordChiptobe married to mor¬ 
row? 

Prin. You know he does. 

Baft. I know not that when heknowes what I know. 

Clatt. If there be any impediment , I prayyou difeo- 
uerit. 

Baft. You may thinkel loue you not.let that appeare 
hereafter, and ay me better at me by that I no w will nw- 
nifeft,formy brother (I thinkc.he holds you well,and in 
dearenefle of heart) hath holpctoeffedtyour enfuing 
marriage: furely fute ill fpent, and labour ill beftowed. 
Prin. Why,what’s the matter ? 

Ballard. I came hither to tellyou, and circumftances 
ihortned, (for (he hath beene too long a talking of) the 
Lady is difloyall. 

Clau. Who Hero} 

Baft. Euen (hee, Leovatoes //ere, your Hero, euery 
mans Hero. 

Clau. Difloyall? 

Baft. The word is too good to paint out her wicked- 
neffe, I could fay fhe were worfc, thinke you of a worfe 
title, and 1 will fit her to it: wonder not till further war¬ 
rant: goe but with mee to night,you fhal fee her cham- 
)er window entred.euen the night before her wedding 
day,if you loue her, then to morrow wed her : But it 
would better fit your honour to change your minde. 

Claud. May this be fo? 

Print, I will not thinke it. 

Baft. Ifyou dare not truft that you fee, eonfeflenot 
that you know: if you will fallow mee, I will (hew you 
enough, and when you haue feene more, & heard more, 
noceed accordingly, 

Clau. If I fee any thing to night, why I (hould not 
marry her to morrow in the congregation,where I (hold 
weddc, there will I (hamc her. 

Prin. And as I wooedfor thee to obtainc her, I will 
ioyne with thee to difgrace her, . 

I will difparage her no farther, till you are my 
hew itf If CMC ** till night, and lec the iflue 

Prin. O day vntowardly turned./ 


Claud. O mifehiefe ftrangelic thwarting! 

Bajlard. O plague right well preuented ! fo will you 
fay,when you haue feene thefequelc. Exit 

Enter Dogbery and hit compartncr rvitb the watch „ 
Dog. Are you good men and true ? 

Verg. Yea,orelfcicwcrepittybut they (hould fuffer 
faluation body and foule. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punifhment too good for 
them.if they (hould haue any allegiance in them, being 
chofen for the Princes watch. 

Verges. Well, giucthem their charge, neighbour 
Dogbery. 

Dog. Firft, who thinke you the moft dcfartlcffc man 
to be Conftable? 

Watch. I. Hugh Ote-c.il? fir , or George Sea-coale, for 
they can write and reade. 

Degb. Come hither neighbour Sea-coale, God hath 
bleft you with a good name: to be a wel-fauoured man, 
is the gift ofFonune, but to write and reade,comes by 
Nature. 

iVatch 2. Both which Mafter Conftable 
Dogb. You haue: I knew it would be your anfwere: 
well,(or your fauour fir,why giueGod thankes,& make 
no boaft of ic, and for your writing and reading, let that 
appeare when there is no need of fuch vanity, you are 
thought heere to be the moft fenflefle and fit-man for the 
Conftable of the watch : therefore beare you the Ian 
thornc: this is your charge : You fhal! comprehend all 
vagrom men, you are to bid any man (land in the Prin¬ 
ces name. 

Watch z. How ifa will not (land? 

Degb. Why then take no note of him,but let him go, 
and prefcntly call the reft ofthc Watch together, and 
thanke God you are riddc of a lenaue. 

Verges. Ifhe will not (land when he is bidden, hee is 
none ofthc Princes fubiccls. 

Dogb. True, and they arc ro meddle with none but 
the Princes fubie&s: you (ball alfo make no noife in the 
ftreetes: for,for the Watch to babble and talke, is moft 
tollcrable, and not to beindured. 

Watch. Wc will rather fleepe than talke, wee knew 
what belongs to a Watch. 

Dog. Why you lpeake like an ancient and moft quiet 
watchman,for I cannot fee how deeping fhould offend : 
only haue a care that your bills be not ftolne: well, you 
arcro call at all the Alehoules, and bid them that arc 
drunke get them to bed. 

Watch. How if they will not ? 

Dogb. Why then let them alone till they are fober.if 
they make you not then the better anfwere,you may fay, 
they are not the men you tooke them for. 

ITatch. Weil fir. 

Dogb. Ifyou meet a theefe,you may fufpe£l him,by 
vertue of your office, to be no true man : and for fuch 
kinde of men, the lefle you meddle or make with them, 
why the more is foryour honeft v. 

Watch. If wee know him to be athiefc,(hall wee not 
lay hands on him. 

Dogb. Truly by your office you may,but I think they 
that touch pitch will be defil’d : the moft peaceable way 
for you, if you doe take a theefe,is, to let him (hew him- 
felfe what he is, and fteale out of your company. 

Ver. You haue bin alwaies cal’d a merciful ma partner. 
Dog. Truely I would not hang a dog by my will,much 
more a man who hath anic honeftie in him. 

K a Verges 
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I Verges. If you hearc a child crie in the night you matt 

I call to thenurfe, and bid her ftill ic. 

\ Watch* How if the nurfc be aflccpc and will not 
heare vs? 

Dog . Why then depart in peace, and let the childe 
wake her with crying, for the ewe that will not hearc 
her Lambe when it bac$,will neuer anfwere a ealfe when 
he bleates. 

Verges . Tis verie true. 

Dog. This is the end of the charge : you conftable 
are to prefent the Princes owne perfon, if you mcctc the 
Prince in the night, ypu may ftaie him. 

V?rgcs. Nay birladic that I thinke a cannot. 

Dog . Fiue Shillings to one on’t withanic man that 
knowes the Statues,he may ftaie him, marrie not with¬ 
out the prince be willing,for indeed the watch ought to 
offend no man,and it is an offence to ftay a man againft 
his will. 

Verges . Birladie I thinke it be lb. 

Dog . Ha,ah ha, well matters good night,and there be 
anic matter of weight chances, call vpme, keepe your 
fcllowes counfailes, and your owne, and good night, 
come neighbour. 

Watch . Well matters, we heare our chargc,lct vs go 
fit here vpon the Church bench till two, and then all ro¬ 
bed. 

Dog. One word more, hotieft neighbors. I pray you 
watch about figniorLm;^r^rdoorc,for the wedding be¬ 
ing there tomorrow, there is a great coylc tonight, 
adiew,be vigitant I befcechyou. Excuxt. 

Enter Borachio and finradc . 

B?r. Wh&t 9 Conrade} 

Watch. Peace,ftir not. 

Tor. CouradelUy. 

Con. Here man,I am at thy elbow. 

Bor. Mas and my elbow itcht,l thought there would 
a fcabbe follow. * 

Con. I will owe thee an anfwere for that, and now 
forward with thy talc. 

Bor . Stand thee clofe then vndcr this pcnthoufc,for it 
driflels raine, and I will,like a true drunkard,vtter all to 
thee. 

Watch. Some treafon matters,yet ftand clofe. 

Bor . Therefore know, I haue earned of Don Iohn a 
thoufandDucates. 

Con. Is it pofTible that anic villanie fhould be fo dearc? j 

Bor • Thou fhould’ft rather askc if it were pofTible a- j 
nie villanie fhould be fo rich?for when rich villains hatic j 
needc of poorcones, poore ones may make what price 
they will. 

Con. I wonder at it. 

Bor . That fbewes thou art vnconfirnVd,thou knoweft 
that the fafhion of a doublet,or a hat,or a cloake, is no- 1 
thing to a man. 

Qon. Yes,it isapparcll. 

Boy . I meane the fafhion. 

Con. Yes the fafhion is the fafhion. 

Bor . Tulh,I may as well fay the foole’s the foole,buc 
feeft thou not what a deformed theefe this fafhion is ? 

Watch . I know that deformcd,a has bin a vile theefe,. 
this vii. yeares,a goes vp and downe like a gentle man: 
l remember his name. 

Bor. Did'ft thou not hearc fome bodie ? 

Con. No/twai the vaine on the houfe, 

Bor. Seeft thou not (I fay) what a deformed thiefc 
this fafhion is,how giddily a turnes about all the Hot- 


blouds.betweene fouretecne &fiue & thirtie,fom^T 

fafhioning them like Hharaoes fouldiours in the rech * 
painting, fometime likt god Bcls priefts in the old 
Church windoWjfometitnc like the fliauen Htrcttlts i n 
the fmircht wornr eaten tapeftrie, where his co<U Cec , 
ieeraes asmaflieashisclub. * 

Con. All this I fee,and fee that the faftiion wearer out 
moreapparrell then the man;but art not thou thy f e if t 
giddie with the fafhion too that thou haft ftiifted out of 
thy tale into telling me ofthe faftiion# 

Bor. Not fo neither, but know that I haue to night 
wooed Margaret the Lady Heroes gentle-woman, by th t 
name of Hero, flic leanes me out at her miftris chamber. 
vvindow,bidsmeathoufandtimes good night: I tel] 
this tale vildly. I ftiould firft tell thee how the Prince 
Claudio and my Mafter planted,and placed,and poiTefled 
by my Matter Don Iohn, faw a far off in the Orchard this 
amiable incounter. 

Con. And thought thy Margaretytas Hero # 

Ber. Two of them did,the Priilcc and Claudio, but the 
diucll my Mafter knew flic was Margaret and partly bv 
his oathes,which firft poffcft them, paitlybythe darke 
night which did dccciue them,buc chiefely,by my villa- 
nie,whichdid confirme anyflander that Don Iohn had 
iuadf, avv'ay went Claudio enraged, fworehee would 
meete her a; he was ayointed next morning at theTem. 
ple,andtherc,beforeche whole congregation ftiameher 
with what he faw o'rc night, and fend her home againc 
without ahusbaud. 

fVatcb. i .We chat gc you in the Princes name ftand. 
J^4fd>.5.CaUvp the right mafter Conftable,vvehaut 
here recovered (he moll dangerouspeece of lechery,that 
cuer vyasknowncin theCommon-wealth. 

IPatcb. i. And one Deformed is one of them, I know 
him,a wcares a locke. 

Co nr. Maftcrs,m afters. 

IVatch. 2 , Youle be made bring deformed forth I war¬ 
rant you, 

Conr. Matters,neuer fpeakc,vve charge you, let vso- 
bey you to goe with vs. 

Bor. W e are like to prouc a goodly commoditie,be¬ 
ing taken vp ofthefe mens bils. 

four. A commoditie in queftion I warrant you,come 
vvecle obey you. Exem. 

Enter Her e,and Margaret,and Vrfula. 

Hero. Good Vrfula wake my cofin “eatrsce, and de¬ 
fire her to rife.. 

ZJrfts, I will Lady. 

Her. And bid her come hither, 

Vrf. Well. 

Mar. Troth I thinke your other rebato were better. 

Eero. No pray thee good Meg,lie weare this. 

Marg. By my troth’s not fo good,and I vvarrantyoor 
cofin will fay fo. 

Hero. My cofm’s a foolSy and thou art another, ile 
vvearenone but this. 

Mar. I like the new tire within excellently, if tht 
haire were a thought browner: and your gown’s amoft 
rare fafhion yfaith, I faw the Dutchcffe of 
gowne that they praife fo. 

Bero. O that cxceedcs they fay.t 

Mar. By my troth’s but a night-gowne in refpeft® 
yours, cloth a gold and cucs,ar.d lac’d withfiluer,fetwith 
pearles,downe flecue$,fide fleeues.and skirt*, round vn* 
derborn with a blewifh tinfel,but for a fine queint grace* 
full and excellent fa{hien,yeur» isworth ten on’t. 

Bero. God 



<Jfy£uch adoe about Nothing. 


'^^ r ^Godgiucm cc i<> y to wearc it r for my heart is 
eXC ^^ C *TwiU be hcauier loone, by the waight of * 
""JL, Fie vpon thee, art not aftiara’d 

Ofwhat Lady? of ifpeaking honourably? is 

*Ltriage honourable id a beggar ? is not your Lord 
honourable without marriage? I thinke you would haue 
" r fauing your reuerence a husband: and bad thin- 
J]* Joe not wrefttrue fpeaking, lie offend no body, is 

we any harme in the hcauier for a husband ? none I 

hinke and it be the right husband, and the right wife, 
otherwife ’tis light and not heauy.askc my Lady Beatrice 
dfc,here fhe comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero- Good morrow Coze. 

Beat. Good morrow fwcet//ere. 

Uero. Why how now? do you fpeake in the fick tune? 

Beat. I am out of all other tune.me thinkes. 

Mar. Claps into Light a loue , (that goes without a 
burden,) do you fing it and Ile dance it. 

Beat. Ye Light aloue with your hceles, then if your 
husband haue ftablcs enough, you'll looke he (hall lacke 

W \iar. O illegitimate conftru&ion |I fcorne that with 
my hceles. 

Beat. ’Tis almoft fiue a clocke cofin, 'tis time you 
were ready,by my troth I am exceeding ill,hey ho. 

Mar. For a hauke,a horfe,or a husband ? 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all,H. 

Mar. Well, and you be not turn’d Turke, there's no 
morefayling by the ftarre. 

Beat. Whatmeanesthefooletrow? 

Mar. Nothing I, but God fend euery one rheir hajts 
defire. 

Hero. Thefe gloues the Count fent nsec, they are an 
excellent perfume. 

"Beat. I am lluft colin, I cannot fmell. 

Mar. A maid and ftuft! there’s goodly catching of 
colde. 

Beat. O God helpe me,God help me,how longhaue 
you profeft apprehenfion l 

Mar. Euer fincc you left it,doth not my wit become 
me rarely ? 

Beat. It is not feene enough, you ftiould weare it in 
your cap, by my troth I am ficke. 

Mar. Get you fome of this diftill’d cardans beaeiittw 
and lay it to your hcart.it is the oncly thing for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prickft her with a thiflell. 

Beat, henedtlltu, why benedilltu ? you haue fomemo- 
rall in this beneditttu. 

Mar. Morall ? no by my troth,I haue no morall mea¬ 
ning, I meant plaine holy thiffell, you may thinke per¬ 
chance that I thinke you are in loue,nay birlady I am not 
fuch a foole to thinke what I lift, nor I lift not to thinke 
what I can, nor indeed I cannot thinke, if I would thinke 
my hart out of thinking,that you are in loue,or that you 
will be in loue,or that you can be in loue : yet Benedick* 
was fuch another, and now is he become a man,he fworc 
hee would neuer marry, and yet now in defpight of his 
heart he eates his meat without grudging, and how you 
may be conuerted 1 know not,but me thinkesyou looke 

withyour eies as other women doe. 

What pace is this that thy tongue keepex. 
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Mar. Notafalfe gallop. 

Enter Vrfula. 

Vrfula. Madam,withdraw,the Prince,the Cbuht.fig- 
nior Btnedicke , Don Iohn , and all the gallants of the 
tow'ne.are come to fetch you to Church. 

Hero. Flelpe to dreffe mee good coze, good C JHeg , 
good Vrfula. 

Enter Leonato, and the Conftable, and the Headborottgh. 

Leonate. What would you with mee, honeft neigh¬ 
bour? 

Confi.Dog. Mary fir I would haue fome confidence 
with you, that deccrnes you nearcly. 

Leon. Briefc I pray you, for you lee it is a bufie time 
with me. 

fonft.Hog. Mary this it is fif. 

Headb. Yes in truth it is fir. 

Leon. What is it my good friends? 

Con.Ho. Goodman Verges firfpeakes a little of the 
matter, an old man fir, and his wits are not fo blunt, as 
God helpe I would defire they were , but infaith honeft 
as the skin betweene his browes. 

Head. Yes I thank God, I am as honeft as any man li¬ 
ning,that is an old man,and no honefter then I. 

Con.Hog. Companions arc odorous,palabras.neigh- 
bourVcrgcs. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious: 

Con.Hog. It pleales your worfhip to fay fo,but weare 
the poorc Dukes officers.but trucly for mine owne parr, 
if I were as tedious as a King 1 could findc in my heart to 
beftow it all ofyour worfhip. 

Leon. All thy tedioufnefle on me,ah ? 

Confi.Dog. Yea, and’twere a thoufand times more 
than ’tis, for I hearc as good exclamation on your Wor- 
ftiip as of any man in the Citie, and though I bee but a 
poore man, I am glad to hearc it. 

Head, And foam 1. 

Lean. I would faine know what you haue to fay. 

Head. Marry fir our watch tonight, excepting your 
worftiips prelcnce, haue tane a couple of as arrant 
knaucs as any in Meffina. 

Con.Dog. A good old man fir, hce will be talking as 
they fay.when the age is in.the wit is out,God helpe vs, 
it is a world to lec : wellfaid y faith neighbour Verges, 
well, God’s a good man, and two men ride of a horfe, 
one muft ride behinde, an honeft foule yfaith fir, by my 
troth he is, as euer broke bread, but God is to bee wor- 
ftiipt, all men are not alike, alas good neighbour. 

Leon. Indeed neighbour he comes too fhort qfyou. 

Con.Do. Gifts that God giues. 

Leon. Imuftleaucyou. 

Con.Hog. One word fir, our watch fir haue indeede 
comprehended two afpitious perfons, Sc we would haue 
them this morning examined beforeyour worfhip. 

Leon. Take their examination your felfe, and bring it 
me, I am now in great hafte,as may appeare vnto you. 

Confi. Itftrallbefuffigance. (Exit. 

Leon. Drinkefome wine ere you goe: fare you well. 

Mejfenger. My Lord, they ftay for you to gine your 
daughter to her husband. 

Leon. He wait vpon them.I am ready. 

D«gb. Goe good partner, goe get you to ErancU Sea- 
coale, bid him bring hispen and inkchorne to the Gaole : 
we are now to examine thofe men. 

Verges. And we tnuft doe it wifily. 

Hogb. Wee will fpare for no viittel warrant you:. 
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heere’s that fhall driue fome ofthem to anon-come, on¬ 
ly got the learned writer tofet downeour excommuni¬ 
cation, and meet me at tholaile. Sxeunt. 



<±A Urn Quartus. 


- ---—- 

Enter Prince, *X K afiard t Leonato , Frier, Claudio, Benedicks > 
Hero, and3eatrice. 

“• l f t ^ ‘ ' ‘ \ 

Lean At o. Come Frier Francis ,be briefc, onely to the 
plaine forme of marriage,and you fhal recount their par¬ 
ticular duties afterwards. 

Fran. You come hither,my Lord,to marry this Lady. 
CUu. No. i 

Leo. To be married to her : Frier, you come to mar 
rieher. e. ^ < 

Frier. Lady,you come hitherto be married to this 
Count. 

Hero. I doe. 

Frier. Ifeithcrofyou know any inward impediment 
why you ftiould not be conioyned, i charge you on your 
foulestovtterit. 

Claud. Know you anie, hero f 7 

Hero. None my Lord, u 
Frier. Know you anie, Count ? 

Leon. Idaremakehisanfwer, None. 

Clan. G what men dare do ! what men may do! what 
men daily do! ’ 

Bene. How now ! interie&ions ? why then, fomebe 
oflaughing,asha, ha,he. " 

CIau. Stand thee by Frier, father, by your lcaue. 

Will you with free and vneonftramed l'oule 
Giue me this maid your daughter ? 

Lean. As freely fonne as God did giue her me. 

Cla. And what haue I to giue you back,whole worth 
May countcrpoife this rich and precious gift ? 

Trite. Nothing, vnleffc you render her againe. 

Qau. Sweet Prince,you learn me noble thankfulnes: i 
There Leonato, take her backe againe, 

Giue not this rotten Orenge to your friend, 

Shcc's but the figneand femblance of her honour: 

Behold how like a maid fhe blufhes hcere ’ 

O what authoritie and fhew of truth 
Can cunning finne couer it felfe withall! 

Comes not that bloud, as modeft euidence, 

To wiwefle fimple Vcrtue ? would you not fwcare 
All you that fee her, that fhe were a maide. 

By thele exterior fhewes ? But fhe is none: 

She knowes the heat of a luxurious bed: 

Her blufh is guiltinefle, not modeftie. 

Leonato. What doe you meane, my Lord ? 

Clau. Not to be married. 

Not to knit my foule to an approued wanton. 

Leon. Deere my Lord,if you inyourowneproofe, 
Haue vanquifht the refiftaticc of her youth. 

And made defeat of her virginitie. (her, 

Clau. I know what you would fay: ifl haue knowne 
You will fay, (he did imbrace me as a husband. 

And fo extenuatethe forehand finne: No Leonato, 

I ncuer tempted her with word too large. 

But as a brother to his fifter, (hewed 
Bafhfull f.nceritie and comely loue. 

Hero. And feem’d I euer othetwife to you ? 


•notq 


Outon thee feeroing,! will write ag^T^ 

Y ou feeme to me as inherOrbe, 

As chafte as is the budde ere it be blovvne : 

But you are more intemperate in your blood , 

Than F '.nut, or thofe pampred animalls, 

That rage in fauage fenfualitic. • ( 

u Utm. Is my Lord well, that be doth fpeake fo 
3 'tears. SweetePrince, why fpeakenOt you ? * 

Print Whatfhouldl fpcake^ 

H ftatsd difhonobr’d that haue gone aboutn ' ; 

ToTinke my deare friend to a common Bale. 

Leon, Are thefc things fpoken, or doe 1 but dreamt 
Baft. Sir,they are fpoken, and thefc things are true 
Bene. This lookes not like a nuptial!. 

Hero. True, O God/ 

Clau. Leonato , ftand I here ? 

Is this the Prince ? is this the Princes brother ? 

Is this face Heroes ? are our eies our owne ? 

Leon. All this is fo,but what of this my Lord ? 
Clau. Let me but moue one queftion to your daueh- 
And by that fatherly and kindly power, ^ 

That you haue in her, bid her anfwer truly. ' ’ 
Leo. I charge thee doe,as thou art my childc. 

Hero. OGod defend me how am I befet, 

What kindcof catechizing call you this? • 

Clau. To make you anfwer truly to your name. 
Hero, Is it not Hero > who can blot that name 
With any iult reproach? 

Claud. Marry that c,an Hero , 

Hero it felfe can blot out Heroes vertue. 

What man was he,talkt with you yettetnighf. 

Out at your window betwixt twelue and one? • 

Now if you area maid,anfwcr to this. 

Hero. I talkt with no man at that howre my Lord. 
Prince. Why then you are no maiden. Leonato , 

I am forty yournuft heare: vpon mine honor , * • 
My felfe, my brother, and this grieped Count 
Did fee her, heare her, at thariHowre laft night, 

Talkc with a ruffian at her chamber window. 

Who hath indeed mod like a hberall villainc, 

Confcft the vile encounters they haue had 
A thoufand times in fecrct. 

John, Fie, fie, they are not to be named my Lord, 
Not to be fpoken of. 

There is not chaftitie enough In language, 

Without offence to vtter them: thus pretty Lady 
I am forty for thy much mifgouernmcnt. 

Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadft thou becne 
Ifhalfethy outward graces had becne placed 
About thy thoughts and counfailcsof thy heart? 

But fare thee well,moft foule,moft faire, farewell 
Thou pure impiety, and impious puritie, 

For thee lie locke vp all the gates of Loue, 

Atid on my eie-lids (hall Coniedure hang, : 

To turne all beauty into thoughts of harme. 

And ncuer (hall it more be gracious. 

Leon. Hath no mans dagger here a point for me ? 
Beat, Why how now cofin, wherfore fink you down? 
Baft. Come,let vs go:thefe things come thus to light, 
Smother her fpirits vp. 

Bene. How doth the Lady ? 

Beat. Dead I thinke, helpe vncle. 

Hero , why Hero, Vncle,Signor Benedsekf, Ffier. 

Leonato. O Fate! take not away thy heauy hand, 
Death is the faired couer for her fhamc 
That may be wiftit for. 

•Beat. How 





cohnHero ? 

^Haue comfort Lad.e. 

Teon.i Doft thou lookeVp ? 
j V ' Yea,whereforefliould (henot? 

1 eonl Wbctfore? Why doth not eflery earthly thiftg 
GDuldfiichecredcnte 
Theftorie that is printed m her blood ? 
no not m Hero, donoi op* thine eyes« ' 
c r did I thinke thou wouldft not quickly die, 

Thought I thy fpirits were ftronger thert thyihames, 

Mv felfe would on the reward of reproaches ■ 

Seatthylife. Gricu’d I, I had butpnc? 

rhid I foothat at frugal Natures frame ? I 

0 “ ne too much by thee: why had I on# ^ • • 1 

Why euer was’t thou louelie in my eies 

\Vhy had Inot with charitable hand • ' 

Tookc vp a beggars ifTue at my gates, 

Who fmeeredthus, and mir’d with infamie, 

1 might haue find, no part of it is mine j ■ - 

This fhamcderiues it felfe from vnknowneloines. 

But mine,and mine I lou’d, and mine I prais’d, 

And mine that 1 was proud on mine fo much. 

That I my felfe, was to my felfe not mine: 

Valewing ofher, why fhe,0 fheisfalne 

Into apitoflnkc, that the widcfca 

Hath drops too few to wafh her cleane againe. 

And lalt too little, which may lealbn giue 
To her foule tainted fldh. 

Sen. Sir, fir, be patient :,for.mypart,I am fo attired 
in wonder, 1 know not what to fay. 

Bea. O on my foule my cofin is belied. 

Ben. Ladie,wcre you her bedfellow laft night? 

•Bea. No truly: not although vntill laft night, 

I haue this twcluemonth bin her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirm’djConfirm’d,© that is ftronger made 
Which was before barr’d vp with ribs ofiron. ■ 
Would the Princes lie, an d Claudio lie. 

Who lou’d her fo, that fpeaking ofher foulncfle, 

Walh’d it with tcares ? Hence front her, let her die. 

Fri. Heare me a little, for I haue onely bene filent fo 
long,and giuen way vneo this courfe of fortune, by no¬ 
ting of the Ladie, I haue markt. 

A thoufand blufhing apparitions, 

Toftart into her face, a thonfand innocent fttames, ‘ 

In Angel whitenefle beare away thofe blufhes, 

And in her eie there hath appear’d a fire 
To burne the errors that tbefe Princes hold 
Againft her maiden truth. Callmeafoole, : . 

Truft not my reading, nor my obferuations. 

Which with experimental fcale doth warrant 
The tenure ofmy bookc: truft not my age, 

My reuerence, calling, nor diuinirie, 

Ifthis fweec Ladie lye not guiltlcflc hecre, 

Vnder feme biting error. ••■■ 

Leo. Ftiar jit cannot be: 

Thou feed that all the Grace that (he hath left, 

Is, that (he wil not adde to her damnation, 

A finne ofperiury, (he not denies it : 

Why feek’ft thou then to couer with excufif,’ 

That which appeares in proper nakednefie ? 

Fri, Ladie, what man is he you are accus’d of? 

icu™' Jhcj know that do accu feme, I know none: 
if Iknow more of any man aliue 

Then that which maiden modeftie doth warrant, 

JLet all my finnes lackemefcy. O my Fithe 
1 roue you that any'raaiVwithmccbnuetrfi 
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At houre* vnroeete, or that I yellernight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 
Rcfufe me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Fri. There is fome ((range mifprifion in the Princes-* 
Ben. Two of them haue the verie bent of honor. 

And if their wifedomes be mifled in this: 

The praftifeof itliucs in lohn thebaftard, 

Whofe fpirits coile in frame of villanies. 

• Leo. 1 know not: if they fpeakc but truth ofher, 

Thefe hands (hall teare her: If they wrong her honour, 
The proudeft of them (hall wel heare of it. 

Time hath not yet fo dried this bloud of mine. 

Nor age lb eate vp my indention, 

NorFortanepiadc fuch hauocke ofmy meanes. 

Nor my bad life reft me fo much of fri ends. 

But they fhall finde, awak’d in fuch a kiiide, 
Both-ftrehgth of limbe,and policic of minde. 

Ability in meanes, and choife of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

Fri. Paufeawhile: 

And let my counfell fway you in this cafe 
Your daughter heere the Princefle (left for.de.ad) 

Let her awhile he fecretly kept in. 

And publilh it, that fhe is dead indeed: 

Maintaine a mourning often:ation,i 
And on your Families old monument. 

Hang mouriifull Epitaphes, and do all rites, 
Thatappenaincvnto aburiall. 

Leon. What (Tir.ll become ofihisPWhac wil this de? 
Jri. Marry this wel carried, (hall on her bchalfc 
Change flander to remorfe, that is fome good, 

But not for that dreamelon this ftrange courfe 
But on this trauailclooke for greater blrt?i; 

She dying, as it muft be fo maintain’d, 

Vpon the inftant that fhe was accus’d, 

Shd be lamented, pittie : d,and excus’d 
Ofeuery hearer: foritlbfalsout, 

That what we haue, we prize not to the worth, 

-Whiles we enioy it; but being lack’d and loft’ 

Why then we racke the value, then we finde 
The vcrtue that poflefsion would nor fhew vs 
Whiles it was ours, fo will it fare with Claudio : 

When he fhal heare fhe dyed vpon his v. ords, 

Th’Idca ofher life fhal fweetly creepe 
Into his ftudy of imagination/ 

And euery louely Organ ofher life. 

Shall come apparel’d in more precious habite; 

More mouing delicate, and ful oflife, 

Into the eye andprofpeff of his foule 
Then when fhe liu’d indeed: then lhaj he mourne. 

If euer Loue had intereftin his Liuer, 

And wifh he had not fo accufed her: 

No, though he thought his accufation true: 

Let this be fo, and doubt not but fucceffe 
Wil fafhion the euent in better ftiape, 

Then I can lay it down’e in likelihood. 

But if all ayme but this be lelielld falfe. 

The fnppofitionofthe Ladies death. 

Will quench the wonder ofher infamie. 

And it it fort not well,you may conceale her. 

As beft befits her wounded reputation, 

In fome reclufiue and religious life, 

Out of all eyes,|ongnes,mindes and ipiuries, 
i B ene. Signior Leonato the Frier aduife you, 

And though you know my inwardneffe and loue 
Is very much vnto the Prince and Claudio, 

Yet 
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Y et, by mine honor, I will deale in this. 

As (ecretly and mftlie, as your foule 
Should with your bodie. 

Leon. Being that I flow in greefc. 

The fmalleft twine may lead me. 

Frier. ’Tis well Confentcd,prefently away, 

For to ftrangc fores^rangely they ftrainc the cure. 
Come Lady,die to liue,thi$ wedding day 
Perhaps is but prolong’d,haue patience & endure. Exit. 
Bene. Lady Beatrice t hauc you wept all this while { 
Beat. Yea,and 1 will wcepc a while longer. 

Bene. I will not defire that. 

Beat. You haue no reafon, I doe it freely. 

Bene. Surelie I do beleeue your fair cofin is wrong'd. 
Beat. Ah,how much might the man deferue of mce 
that would right her! 

Bene . Is there any way to fhew fuch friendfiiipf 
Beat. A verie euen way, but no fuch friend. 

Bene. May a man doe it i 

Beat. It is a mans office,but not yours. 

Bene. I doc loue nothing in the world fo well as you, 
is not that ftrangc i 

Beat. As ftrange as the thing I know not, it were as 
poflible for me to iay,I loued nothing fo well as you,but 
beleeue me not, and yet I lie not,l confcffe nothing, nor 
I deny nothing, lam lorry for my coufin. 

Bene. By my fwotd Beatrice thou lou'ft me. 

Beat. Doe not fwcare by it and eat it. 

Bene- I will fwearc by it that you loue mee,and I will 
make him eat it that fayes I loue not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word# 

Bene. With no fawce that can be deuifed to it, I pro- 
teftllouethee. , 

Beat. Why then God forgiue me. 

Bene. What offence fweet Beatrice ( 

Beat. You haue ftayed me in a happy howrc,I was a- 
bouc to proteft I loued you. 

Bene. And doc it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I loue you with fo much of my heart,that none 
is left to proteft. 

Bened. Come, bid me doe any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudia. 

Bene. Ha,not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to denie, farewell. 

Bene. Tatrie fweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, though I am heere, there is no loue 
in you, nay I pray you let me goc. 

Bene. Beatrice. 

Beat. Infaith I will goe. 

Bene. Wee’ll be friends firft. 

Beat. You dare caficr be friends with mee, than fight 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemie ? 

Beat. Is a not approued in the height a villaine, that 
hath flandered,fcorned,difhonourcd my kinfwoman ? O 
that Lvilic a man ! what, bearc her in hand vntill they 
come to take hands, and then with publike acculation 
vneouered flander,vnmittigatcd rancour ?0 God that I 
were a man JI would eat his heart in the market-place. 
Bene. Heare me Beatrice, 

Beat. Talkc with a man out at a window, a proper 
faying. 

Bene. Nay but Beatrice, 

Beat. Sweet Hero, fhe is wrong’d, fhee is flandered, 
fheisvndone. 

Bene . Beat? 
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PnnceTand Counties ! furelie a PrWS^T 
monie, a goodly Count, Comfea, a fweet Gallant ftT 
l»e, O that I were a man for his fake « or that I had 
friend would be a man for my fake/But manhood i s 
ted into cur lies, valour into complement, and men, * 
onelie turned into tongue,and trim ones too: he is J' 
as valiant as Hercules t that only tells a lie,and fweare*°' V 
I cannot be a man with wifhiug.thcrforel will die a w 
man with grieuing. . Wo " 

Bene. Tarry good Beatrice,by this ( hand l loue thee 

Beat. Vfe it for my loue fome other way then fwej 


Bened. Thinke you in your foule the Count C/w 
hath wrong’d Hero ? *** 

Beat. Yea, as fure as I haue a thought,or a foule. 

Bene. Enough,I am engagde,I will challenge him I 
will kiffe your hand,and fo leaue you: by this hand c/<*. 
dio (ball render me a deere account: as you heare of me 
fo thinke of me: goe comfort your coofin,I muftfayfi,, 
is dead, and fo farewell. 

Enter the Conflables, Borachio, and the Towne Clerke 
in gownes. 

Keeper. Is our whole diflemb'y appeard i 

Cowley. O a ftoole and a cufhion for the Seaton. 

Sexton. Which be the malefactors 1 

Andrew. Marry that am I, and my partner. 

Cowley. Nay that’s certaine, wee haue the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be ex. 
amined, let them come before mafter Conftabla. 

Kemp. Yea marry,lct them come before mee,what ii 
your name, friend ? 

Bor. Borachio. 

Kem. Pray write downe Borachio. Yours firra. 

Con. lama Gentleman (ir,and my name is Conrade. 

Kee. Write downe Mafter gentleman Conrade'n mai- 
tiers, doe you ferueGod : maifters,itisproucd alreadic 
that you arc little better than falfe knaues,and it will goc 
neerc to be thought fo fbortly.how anfwer you for your 
felues ? 

Cen. Marry fir, we fay we are none. 

Kemp. A tnaruellous witty fellow I affure you, butl 
will goe about with him : come you hither firra, a word 
in your eare fir, I fay to you, it is thought you are falfe 
knanes. 

Btr. Sir,I fay to you,we are none. 

Kemp. Well, ftand afide, ’fore God they are both in 
a tale: haue you writ downe that they are none ? 

Sext. Mafter Conftable, you goe not the way to ex¬ 
amine, you muft call forth the watch that arc their ac- 
cufers. 

Kemp. Yea marry, that’s the efteft way,Iet the watth 
come forth: mafters,I charge you in the Princes name, 
accufe thefe men. 

Watch i. This man faid fir, that Don Iohn the Princes 
brother was a villaine. 

Kemp. Write down,Prince Iohn a villaine: why this 
is flat pcriurie,to call a Princes brother villaine. 

Bora. Mafter Conftable. 

Kemp. Pray thee fellow peace, I do not like thylooke 
I promife thee. 

Sexton. What heard you him fay elfc? 

Watch 2 . Mary that he had receiued a thoufand Du* 
kites oiDon Iohn, for accufing the Lady Hero wrong, 
fully. K**- 
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-J-;pfiatBiiBUiie as Mer w Jsrommitted. 

Jc$. Y« by 

c vmm What elfe fellow ? 

St *r j And that Count Claudio did meanc vpon his 
Hero before the whole affembly, and 

a0l g'"l Oviliainelthou wilt be condemn’d into etser- 
laftingrcdemption for tliix. 

Sexton. What elfe. 

witch. This rs all. 

V [ton And this is more mailers then you can deny, 
Prince Iohn is this morning fecretly ftolne away : Hero 
, ' • this manner accus’d, in this very manner refus d, 
and vpon the griefe of this fodainely died : Mafter Con- 
aibk let thefe men be bound, and brought to Leonato , 
I wiil g° c before,and fhe w him their examination. 

Con/l. Come,let them be opinion’d. 

Sev. Let them be in the hands of Coxcombe. 

gem. Gods my life.whcrc’s the Sexton?lec him write 
downe the Princes Officer Coxcombe: come,binde them 

thou naughty varlet. 

Conley, Away, you are an affe, you are an a tie. 

Kemp. Dolt thou not fufpedl my place? dolt thou not 
fufpeilmyyeeres ? O that hee were heere to write mee 
downe an affe! but mafters.rcmcmber that I am an affe : 
though it be not written down, yet forget not f I am an 
aflc:No thou villaine,^ art full of piety as fhall be proud 
vpon thee by good witneffe, I am a wife fellow , and 
which is morc.an officer,and which is more,a houlhoul- 
der,and which is more,as pretty a peece of Belli as any in 
Meffna, and one that knowes the Law.goe to, & a rich 
fellow enough,goe to, and a fellow that hath had loflcs , 
and one that hath two gownes, and cuery thing hand- 
fome about him: bring him away :0 that I hod been writ 
downe an affe ! Exit. 


t <*JUrn Quintus. 


Enter Leon at o and bis brother . 

Brother. If you goe on thus,you will kill your fclfc. 
And ’tis not wiiedome thus to fecond griefe, 
Againftyourfelfc. 

Leon. I pray thee ceafe thy counfaile. 

Which falls into mine earcs as profitleffe, 

As water in a fiue; giue not me counfaile. 

Nor let no comfort delight mine eare. 

But fuch a one whole wrongs doth fute with mine* 
Bring me a father that fo lou’d his childe, 

Whofe ioy of her is ouer-whelmed like mine, 

And bid him fpeake of patience, 

Mcafure his woe the length and bredth of mine, 

And let it anfvverc euery ftrainc for ftrainc , 

As thus for thus, and fuch a griefe for fuch, 

In euery lineament,branch,Ihape,and forme i 
If fuch a one will fmile and ftroke his beard. 

And forrow,waggc, crie hem,when he fliould grone. 
Patch griefe withprouerbs, make misfortune drunke, 
Withcaridlc-waftcrS: bring him yet to me. 

And I of him will gather patience: 

But there is no (uch mao, for brother, men 

Can counfaile,and fpeake comfort to that griefe | 
Which they themfelues hot feele, but tafting it. 

Their counfaile turnes to paffion,which before. 


Would giue preceptiall medicine to rage. 

Fetter ftrong madnefle in a filken thred, 

Charmcachc with ayre,and agony with words, 

Nojnoj ’tis all mens office, to ipeake patience 
To thofe that wring vnder the load of forrow: 

But no mans vertue nor fufficiencie 

To be fo morall, when he fhall endure 

The like himfelfe: therefore giue me no counfaile, 

My griefs cry lowdcr then aduertifement. 

Broth . Therein do men from children nothing differ, 

Leonato. I pray thee peace, J will be flefh and bloud, 
For there was neuer yet Philofopher, 

That could endure the tooth-ake patiently, 

How euer they haue writ the flile of gods. 

And made a pufh at chance and fuffcrance. 

Brother . Yet bend not all the harme vpon your felfe. 
Make thofe that doe offend you, fuffer too. 

Leon. There thou fpeak'ft reafon,nay I will doe fo. 
My foule doth tell me, Hero is belied, 

And that fhall Claudio know,fo fhall the Prince, 

And all of them that thus difhonour her. 

Enter Prince and Claudio. 

Brot . Here comes the Prince and Claudio hafiily. 

Prin. Good den,good den. 

Clan. Good day to both of you. 

Leon . Heare you my Lords? 

Prin . We haue fome hafte Leonato. 

Leo 0 Some haftc my Lord!wel/areyouwcl my Lord, 
Are youfo hafty now? weii,all is one. 

Prin. Nay,do not quarrel! with vs,good old man. 

Brot . If he could rite himfelfe with quarrelling, 

Some of vs would lie low* 

Claud. Who wrongs him ? 

Leon. Marry doft wrong me,thou diflemblcr,thou: 
Nay, neuer lay thy hand vpon thy fword, 

I fcarc thee not. 

Claud. Marry hefhrew my hand. 

If it ihould giue your age fuch caufe of feare, 

Infaithmy hand meant nothing to my fword. 

Leonato . Tu(h,tufh,man, neuer fleeie and ieft at me, 
I fpeake not like a dotard, nor a foolc, 

As vnder priuiledge of age to bragge , 

What I haue done being yong,or what would doe. 
Were I not old,know Claudio to thy head, 

Thou haft fo wrong’d my innocent childc and me. 

That 1 am forc’d to lay my rcucrence by, 

And with grey haires and bruife of many daies, 

Doe challenge thee to triall of a man, 

I fay thou haft belied mine innocent childe. 

Thy flanderbath gone through and through her heart. 
And fhe lies buried with her anceftors: 

O in a tombe where neuer fcandal! flept, 

Saue this of hers, fram’d by thy villanie. 

Claud. My villany ? 

Leonato . Thine Claudio, thine I fay, 

Prin. You fay not right old man, 

Leon. My Lord, my Lord, 

He proue it on his body if he dare, 

Dcfpight his nice fence, and his aeftiue pra^Hfe, 

His Maie of youth, and bloome of Uftihood. 

Claud. Away, 1 will not hauc to do with you, 

Leo. Canft thou fo daffe me?thou haft kild my child. 
If thou kilft me, boy, thou {halt kilf* man. 

*Bro. He (hall kill two of vs, and men indeed, 

But that’s no matter, let him kill one firft: 

Win 
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Win me and wcare mc,Icc him anfwcre me, 

Come follow me boy,come fir boy,come follow me 
Sir boy,ilc whip you from your foyning fence, 

Nay,as I am a gentleman, I will. 

Lton> Brother. 

.Content your felf,God knows I lou*d my ncccc, 
And fhe is deadjflandcr’d to death by villaines. 

That dare as well anfwer a man indeede. 

As I d are take a ferpent by the tongue. 
Boyes^apes,braggarts,Iackcs ) milkc-fops. 

Leon . Brother Anthony. 

Brot. Hold you content,what man'I know them,yea 
And what they weigh,eucn to the vtmoft fcruple, 
Scambling,out-facing,faflfion-monging boyes. 

That lyc,and cog,and flout,depraue,and flander, 

Goe antiquely,andfhow outward hidioufneffe. 

And fpeakc ot halfe a dozen dang’rous words. 

How they might hurt their enemics,if they durft. 

And this is all. 

Leon % But brother Anthonie. 

Ant . Come/tis no matter. 

Do not you meddle,let me dcale in this. 

TV/.Gentlemen both,we will not wake your patience 
My heart is forry for your daughters death : 

But on my honour fhe was charg'd with nothing 
But what was true,and very full of proofe. 

Leon, My Lord,my Lord. 

Prin. I will not heare you. 

Enter Eencdicke . 

Leo . No come brother,away,I will be heard. 

Exeunt ambo. 

Bro . And fliall,or fomc of vs will fmart for it. 

*Prin. See/ce^iere comes the man wc went to fcckc. 

Clau ♦ Now fignior,what newes ? 

Ben. Good day my Lord. 

Prin . Welcome fignior, you are almoft come to part 
almoft a fray. 

CUu. Wee had Iikt to haue had our two nofes fnapt 
off with two old men without teeth. 

Prin, Leonato and his brother,what think’ft thou?had 
wee fought, I doubt we fhould haue beenc too yong for 
them. 

Hen. 1 In afalfe.quarrell there is no true valour,I came 
to feekeyou both. 

flat*, Wc haue beenc vp and downcto fccke thce,for 
we are high proofe melancholly,and would faine haue it 
beaten away,wilt tbou vfe thy wit ? 

Ben . Icisinmyfcabbcrd,fhalll draw it? 

Prin. Docft thou weare thy wit by thy fide ? 

Clau. Neucr any did fo,though verie many haue been 
befide their wit,I will bid thee drawees we do the min- 
ftrclSjdraw to pleafurc vs. 

Prin. As I am an honeft man he lookes pale, art thou 
ficke,or angrie? 

Clau. What,couragcman: what though care kiTd a 
cat,thou hafl mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Ben. Sir, I (hall mecte your wit in the carecre ,!and 
you charge it againft me, I pray you chufc another fub- 
ie&. 

Clau. Nay then giue him another ftaffe, this laft was 
broke crofie. 

'Prtn .By this light,he changes more and more,I thinkc 
he be angrie indeede. 

CUu. If he be,he knowes how to turne his girdle. 

Ben. Shall I fpeake a word in your care ? 

Clan . God bUCfc me from a challenge. 


, Ben " You are a villaine,l ieft not,I willroakTjT,, 
how you dare, with what you dare,and when you I 
do me right,or I will proteft your cowardife: Vou l, 
kill d a iweete Ladie,and her death (hall fall heaui. 
you,let me heare from you. e ° a 

^Clati. Well, I will roeete you, fo I mayhaue g 0oJ 

Prin , What,afeaft,afeaft ? 

A**. I faith I thanke him,he hath bid me to a eai u 
head and a Capon, thewhichifldoenotcaruemoft C * 
rioufly, fay my knife's naught, (hall I not findea wool!' 
cocke too ? gQ * 

'Ben. Sir,your wit ambles well,it goes eafily. 

Prin. He tell thee how Beatrice prais’d thy wit the 
ther day: I faid thou hadft a fine witrtrue faies Ihe.afin 
little one: no faid l,a great wit: right faies fhee, a’erei! 
grofle one: nay faid I, a good wit: iuft faid fte 3 it hurt 
no body: nay laid I, the gentleman is wife: certain fJ 
fhe, a wife gentleman : nay faid I, he hath the tongue,. 
that I belcduefaid fhee, for hee fwore a thing to me oti 
munday nigln,which heforfwore on tuefday mornim*. 
there’s a double tongue, there’s two tongues: thus did 
fheean howre together tranf-fliape thy particular vcr. 
tues.yet at laft fhe Concluded with afigh, thou waft the 

propreft man in Italie. 

QattA. Forthe whichfhe wept heartily, and faid fl, ec 
car’d not. 

Prin. Yea that fhe did,but yet for all that,and if free 
did not hate him deadlie, fhee would loue him dearely 
the old mans daught r told vs all. *' 

Clatt. All,all,and morcouer, God faw him when he 
was hid in the garden. 

Prin. But when fiiall we fet the fauage Bulls homes 
on the fenfible Benedicts head ? 

Clau. Yea and text vnder-neath, heere dwells Bw 
dtclge the married man. 

Ben. Fare you well, Boy, you know my minde,Iwil 
lcaue you now to your goffep-like humor, you breaks 
iefts as briggards do their blades, which God be thank, 
ed hurt not: my Lord,foryour manie courtefies I thank 
you.Imuftdifcontinue your companic, your brother 
the Baftard is fled from Cfrleflina : you haue among you, 
kill'd a fweet and innocent Ladie: formyLord Lackc- 
beard there,he and I fhall meete, and till then peace be 
with him, 

Prin. Hcisinearneft. 

Clau. In mod profound earnefi, and lie warrantyou, 
for the louc of Beatrice. 

Prin. And hath challeng’d thee. 

Clau. Moft fincerely. 

/’r/w.What a prettie thing man is,when he goes in his 
doublet and hoie,and leaues offhis wit. 

Enter Con ftable i Gets rade 3 and Berachi*, ] 

Clau. He is then a Giant to an Ape,but then is an Ape 
a Do£lor to fuch a man* 

Prin. But foft you,let me be,plucke vp roy heart,and 
be fad did he not fay my brother was fled ? 

Cmfi. Come you fir,if iuftice cannot tame you,(hee 
fhall nere weigh more reafons in her ballance, nay, and 
you be a curling hypocrite once,you rauft be lookt to. 

Prin. How now,two of my brothers men bound! Be- 
rachio one. 

Clan. Harken after their offence my Lord, 

Prin. Officer s,what offence haue tnefe men done i 

Ctn. Marrie 
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7commitwd^lfcreport, 
P Cr thev haue fpoken VPtruths, feeond?rily they 
JKLm hxt andlaflly, they haue belyed: a Ladie, 
verified vniufl things,and to conclude 

they arc ‘yjj j t h cc . what they haue done, thirdlie 

’ wthee what’s their offence,fixt and laftlie why they 
a^coairnicted^nd to conclude, what you lay to their 

feg* Richtii'e rcafoned.and in his owne diuifion,and 

C “ U> ' ’ one meaning vveUifuccd 


by. my 

te P fiH 


trothithcre’s'. 

Who haue you pffcu4 e d you are 


bound to your anfwer?tlffs learned Conffablc is too 
iinnius to be vnderftood.vvhat’s your offence ? 

Bor Sweete Prince,let me go no farther to mine an- 
r -do you heare me, and let this Gout) t, kill mee : I 
Waue deceiued euen your verie eies: what your wife- 
H mes could not difeouer, thcfe fhallow fooles haue 
broiK’hc to light, who in the night ouerheard me con 
r rt- n g t0 this man,how Denhbn your brwhfT inccnled 
me tcTflander the Ladie Hero, how you were brought 
nto the Orchard,and faw me court Margaret in Heroes 
Garments, how you difgrac’d her when you fhould 
marrie her: my villanic they haue vpon record,vvhich 
"had rather feale with my death, thenrepeate ouer to 
my fliame: the Ladie is dead vpon mine and my matters 
falfc accufation: and briefelie, I defire nothing but the 

reward ofavillaine. 

<j>ri». Runs not this fpeech like yron through your 

bloud ? , ... 

Cltut. I haue drunke poiion whiles he vtter die. 

Prin, But did my Brother fet thee on to this ? 

Bor, Yea.and paid me richly for the pra&ife of it. 
Prin. He is compos’d and fram’d of trcacherie. 

And fled he is vpon this villanic. 

Clau. Sweet Hero,novi thy image doth appeare 
In the rare femblance that I lou’d it firft. 

Con ft. Come,bring away the plaintiffcs,by this time 
our Sexton hath reformed Signior Leonato of cb^matter : 
and matters,do not forget to fpecifie when timeot. place 
(hall ferue,that I am an Afle. 

Con.z. Here,here comes matter Stgnior Leonato , and 
the Sexton too. 

Enter Leonato, 

Leon. Which is the villaine ? let me Ice his eies, 

That when I note another man like him, 

I may auoide him: which ofthefe is he ? 

Bor.lf you would know your wronger,looke on me 


I would bend vnder anie hcauie vvaight. 

That hecle enioync me to. 

Leon . I cannot bid you bid my daughter liue* 

That were impoflible,but I praie you both, 

PofTcfTe the people in Meffina here. 

How innocent fhe died,and ifyour loue 
Can labour aught in fad inuention, 

Hang her an epitaph vpon her toomb. 

And ling it to her boncs,fing it to night: 

To morrow morning come you to my houfe. 

And fince you could not be my fonne in law, 

Be yet my Nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 
Almoft the copie of my childe that’s dead. 

And flie alone is heire to both of vs, 

Giue her the right you fhould haue giu’n her cofin. 

And fo dies my reuenge. 

Clau, O noble fir • 

Your ouerkindnefle doth wring teares from me, 

I do embrace your offer.and dilpofc 
For henceforth ofpoore (ftlaudio, 

Leon. To morrow then I will expeft your comming, 
Tonight Itake myleaue,thisnaughtieman 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret , 

Who I bclccuc was packt in all this wrong, 

Hired to it by your brother. 

Bor. No by my foulc (lie was not. 

Nor knew not what (lie did when fhe fpokc to me. 

But alwaies hath bin iuft and vertuous. 

In anie thing that I do know by her. 

Conft. Morcouer fir,which indeede is not vnder white 
and black,this plaintiffs here, the offendour ffid call roec 
aflc, I bcfcech you let it beremembredin hispunifh* 
menc,and alfo the watch heard them talk? ofone Dt for¬ 
med,they fay he wcares a keyin his eare and a lbck hang¬ 
ing by it,and borrowes monie in Gods name, the which 
he hath vs’d fo long.and neucr paied,that now men grow 
hard-harted and will lend nothing for Gods fake: praic 
you examine him vpon that point, 

Leon. I thanke thee for thy care and heneft paines. 

C«nft, Your vvorfliipfpeakes like a moft thankcfull 
and reucrcnd youth,and I praife God for you. 

Leon. Tlicre’s for thy paines. 

Conft. God faue the foundation. 

Leon. Goe, I difeharge thee of thy prifoncr, and I 
thanke thee. 

Conft. 1 leaue an arrant knauevvith your vvorflnp, 
which 1 befeccb your worfhip to correct your fclfc, for 
the example of others: God keepe your worfhip, 1 
wifh your worfhip well, God reftore you to health, 
I humblie glue you leaue to depart, and if a mer- 


Leon. Art thou thou theflaue that with thy breath rie meeting may be wifht, God prohibite it : come 


haft kild mine innocent childe l 
Bor. Yea,euenIalone. 

Leo. No,not fo villaine,thou belieft thy fclfc. 
Here (land a pairc ofhonourablc men, 

A third is fled that had a hand in it: 

I thanke you Princes for my daughters death. 
Record it with your high and worthie deedes, 
’Twas brauely done, if you bethinke you of it. 

Clau. I know not how to pray your patience, 
YetImuftfpcake,choofe your reuenge yout felfe, 
Impofc me to what penance your inuention 
Can lay vpon ray finne,yet finn’d I not, 
Butinmiftaking. 

Prm. By myfoulenorl. 

And y et to fatisfie this good old mao, 

t 


neighbour. 

Leon. Vntill to morrow morning,Locds,farewell. 

Exeunt. 

Brot. Farewell eny Lords,we looke for you to mor¬ 
row. 

Prin. We will not failc. 

Clou. To night ile mourne with Hero; 

Leon. Bring you thefe fellowcs’on, weeltalke with 
AAi>g<eW,how her acquaintance grew with this lewd 
fellow. Exeunt. 

, Enter Benedieke and Margaret. 

Ben. Praie thee fweete Miftris Margaret , deferne 
well at my hands, by helping mee to the fpeech of Bea¬ 
trice. 

Mar. Will 
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Afar. Willyou then write me a Sonnet in praife of 
my beautic ? 

Bc»e. In fo high a (file Margaret, that no man liuing 
(ball come ouer it, for in moft comely truth thou defer- 
ueft it. 

Mar. To haue no man come ouer me,why,(ball I al- 
waies kcepe below (hires ? 

i?<w.Thy wit is as quickc as the grey-hounds mouth, 
it catches. 

Mar .And yours,as blunt as the Fencers foiles,which 
hit,but hurt not. 

Bene. A moft manly wit Margaret, it will not hurt a 
woman: and fo I pray thee call Beatrice, I giuc thee the 
bucklers. 

Mar, Giuers the fwords, wee haue bucklers of our 
owne. 

r Bene. If you vfc them Margaret , you muft put in the 
pikes with a vice, and they arc dangerous weapons for 
Maides. 

Mar. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who I thinkc 
hath legges. Exit Mar game. 

Ben. And therefore will comc.T he God of louc that 
fits aboue,and known* me, and knowes me, how pitri- 
full I deferue. Imeancinfinging,butinlouing, Lcan- 
der the good lwimmer, Troilous the firft imploicr of 
pindars, and a whole booke full of thefe quondam car¬ 
pet-mongers, whole name yet runne fmoothly in the e- 
uen rode ofablanke verfc, why they were ncuer fo truc- 
ly turned ouer and ouer as my poorc fclfe in loue: mar- 
rie I cannot (hew it rime,I haue tried,I can finde out no 
rime to Ladie but babies an innocent rime: for fcorne, 
home, a hard time : for fchoole foole, a babling time: 
verieominous endings, no, I was not borne vndcr a ri¬ 
ming Planner, for I cannot wooe infeftiuall tearmes: 

Enter Beatrice. 

fvveete 'Beatrice would’ft thou conic when I cal’d 
thee? 

Beat. Yea Signior,and depart when you bid me. 

Bene. O ftay but till then. 

Beat. Then,is fpoken: fare you well now,and yet ere 
Igoe,let me goc with that I came,which is,with know¬ 
ing what hath paft betweene you and Claudio. 

Bene. Onely foule words, and thereupon I willkifie 
thee. 

Beat, Foule words is but foule wind, and foule wind 
is but foule breath,and foule breath is noilome, there¬ 
fore I will depart vnkift. 

Bene. Thou haft frighted the word out of his right 
fence,lo forcible is thy wit, but I muft tell theeplainely, 
Claudio vndergocs my challenge,and either I mutt (bort- 
ly hearc from him, or I will fubferibe him a coward,and 
I pray thee now tell me, for which of my bad parts didft 
thou firft fall in loue with me ? 

Beat. For them all together, which maintain’d fo 
politique aftate ofeuill, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them: but for which of 
my good parts did you firft fufrer leue for me ? 

Bene. Suffer loue! a good epithite.I do fuffer loue in- 
dcede,for I loue thee againft my will. 

Beat. In fpight ofyour heart I think,alas poore heart, 
if you fpight it for my fake,I will fpight it for yours,for 
I will neucr loue that which my friend hates. 

Bened. Thou and I are too wife to wooe peacea¬ 
ble. 

Bea. It appeares not in this confcffion,there’s not one 
wife man among twentie that will praife himfelfe. 


Bent. An old, an old inftance Beatrice , ^hatT"~ 
the time of good neighbours, if a man doe not U 
this age hi* owhetombeerehe dies, hee (ball?' 1 
longer in monuments,then the Bels ring,St the W 
weepes. * p md(J Oft 

Beat. And how long is that thinke you ? 

Ben. Queftion,why an hower in clamouranda 
ter inrhewnae,therforcis it moft expedient for th - 
if Don worme (his confidence) finde no impedim ^ 
the contrarie, to be the trumpet of his owne vertut"" 0 
I am to my felfe fo much for praifing my felfe wU r i! 
felfe will beare witneffeis praife worthie. and 
me,how doth your cofin t i 

Beat. Verie ill. 

Bene. And how doe you ? 

Beat. Verie ill too. 

Enter Vrfula. 

Bene. Serue God,loue me,and mend,there will 11 
you too,for here comes one in hafte. eiUc 

Prf. Madam, you muft come to your Vnde 
ders old coile at home, it is prooued my Ladie ft 
ro hath bin falfelie accufde, the Prince and * 
mightilie abufde,and Don Iohn is the author of all ^ 
is fled and gone: will you come prefentlic ? 

Beat. Will you gohearethis newes Signior? 

Bene. I will liue in thy hearc,die in thy lap,and bebii. 
ried in thy eies: and moreoucr, I will goe with thee to 
thyVndes. 

Enter Claudio, Prince,and three trfottre with Tapers. 

Clau. Is this the monument of Leenato > 

Lord, It is my Lord. Epitaph. 

Done to death byflanderoue tongues, 
tVOi the Hero that here lies : 

Death in guerdon ofher wrongs, 
dues her fame which neuer dies t 
So the life that dyed with / hame, 

Lines in death withglortotu fame. 

Hang those there vpon the tembe t 
Traiflng her when l am dombe. 

( lau . Now mufick found & fing your folcmn hymrn 

Song. 

Pardon goddejje of the night, 

Thofe that flew thy virgin knight, 

For the which with fongs of woe, 

Ronnd about her tombe they goe : 

Midnight ajflfl our mone t helpe va ttflgh atidgmt, 
Heauily, heattily. 

Granesyawne andyteldeyour dead. 

Till death be vttered, 

Heauenly Jheaucnlj. 

(this fight. 

Lo. Nowynto thy bones good night,yeerely willldo 
Trin. Good morrow matters, put your Torches ejit, 
The wolueshauepreied,and looke,the gentle day 
Before the whceles of Phoebus,round about 
Dapples the drowfie Eaft with fpots of grey: 

Thanks tOyouall,andleaue v$,fareyou well. 

(flan. Good morrow mafters,each hisfeuerallway- 
Trin. Come let vs hence,and put on other weedes, 
And theq'to Leenatoes we will goe. 

Clau. And Hymen new with luckier iflue fpeeds, 

- - - - - - - — 
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T^foTwhom werendred vp this woe. Exeunt. 
n ^leonatofBenc. MargVrflda,oldman,Frier,HcTe, 
not tell you (he was innocent ? 
frt<r \o are the Prince and Claudio who accus’d her, 

, U \ t erro ur that you heard dcbitfidT 
V P °*\lln«rtt was in fortie fault for tRis, 
againft her will as it appeares, 

Ahh° u £ £ B 0Urfe 0 f a il the queftion. 

1° “j?. -yy c ll,I am glad that all things fore fo well. 

° A ' An d fo am I.being elfc by faith enforc’d 
*^youog Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Veil daughter,and you gentlewomen all, 

_avv into a chamber by your fclues, 

IThen I feud for you,come hither mask’d: 

Prince zaA Claudio# remis’d by this howre 
Torifit me, you know your office Bfothcr 
You muft be father to your brothers daughter, 

And eiue her to young Claudio, Exeunt Ladies. 

A Old Which I will doe with' confirm’c 



’d countenance. 


'Bene- Fricr.I muft intreat your paines,I thinkc. 
frier. To d° c what Signior ? 

Bene. To binde tne,or vndoe me,one of them: 

Sicmor L«oMto,uuih it is good Signior, 

Your ncccc regards me with an eye of fauour. 

Leo. That eye my daughter lent her, 'cis moft true. 
Bene. And I doe with an eye of louc requite her. 

Leo. The fight whereof I thinkc you had from me. 
From Chtidto ,*nd the Prince fi ut what’s your will? 

tyned. Your anfwer fir is Enigmatical!, 
Butformywill,my will is, your good will 
May (land with ours, this day to be conioyn’d, 

In the [late of honourable marriage. 

In which(good Fricr)I (hall defire yourhclpc. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 
frier. Andmyhclpe. 

£nter Prince and ClarJio, with attendants. 

Pnn. Good morrow to this fairc aflembly. 

Leo . Good morrow Prince,good morrow Clauato : 
Weheere attend you,areyou yet determin’d , 

To day to marry with my brothers daughter ? 

Claud, lie hold my minde were (lie an Ethiope. 

Leo. Call her forth brother,hcres the Frier ready. 
Prin. Good morrow Benedtke ^hy what’s the matter? 
Thatyou haue fucha Februarieface, 

So full of froft, of ftorme,and clow'dinefle. 

Claud. I thinke he thinkes vpon the fauage bull: 
Tu(h, feare not man, wee*ll tip thy homes with gold. 
And all Europa (hall reioyce at thcc, 

As once Europa did at lutty Ioue y 

When he would play the noble beaft in loue. 

Ben. Bull loue fir, had an amiable low. 

And fome fuch ftrange bull leapt your fathers Cow, 

A got a Calfe in that fame noble feat. 

Much like to you,for you haueiuft his bleat. 

Enter brother % Hero y Beatrice y Margarit , VrfuU. 

Cla. For this I owe yourhere comes other rcckning 3 . 
Which is the Lady I muft feize vpon ? 

Leo. This fame is fhe, and I doe giuc you her. 

Cla % Why then (he’s mine,fweet let me fee your face. 
Leon. No that you Thai rroc, till you take her hand^ 
Before this Fricr,aud fweare to marry her. 

Clau. Giue me your hand before this holy Frier, 

I am your husband if you J dee, of me. 

Hw. And when I liu’d I was your other wife. 

And when you lou d, you were my other husband. 

Clan. Another Here l 


Hero. Nothing certainer. 

OncHerodicdy bucldocliue. 

And furcly as I liue, I am a maid* 

Trin. The former Hero , Hero that is dead- 

Leoh . Shec died my Lord,but whiles her (lander liuU 

Trter. All this amazement can I qualific, 

When after that the holy rites are ended, 
lie tell you largely of fairc Heroes death : 

Mcanc time let wonder feeme familiar, 

And to the chappell let vs prefently. 

Ben. Soft and faireFrier,which \sBeatrice} 

Beat . I anfwer to that name, what is your will? 

Bene . Doe not you loue me? 

Beat. Why no,no more then reafon. 

Bene . Why then your Vncle,and the Prince, & Clau¬ 
dio t hauebeenc decciued, they fworc you did. 

Beat. Doc not you louc mee ? 

Bene. Troth no, no more then reafom 
Beat. Why then my Colin Margaret and ZJrftsU 
Are much dccciu’d/or they did fweare you did. 

Bene. They fworc you were almoftificke for me, 

Beat. They fwore you were wel-nye dead for me. 
Bene . Tis no matterjthen you doe not loue me? 

Beat. No truly,but in friendly recomp£tace. 

Leon. Come Cofin,I am fure you loue the gentlema. 
(lau. And He be fwornc vpoif r, that he loues her. 
For heres a paper written in his hand, 

A halting fonnet of his owne pure braine, 

Fafhioned to Beatrice . 

Hero. And heercs another, 

Writ in rny cofins hand, (lolne from het: pocket. 
Containing her affedlion vnto Benedicke. 

Bene . A miracle, here’s our owne hands againft our 
hearts i come I will haue thee, but by this light I take 
theeforpittie, 

Beat. I Woitld not denic yoUjbut by thi^ good day,I 
yeeldvpomgreatperfwaifion, & partly to faue your life, 
for I was told, you were inaconfusiption. 

Leon. Peace I will ftop your inouth. 

Trin. How doft thou Bentdtcke the married iran ? 
Tene. lie tell thee what Prince : a ColLcdgc ot witte- 
crackers cannot flout mce out of my humour, doft thou 
think I care tor a Satyrc or an Epigram ? ftj, ifa man will 
be beaten with braincs.a fhall weare nothing handfome 
about him: in bricfe.fintc I do purpofe to marry, I will ‘ 
thinke nothing to any purpofe that the world can fay a- 
gainft it, and therefore neuer flout at me, for I haue laid 
agamft it: for man is a giddy thing, and this is my con- 
clufion: for thy part Claudio, 1 did thinkc to haue beaten 
thee,but in that thou art like to be my kinl'maft, liue vn- 
bruij’d, and loue my coufin. 

Cla. I had well hop’d f wonldft haue denied Bcatrtctfp 
I might haue cudgel’d thee out of thy (ingle life,to make 
thee a double dealer, which out of queftio thou wilt be, 
if my Coufin do not lookc exceeding narre wly to thee. 

Bene. ConiCjCome, we are friends, let’s haue a dance 
ere we are married,that wc may lighten our ovvn hearts, 
and our wiues hccles. 

Leon. Wee’ll haue dancing afterward. 

Bene. Firft,ofmy word,therfore play mufick./Vwpj 
thou art fad,gct thee a wife,get thee a wife, there is no 
ftafFmore icucrend then one tipt with horn. Enter.Mef. 

Meffen. My Lord,your brother Iohn is tanc inflight, 
And brought with armed men backe to UWeJfina, 

Bene, Thuike not on himtill tomorrow, ile deuife 
thee braue punifhments for him: ftrike vp Pipers.jDdwcr. 

L FINIS. 
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Enter Ferdinand Ring of Nauarre, Ber owne, Longauitt, and 
Dumane. 

Ferdinand. 

lEt Fame, that all hunt after in their hues , 
Liue rcgiftrcdvpon our brazen Tombcs, 

' And then grace vs in thcdifgrace ofdcath: 

_I when fpight of cormorant dcuouringTimc, 

Th’endcuour of this preient breath may buy : 

That honour which (Iiall bate his fythcskccne edge, 
Andmakcvshayres of all eternitie. 

Therefore brauc Conquerours, for fo you are, 

That warreagainft your owne affethems, 

And the huge Armie of the worlds defircs. 

Our late edift fhall flrongly ftaml in force, 

Nattar (hall be the wonder of the world. 

Our Court fhall be a little Achademe , 

Still and contcmplatiuc in liuing Art. 

You three, 'Berowne,Dumaine,tmA Longauitl, 

Haue fworne for three yceres termc,to liue with me: 
My fellow Schollerv, and to keepc thole ftatutes 
That arc recorded in this lccdule heere. 

Your oathes are paft,nnd now fublcribe your names: 
That his ovfne hand may (hike his honour downe. 

That violates the fmallcft branch heercin: 

If you arcarm'd to doc, as Iworne to do, 

Subfcribe to your deepc oathes, and kcepc it to, 
LongauiU. I am refolu'd, ’tis but a three yceres faft:. 
The minde fhall banquet, though the body pine, 

Fat paunches hauc lcanc pates; and dainty bits. 

Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wits. 

Dumane. My lotting Lord fDumane is mortified, 
The grofler manner of thelc worlds delights, 

He throsves vponthc groffc worlds bafer flaucs: 

To louc,to wealth,to pompe,I pine and die, 

With all thefe liuing in Philofophie. 

Berowne , I can but fay their proteflation ouer, 

So much.dcare Liege J haue already fworne, 

That is,to liue and ftudy heere three yeetes. 

But there are other Ariel obleruances: 

A s not to fee a woman in that terme, 

Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

-Apd one day in a wceke to touch no foode: 

Aftd but one nicalc on euery day befidc: 

The which I hope is not enrolled there. 

And then to fleepc but three hourcs in the night, 

And not be feenc to winkeof all the day. 

When I was wont to thinke no harme all night, 

And make a darkc night too of halfe the day: 


Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

O, thefe arc barren taskes,coo hard to keepe. 

Not to fee Ladies,ftudy, fad,not fleepe. 

Ferd. Your oath is pad,to paffe away from thefe, 
Btrew. Let me fay no my Liedgc,and if you p| M f c 
I onely fwore to dudy with your grace, 1 

And day heere in your Court for three yceres fpace. 
Longa. You fwore to that Berowne, to the reft 
Beiow. By yea and nay fir, than I fwore in ieft. 
What is the end of dudy, let me know ? 

Fer. Why that to know which elfe wee fliould not 
know. 

Ber. Things hid & bard(you mcane)fro comon fcnft 
Ferd. I,that is dudies god-like recompence. 

Bero, Come on then, 1 will fwcare to dudie fo, 

To know the thing I am forbid to know: 

As thus, to dudy where I well may dine, 

When I to fad expreflely am forbid. 

Or dudie where to meet fome Miftreflefine, 

When Miftrefles from common fenfe are hid. 

Or hauing fworne too hard a keeping oath, 

Studie to breake it, and not breake m| troth. 

If dudies gaine be thus, and this be fo, 

Studie knowes that which yet it doth not know, 
Sweare me to this,and I will nere fay no. 

Ferd. Thefe be the dops that hinder dudie quite, 
And traine our intcllcdfs to vaine delight. 

Ber. Why? all delights arc vaine,and that mod Taint 
Which with paine purchas’d,doth inherit paine, 

As paincfully to poarc vpon a Booke, 

To feeke the light oftruth, while truth the while 
Doth fallcly blinde the eye-fight of his looke: 
l ight feceking light,doth light oflight beguile: 

So ere you fjnde where light in darkenede lies, 

Y our light growes darke by lofing of your eyes. 
Studie me how to plcafe the eye indeede, 

By fixing it vpon a fairer eye, 

Who dazling fo, that eyefhall be his heed. 

And giue him light that it was blinded by. 

Studie is like the heauens glorious Sunnc, 

That will not be deepe fearch’d with fawey lookes: 
Small haue continuall plodders euerwonne, 

Saue bafe authoritie from others Bookes. 

Thefe earthly Godfathers of heauens lights, 

That giue a name to euery fixed Starre, 

Haue no more profit of their fhining nights, 

Then thofc that walke and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know,is to know nought but fame: 
And euery Godfather can giue a name. 

Fer, How well hec’s read,to reafonagainft reading. 
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n</rtT Proceeded weU, to flop all good proceeding. 
i&Q’l. _W.rKp rnrnr. and ftill lets grow the 


Bit 


Lon. Hec weedes-the come, 

weeding., 1 „ 

The Spring is neare when greenc geellc are a 

’ breeding. . 

How followes that? 
y#' Pit in his place and time. 
mm- Inrcafon nothing. 

Ber. Something then in rime. . 

f j Berowne is like an enuious fneaping Frolt, 
tv.« bites the fir'rt borne infants ofthe Spring. 

5 L Wei,fay I am.why fhould proudSummer boaft, 
^fore the Birds haue any caufe to ling l 
Whv'fliould I ioy in any abortiue birth ? 

At Chrilhnas I no more defirc a Role, 

Then wifh a Snow in Mayes new fanglcd fho wes: 

L like of each thing that in fcafon growes. 

Co you to ftudie no w it is too late. 

That were to dymbe ore the houfc to vnlocke the gate. 
Fer, Well,fit you out: go home Berowne-.adue. 
Berltlo my good Lord,I haue fworn to ftay with you. 
And though I haue for barbarifme lpoke more. 

Then for that Angcll knowledge you can fay. 

Vet confident lie keepe what 1 ha ue fworne, 

And bide the pcnnance of each three ycares day. 

Giue me the paper,lec me readethc fame, 

And to cheftri&eft decrees He write my name. 

Fer. How well this yeeldingrcfcues thee from fhame. 
Ber. Item. Tliac no woman fhall come within a mile 

of my Court. 

Hath this bin.proclaimed ? 

Lon , Foure dayes agoc. 

Ber, Let’s fee the penaltie. 

On paine ofloofingher tongue. 

Whodeuis’d this penaltie? , 

Lon. Marry that did I. o. • ] 

Ber. S weete Lord, and why ? 

Lott. To fright them hence with that dread penaltie, 
A dangerous law againft gentilitie. 

Item, Ifanymanbc feeneto talke with a woman with¬ 
in the tearmc of three ycares, hec fhall indure luch 
publique fhame as the reft of the Court fhall poffibly 
deuife. * . 

Ber. This Article my Liedge your felfe muft breake. 
For well you know here comes in Embaffie 
The French Kings daughter,with your felfe to fpeake: 

A Maide of grace and compleate maicftie. 

About furrendervp of Aquitaine : 

To her decrepit,ficke,and bed-rid Father. 

Therefore this Article is made in vaine. 

Or vainly comes th’admired Princefle hither. 

Fer.What fay you Lords ? 

Why,this was quite forgot. 

Ber. So Studie cuermore is ouerfhot. 

While it doth ftudy to haue what it would, 

It doth forget to doe the thing it fliould: 

And when it hath the thing it hunteth mod, 

Tis won as townes with fire, fo won,fo loft. 

Fer. We muft of force difpence wi th this Decree, 

She muft lye here on mcere neccffitie. 

Ber. Neceffity will make vs allforfworne 
Three thoufaod times within this three yceres fpace 5 
For euery man with his affe&s is borne. 

Not by might maftred,but by fpeciall grace. 

If I breake taith,this word fhall breake for me, 

I am forfworne on mcere nccclfuic. 


So to the Lawcs at large I write my name, 

And he that breakes them in the leaft degree* 

Stands in attainder of ctcrnall fhame. 

Suggeftions are to others as to me: 

But I belceue although I feeme fo loth, 

I am the laft that will laft keepe his oth. 

But is there no quicke recreation granted ? 

Fer. I that there is,our Court you know is hanted 
With a refined trauailer ofSpaine, 

A man in all the worlds new fafhion planted. 

That hath a mint of phrafes in his braine : 

One,who the muficke of his owne vaine tongue. 

Doth rauifh like inchanung harmonic : 

A man of complements whom right and wrong 
Haue chofc as vmpire of their mucinie. 

This childc of fancie that Armado hight. 

For interim to our ftudies fhall relate, 

In high-borne words the worth of many a Knight: 
From tavvnie Spaine loft in the worlds debate. 

How you delight my Lords,I know not I, 

But I proteft 1 loue to hearehim lie, 

And I will vie him for my Minftrelfie. 

Bero. Armado is a moft illuftrious wight, 

A man offire,new words,fafhions owne Knight. 

Lon. (fofiard the fwaine and he,(hall be our fport. 
And fo to ftudie, three yeeres is but fhorc. 

Enter a Conflable with Coftard with a Letter. 

Confi. Which is the Dukes owne perfon. 

Ber. This fellow, What would’ft ? 

Con. I my felfe reprehend his owne perfon, for I am 
his graces Tharborough:But I would fee his own perfon 
inflefhand blood. 

Ber. This is he. 

Con. Signcor Arme,*Armetommends you-: 

Ther’s villanie abroad,this letter will tell you more. 

Clow. Sir the Contempts thereof are as touching 
mee. 

Fer. A letter from the magnificent Armado. 

Ber. How low loeucr the matter, 1 hope in God for 
high words. 

Lon. A high hope for a low heauen,God grant vs pa¬ 
tience. 

Ber. Toheare,or forbearc hearing. 

Lon. To heare meekely fir,and to laugh moderately, 
or to forbearc both. 

Ber. Wellfir, be it as the ftile fhall giuevseaufe to 
clime in the merrinefle. 

Clo. The matter is to me fir,as concerning IacjtteneUa. 
The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 

Ber. In what manner ? 

Clo.hi manner and forme following fir all thofe three. 
I was feene with her in the Manner houfe, fitting with 
her vpon the Forme, and taken following her into the 
Parke: which put to gether, is in manner and forme 
following. Now fir for the manner; It is the manner 
of a man to fpeake to a woman, for the forme in fome 
forme. 

Ber. For the following fir. 

Clo. As it fhall follow in my corre£Hon,andGod de¬ 
fend the right. 

Fer. Will you heare this Letter with attention ? 

Ber. As we would heare an Oracle. 

Clo. Such is thcfimplicitie of man to harken after the 
flefh. 

La ter. Great 
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Ferdinand. 


G Reat Deputie, the Welkins Vicegerent, and foie domi¬ 
neer of Nauar, my foules earths Ced, andhodies fo- 
firing patrone : 

Cojl . Not a word of (foflard yet. 

Terd. So it is. 

Coft- Itmaybe fo: but ifhefay it is fo,heis in telling 
true: but fo. 

Ferd. Peace, 

Clow . Beto me,and euery man that dares not fight. 
Terd . No words. 

Clow . Of other mensTecrets I belcechyou. 

Terd. So tt is befieged with fable coloured melancholic , / 
did commend the blacke eppreffmg humour to the moft whole - 
fome Pbyfckc of thy health-gifting ayre: And as 1 am a Gen - 
item an, betookc my felfe to walfe : the time IT'hen f about the 
ftxt houre. When beafls mo/fgrafe , birds bejl peck f, and men 
(it downe to that aonri/hment which it calledJ'upper: So much 
for the time When . Now for the ground IT'htcb ? which I 
meane I walkt vpon , it is jcliped. Thy Parke. Then for the 
place Where ? where I mekne J did encounter that ebfeene and 
meflprepoftcrous ett:nt that draweth from my fnow-whitcpen 
the fbon coloured Inke, which beer e thou vieweft , bcholdrft , 
furuayeft, or fee ft. But to the place Where ? It flan doth 
North North-eaft and by Eaftfrom the IT'eft corner of thy 
curious knotted garden ; T here did I fee that low fpiri - 
ted Swaine , that bafe TMinow of thy myrth, {Clown . Mee?) 
that vnletered fmallky owingfcule, [Clow Me?) that [hallow 
vajfall (Clow, Still mee ?) which as l remember, hight Co- 
ftard, (Clow. O me) forltd andconforted contrary to thy e- 
ftablifhedproclaymed Edifl and Conttnet, Cannon ? Which 
with , <5 with, but with this Ipajfton to fay wherewith: 

Clo. With a Wench. 

Ferd. With a childe of our G randnoother E u e, a female ; 
or for thy more fweet vnderftanding a woman : h:m, I (as my 
euer eft earned dutie prickesme on) bane font 10 thee , to recciue 
the mcedofpun if? went by thy fweet Cjraces Officer Anthony 
Dull, a man of good repute, carriage, bearing, & estimation. 
Anth . Me,an’t fhall pleale you? I am Anthony Dud . 
Terd. For laquenctca (fo is the weaker veffell cdHed ) 
which I apprehended with the aforefaid Sw une , 1 keeper her 
as A veffell of thy L awes fur ie, and (hall at the leaft of thy 
fweet notice , bring her to trtalL Thine in all complements of 
deuoted and heart - burning heat of dutie. 

Don Adrianadc Armado. 

Her. This is not fo well as I looked for, but the beft 
that euer I heard. 

Fer. I the beft, for the worft. But firra, What fay you 
to this ? 

Clo.' Sirl confeflethe Wench. 

Ter. Did you heare the Proclamation ? 

Clo . I doc confeffe much ofthe hearing it, but little 
ofihe marking of ir. 

Ter. It was proclaimed a yecres imprifoment to bee 
taken with a Wench. 

Clow. I was taken with none (ir,I was taken with a 
Damofell. 

Fer. Well,it was proclaimed Damofell. _ 

Clo . This was no Damofell neytherfir, fheewasa 
Virgin. 

Fer. It is fo varried to,for it was proclaimed Virgin. 
Clo, If it were, I denie her Virginitie : I was taken 
with a Maide. 

Ter. This Maid will not ferueyour turne fir. 1 
Clo. This Maidc will ferue my turne fir. 
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Kin. Sit I will pronounce yourfcntcnce: YfiT/T'J 
faft a Wecke with Branne and water. 
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Cl«. I had rather pray a Moneth with Mu ttft 
Porridge. 

Ki». And Don Armado (hall be your keeper. 

My Lord Berorrue, fee him deliuer’d ore. 

And goc we Lords to put in pra&ice that, 

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fworne. 

Bero. lie lay my head to any good mans hat 
Thcfe oathes and lawes will proue an idle fcoine. 
Sirra,comeon. 

Clo. I fuffer for the truth fir: for true it is, I waj ta 
ken with Iaquenetta , and laquenetta is a true girltpJjsj> 
therefore welcome the fowrc cup ofprofperitie, afHjgjj;! 
on may one day fmile againe, and vntill then fo d 0Wn{ 

forrow. Exit, 

Inter Armado and Moth hu Page. 

eArma. Boy, What figne is it when a man of gr eat 
fpirit growes melancholy ? 

Boy. A great figne fir, that he will looke fad. 

Brag. Why? fadneffe is one and the fclfc-fame thi 
deareimpe. 

Boy. No no, O Lord fir no. 

Brag. How cantt thou part fadneffe and melancholy 
my tender luuena’,1? 

Boy, By a familiar dertionftration of the working,^ 
tough figneur. 

Brag. Why tough figneur? Why tough figneur? 

Boy . Why tender luuenall ? Why tender Iuuenall} 

Brag. I fpoke it tender Iunenall 3 as a congruenTfe* 
thaton. appertaining to thyyoung daics, which we may 
nominate tender. 

Boy. And I tough figneur.asan appertinent title to 
your oldc timc.which we mayname tough. 

Brag. Pretty and apt. 

Boy. How mcane you fir,I pretty,and my faying apt? 
or I apt,and my faying prettic ? 

Brag. Thou pretty becaufe little. 

Boy. Little pretty,bccaufe little;wherefore apt? 

Brag And therefore apt, becaufe quicke. 

Boy. Speakeyou this inrrrypraifeMatter? 

Brag. In thy condigne praife. 

Boy. 1 will praife an Ecle with the fatfle praife. 

Brag. What l that an Ecle is ingenuous. 

Boy. ThacanEceleisquicke. 

Brag. I doe fay thou art quickc in anfweres. Thou 
heat’d my bloud. 

Boy . I am anfwer’d fir. 

Brag. 1 loue not tobe croft. (him. 

Boy. He fpeakes the meerc coutrary,croffes loue not 

Br. I haue promis’d to ftudy ii j. yeres with the Duke. 

Boy. You may doc it in an houre fir. 

Brag. Impoflible. 

Bey . How many is one thrice told ? 

Bra. I am ill atreckning,itfits thefpiritofaTapftn. 

Boj. You are a gentleman and a gamefter fir. 

Brag. I confeffe both, they are both the varnifo of a 
complcatman. 

Boy. Then I am fure you know how much the groffe 
fumme of deuf-ace amounts to. 

Brag. It doth amount to one more then two. 

Boy . Which the bafe vulgar call three. 

Br. True. Boy. Why fir is this fuch a peece of ftudy? 
Now here’s three ftudied,ere you’ll thrice wink, & hov* 
cafie it is to put yeres to the word three, and ftudy three 
yceres in two words, the dancing horfe will tell you. 
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frag. Am oft fine Figure. 

‘Rsi To proue you a Cypher. 

i w iH heerelipon confeffe I am jn loue : and as 
• bleforaSouldicr to loue ; foam I in loue with a 
uH wench. If drawing my fwordagainft the humour 
faffeftion, would deliuer mee from the reprobate 
t uehtofM would take Defire prifoner, and ranfome 
^ to any French Courtier for a new deuis’d curtfie. I 
vkefcornetofigh, me thinkes I fhould out-fwearfc 
Cupid. Comfort me Boy, What great men haue bcene 

^Boy. Hercules Maftcr. 

Brig. Mofl fwccte Hercules : more authority dearc 
Bov name more; and fweec my childe let them be men 
ofiJood repute and carriage. 

v Boy Sampfon Maftcr.he was a man of good carnage, 
r r e 3 t carriage: for hec carried the Towne-gates on his 
backe like a Porter;and he was in loue. 

Brae. O wcll-kmt SampfonJRiong ioynted Samp fin; 
I doe excell thee in my rapier,as much as thou didft nice 
in carrying gates. I am in loue too. Who was Sampfous 
loue my dcarc Motbl 
Boj. A Woman,Matter. 

Bra*. Of what complexion? 

Boy! Of all the fourc, or the three, or the two, or one 
of the foure. 

Brag Tell me precifely of what complexion ? 

Boy. Ofthe fea-watevGreene fir. 

Brag. Is than one ofthe foure complexions? 

Boj! As I haue read fir,and the beft of them too. 

Brag. Greene indeed is the colour of Loucrs: but to 
haue a Loue of that colour, mn\\\nVcs Sampfon had fmall 
reafon for it. He finely affe&ed her for her wit. 

Boy. It was fo fir, for fhe had a greeoe wit. 

Brag. My Loueismott immaculate white and red. 
Boy. Moft immaculate thoughts Mafter, are mask’d 
vndcrfucb colours. 

"Brag. Definc,definc,well educated infant. 

Boy. My fathers Witte, and my mothers tongue affift 

mee. 

Brag. Sweet inuocarion ofa childe, moft pretty and 
pathcticall. 

Boy. Ifflieebemadcofwhiteandred, 
ler faults will nere be knowne: 

: orblufh-in chcekes by faults are bred. 

And fcares by pale white fhowne: 
hen if (he fearc.or be to blame, 
y this you fhall not know, 

"or ftillher cheekes poffeffe the fame. 

Which natiue (he doth owe : 

A dangerous rime mafter againfl the reafon of white 
andredde. 

.Brag. Is there not a ballet Boy, of the Sing and the 
Begger ? 

Boy. The world was very guilty of fuch a Ballet fome 
three ages fincc,but I thinkc now ’tis not to be foundtor 
if it were, it would ^either ferue for the writing.nor the 
tune. b 

Brag. I will haue that fubiedl newly writ ore, that I 
may example my digreflion by lome mighty prefident. 
Boy, I doe loue that Countrey girlc that I tookc in 
tne Parke with the rationall bindc Coftari: flae deferues 

Klafter" ^ C< " : an< ^ }’ cc * better loue then my 

Brag, sing Boy,my fpirit grows heauy in ioue.- 


Boy. And chat s great marueJJ,louin« a light wench. 

Brag. Ifayfing. 

Boy. Forbeare till this company be paft. 

Enter pewne 1 Confial>le i and Wench. 

Co»jl. Sir, the Dukes plcafure,is that you keepe Co - 
y?4r<ffafe,and youmuftlet hhn take no delight, nor no 
penance, but hcemuft faft threedaiesa wceke : for this 
Damfell.I muft keepe her at the Parke, fiieeis alowd For 
the Day-woman. Fare you well. £ x j t 

Brag. I do betray my fclfc with blufhing; Maide. 

Trlatd. Man. 

Brag. I wil vifit thee at the Lodge. 

Maid. That’s here by. 

Brag. I know where it is fituate. 

Mai. Lord how wife you are! 

Brag. I will tell thee wonders. 

cMa. With what face? 

Brag. I loue thee. 

Mai. So I heard you fay.: 

Brag. And lo farewell. 

Mas. Faire weather after you. 

Clo. Come Iaquenetta, away. Exeunt. 

Brag. Villainc, thou fhalt faft for thy offences ere 
thou be pardoned. 

Clo. Well fir, I hope when I doe it,I fhall doe it on a 
full ftomacke. 

Brag. Thoufbalrbeheauily puniflicd. 

flo. I am more bound to you then your fcllowes, for 
they are but lightly rewarded. 

Clo. Take away this villaine,fhut him vp. 

Boy. Come you tranfgreffing flaue,away. 

Clow. Let mee not bee pent vp fir, 1 will faft being 
loofe. .* ° 

Boy. No fir, that were faft and loofe: thou (halt to 
prifon. • 

Clow. Well, if euer I do fee the merry dayes of del'o- 
lation that I haue feene, fome fhall fee. 

Boy. What fhall fome fee ? 

Clous. Nay nothing, Mafter Moth, but what they 
looke vpon. It is not for prifoners to be filent jn their 
words,and therefore I will fay nothing :I thankeGod ' 
haue as little patience as another man, and therefore *J 
can be quiet. £ x .. 

Brag. 1 doe affe61 the very ground ( which is bafe 
where her fhooe (which is bafer) guided by her foote 
(which is ba(cft)doth tread. I flaall be forfworn(which 
ia a great argument of falfbood; if 1 loue. And how can 
that be true loue,which is faifiy attempted? Loue is a fa¬ 
miliar, Loue isa Diuell. There isnoeuill Angellbut 
Loue,yet Sampfon was fo tempted, and he had an excel¬ 
lent ftrength : Yet was Salomon fo feduccd, and hce had 
a very good witte. Cupids Bucfhafc is too hard for Her¬ 
cules Clubbe, and therefore too much ods fora Spa¬ 
niards Rapier: Thefirftand fecondcaufcwill not ferue 
roy turne : the Pafado hec refpedls not, the Duello he 
regards not ; his difgrace is to be called Boy , but his 
glorieisto fubduemen. Adue Valour,ruftRapier,bee 
ftill Drum, for your manager is in loue j yea hce loueth. 
Aflift me fome exfemporall god of Rime, for I am fure I 
fhall turne Sonnet. Deuife Wit, write Pen, for I am for 
whole volumes in folio, Exit, 

Emit AtlmPrimtUi 
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ABus Secunda. 


Enter the Princeffe of France , with three attending Ladies, 
and three Lords. 

Boyet. Now Madam fummon vp your deareft fpirits, 
Confider who the King your father fends: 

To whom he fends, and what’s his Embaflie. 

Your fclfe,held precious in the worlds eftceme, 

To parlee with the foie inheritour 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 

Matchlefie Nattaxre, the plea of no lefle weight 
Then Aquitaine, a Dowrie for a Quecne. 

Be now as prodigall of all deare grace, 

As Nature was in making Graces deare, 

When The did ftarue the generall world befide, 

And prodigally gaue them all to you. 

Queen. Good h.Boyet,my beauty though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flourifii of your praiic: 

Beauty is bought by iudgement of the eye, 

Not vttred by bafe f ale of chapmens tongues : 

I am leffe proud to hearc you tell my worth. 

Then you much wiling to be counted wife, 

In fpending your wit in the praife of mine. 

But now to taske the tasker, good Bojet, 

Prin . You are not ignorant all-telling fame 
Doth noyfe abroad Nauar hath made a vow, 

Till painefuJl ftudie fhall out-wcare three yearcs. 

No woman may approach his filent Court: 

Therefore to’s feemeth it 0 necdfull courfe. 

Before we enter his forbidden gates , 

To know his pleafure, and in that bchalfc 
Bold of your worthinefle, we fingle you. 

As our beft moiling faire foliciter : 

Tell him.the daughter of the King of France, 

On ferious bufinclfe crauing quickc difpatcli. 
Importunes pcrfonall conference with his grace. 

Hafte, fignifie fo much while we attend, 

Like humble vifag’d futers his high will. 

Boy . Proud of imployment, willingly I goe. Exit. 
Prin . All pride is willing pride,and yours is fo: 

Who are the Votaries my louing Lords, that are*vow * 
fellowes with this vertuous Duke ? 

Lor . Longauill is one. > 

Princ , Know you the man ? 

1 Lady . I know him Madame at a marriage feaft, 
Betweenc L* Perigort and the bcautious heire 
Of Iaques Faticonbridge folcmnizcd. 

In Normandie faw 1 this Longauill , 

A man offoueraigne parts heisefteerrfd : 

Well fitted in Arts, glorious in Armes: 

Nothing becomes him ill that he would well. 

The onely foyle of his faire vertucs glofie. 

If vertues gloffe will ftaine with any foile, 

Is a fharp wit match’d with too blunt a Will: 
Whofeedgehathpower to cut whofe will ftill wills, 

It fliould none fpare that come withinhis power. 
r Prin . Some merry mocking Lord belike,ift fo ? 

Lad. i.iThey fay fo moft,that tnoft his humors know. 
Prin. Such ftiort liu’d wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the reft? 

2 -Lad. The yong Dtmaine, a well accompliflht youth. 


Of all that Vertuc loue, for Vertue loued. 

Moft power to doe moft harme, lcaft knowin© m s 
For he hath wit totaakc an ill (bape good, b • 
And fhape to win grace though (he had no wit. 

I faw him at the Duke Alanfoes once. 

And much too little of that good I faw. 

Is my report to his great worthinefle. 

%otfa- Another of thefe Students at that cicqc 
Was there with him, as I haue heard a truth. 

Berowne they call him, but a merrier man, 

Within the limit ofbecommingmirth, 

I neuer fpent an houres talke withall. 

His eye begets occafion for his wit, 

For euery obie6l that the one doth catch, 

The ocher turnes to a mirth-mouing ieft. 

Which his faire tongue (conceits expofitor) 

Dcliuers in fuch apt and gracious words, 

That aged earcs play treuant at his tales, 

And yonger hearings are quite rauiihed. 

So fwcet and voluble is his difeourfe. 

Prin. Godbleflcmy Ladies,are they allinloue? 
That euery one her owne hath garnifhed , 

With fuch bedecking ornaments of praife. 

Ma- Hcere comes Boyet. 

Enter Boyet. 

Prin 4 Now, what admittance Lord ? 

Boyet . Nauar had notice of your faire approach ; 
And he and his competitors in oath , 

Were all addreft to meete you gentle Lady 
Beforcl came: Marrie thus much I haue learnt. 

He rather nscancs to lodge you in the field, 

Like one that comes heerc to befiege his Court, 
Then feeke a difpenfation for his oath: 

To let you enter his vnpeopled houfc; 

Enter Nauar, Longauill, Dumaine, and Ber owne, 

Heere comes Nauar . 

Nau. Faire Princefi'e,welcom to the Court of Nmr> 
Prin. Faire Igiueyoubackeagaine, and welcome! 
haue not yet : theroofeof this Court is too high to bee 
yours, and welcome to the wide fields, toobafetobe 
mine. 

Nau. You (hall be welcome Madam to my Courts 
Prin. I wi! be welcome then,Condu£b me thither. 
Nau. Hearc me deare Lady,I haue fworne an oath. 
Prin. Our Lady helpe my Lord,he ll be forfworne, 
Nau. Not for the world faire Madam,by my will. 
Prin. Why, will fhall breake it will,and nothing els. 
Nau. Your Ladifhip is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Were my Lord fo, his ignorance were wife, 
Where now his knowledge muft proue ignorance. 

I hearc your grace hath fworne out Houfeekecping: 
Tis deadly finne to keepc that oath my Lord, 
Andfinne to breake it: 

But pardon me,I am too fodaine bold, 

T o tcackfa Teacher ill befeemeth me, 

Vouchfafe to read the purpofeofmy coraming, 

And fodainly refolhc me in my fuitc. 

Nau. Madam,I will, if fodainly I may. 

Prin. You will the fooner that I were away, 

For you’ll proue periur'd ifyou make me ftay. 

Berow. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 
Rofa. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 
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HownSelfewas it then to ask the queftion? 

Ber ‘ ^sTongofyou j fpurme with fuchqueftions. 

y our w i?s too hot,it fpecds too faft, 'twill tire. 
vi Not till it leaue the Rider in the mire. 

B 1*W hat time a day? 

r jhc howre that foolcs ihould aske. 

Now faitc befall your maske. 

Roi Faire fall the face it couers. 

And fend you many louers. 

. Rofa. Amen,fo you bc.none. 

Eer. Nay then will I be gone. 

r,J Madame,vour father hcere doth intimate, 

U 1‘imcnt o f a hundred thoufand Crownes, 

Bcine but th onc halfe, of an intire iumme, 

Disburfed by my father in his wanes. 

But fay that he, or we, as neither haue 

Recciu d that furome; yet there remaiues vnpaul 

A hundred thoufand more: in furcty of the which. 

One part of Aquitaine is bound to vs , 

Although not valued to the moneys worth, 
ifthen the King your father will reflorc 

But that one halfe which is vnlatisfied, 

VVe will giue vp our right in Aquitaine, 

And hold faire fricndfhip with hisMaiettie: 

But that it feemeshe little purpofeth. 

For here he doth demand to haue repaie, 

An hundred thoufand C rowncs, 3nd not demands 
Oncpaimcntof a hundred thoufand Crownes , 

To haue his title liue \nsAquitaine. 

Which we much rather had depart withall, 

And haue the money by our father lent. 

Then °Aquitaue, fo gueldcd as it is. 

Deare Princcfie, were not his requefts fo farre 
From reafons yeelding, your faire felfe Ihould make 
A yeelding 'gainll fomc real'on in my breft, 

And goe well fatisfied to France againe. 

Prin. You doe the King my Father too much wrong. 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 

In fo vnfeeming to confcfle receyt 

Of that which hath fo faithfully beene paid. 

Kin. Idoe protect I neuer heard of it, 

And if you proue it, He repay it backe, 

Oryceld vp Aquitaine, 

Prin. We arreft your word i 
Boyet, you can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fumme, from fpeciall Officers, 

Of Charles his Father. 

Kin. Satisfiemefo. 

Boyet. So pleafe your Grace,the packet is not come 
Where that and other fpecialties are bound, 

To morrow you fhall haue a fight of them. 

Kin, It fhall fuffice me; at which emerview, 

AH liberall reafon would I yecld vneo: 

Meane time, receiue fuch welcome at my hand. 

As Honour, vvithoutbreach of Honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthinefTe. 

You may not come faire Princeffe in my gates, 

But heere without you fhall be fo receiu-d. 

As you fhall dcem'eydur'felfe lodg’d in my heart. 
Though fo deni’d farther harbour iti my boufe i' 

Your pwne good thoughts excufe me,and faxewell, 

To morrow we fhall-Vifftyou againe* 

Prw, Sweet health & faire defires confort your grace. 
■Kfr.ThyoWfi wifb Wifh I thee, i »'«uery placc.^r. 
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Boy. Lady, I will commend you to my owne heart. 
La.%o 4 Pray you doe my commendations, 

I would be glad to fee it. 

Boy. 1 would you heard it grone. 

La.'Bo. Is the foule fickc ?. 

Boy. Sicke at the heart. 

La.Re , Alacke,let itbloud. 

Boy . Would that doc it good ? 

La.Ro . My Phifickefaiesl. 

'Boy. Will you prick’t with your eye. 

La.Ro. Nopoynt, with my knife. 

Boy. Now God faue thy life. 

La. I{o. And yours from long liuing. 

*Bcr, I cannot ftay thankf-giuing. Exit. 

Enter Du mane. 

Dum. Sir Jpray you a word: What Lady is that fame/ 
Roj 4 The heire of AlanfonfRfifalin her name. 

Dim, A gallant Lady, Mounfier fare you well. 

Long. I bcfcecii you a word: what is (he in the white? 
Boy . A woman fomtimes, if you faw her in the light. 
Long. Perchance light in the light: I defire her name. 
Boy. Shee hath but one for her felfe, 

To defire that wereafhame. 

Long . Pray you fir, whofe daughter ? 

Boy. Her Mothers, 1 haue heard. 

Long. Gods bleifing a your beard. 

Boy. Good fir be not offended, 

Shcc is an hey re of F aulconbridge . 

Long. Nay, my choller is ended : 

Shee is a moft lwecc Lady. Exit.Long. 

Boy. Not vnlikefir, that may be. 

Enter Beroune . 

Ber. What’s her name in the cap. 

Boy. Katherine by good hap. 

Ber. Isfhe wedded, or no. 

Boy. Toher will fir, or fo. 

Ber. You are welcome fir, adievv. 

Boy. Fare well to me fir, and welcome to you. Exit . 
La.Trla. That laft is Beroune ,the mer.y mad-cap Lord. 
Not a word with him, but a ieft. 

Boy. And euery ieft but a word. 

Pri. It was well done of you to take him at his word. 
Boy. I was as willing to grapple,as he was to board. 
La.Ma. Two hot Shecpcs marie : .1 * 

And wherefore not Ships ? (hp s * 

Boy. No Shcepc(fwect Lamb) vnlefie w.e feed on your 
La. You Sheep & 1 pafture : fhall that finifh*heiert ? 
Boy . So you grant pafture for me. 

La. Not fo gentle beaft. 

My lips are no Common, though feuerall they be. 

Bo. Belonging tow-horn? . : 

La. To.my fortunes and me. 

Prin. Good wits wil be iangling, but gentles agree. 
This cmill warre ofwits were much betterivfed 
Ou Nauar and his bookemen 3 fob hcere ’tis abus’d, rdin 
i Bo. Ifmyobferuation(which very feldome lies 
By the hearts ftill rhctoricke,difclofed with eyes) 
Deceiue me not now, Nauar is infefled. 

Prin. With what } . d ; ? < - 

Bo. With that which we Louers intitle affe&ed. 

Prin. Yourreafon. ~ , , 

Bo. Why all his behauiours doe make their retire. 

To the court of his eye,peeping thorough defire. L 

His hart like an Agot with youj^print irapreffed, ' ! 

Proud 
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Proud with bis formc,in his tic pride expreffcd. ' 

His tongue all impatientto fpcake and not fee, 

Did (tumble with hafte in his eie-fight to be. 

All fences to that fence did make their repaire, 

To feelconely looking on faireft offaire: 

Me thought all his fences were loekt in his eye, 

As Icwcls in Chriftall for fome Prince to buy. (glaft, 
W’no tendring their own worth from whence they were 
Did point out to buy them along as you paft. 

His faces owne margent did coate fuch amazes, 

That all eyes faw his cies inchantcd with gazes. 

He giue you Aquitaine ^and all that is his. 

And you giue him for my fakc,but one louing Kifie. 
Tr/«. Come to our Pauillion, Hoyet is difpoide. 
B^.But to fpcak that in vvords,which his cie hath dif- 
I onelie hauc made a mouth of his cie, ( clos’d. 

By adding a tongue,wluch I know will not lie. 

Lad.Ro.Thou art an old Louc-monger,and fpeakeft 
skilfully. 

Lad. A/ 4 . He is Cupids Grandfather,and lcarnes news 
ofhim. 

Lad. 2 . Then was Verna like her mother, forherfa- 
therisbut grim. 

Boy. Do you heare my mad wenches ? 

La. 1 , No. 

Boy. What then,do you fee ? 

Lad. 2 . I, out way to be gone. 

’Boy. You arc too hard for me. Exeuntomnes . 


ABusTeitius . 


Enter Broggart and Boy. 

Song. 

Bra. Warble childe,make paffionate my fenfc ofhea- 
ring. 

Boy . Concolinel. 

' Brag . Swecte Ayer, go ccnderncflc of yearcs: take 
this Key, giue enlargement to the l'waine, bring him fc- 
ftinatly hither: I mull imploy him in a letter to my 

Loue. 

Boy. Will you win your loue with a French braule? 

Bra.. How roeaneft thoti,brauling in French ? 

Boy. No my compleat matter, but to Iigge off a tune 
at the tongues end, canane to it with the feete, humour 
it with turning vp your cie: figh a note and fing a note, 
lomctime through the throate: if you fwallowed loue 
with finging, louefometime through: nofe as if you 
fnuft vp loue by fmelling loue with your hat penthoufe- 
likc ore theihop of your eies, with your armes croft on 
yourthinbellie doublet, like a Rabbet on 3 fpit,or your 
ha$ds in your pocket, like a man after the old painting, 
and keepenot too long in one tune,but a fnip and away: 
thefe arc complements, thefc arc humours, thefc betraic 
nice wenches that would be betraied without thefe, and 
make them mcn-ofnote: do you note men that moft arc 
affe&ed to thefe? 

Brag. How haft thou purchafed this experience ? 

Boy. By mypenneofobferuation. 

Brag. But 0,but0. [■; ‘ 

Bof. The Hobbic-horfe is forgot, 

. Bra. Gafftthou my loue Hobbi-hdrfe. 

Bey. NaM4fter,thcHdbbie-horfc is buta Colt, and 

and your Loue pcrhapsyaHadkhtc : 

i ..... . - —. . ... - - - — 


But hauc you forgot your Loue? ~ — 

Brag. Almoftlhad. 

Boy. Negligent ftudcnt,learne her by heart. 

Brag. By heart, and in heart Boy. 

Boy. And out of heart Matter: all thofe three I wn 
proue. ’ Vl 

Brag. What wilt thou proue ? 

Boy. A man,ifI liue(and chis)by,in,and without,vp, 
on the inftant: by heart you loue her,becaufe your heart 
cannot come by her: in heart you loue her,becaufc you 
heart is in loue with her : and out of heart you loue her 
being out of heart that you cannot enioy her. ’ 

Brag. I am all thefe three. 

Boy. And three times as much more,and yet nothin, 
at all. ® 

Brag. Fetch hither the Swaine, he muft carrie mee a 
letter. 

Boy. A meflage well fimpathis’d, aHorfetobeem. 
bafladour for an Afle. 

Brag. Ha,ha,What faieft thou ? 

Roy.Marrie fir,you muft fend the Afle vpon theHoife 
for he is verie flow gated : but I goc. 

Brag. The way is but fhort,away. 

Boy. As fwift as Lead fir.- 

Brag. Thy meaningprettieingenious,is notLcadj 
mettall heauie,dull,and flow ? 

Boy. Ad in ni me honeft Mafter,or rather Mafter no. 

Brad. I fay Lead is flow. 

Boy. You arc tool’wiftfir to fay fo. 

Is that Lead flow which is fir’d from a Gunne? 

Brag. Sweete fmoke ot Rhetorike, 

He reputes me a Cannon,and the Bullet that’s he: 

I flioote thee at the Swaine. 

Boy. Thump then,and I flee. 

Bra, A. moft acute i’uuenall,voluble and free of grace, 
By thy tauour fwcet Welkin,I muft figh in thy face. 
Moft rude melancholic,Valour giues thee place. 

My Herald is return'd. 

Enter Page and Clowr.e. 

Pag. A wonder Matter,here's a Cofiard broken in a 
fhtn. 

Ar. Some enigma, fome riddle, come, thy Lem) 
begin. 

Clo. No egma.no riddle.no lenuoy, no falue, in thee 
male fir. Orfir 5 Plantan, aplaincPlantan : no/#*W 7 ,no, 
lenuoy,no Salue fir,but a Planran. 

Ar. By vertue thou inforceft laughter, thy fillie 
thought,my fpleene,tbe heauing of my lunges prouokes 
me to rediculous fmyling: O pardon me my ftars, doth 
the inconfiderate take falue for lenuoy, and the word/.'tf- 
uoy for a falue} 

Pag. Doc the wife thinke them other, is not lenuoy a 
falue} (plains 

Ar. No Page, it is an epilogue or difeourfe to make 
Sonoe obfeure precedence that hath tofore bin faine. 
Now will 1 begin your morrall, and do you follow with 
my lenuoy. 

The Foxe.the Ape,and the Humble-Bee, 

Were ftill at oddes,being but three. 

Arm. Vntill the Goofe came out ofdoore, 
Staying the oddes by adding foure. 

Pag. A good Lflwwy.ending ip $he Goofe: would you 
defire more? , 

Clo. The Boy hath fold him a bargainee Q*p«f that t 

flat 


l Jr. Come hither,come hither: 

„ - x,A this argument begin ? 

^°Bo by faying that a Cojhtrd was broken in a fhin. 

Then cal’ d y°“ for • 

Close. True.and I for a Planran; ' 
ru ramc yo ur argunocni in i 
lr n the Boyes far Lenuoy, the Goofe that you bought, 

I 4 he ended the market. 

Jr. But tell me: How was there a Cofiard brokenjn 

* I will tell you fencibly. 

flow, Thou haft no feeling of it Moth, 

, will Ipeake that Lenuoy. 

T ciWrunning out,that was lafely within, 

Peli oucr the threfhold,and broke my fhin. 
r ^ rW< We will talkc no more of this matter. 

Cloto. Till there be more matter in the fhin. 

Arm. Sirra (fofiard, I will infranchile thee. 

Clow. 0,marrieme to one Francis, I fmcll fomeLc*- 
fuy, fome Goofe in this. 

J Am. By my fweete foule.I mcane.fctting thee at h- 
bertie. Enfrcedoming thy perfon: thou wert emured, 

reftraincd.captiuatcd-.bound. 

Clow. True,true,and now you will be my purgation, 

andletmeloofe. 

Arm. I giue thee thy libertic, fet thee from durance, 
and in lieu thereof, impofeon thee nothing but this : 
Bearethis fignificant to the countrcy Maidc laejptenetta : 
there is remuneration,for the beft ward of mine honours 
is rewarding my dependants. Moth, follow* 

Pag. Like the fcqucll I. 

Signeur Cofiard adew. Exit. 

Clow. My fweete ounce of mans flefh, my in-conie 
Jew: Now will I lookc to his remuneration. 
Remuneration, O, that’s the Latineword for three-far¬ 
things: Three-farthings remuration, What’s the price 
ofthisynde?iAno,lle giue yon aremuncration : Why? 
It carries it remuneration : Why?Jt is a fairer name then 
a French-Crownc. I will ncuer buy and fell out of this 
word. " 
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And in her traine there is a gentle Ladie: 

When tongues fpeak fwectly.then they name her name, 
And Kofalint they call her,askc for her: 

And to her white h and fee thou do commend 
This feal’d-vp counfaile. Thcr’s thy guerdon: goe. 

Clo. Gardon.O fweete gardon, better then remune¬ 
ration, a leuenpence-farthing better: moft fweete gar® 
don. I will doe it fir in print: gardon, remuneration*. 

Exit. 

Ber. O, and I forfooth in loue, 

I that haue beenc loues whip l 
A verie Beadle to a humerous figh : A Criticke 
Nay,a night-watch Conftable. 

A domineering pedant ore the Boy, 

7 hen whom no mortal! fo magnificent. 

This wimpled,whyning,purblinde wai ward Boy, 

, This fignior lunios gyant drawfe.don Cupid, 

Regent of Loue-rimcs,Lord of folded armes, 
Th’annointed loueraigneoffighes and groanes: 

Licdge ofall loyterers and malccontents: 

Dread Prince ofPlaccats.King ofCodpceces. 

Sole Empcr 3 tor and great generall 
Of trotting Parrators (O my little heart.) 

Andltobea Corporall of his field. 

And weare his colours like a Tumblers hoope. 

What? I loue,] fue,I fcckea wife, 

A woman that is like a Germane Cloake, 

Still 2 repairing: euer out of frame, 

And ncuer going a righ(,bcir.g a Watch: 

But being watcht.that it may ftill goe right. 

Nay.to be periurde,which is worft of all ; 

And among three,to loue the worft of all, 

A wbitly wanton, •witli a vcluet brow. 

With two pitch bals ftuckc in her face for eyes. 

Rand by heauen.onc that wili doc the deede, 

Though Argue were her Eunuch and her garde. 

And 1 to figh for her,to watch for her. 

To pray torher,go to: it is a plague 
That C u P*d w *fl icnpofe for my negleft. 

Of his almighty drcadfull little might. 

V\ ell,I will loue.wiitejfigh.pray.fliuejgrQne, 

Some men muft loue my Lady,and fome lone. 


Enter Ber owne. 

Ber, O my good knaueCo/?<*rd,exceedingly well met. 
flow. Pray you fir, How much Carnation Ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Ber. \Vhat is a remuneration ? 

Coft. Marrie fir.halfc pennie farthing. 

Ber. O, Why then threefarthings worth of Silkc. 
Cofi, I thanke your vvorfhip,God be wy you. 

Ber. O ftay flaue,I muft employ thee: 

0 $ thou wilt win my fauour,good my knaue, 

Doe one thing for me that I fhall intreate. 

Clow. When would you haue it done fir ? 

Ber. O this after-noone. 

Clo. \\ ell,I will doc it fir: Fare you well. 

Ber , O thou knoweft not what it is. 

Clo. I ill all know fir,when I haue done it. 

Ber. Wny villaine thou muft know firft. 

Clo. I wil come to your worfhip to morrow morning. 
Ber. It muft be done this .after-noone, 
Harkeflaue,ittsbut this: 

ThePrinceffe comes to hunt here in the Parke, 


dA&M Ouartus. 


Enter the Pri»cefie,a Forrefier, her Ladies , and 
her Lords. 

fifty. Was that the King that fpurd his horfe fo hard, 
Againft rhe ftcepe vprifing of the hill ? 

Boy. I know not,but I thinke it was not he. 

Qyf. Who ere a was,a fliew’d a mounting mindc: 
Well Lords, to day we fhall haue our difparch. 

On Saterday we will returnc to France. 

Then Forrefier my friend,Where is the Bufli 
That we muft ftand and play the murthcrcr in ? 

For. Hereby vpon the edge of yonder Coppice, 

A Stand where you may make the faireft fhoore. 

fife. I thanke my beautie,I am faire that fhoote. 
And thereupon thou fpeak’ft the faireft fhoote. 
for. Pardon me Madam,for I meant not fo. 
fife. What,what?Firft praife me,& then again fay no. 
O fhore lin’d pride. Not faire ? alacke for woe. 

For. Yes 

















































































I il jilU ': 1 

i ;$G- 


111 : | 




I 

11:11wt ii 

u ! --if 

II 4 .:t • • t- 

iifc 

t d ■ 


h'BjiiiF 1 i : ; 

■Hi - 


’#I! 1 h 


■ 


IMS 


fsiiiil 4i 

SWWlF'^L ** ' ’ 


I 


'rf ■•;"••.’ • I- 
: ;*♦'}- ... ! , *• 


si# 


;••» • 


**-41 iSarwSi i 


I?0 


\ Lom Labours loft. 





Tor. Yes Madam faire. 

Qu\ Nay,neuer paint me now, 

Where faire is not,praife cannot mend the brow. 

Here (good my glafte) take this for telling true: 

Faire paiment for foule words,is more then due.. 

Tor. Nothing but faire is that which you inherit. 

£&*. See,fee,my beautic will be fau’d by merit. 

O hcrefie in faire,fit for thefc dayes, 

A giuing hand,though foule,fliall haue faire praife. 

But come,thc Bow : Now Mcrcie goes to kill. 

And {hooting well,is then accounted ill: 

Thus will I lauc my credit in the fliootc. 

Not wounding.pittic would not let me do’t: 

If wounding, then it was to {hew my skill, 

That more for praife,then purpoie meant to kill. 

And out ofqucftion,fo it is fometimes: 

Glory growes guihic of detclfcd crimes. 

When for Fames fake,for praife an outward part, 

W e bend to that,the working of the hart. 

As I for praife alone now fecke to fpill 

The poore Deeres blood,that my heart meanes no ill. 

Boy. Do not curft wiues hold that felfc-foucraigntie 
Onely for praife fakc,when they ftriuc to be 
Lords ore their Lords ? 

Onely for praife,and praife we may afford. 

To any Lady that fubdewesa Lord. 

Enter Clorvne. 

Boy. Here conics a member of the common-wealth. 
Clo. God dig-you-den all,pray you which is the head 
Lady ? 

^«.Thou {halt know her fcllow,by the reft that haue 
no heads, 

Clo. Which is the greateft Lady,the higheft? 

*2.u. The thickeft.and the talleft. 

Clo. The thickcft,& the talleft: it is fo.truth is truth. 
And your vvafte Miftris, were as {lender as my wit, 

One a thefe Maides girdles for your waftc {hould befit. 
Are not you the chiefe womarYou are the thickeft here? 
Qu^ What’s your will fir ? What’s your will ? 

Clo. I haoe-a Letter from Moniier Berowne, 

To one Lady Rofaline. 

0j*.O thy letter,thy letter:He's a good friend of mine. 
Stand a fide good bearer. 

2 ? 9 'ef,youcan carue, 

Breake vp this Capon. 

Boyet. I am bound to ferue. 

T his Letter is miftooke : it importeth none here: 

It is writ to Iaquenetta. 

Qu. Wewillreadcit.Ifweare. 

Breake the necks of the Waxe,and euery one giue earc. 

Boyet nodes. 

DYheauen, that thou art faire, ismoft infallible: true 
that thou art beauteous, truth it felfe that thou arc 
loucly: more fairer then fairc,bcautifull then beautious, 
truer then truth it felfe: hauecomiferation on thy heroi- 
call Vaffall. The magnanimous and moft illuftrate King 
Cophetua fet eie vpon the pernicious and indubitatc Beg. 
ger Zenelophon: and he it was that might rightly fay,^- 
ni,vidi,vici: Which to annothanize in the vulgar, O 
bafe and obfeure vulgar; vidcltjit. He came, See,and o- 
uercame: heecame one; fee,two; couercame three; 
Who came ? the King. Why did he come ? tofee. Why 


did he fee? to ouercome. To whom came heTuTT' 

Beggcr. Whatfaw he? the Begger. Who ouercam 
he ? the Begger. The conclufion is vi&orie: On wh f 
fide ? the King: the captiue is inricht: On whofefij > 
thcBeggcrs. The cataftrophe is a Nuptiall: on v»h 0 f 


fide? the Kings: no,on both in one,orone in both. I a C 
the King (for fo ftands the comparifon) thou the*B t ? 
ger, iorfowitneffeth thy lowlineffe. Shall I command 
thy loue ? I may. Shall I enforce thy loue? I CouU d 


Shall I entreatc thy loue? I will. What, (halt thou ex 
change for ragges, roabes: for tittles titles, for thy f e jf" 
mee. Thus expe&ing thy reply, I prophane my lip s on 
thy foote, my eyes on thy picture, and my heart on th 
euerie part. ^ 

Thine in the dearefi de/igne ofindufirie,< 

Don Adriana de Armatho. 

Thus doft thou heare the Nemean Lion roare, 

Gainft thee thou Lambe, that ftandeft as his pray : 
Submifliue fall his princely feete before. 

And he from forrage will incline to play. , 

But if thou ftriue (poore foule) what art thou then? 

Foodc for his rage, repafture for his den. 

££u. What plume of feathers is hee that indited this 
Letter? Whatveine? What Wethercocke? Did you 
eucr heare better i 

Boy. I am much deceiucd,but I remember the (life, 

<2«.Elfc your memorie is bad, going ore it crevvhile. 

Boy ,This Armado is a Spaniard that keeps here in court 
A Phantafime,aMonarcho,and one that makes fport 
To the Prince and his Bookc-tnates, 

Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thee this Letter ? 

Clow. I told you,my Lord. 

Qu. To whomflvould’ft thougiucit? 

Clo. From my Lord corny Lady. 

Qyt. From which Lord,to which Lady ? 

Clo. From my Lord Berowne,?L good maftcr of mine, 
To a Lady of France , that fie call’d Rofaline. 

^«.Thou haft miftaken his lettcr.Come Lords sway, 
Here fweete, put vp this,’cwill be thine another day. 

Exmt, 

Boy. Who is the (hooter ? Who is the (hooter t 

Rofa. Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. I my continent of beautie. 

Refa. WhyfticthatbearcstheBow. Finely put off. 

j%.My Lady goes to kill homes, butifthouinarrie, 
Hang me by the nccke,if homes that yeare mifearrie. 
Finely put on. 

Rofa. Well thcn.I am the (hooter. 

Boy. And who is your Deare? 

Rofa. If we choofe by the horncs.your felfe come not 
neare. Finely put on indeede. 

Maria. You ftill wrangle with her Boyet, and flue 
(hikes at the brow. 

Boyet. But {he her felfe is hit lower: 

Haue I hit her now. 

Rofa. Shall I come vpon thee with as old faying, that 
was a man when KmgPippin of France was a little boy,as 
touchingthehitit. • 

Boyet. Sol mayanfwere thee with one as old that 
was a woman when Queene Guinotter of Brittaine was a 
little wench, as touching the hit it. 

Refa. Thou 
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—t fa Thou canft not hit it,hit it,hit it. 

Thou canft not hit it my good man. 

* <Vfy. I cannot, cannot,cannot. 

. jfcannot.anothcrcan. e-wt. 

rl B 1 my troth moft P 1 < :a( ’ ant > l,ow dul “• 
\ markc marucilous wel^Hicc, for they both 

yftjl inarkjO markc but that marke: amarkefaics 
myl-ady. 

t f the ma^ haue a pricke m’t,to meat at, it it may be. 
h Mar Widea’th bow hand, yfaith your hand is out. 
Clo. Indeede a’muft (hoote nearer, or heele ne’rc hit 
the clout. 

%y. And if my hand be out, then belike your hand 

Clo Then will get the vpfhoot by cleaning the 
is in. 

7iU. Come,come,you talkc greafely, your lips grow 
foule. 

Clo. She’s roo hard for you at pricks^fir challenge her 
toboule. 

Boj. I fcare too much rubbing: good night my good 
Oulc. 

do. By my foule a Swaine,a moft fimplc Clowne. 
Lord,Lord, how the Ladies and I haue put him down^c. 
0 my troth moft fweete iefts,moft inconic vulgar wit. 
When it comes fo fmoothly ofF/o obfccncly,as it were, 
fo fit. 

ArmthoritV to the fidc,0 a moft dainty man. 

To fee him walkc before aLady,andto bcarchcr Fan. 
To fee him kifle his hand, and how moft fwcetly a will 
fwcarc: 

And his Page atothcr fide,that handfull of wit, 

Ah heauens,it is moft pathet-icall nit, 

Sowla ; fowla, Exeunt. 

Shootc within. 

Enter Dunjfolofertics.thc ‘Pedant and Nathaniel. 

Nat.Vc ry reucrcnt fport truely,and done in the tefti- 
mony of a good conicicncc. 

Ped. The Deare was(as you know)fanguis inbl^od, 
ripe as a Pomwatci;,who now hangeth like a Jewell in 
theeareofCc/(athefkie-, the wclkcn thcheautn, anda- 
nonfallech like a Crab on the face of Terra,the foyle,thc 
landjthe earth. 

Curat .Nath. Trucly M.Htlofernes 9 the cpythithes arc 
fwectly varied like a fchollcr at the leaft: but fir I aflurc 
ye, ir was a Bucke of the firfl head. 

Hoi. S ir Nathaniel , hand credo. 

Dul. *Twa s not ^ hand credo,' tw as a Pricket. 

Hoi. Moft barbarous intimation: yet ? kinde of infi- 
nuation,as it were in via,in way ofexplication^crc: as 
it were replication,or rather ojlentare,to Caovi as it were 
his inclination after his vndreflcd,vnpoliflietl, vneduca- 
tcd,vnpruncdyvntraincd,or rather vnlcttcrcd, or rathe- 
reft vnconfirmedfa(hion,to inlert againc my baud credo 
for a Dearc. 

2 >w/. I faid the Deare was not a baud credo, "twasa 
Pricket. 

HoL Twice fodfiiqplicitie, ceffw, Ochoumon- 
ftcr Ignorance, ho w deformed dooft thou lookc. 

Nath. Sir hee hath.ncuer fed of thej dainties thnwrc 
bred inabocjcc. 

Hehathaotcatcpaperasitwcrc: 

He hathnwdruukeinke. 
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His intelle^i^Srcplcm^ed,heeis oncJy an animall,/ 
onely fenfiblemSne duller parts: and fuch barren plants 
are fee before vs,that we thankfull {hould be: which we 
taftc and feeling,arc for thofc parts that doe fru&ifie in 
vs more then he. 

For as it would ill become me to bevainc,indifcrcct,or 
afoole; 

So were there a patch fet on Learning, to fee him in a 
Schoole. 

But omne bene fay I,being of an old Fathers minde, 

Many can brooke the weathcr,thir loue not the winde. 

D.t. You two are book-men: Can you tell by your 
wit, What was a month old at Cains birth, that’s not fiue 
wcckesold as yet? 

Hoi. Dittifma goodman Dull, dittifma goodman 
Dali. 

Ihil. What is diftirna ? 

Nath. A title to Phebeyio Luna,to the Afoone. 

Hoi. The Moone was a month old when Adam was 
no more. (fcore. 

And wrought not to fiuc-weckes when he came to fiue- 
Th’allufion holds in the Exchange. 

Dul. ’Tis true indeede, the Collufion holds in the 
Exchange. 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity,I fay th’allufion holds 
in the Exchange. 

Dul. And I lay thepolufion holds in theExchange : 
for the Moone is neuer but a month old; and I lay bc- 
fide that,’twas a Pricket that the Princefle kill’d. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel , will you heare an cxtemporall 
Epytaph on the death of the Deare, and to humour 
the ignorant call’d the Deare, the PrinccITc kill’d a 
Pricket. 

Nath. Verge, good M. Holofernes,perge, fo it (hall 
pleafe you to abrogate (curilitie. 

Hoi I will fomething affed the letter, for it argues 
facilitie. 

The prayfull Princeffe pearfi andpricht 
aprettie pleafing Pricket, 

Seme fay a Sore,bat not afere , 
till now made fore with fhootiug. 

The Dogges didyeH,put ell to Sore, 
then SoreUiumps from thicket i 
Or Pricket fore, or elfe SoreU, 
the people fall a hooting. 

If Sore be fore,then ell to Sore , 
makej fiftie fores O fared: 

Of one fore / am hundred make , 

by adding bat one more L. 

Nath. A rare talent. 

Dul. ifa talent be a claw, lookchowhe clawesbitn 
withacalcnt. 

Nath. This is a gift that I haue fimple: fimple,a foo- 
lifh extrauagant fpirit.full of formes,figures.fhapes.ob- 
ie<fts,Ideas,apprehenfions,motions,reuolutions. Thefe 
are begot in the ventricle of memorie, nouriflht in the 
wombe of primater,and deliuered vpon the mellowing 
of occafion : but the gift is good in thcifc in whom it is 
acute,and l am thankfull for it> 

Hoi. Sir, I praife the Lord for you, and fo may my 
parifhioners, for their Sonnes are well tutor’d by you, 
and their Daughters profit very greatly vnder you; you 
are a good member of the common-wealth. 

Nath, Trie hercle. If their Sonnes be ingennous, they 

(hall 


























































1^2 Loues Labours loft. 

(Jiall wane no inftrufUon: If their Dau^> r, V be capable, 

I will put it to them. But Uirfitpi) qui pane* loquitur, a 
foule Feminine faluteth vs. 

Enter Iaquenettu and the flown*. 

Jaqte. God giuc you good morrow M .Perfoh. 

Nath. Mafter VttSon,quaJi Pcrfonf And if one lliould 
be perft. Which is the one ? 

CVfcMavry M. Schoolem3rtcr,hee that Is llkcft to a 
hogfhead. 

Nath. Ofperfmg a Hogshead, a good lutter of con¬ 
ceit in a turph of Earth, Fire enough for a Flint, Pearle 
enough for a Swine : ’tis prettic.it is well. 

laqu. Good Matter Parfon be fo good as reademee 
this Letter, it was giuenmee by Cefiard, and lent mce 
from Don Armatho : I befeech you readc it. 

Nath. Facile precor gelltda, quandopecae omnia fub vm- 
braruminat , and fo forth. Ah good old Mantuan, I 
may fpeake of thee as the traueiler doth of Device, vem- 
chie,vencha. que non te vnde.que non te perreche. Old Man- 
tuam,o\A Mantuan. Who vnderttandeth thee not, vtrt 
follamifa : Vnder pardon fir,Whac are the contents?or 
rather as Horrace fayes in his. What my foule verfes. 

Hoi. I fir,and very learned. 

Nath. Lctmcheareaftafte,aftanze,avevfe, Lege do- ' 

mine. 

If Loue make meforfworne.how Ihall I fweare to loue? 
Ah neuer faith could hold,if not to bcautic vowed. 
Though to my felfe forfworn,to thee He faithfull proue. 
Thofethoughcstomcc were Okcs, to thee like Olicrs 
bowed. 

Scudie his by as leaues, and makes his booke thine eyes. 
Where all thofc plealurcs liue, that Art would compre¬ 
hend. 

If knowledge be the marke,to know thee fhall fuflfice. 
Well learned is that tonguc,that well can thee comend. 
All ignorant that foule,that fees thee without wonder. 
Which is to me fomc praife,thatl thy parts admire; 

Thy eye loues lightning bcares, :hy voycc his drcadfull 
thunder. 

Which not to anger bent, is mufique,9nd fweet fire. 
Ccleftiall as thou art,Oh pardon loue this wrong. 

That lings hoauenspraife.with fuch an earthly tongue. 

Ped. Youfindenotthc apottraphas, and fo miffe the 
accent. Let me fuperuife the cangcnet. 

Nath. Here are onely numbers ratified, but for the 
elegancy, facility, & golden cadence of pochecaret : O - 
utddius Naji was the man. And why in deed Nafo, but 
for fuelling ouit the odoriferous flowers of fancy ? the 
ierkes of inuention imitarie is nothing: So doth the 
Hound his matter, the Ape his keeper, the tyred Horfc 
his rider: But Damofetla virgin. Was this directed to 
you? 

Iaq. I fir from one mounfier lierowne, one of the 
ftrangeQueencs Lords. 

' Nath. ( will ouerglance the fuperfeript. 

To the fnow-white hand of,the moft beauttow LadjRohline. 

I will looke againc on the intelleS of the Letter, for 
the nomination of the partie written to theperfon writ¬ 
ten vnto. , 

Tour Ladifhips in aftdefired implement, Bcrowne. 

Per. Sir Helofcrner, this Berotvne is one of the Votaries 
with theKmgjand here he hath framed a Letter to-a fc- 
quent of the ftrabger Qucenes : which accidentally, or 
by the way of progreffion, hathmifearried. Trip and 

goemy fweete, deliuer this Paper into thehandTfT 
King,it may concerne tnuck : flay hot thy corjdIpt* th< 
forgiuethy duetic,adue. PlCn,w U 

Maid. Good Coftard go with roe: 

Sir God faue your life. 

Coft. Haue with thee roy girle. p , 

Hoi. Sir you haue done this in the feart of G 0( j 
religioufly : and as a certaine Father faith a 

Ped. SirtellnotBieoftheFather,I do feare colour 
ble colours.But to returnc 1 0 the Verfes,Did thevnl/r 
you fir Nathaniel} /P ,lt 

Nath. Marueilous well for the pen. 

Peda. 1 do dine to day at the fathers of a certaincp 
pill of mine,where if (being repaft) it flaall pleafe y ot) j* 
gratifie the table with a Grace, I will on my priuiledecl 
haue with the parents of the forefaid Childe or Pun 11 
vndertake your bien vonuto, where I will proue th f 
Verfes to be very vnlearned, neither fauouriao r 
Poetrie, Wit, nor Inuention. \ befeech your So 
cietic. 

Nat. And tiianke you to: for focietie (faithrise 
isthehappinefleoflife. ' 

Peda. And certes the text moft infallibly concludes it 
air 1 do inuitc you too, you flball not fay me nay : 
verba. 

Away,the gentles are at their game, and we will too tr 
recreation. Exm 

Enter Berotvne tvitb a Taper in his hand,alone, 

Bero. The K>ng he is hunting the Dearc, 

Iam courfing roy felfe. 

They hauepitrht a Toyle, Iamtoyling in apyteh, 
pitch that defiles ; defile, a foule word: Well, let thee 
downe forrow ; for lo they fay the foole faid, and fo fay 
I, and I the foole : Well proued wit. By the Lord this 
Loue is as mad as Aiax, it k L-. Ihcepc, it kilsmce, I a 
fheepe: Well proued againc a my fide. I will not lout; 
lfl do hang me : yfaith 1 will not. O but ber eye: by 
this light, but for her eye, I would not lot’c her; yes,for 
her two eyes. Well, I doe nothing in the world butlye, 
and lye in my throate. By heauen I doe loue,and it hath 
caught mee to Rime, and to be mallicholie : and liereii 
part of my Rime, and beere my mallicholie. Well, flit 
hath one a’my Sonnets already, the Clowneboreit,the 
Foole fent it,and the Lady bach it : fw'eet Clowne,fw«» 
ter Foole,fwceteft Lady.By the world,I would not cart 
a pin,if the other three were in. Here comes one witha 
papcr,God giuc him grace to grone. 

Heftands aftdc. The King entreth. 

Kin. Ay mee! 

Ber. Shot by heauenrproceede fweet flipid,thou haft 
thumpt him with thy Birdbolt vnder the left papain faith 
fccrets. 

King. So fweete a ki(Te the golden Sunne giuesnot, 
To thofe frefh morning drops vpon the Rofe, 

As thy eye beatne$,when their frefh rayfe haue fmot. 
The night of dew that on my cheekes downe flowet. 
Nor fhines the filuer Moone one halfe fo bright, 
Through the tranfparcnt bofomc of the deepe. 

As doth thy face through tearesofmine giuc light s 
Thou fbin’ft in euery teare that I doe weepe. 

No drop,but as a Coach dothcarry thee: 

So rideft thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the teares that fwell in roe. 

And they thy glory through roy griefe will fhow’ 
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r^l^hy relfe,theft Aou wiltkcepc 
Ef earcs for glafto,and ftill make roc weepc. 

O Queene of Quecncs,how tore doft thou excell, 
Wnthought can tb inke,nor tongue of mortall tell. 

Hnw (hall A 16 klldw m y g riefes ? Ile dro P tlie ? a P«' 

Sweet leaues fhade folly. Who is he comes heere ? 

Enter Longauile. The King ftepsafde. 

WhatZ>tf^» w,d rcad,n * :1iftcn izi6 c . 

Now in thy likenefl'e, one more foole appeare. 

Lon g. Ayme,Iam forlworne- _ 

^r? Why he comes in like a perfure,wearingpapers. 

^ * inlouc I hope 3 fwcet fellowfhif) infhame. 

Eer. One drunkard loues iribtfter of the name. 

Ion. Am I the firft j haue been periur’d fo ? (know, 

c B<r. I could put theein comfort, not by two that I 

Thou makeft the triumphery,the corner cap of focietie, 

The Chape of Loues Tiburne,tbac hangs vp fimplicitic. 

Lm. I fearc thefe fttibborn lines lack power to moue. 

0 fweet Wri*> Ecpprefle of my Loue , 

Thefe numbers will I teare,and write in profe. 

Ber. O Rimes arc gards on wanton Cupids hofe, 

Disfigure not his Shop. 

Ion. This fame fhall goe. He reticles the Sonnet. 

7 )id not the be twenty Rhetericke of (bine eye , 

} Cain ft whom the world cannot bold argument , 

Per [wade my heart to thnfalfe periitric ? 

Vowcsfor thee broke deferue not pun foment* 

A Woman l for [wore, but I wilt proue y 
Thou being a Goddeffeft forfwore not thee. 

My Tow was earthly, thou aheauenly Loue m 
Thy grace beinggaind y cures all dfgrace in me; 

Vowes arc but breath , and breath a vapour is. 

Then thou faire Sun^which on my earth doeftJhine, 
Exhaled this vapor-vow, in thee it is : 

If broken then> it is no fault of mine : 

If by me broke y That foole is not fo wife , 

To loofe an oath 3 to win a Paradife ? 

Ber . This is the liner veinc^whichmakes flefh a deity. 
A grecneGoofe,a Goddefle, pure pure Idolatry. 

God amend vs, God amend, we arc much out o’th’way. 


Enter Dumaine. 

Lon . By whom fhall I fend this (company? ) Stay. 
Bero. All hid,all hid,an old infant play, 
LikeademieGod,here fit I in theskie, 

And wretched foolcs fccrets hcedfully orc-eyc. 

More Sacks cothemyll. Oheauens I haue my wifli, 
Dumaine transform’d, foure Woodcocks in a difib. 

Dnm. Omoftdiuine/Otf*. 

Eero. Omoft prophane coxcombc# 

D«w* By heauen the wonder of a mortall eye. 

Bero. By earth (he is not 5 corporall,there you lye. 
Bum. Her Amber haircs for foule hath amber coted. 
Ber. An Amber coloured Rauen was well noted. 
Bum. As vpright as the 'Cedar. 

"Ber. Stoope I fay,her (houldcr is with-child. 

Turn. As faire as day. 

Ber. J as fomc daies,but then no funne mutt fhinc. 
2)«w. O that I had my wifh? 

Lon. And I had mine. 

Kin. And mine too good Lord. 

Amen,fo I had mine: Is not that a good word ? 
Dm.. I would forget her,but a Feuer fhd 
aignes mmy bIoud,and will remembred be. 
tr " " Peucr * n your bloud,why then incifion 


Would let her out in Sawcers, fweet miiprifion. 

D*m. Once more Ile read the Ode that I haue writ 
Ber. Once more lie tnarke how Loue can varry Wit 

Dttmane reader hu Sonnet. : 

On a day , alad^ the dry .v 
Loue , whofe Month is ettery May, 

Spied a btvffome pajjing faire t 
Playing in the wanton ay re : 

Through thcTeluct , leaues the wtndc, 
ABvnfeehe^can paffagefinde . 

That the Loner fields to death, 

Wijh himfelfe the heauens breath. 

Ay re (quoth he) thy cheekes may blovoe, 

Ayre , would l might triumph fo. 

But aUc\e my hand is fworne y 
Nere to plus ^ thee from thy thrones 
Tow alacke for youth vnmeete , 

Youth fo apt to plucke a fweet . 

Toe not call it finne in tne y 
7hat I am forfwornefor thee . 

Thou for whom loue wouldfive arc, 

Iuno but an ^AEthiop were. 

And denie himfelfe for louel 
Turning mortall for thy Loue . 

This will I fend,and fomething elle more plaine. 

That (hall exprefle my true-loues fading painc. 

O would the KtngfBerowne and Longauill , 

Were Loucrs too, ill to example ill* 

Would from my forehead wipe a periur’d note : 

For none offend, where all alike doe dote. 

Lon. Dumaine , thy Loue is farre from chars tie. 

That in Loucs griefc dclVft focictic: 

You may looke pale, but ] fhould blulh I know. 

To be ore-heard,and taken napping fo. 

Kin. Come fir,you blufh : as h^,your cafe is fuch. 
You chide.at him,offending twice as much. 

You doe not loue Maria} Longauile, 

Did ncuer Sonnet for her fake compile $ 

Nor neuer lay his wreathed armes athwart 
His louing bofome,to keepe downe his heart. 

1 haue beenc clolely (hrowded in this bufh, 

And markt you both,and for you both did blufii. 

I heard your guilry Rimes,obleru’d your fafhion: 

Saw fighes reeke from you, noted well your palfion. 

Aye mc.fayes one! O Ioue y the other cries { 

On her haires were Gold, Chriftall the others eyes. 

You would for Paradife breake Faith and troth. 

And loue for your Loue would infringe an oath. 

What will Berowne fay when that he fhall hearc 
Faith infringed, which fuch zeale did lwearc. 

How will he icorne?how will he fpend his wit ? 

How will he triumph,leape,and laugh at it ? 

For all the wealth that euer I did fee , 

I would not haue him know fo much by me. 

Bero. Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrifie. 

Ah good my L iedge,I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart. What grace haft thou thus to reprouc 
Thefe wormes for louing,that art moft in loue ? 

Your eyes doe make no couches in your teafes. 

There is no certaincPrinceffethat appearcs . 

You’ll not be periut’d,'tis a hatefull thing: 

Tu(h,none but Minftrcls like of Sonnettingo 
But arc you not afihaip’d ?nay, arc you not 

_ v All 


ib 





























































* i W*. VA. SCA. 


1 94 



AU three of you,to be thus much ore’fhot ? 

You found his Moth,thc King your Moth did fee; 

But I a Beame doe finde in each of three. 

O.whSt a Scene of fool’ry haue I fecne. 

Of fighes.of grones, of forrow, and oftcene: 

O me, with what ftriift patience haue I fat. 

To fee a King transformed to a Gnat ? 

To fee great Hercules whipping a G.gge, 

And profound Salomon tuning a Iyggc? 

And Neflor play at pufli-pin with the boyes, 

And Critticke Tjmou laugh at idle toyes. 

Where lies thy griefef O tell me good Dumatne; 

And gentle Longauill , where lies thy paine ? 

And where my Liedges/all about the breft: 

A Candle hoa 1 
Kin. Too bitter is thy ieft. 

Are wee betrayed thus to thy ouer-view ? 

Her. Not you by me,but I betrayed to you. 

I that am honeft, I that hold it finne 
To breake the vow I am ingaged in. 

I am betrayed by keeping company 
With men,like men of inconftancic. 

When fhall you fee me write a thing in rime ? 

Or grone for Ieane ? or fpend a minutes time. 

In pruning mee, when fhall you heare that I will praife a 
hand,a foot,a face,an eye: a gate,a ftace,a brow,a breft, 
a wafte.a legge,a limme. 

Kin. Soft,Whither a-way fo faft ? 

A true aian, or a chcefe, that gallops fo. 

Her. I poft from Loue,good Loucr let me go. 

Snter Jaquenetta and Clorvne. 
laqu. God bleffe the King. 

Kin. What Prefent haft thou there ? 

Clo. Some certaiue treafon. 

Kin. What makes treafon heere? 
do. Nay it makes nothing fir. 

Kin, Ifit marre nothing neither. 

The treafon and you goein peace away together, 

Iaqu. Ibefeechyour Grace let this Letter be read. 
Our perfon mif-doubts Tt: it was treafon he laid. 

Kin. 'Berowne, rcadicouer- He reades the Letter. 

Kin . Wherehadft thou it? 

Iaqu. Of Cofiard. 

King. Where hadft thou it ? 

£ojf. Of Dun esfdramadie, Dun Adramadto. 

Kin . How now,what is in you?why doft thou tear it? 
Her. A toy my Liedge, a toy: your grace needes not 
feare it. 

Lqng. It didmouehimtopalTion,and therefore let’s 
heaTe it. 

Dim. It iswriting,and hcerc is hisname. 
Ber. Ah you whorefon loggerhead,you were borne 
to doe me fhame. 

Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confefle,I confeffe. ; 

Kin. What? 

Ber. That you three fooles,lackt mce foole,to make 
vp the meffe. 

He,he, and you: and you my Liedge, and I, 

Are picke-purfes in Louc, and we deferue to die. 

O difmiffe this audience, and Ifliall tell you more. 

Hum . Now the number is cucn. 

Her ore. True true,we arc fowre : will thefe Turtles 
be gone? 

Kin. Hence firs,away. 

Clo. Walk afide the true folke,& let the traytor* ftay. 


'Ber. Sweet Lords.fwect Loucrs, O let Vs — 

As true we are as fleflh and bloud can be, acc > 

The Sea will ebbe and flow, heauen will (hew hi* f. 
Young bloud doth not obey an old decree, Ce: 
Wc cannot croffe the caufe why we are borne: 
Therefore of all hands tnuft we be forfworne. 

King. What, did thefe rent lines, (hew fome 1 0Up f 
thine ? (RoTr 

Her. Did they, quoth you ? Who fees the heaui!? 
That ('hke a rude and fauage man of Inde.) ^ 

At the firft opening of the gorgeous Eaft, 

Bowes not his vaflall head, and ftrooken blinde 
Kiffes the bafe ground with obedient breaft? > 

What peremptory Eagle-fighced eye 
Dares looke vpon the heauen of her brow, 

That is not blinded by her maieftie ? 

Kin. What zealc,what furie,hath infpir’d thee now? 
My Loue(her Miftrcs) is a gracious Moone, 

Shee (an attending Starre)fcarcc feene a light. 

Her. My eyes are then no eyes,nor I Berowne. 
0,but for my Loue,day would turne to night, 

Ofall complexions the cul’d foueraignty. 

Doe meet as at a faire in her fairc cheeke. 

Where fcucrall Worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants,that want it felfe doth feeke. 
Lend me theflourifh ofall gentle tongues, 

Fic painted Rethorickc,0 flic needs knot. 

To things of l'ale, a fellers praife belongs: 

Shcpaffes prayfe, then pr3yfc too fliort doth blot. 

A withered Hermite, fiuefcore winters worne. 

Might fhake off fiftie, looking in her eye: 

Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if new borne. 

And giues the Crutch the Cradles iufancie. 

O tit the Sunne that maketh all things fhine. 

King. By hoauen,thy Loue is blacke as Ebonie. 
Berow. Is Ebonie like her ? O word diuinc ? 

A wife of iuch wood were felicitie. 

O who can giue an oth ? Where is abooke? 

ThatT may lwcarc Beauty doth beauty lacke. 

If that flic lcarne not of hci eye to looke: 

No face is faire that is not lull fo blacke. 

Kin. O paradoxe, Blacke is the badge of hell. 

The hue of dungeons, and theSchooleofnight; 

And beauties creft becomes the heauens well. 

Ber. Diuelsfooneft temptrcfembling fpirits oflight. 
O if in blacke my Ladies browes be deckt, 

It mournes,that painting vfurping haire 
Should rauifli doters with a falfe alpeft: 

And therfore is flic borne to make blacke, faire. 

Her fauour turnes the fafhion of the dayes, 

For natiue bloud is counted painting now: 

And therefore red that would auoyd difpraife, 

Paints it felfe blacke,to imitate her brow. 

Hum. To look like her are Chimny-fweepers black 
Lon. And fince her time,are Colliers counted bright. 
King. And ty£thiops of their fweet complexion crake. 
Hum. Dark needs no Candles now,for dark is light. 
Ber. Your miftreffes dare neuer come in raine. 

For feare their colours fhould be waftic away. 

Kin. *Twere good yours did: for fir to tell you plain*, 
He finde a fairer face net wafht to day. 

Her, lie proue her faire,or talke till dooms-dayhere. 
Kin. No Diuell will fright thee then fo much as (bee. 
Hum a. I neuer knew man hold vile ftuffe fo deere. 
Lon. Looke,heer’s thy loue, my foot and her face lee. 
Her, O if the ftreetJ were paued with thyie eyes v 
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^n^ood^intyfor fueh tread. 

- , Ovile.then as flie goes what vp ward lyes ? 

r^Sould fee as flic walk’d ouerhead. 

"fl 1 * ftre But what of this,are we not all in loue ? 

I nothing fo furc,.nd thereby .11 fotiwome. 
I Then lew? thi.chec.fc good V.r.wn now pro 
iltae lawfull.and our fayth not comr. 

0U I^ I mane there,fome flattery forth.seu.il. 

rZ' O fome authority how to proceed, 

Hicks lome quillets, how to cheat the diuell. 

S °T)lo>. Some falue for periurie. 

co„ O ’ti» more then neede. 

Udfat vou then affeaions men at armes, 

Confider what you firft did fweirc vnto« 

It t0 ftudy, and to fee no woman: 

Fla/treafon againft the Kingly ftatc of youth, 
civ Can yoa^ ?y° ur ftomacks are too youngr 

d^yo^5™w“r#udio ( io,dt) 

In that each ofyou haue forfworne his Booke. 

Can youftill dreame and pore,and thtreon looke. 

For when would you my Lord,or you.or you, 

Haue found the ground of ftudies excellence, 

VVitbout the beauty of a womans face; 

From womens eyes this doarinc I detiiie, 

They are the Ground,the Bookes,the Achadems, 

From whence doth fpring the true Promethean fire. 
Why, vniuerfall plodding poyfons vp 
The nimble fpirits in the arteries. 

As motion and long during aaion ty.es 
The fmnowy vigour of the trauailer. 

Now for not looking on a womans face. 

You haue in that forfworne the vfe of eyes: 

And ftudie too, the caufer of your vow. 
Forwhercisany Author in the world , 

Teaches fuch beauty as a womans eye; 

Learning is but an adiun& to our ielfe , 

And where wc are,our Learning likewife is: 

Then when out lclucs wc fee in Ladies eyes. 

With our leliies. 

Doe we not likewife fire our learning there > 

Owe haue made a Vow to ftudie, Lords, 

And in that vow we haue forfworne out Bookcs: 

For when would you (my Leegc) or you, or you ? 
in leaden contemplation haue found out 
Such fiery Numbers as the prompting eyes, 

Ofbeautics tutors haue inrich’d you with: 

Otherflow Arts intirely koepe the braine : 

And therefore finding barraine pra&izers; - 
Scarce (hew a harueft oftheir heauy toyie. 

But Loue firft learned in a Ladies eyes, 

Liues not alone emured in the braine: 1 

But with the motion of $11 elements, 

Courfcs as fwift as thought in cuery power. 

And giues to euery power adouble power, 

Aboue their funfhons and thtlr offices. 

It addes a precious feeing to the eye: 

A Louers eyes will gaze an Eagleblinde. 

A Loucrs earc will heare the loweft found.* 

When the fiifpicious head of theft is ftopt, 

Loues feeling is more foft and fenfible. 

Then are the tepder homesofCockled Snayles. 

Loues tougue proucs dainty, Bacbtu grofEttn^tafte,. 
For Valour,isnotLoue a Hercules ? 

Still climing trees in the Hejparidts. 

Subtill it Sphinx, is fweet and muficall, 
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As bright Apollo’s Lute, ftrung with his haire. 

And when Loue fpeakes, the voyce of all the Gods, 
Make heauen drowfie with the harmonic. 

Neuer durft Poet touch a pen to write, 

Vntill his lnlce were tempred with Loues fighes: 

O then his lines would rauifli fauage earcs, 

And plant in Tyrants milde humilitic. 

From womens eyes this doctrine 1 deriue. 

They fparcle ftill the right promethean fire, 

They arc the Bookcs, the Arts, the Acbademes; 

That fliew, containe, and nounfh all the world. 

Elfe none at all in ought proues excellent. 

Then fooles you were thefe women to forlwearc : 

Or keeping what is fwornc,you will proucfooles , 

For Wifcdomes lake, a word that all men loue: 

Or for Loues fake,a word that loues all men. 

Or for Mens fake,the author of thefe Women: 

Or Womens fake, by whom we men zfe Men. 

Let’s once loofe our oathes to finde our fclues. 

Or clfc wc loofe our felues, to keepe our oathes: 

It is religion to be thus forfworne; 

For Charity it felfe fulfills the Law: 

And who can lcuer loue from Charity. 

Kin. Saint Cupid then, and Souldiers to the field. 
Ber. Aduance your ftandards, 84 vpon them Lords. 
Pell,mcll,downe with them: but be firft aduis’d, 

In conftift that you get the Sunne of them. 

Long. Now to plaine dealing, Lay thefe glozes by. 
Shall wc reiolue to woe thefe girles of France ? 

Kin. And winne them coo,thereforelct vs deuift,^ 
Some entertainment for them in their Tents. 

Ber. Firft from the Park let vs conduift them thither, 
Then homeward cuefy man attach the band 
Ofhisfaire Miftreffe, in the afeernoone 
We will with feme ftrangcpaftime lolace them: 

Such as the fh'tut tneffe of the time can Ihape, 

For Rcuels,Dances,Maskes, 8 nd merry houres, 
Fore-runtie faire Loue, ftrewing h*r way with flowres. 

Kin. Aw$y,sway,no time (hall be omitted, 

That will be time,and may by vs be fitted. 

Her. Alone,alone lowed Cockell, reap’d no Cdrne, 
And Iufticeilwaies wliirlcs inequallmeafuri: 

Light Wenches may proue plagues to men forfworne, 
]ffo,our Copper buyes no better treafure. Bxexnt. 


JUus Qmitus. 


Enter the Tedant, Curate and ‘Putt. 

Pedant. Satis quidfufficit* 

Curat . I praife God for you fir,your reafons at dinner 
haue bccne iTiarpc & femenciousrpleafant wichouc feur- 
rillity % wicty without arfedKon 7 audaciouswirhdut im* 
pudency, learned wichouc opinion, and ftrange without 
herefie : I did conuerfcthi % quondam day with a compa- 
mon of the Kings,who is intituled^ominatcdjor called, 
, D$n Adriano de Armatho . 

Tei % Noui hominum tauquam te 9 His humour ii lofty, 
hisdifeourfe peremptoric ; his tongue filed, his eye 
ambitious, his gatemaiefticall, and his gcnerall behaui- 
iaur vaine,riditulous,and thrafonicall. He is too picked, 
too fpruce,too affeSed, too odde, as it were, toopere-^ 
grinat,aslmaycallic. 

M 2 Curat. 
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C«r4f♦ A moft fingular and choifc Epichac u 

. 'Dr aw out hts Tdble-iookct 
Beda. He draweth ou^ the thred of his v.crbofitie, fi* 
ner then the ftaplcoi his argument. I abhor fuchpha- 
naticall phantafims, fuch infociable andpoynt deuife 
companions, fuchrackersofortagriphie, astofpeake 
dout fine/when hc fhould fay doubt; det,whcn he (hold 
pronounce dcbr;d e b t,not dct:heclepcth aCalf,Caufe: 
hallc,hautc;ncighbour vocatur ncbotir;neigh abreuiated 
ne: thisisabhominablc, which he would call abhomi- 
nable:it infinuaieth me ofinfamic: neinteligis domine y to 
make frantickc,limaticke ? 

fora. Laus dco y bene tnteftjfre. 

Peda. 'Borne boon for boon prefcian y z little fcratcht/twil 

feruc. 

Inter Bragart, Boy* 

Curat „ Vide? ne qnis venit ? 

Peda. Video y &gaudio. 

Brag. Chirra. 

Veda. Quart Chirra, not Sirra ? 

Brag. Menofpeacc well inccuntrcd. 

Pcd. Moft millitarie fir falutation. 

JSoj. They haue bcene at a great feaft of Languages, 
and (tolnc the fer^ps. 

Clow , O they hauc liu’d long on the almes-basket of 
words. I maruell thy M.hath not eaten thee for a word, 
for thou art not fo long by the head as honovificabilitu- 
dinitatibus : Thouarteafierfwailowcdthenafiapdra- 
gon. 

Page. Peacc*the pealc begins. 

Brag. Mounficr,areyou notlctpredf v 

Page. Yes,yes, he teaches boyes the Hornc4rookc : 
What is Ab fpeid backward with the horn $n his head ? 

Peda. Ba^^rr/ci^ with a horne add^flri » 

Pag. Barnoft feelySheepc, withah^rpc jyou hcarc 
his learning. X* 

Peda . Quit Canfonant? . 

Pag. Thelaft of the fiuc Vowels if You repeat them, 
or thefift if I. 

Peda. I will.rcpeat them: a e I. 

Pag . The Sheepe,the. other two concludes it o u. 

Brag. Now by the fait waueofthc mediteraniurn, a 
fweet tutch,a quicke vene we of wit, fnip Inap, quick & 
home,it rcioyceth my intelled^truc wit. 

Page. Offered by a childe to 311 olde man: whieh is 
wit-old. 

Peda . What is the figure? What is the figure? 

Page. Hornes. 

Peda. Thou difpuccs like an Infant : goc whip thy 
Gigge. 

Pag. Lend me your Horne to make one, and I will 
whip about your Inhaiicvnumcita a gigge of a Cuck¬ 
olds home. 

Clow. And I had but one penny in the world, thou 
fhouldftbanc it to buy Ginger bread: Hold,there is the 
very Remuneration I hadofthy Maifter,thou halfpenny 
purfe of wit,thou Pidgcon-egge of difcrction. O & the 
heauens were fo plcafcd.thac thou wert but my Baftard; 
What a ioyfull father wouldft thou make mee? Goc to, 
thou haft it addtsngil, at the fingers ends.as they fay* 

Peda. Oh I fraell falfe Latinc, dmghel for vnguem. 

Brag . Artf-manpreambulat.vit will bee finglcd from 
the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the Charge 
houfe on the top of the Mountainc? 

Peda. Or Mens the hill. , 


Peda. Ido sfituseiuefticH. c ' 

Bra. Sir,it is the Kings moft fweet plcafureand , f 
icetion, to congratulate the Princeffe at her Pauilin • 
th epofttriors of this day, which the rude mukituV’'! 
the aiter-noone, cca * 

Pel The pofler tor ofthc day,moft generom fi r t.i- 
ble,congruent, and meafiirablc for the after-iioont • u' 
word is well culd,chofo, fweet, and apt I doe aflurev' 
nr,I doc affurc. yot 

Brag. Sir,the King is a notle Gentleman, and mvf 
miliar, I doeaffureyevery good friend : for what i« 3 

ward betweene vs, let it paffe. 1 doc bcfcech thee 
member thy curtefie. I bcfeech thee apparcll thy head 
and among other importunate. & moft ferions defines 
and of great import indeed too.: but let that paffe 6 f 0 j 
muft-telhhec it will pleafe his Grace (by the world' 
fometime to leanc vpon my poore fhouldcr, andwid 
his royall finger thus dallie with my excrement,with ® 
muftachio: but fweet heart let that paffe. By thewoil! 
I recount no fable, fome certaine fpeciall honours j 
pleafeth his greatneffe to impart toe^rWsaSouIdjtr, 
a man of wau eft, that hath feenc the world : but let that 
paffe; the very all of all is: but fweet heart,! do imp! or i 
fecrecic, that the King would hauc mee prefent the 
Princeffe (fweet chucke) with fome dciightfull oftenta- 
tion,orfhow , orpageant, oraatickc, orfire-worke■ 
Now,vnd<errtanding that the Curate and your fweet fell 
are good at fuch eruptions, and fodaine breaking outol 
tnyrth(asit wne) I haue acquainted youwithall to 
the end to craucyour affiftance. 

Peda. Sir,you fhali prefent before her the Nine Won 
thiei. Sir Holofer.es , as concerning fome entertainment 
of time, fome (how in the poficrior of this day, to bee 
rendred by our afllftants the Kings command : and this 
moft gallant, illuftrate and learned Gentleman, before 
the Princeffe : 1 fay none fo fit as to prefent the Nine 
Worthies. 

Curat. Where w ill you firidemen worthy enough to 
prefent them ? 

Peda. Iofua, your fclfetmy felfe,and this gallant ger- 
tleman Judas Macbabisst ; this Svvaine (bccaufeof his 
great limme or ioynt) fhali paffe Pompey the great, the 

Page Hercules. ■ : . r .. 

Brag. Pardon fir, error: He is not quantitie enough 
for that Worthies thumb, hcc is not fo big as the end of 
hisClub. 

Peda. Shall I haue audience? hefball prefent Here* 
les inminoritie : Iris enter and extt fhali bee ftranglmg 1 
Snake; and I will-hauc ap.Apologie for that-purpofe, 
Pag. An excellent de-uifi)? 1 : foif any ofthc audienct 
hifi'e, you may cry, Well:done Hercules, now thou cru- 
fheft the Snake; that is tfe# way to make anoffencega. 
cious, though few haue the. grace to doe u» 

Brag. For the reft ofthc Worthies i 
Peda. I will play three my felfc. 

Pag. Thrice worthy Gentleman, ^ - 

Brag. Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Peda. We.attend. 

Brag. We will haucjif this fadge not,>n Antique. 1 
befeech you follow. 

fed. Via good-man Hnll, thou haft fpoken flojwrd 
all this while. Vi,v - ;-;n- 

DtfIL Norvnderftoodooneneitherrfir. •„ :-’ r '• 

Fed. Alone,wewilkeo^>loy thee. 

Dm2. Ile'-make one i»a dance, or fo : *rl willp^y 
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. , r r^the Worthies, & let them dance the hey. 
Moft DttH,honeQ. Dull ,to our fport away. Exit. 

£nter Ladies. . 

a* Sweet hearts we Ml be rich ere we depart, 
tome thus plentifully in. 

lf S wVd about with Diamonds: Look you.wiut I 

hsU 'r^adamjcame nulling elfealong with that ? 

n J Nothing but this: yes as much louc m Rime, 

* would be cram'd vp ina Ihcct of paper 
Writodboth fides the leafe,roargent and all, 

Thst he «a» k‘ nc to feaIc on ? 3mC * j u • -a • • 

v U That was the way to make his god-head wax. 

For he hath beenefiuc thoufand yeeres a Boy. 

Lb. Land aftrewd vnhappy gallowcs too. 

V r You'll nere be friends with him,a kild your fifler. 

Kath Hemadc her melancholy, lad, and heauy, and 

r ru e died • had flic bcene Light like you,of fuch a mer¬ 
le nimble ftirring fpirit.fhe might a bin a Grandam ere 
S,'died. And fo may you : For a light heart hues long_ 
Rof What’s your darkc meaning moufc,ofthis light 

V '°Kat A light condition in a beauty darkc. 

Rof. We need more light to findc your meaning out. 
You’ll fliarre the light by taking it in fnuffc: 
Therefore He darkely end the argument^ 

Rof. Look what you doe,you doe it ftil 1 th darkc. 
Hit. So donot you, for you area light Wench. 
gof Indeed 1 waigh not you,and therefore light. . 
ga. .You waigh me not,0 that s you care not for me. 
Rof Great realon : for paft care,is ft ill paft cure. 

4h. Well bandied both, a fet of Wit well played. 
But Roft nt , you haue aFauour too ? 

Whofentit ? and what is it ? 

Res. I would you knew. 

And if my face were but as fairc 3S youre. 

My Fauour were as great,be witnefle this. 

Nay,l hauc Vcrfes too,l thanke Beroiv.se, 

The numbers true, and were the numbnng too, 

I were the faireft goddeffe on the ground. 

I am compar’d to twenty thouland fairs. 

O he hath dtawne my pifturc in his 1 etter. 
fhi. Any thing like? 

\of. Much in the lettcrs.nothing in the praife, 

Qh. Beauteous as Incke : a good conclution. 

Kat. Faite as a text B. in aCoppte bookc. 

Rof. Ware penfals.How?Lct menot die your debtor, 
My red Dominical!, my golden letter. 

Othatyour face were full ofOes. 

flu. A Pox of that ieft,and I beflirew all Shrowes: 
But Katherine, what was fent to you 
From faire Dumame ? 

Kat. Madame, this Gloue. 
flu. Did he not lend you twaine i 
Kat. Yes Madame: and moreoucr* 

Some thoufand Vcrfes of a faithfull Louer. 

A huge translation of hypocrifie, 

Vildly compiled, profound fimplicitie. 

Mar This.and thefe Pearls, to me fent Longauile. 
The Letter is too long by halfe a mile. 

fl». I thinkenoleffe: Dofttbou wifti in heart 
The Chaine were longer, and the Letter fhort. 

Mar. l,or I would thefe hands might neuer part. 
flute. We ate wife girles to mocke our Louers fo. 
Bof They arc worfe fooles to purchafe mocking fo. 


That fame Berovne ilc torture ere I goe. 

O that 1 knew he were but in by th’weckc, 

How I would make him fawnc,and bcgge,and feeke, 
And wait the feafon, and obferue the times. 

And fpend his prodigall wits in bootclcs rimes. 

And fliape his feruice wholly to my deuice. 

And make him proud to make me proud thatdefts. 

So pertaunt like would 1 o’refway his ftate. 

That he (hold be my foolc,and I his fate. 

<$u. None arc fo furely caught.when they arc catcht. 
As Wit turn'd foolc/ollic in Wifedome hatch’d : 

Hath wifedoms warrant, and the helpc ofSchoole, 

And Wits oWne grace to grace a learned Foole ? 

Rof. The bloud of youth burns not with fuch cxceffc. 
As grauities reuolt to wantons be. 

Mar. Follie in Fooles beares not fo flrong a note. 
As fool’ry in the Wife, when Wit doth dote: 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 

Toprouc by Wit, worth in fimplicitie. 

Enter Boyet. 

Qu. Hecre comes Boyet, and mirth in bis face. 

Boy. Olamftab’d with laughtcr,Whcr's her Grace? 
flu. Thy newes Boyet! 

Boy. Prepare Madame,prepare. 

Arme Wenches arme, incounters mounted are, 

Againft your Pc3ce,Louedoth approach,difguis’d : 
Armed in arguments, you’ll be furpriz’d. 

Muller your Wits.ftand in your owne defence, 

Or hide your heads like Cowards,and flic hence. 

Qh.. SlmtDennu to S.Cupid\ What are they. 

That charge their breath againft vs ?*Say fcout fay. 

Boy. Vnder the coole fhade of a Siccamorc, 

I thought to dole mine eyes fome halfe an houre: 
When lo to interrupt my purpos'd reft. 

Toward that fliadcl might behold addreft. 

The King and his companions: warely 
I ftole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And ouer-heard, what you fliall ouer-hcarc: 

That by and by difguis’d they will be hcerc. 

Their Herald is a pretty knauifh Page: 

That well by heart hath con’d his embaffage, 

Aftion and accent did they teach him there. 

Thus mud thou fpeake.and th us thy body beare. 

And cuer and anon they made a doubt, 

Prefcncc maiefticall would put him out: 

For quoth the King,an Angell (halt thou fee: 

Yet fcare not thou, but fpeake audacioufiy. 

The Boyreply’d, An Angell is not euill: 

I fliould haue fear’d her.had (he beene a dcuill. 

With that all laugh'd,and dap’d him on the fhouldcr, 
Making the bold wagg by their praifes bolder. 

One rub’d his elboe thus,and fleer’d, and fwore, 

A better fpeech was neuer fpokc before. 

Another with his finger and his thumb, 

Ory’d via, we will doo’t,come what will come. 

The thir d he caper’d and cried. All goes well. 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and downe he fell: 

With that they all did tumble on the ground , 

With fuch a zelous laughter fo profound* 

That in this fpleene ridiculous appeares, 

To checkc their folly paffions folemne teales. 
flute But what.but whar,come they to vific vs ? 
Bay. They do, they do; and arc apparcl’d thus. 

Like Tilufcouttes , or Ruffians, as I geffe- 
Their purpofe is to pa'rlee,to court, and dance, 

M 3 And 
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And euery one his Loue-fcat will aduance, 

Vnto his i’euerall Miftrefle: which they’ll know 
By fauours feuerall, which they did beftow. 

Queen. And will they fo?the Gallants Ihall be taskt: 
For Ladies ; we will euery one be maskt, 

And not a man of them lb all haue the grace 
Dcfpight t>ffutc, to fee a Ladies face. 

Hold Rofaline, this Fauour thou (halt weare. 

And then the King will court thee for his Dcare: 

Hold, take thou this my fweet, and giue me thine. 

So (hall Berowne take me for Rofaline. 

And change your Fauours too,fo Ihall your Loucs 
Woo contrary, decciu’d by thefe remoues. 

Rofa. Come on then,weare the fauours mod in fight. 
Kath. But in this changing. What is your intent? 
Queen. The efFeft of my intent is to erode their*: 
They doe it but in mocking merriment, 

And mocke for mocke is ouely my intent. 

Their feoerall counfels they vnbofome (hall. 

To Loues miftooke,and fo be mockt withall. 

Vpon the next occafion that we meete. 

With Vilages difplayd to talke and greete. 

Rof. But fhall we dance,ifthey defire vs too’t? 
Quee. No, to the death we will not moue a foot, 
Nor to their pen’d I'peech render we no grace; 

But while ’tis fpokc,each turne away his face. 

Boy. Why that contempt will kill the keepers heart, 
And quite diuorce his memory from his part. 

Quee. Therefore I doe it,and I make no doubt. 

The reft will ere come in, if he be out. 

There* no fuch fport,as fport by fport orethrowne: 

To make theirs ours,and ours none but our owne. 

So Ihall we flay mocking entended game, 

And they well mockt,depart away with fhamc. Sound. 

Boy. The Trompet founds, be maskt, the maskers 
come. 

Enter Black^moores with muficke , the Boy with afpeech , 
and the reft of the Lords dtfguifed. 

page. All haileyhe richefl 'Beauties on the earth. 

Ber. Beauties no richer then rich Taffata. 

Pag. A holy par cell ofthefairejl dames that euer turn’d 
their baches to mortall viewer. 

The Ladies turne their backes to him. 

Ber. Their eyes villunc,their eyes. 

Pag. That euer turn’d their eyes to mortal! viewer. 

Out 

Boy. True, out indeed. 

Pag. Out of yourfauours heauenlyfpiritr vouch[tfe 
Not to beholde. 

Ber. Once to behold,rogue. 

Pag. Once to behold with your Sunne beamed eyer f 
Withyour Sunne beamed eyes. 

Boy. They will not anfwer to that Epythite, 

You were beft call it Daughter beamed eyes. 

Pag. They do not markc me,and thatbrings me out. 
Bero. Is this your perfe£lnefle:?be gon you rogue. 
Rofa. What would thefe Grangers ? 

Know their mindes Bo jet. 

Ifthey doe fpeakeour language, ’tis our will 
That fome plaine man recount their purpofes. 

Know what they would ? 

Boyet. What would you with the Princes / 

Ber. Nothing but peace,and gentle vifitation. 

Rof. What would they, fay they ? 


li. ^ b ' 8 «r 

Rofa. It is not fo. Aske them how manv i„ u 
Is in one mile? If they haue meafur’d manie 7 Ches 
The meafurc then of one is eaflic told. ’ 

Boy. If to come hither,you haue meafur’d n,ji, s 

And many miles : the PnncelTe bids you tell > 

How many inches doth fill vp one mile ? * 

Rofa. How manie wearie fteps, 

Of many wearie miles you haue ore-gone, 
Arenumbrcd inthetrauellofonemilc? ’ 

'Bero. We number nothing that we (pend for you 
Our dutie is fo rich, fo infinite, 

That we may doe it ftill without accompt. 
Vouchfafe tolhew the funfhine of yourface 
That wc ('like fauages) may worlhip it. * 

Rofa. My face is but a Moone.and clouded too 
„ areclouds >to doc as fuch clouds do. 

Vouchfafe bright Moone,and thefe thy ftars tofliinc 
(Tnoie clouds remooued^ vpon our waterie eyne * 
"Rsf*- O vaine peticioner, beg a greater matter 
Thou now requefts but Moonefhine in the water. * 
^. Therfin our meafure,vouchfafe but onechanei 
I hou bidft me begge,this begging is not fhange. 

Rofa. Play muficke then: nay you muft doe it fooffi 

Not yet no dance: thus change I like the Moone. 

Kin. Willyounot dance ? How come you thus t 
ftranged? 

Rofa. You tooke the Moone at full, butriowflice 
changed ? 

Km. Yet ftill {he is the Moone, and I the Man. 
Rofa. The mulick playes, vouchfafe fome motionu 
it: Our cares vouchfafe ir. 

Kin. Butyourleggesflioulddoeit. 

Rof. Since you arc ftrangers,& come here by chance, 
Wee'll not be nice,take hands.we will not dance. 
Kin. Why take you hands then ? 

Rofa. Onclie to part friends. 

Curtfie fweet hearts,and fo the Meafure ends. 

Kin. More roealure of this meafure, benot nice. 
Rofa. We can afford no more at fuch a price. 

Kin. Prifc your fclues:What buyesyour companie? 
Rofa. Your abfence onelie. 

Kin. That canncuerbe. 

Rofa. Then cannot we be bought:and foadue, 

Twice to your Vifore, and halfe once to you. 

Kin. If you denie to dance,let’s hold more chat. 
Rof. In priuate then. 

Km. I am beft pleas’d with that. 
ifc.White handed Miftris,one fweet word with thee ■ 
Qu. Hony,and Milke,and Suger:there is three. 
Ber. Nay then two rreyes,an if you grow fo nice 
Methegline,Worc, and Malmfey; well runne dice: 
There’s halfe a dozen fweet*. 

jQw. Seueath fweet aduc,fincc you can cogg, 
lie play no more with you. 

Ber. One word infecrec. 

Qje. Let it not be fweet. 

Ber. Thou greeu’ft my gall. 
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^Tdall, bitter, 
jjj with me t. char.se . word? 

S ay you fo? Faire Lord; 

T.^vou that for y°ur Hire Lady. - 

As S What,was your vizard made without a tong? 
fi’. I know thereafon Ladic why you aske. 

\f‘ o for your reafon,quickly hr, I long. 

^ ’ Y ou haue a double tongue withtn your mask. 

An ^Vealequotl/th P eDutch-man: is notVeale a 

ACalfe faireLadic? 

Mar. No,afaircLorciCalfe. 

Long. Let’s part the word. 

jfar. No, lie not be your halfe: <• 

Take ail »nd wcanc ic ma y P roUC *i* 9 XC ’, n. 

1 Long. Lookc how you but your felfe in thelc lharpe 
piockes. 

Will you 2< uc homes chart Ladic ? Do not lo. 

Mar. Then die a Calfe before your horns do grow. 

Lon One word in priuate with you ere 1 die. 

Clliar. Bleat foftly then, the Butcher hcares you cry. 

'Beyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 

As is the Razors edge, inuifible: 

Cutting a fmaller haire then may be feene, 

Aboue the fenfe of fence fo fenfible: 

Sremcth their conference,their coiiceits haue wings, 
Fleeter then arrows,bullets wind,thoght,iwifter things 
Rofa. Not one word more my maides, breake oft, 

breakeoff. - 

Ber. By heauen, all drie beaten with pure lcorrc. 

Kino. Farewell madde Wenches, you haue fimplc 
* E xeunt, 

wits. 

flu. Twentic adieus my frozen Mulcouits. 

Are thefe the breed of wits fo wondred at ? 

'Boyet. Tapers they arc, with your fwcete breathes 

P ^.Wel-Jiking wits they haue.groffe.grofTe/at/at. 
Qu. Opouertie in wit,Kingly poore flout. 

WdTdicy not (thinke you) hang themfclues to night ? 
Or euer but in vizards fhe w their faces: 

This pert Berowne was out of count’nance quite. 

Rofa. They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 

Qu. Berowne did fweare himfclfe out ofall fuite. 
Mar. Dumatne was at my feruicc, and his tword : 

No point (quoth I:) my feruant ftraight was mute. 

Ka. Lord LongouiUiSxd I came ore his hart: 

And trow you what he call’d me? 

Qu ; Qualme perhaps. 

Kat. Yes in good faith. 

Qu. Go fickneffe as thou art. 

Rof. Well.bettcr wits haue worne plain ftatute caps, 
But vvil you heare; the King is my loue fworne. 

Qu. And quicke Berowne hath plighted faith to me. 
Kat. And LongautU was for my feraice borne. 

Mar. ’Dumatne is mine as fure as barke on tree. 
Beyet. Madam,and pretcie miftrefles giue care. 
Immediately they will againe be heere 
In their owne ftiapes: for it can neuer bc,i 
They will digeft this harfh indignitie. 


Qu. Will theyreturnc? 

Boy. They will they will,God knowes. 

And lcapc for ioy, though they are lame with blowes: 
Therefore change Fauours, and when they repaire. 

Blow like fweet Rofes, in this fummer aire. 

Qu. How blow? how blow? Speake to bee vnder- 
ftood. 

"Boy. Faire Ladies maskt,are Rofes in their bud: 
Difmaskt, their damaske fweet commixture fttowne. 
Are Angels vailing clouds, or Rofes blowne. 

Qu. Auant perplexitie: What Ihall vve do, 

If they returne in their owne lhapes to wo 4 
Rofa. Good Madam, if by me you’l be aduis’d. 

Let’s mocke them ftill as well knowne as difguis’d: 

Let vs complaine to them what fooles were heare, 
Difguis’d like Mufcouites in (hapcleflc gearc: 

And wonder what they were, and to what end 
Their ihallow Ihowes, and Prologue vildely pen’d : 

And their rough carriage fo ridiculous. 

Should be presented at our Tent to vs. 

'Boyet. Ladies, withdraw : the gallants are at hand. 
Quee. Whip to our Tents, asRoesrunnesorc Land. 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King and the ref. 

King. Faire fir,God faue you. Whet’s the Princefle ? 
Boy. Gone to her Tent. 

plcafc it your Maicftie command me any feruice to her? 
King. That fhe vouchfafe me audience lor one word. 
Boy. 1 will,and fowillfhe, I know my Lord. Exit. 
Ber. This fellow pickes vpvvitas Pigeons peafe, 

And vtters it againe, when hue doth pleafe. 

He is Wits Pedlcr,and tetailes his Wares, 

At Wakes, and Waflcls,Meetings, Maikcts, Faires. 
And we that fell by grofle, the Lord doth know, 

Haue not the grace to grace it with fuch (bow. 

ThisGallast pin* the Wenches on hisfleeue. 

Had he bin is4dam y he had tempted Sue. 

He can caruc too, and lifpe: Why this is he. 

That kift away his hand in courtefie. 

This is the Ape of Forme, Monficur the nice. 

That when he plaics at Tables,chides the Dice 
Inhonorable tearmes: Nay he can fing 
A meane moft meanly, and in Vfhering 
Mend him who can : the Ladies call him fweete. 

The ftaires as he treads on them kiffc his feete. 

This is the flower that iiniles on cucrie one. 

To fticw his teeth as white as Whales bone. 

And confciences tha t wil not die in debt. 

Pay him the dutie of honie-tongued Boyet. 

King. A blifter on his fweet tongue with my hart. 
That put Armathoer Page out of his part. 

Enter the Ladies. 

Ber.Set where it comes.Behauiour what wer’t thou. 
Till this madman ftiew’d thee ? And what art thou now? 
King. All haile fweet Madame,and faire time ofday, 
Qtr Faire in all Haile i* foule.as 1 conceiue. 

Kmg. Conftrue my fpeeches better, if you may. 

Qu. Then wifh me better, 1 wil giue you leaue. 
Kmg. We came to vifit you,and purpofc now 
To leade you to our Court, vouchfafe it then. 

Qu. This field ftial hold me, and fohold your vow: 
Nor God, nor I, delights in periur d men. 

King. Rebuke me not for that which you prouoke: 

The 
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The vertuc of your eie muft breake my oth, 
c^You nickname vcrcue: vice you (houid haue fpoke: 
For vcrcucs office neuer breakes men troth. 

Now by my maiden honor, yet as pure 
As the vnfallicd Lilly, I proteft, 

A world of torments though I fhould endure, 

I would not yccld to be your houlcs gueft: 

So much 1 hate a breaking caufe to be 
Ot heauenly oaths, vow el with integrities 
Kin. O you haue liu’d m deiolation heerc, 

Vnfeene, vnuifited, much to our (hamc. 

£1*. Not io my Lord, it is not fo I fweare, 

We haue had paftimcs heerc,and pleafant game, 

A mefle of Ruffians left vs but of late# 

Km. How Madam? Rufsians ? 

Qu. 1 in truth,my Lord. 

T rim gallants, full of Courtfhip and of ftatc# 

Reft. Madam fpfcakc true. It is not fo my Lord: 

My Ladie (to the manner of the daicr J 
In curtefie gines vndcicrumg praife. 

Vve foure indeed confronted were with foure 
In Rufsia habit; Heerc they flayed an hourc, 

And talk d apace ; and in that houre (my Lord) 

They did not blcffc vs wkh one happy word. 

I dare not call them fooles; but this I thinkc, 

When they arc thirftie, fooles Would faint haue drinke. 

Ber. This ieft is drie to me. Gentle fwectc. 

Your wits makes wife things foolifh when we greete 
With cics beft feeing, heauens fieric eie ? 

By light we loofe light; your capacitic 
Is of that nature, that to your huge ftoore. 

Wife things iceme foolifh, and rich tilings but poorc. 
Rof This proucs you wife and rich: for in my cic 
Bcr . I am a foole,and full of pouertie. 

Rof But that you take what doth to you belong. 

It were a fault to inatch words from my tongue. 

'Bcr. O, I am yours.and all that I pofltll'e. 

Rof. All the foolemine. 

Bcr. I cannot giuc you lefl'e. 

Ref. Which of the Vizards what it that you wore ? 
Ber. Where? when? What Vizard ? 

Why demand you this ? 

Rof. There, then, that vizard, that fupcrfiuous cafe, 
That hid the worfe, and fhew’d tlie better face. 

Kin. We are diftried, 

Thcy’l mocke vs now downcright. 

Du. Let vs confefle.and 1 time it to a ieft. 

Qug. Amaz d my Lord ? Why lookes your Highnes 
fadde? 

Roft. Helpc hold his browcs,hcc*l found:why looke 
yon pale ? 

Sea-ficke I thinkc comming from Mufcouie. 

Bcr. Thus pourc the ftars down plagues for periury 
Can any face of brafic hold longer out ? 

Heerc (land I/Ladic dart thy skill acme, 

Bruife me with fcorne^confound me with a flout. 

Thruft thy (harpe wit quite through my ignorance. 

Cut me to pecccs with thy keenc conceit: 

And I will wifh thee neuer more to dance, 

Nor neuer more inRulsian habit waite. 

O! neuer will I truft to fpeechcspcn’d. 

Nor to the motion ofaSchoolc-boies tongue. 

Nor neuer come in vizard to my friend, 

Nor woo in rime like a blind-harpers fongue^. 

Taffata phrafes,filken tearmes precifc, 

Thrce-pil’d Hyperboles, fpruce affc&ion; 


Lodes Labours loft. 


Fig^cspcd^kall, thefe fu^fW- 

Tdnf f owne m « f “ll ^ maggot Oftcntation. 

I do forfwearc them, and 1 hecre proteft 

% this(white Glouc (how white the hand God v 
Henceforth my woing mindcftiall fee expreft * noy? s) 
In ruffet yea*, and honeft kerfienoes, P 
And to begin Wench, fo God helpc me law 
Mylouc to thee is founder cracke or flaw! 

Ao/rf. Sans, fans, I pray you. 

Ber, Yetlhaueatricke 
Ofthe old rage: beare with me, I am ficke. 
lie leaue it by degrees: fofr, let vs fee. 

Write Lordhauemercie en vs, on thofe three 
They areinfe&cd, in their hearts it lies: ’ 

They haue the plague, wd caught it of your eyes • 
i hclc Lords are vifited, you are not fleet 
For the Lords tokens on you do I fee, 

^«.No,they ate free that gaue thefe tokens to v, 
^ tr ‘ T ° ur ^ atcs are forfeit, feekenot to vndo vs 
J\of It is not fo; for how can this be true 
Thacyou fta;id forfeit, being thofe that fuc * 

l”: *! cac f’ f ° r 1 wil !i«ot haue to do with yoD 
Rof. Nor (hall not, if I do as I intend. 1 
Ber. Speake foryourfdues,my wit is at an end 
King. Teach vs lweete Madame, for our rude’tranf 
grelsion , fome fairecxcufc. nu 

Jilf*’ The faireft is confefsion. 

Were you not heerc but euen now, difeuis'd? 

Kin. Madam,I was. 

Jft. And wereyou welladuis’d? 

Kin. Iwas faireMadam. 

Qu. When you then were hecre, 

V\ hat did you whifper in your Ladies care i 

King. Thac more then all the world I did rcipcclhcr 
Qu. When fhee fhali challenge this, you willreiefl 
her. 

King. Vpon mine Honor no. 

Qu. Pcace,peace,forbc3re: 
your oath once broke, you force not tcrforfweare. 
King. DcfpifemcwhenI breake this oath of mine. 
Oft » I will, and therefore keepc it, Refaline, 

What did the Rufsian whifper in your care ? 

Rof. Madam,he fworc that he did hold me dearc 
As precious eye-fight, and did value me 
Abouethis World: adding thereto moreeuer. 

That he would Wed me, or elfe die my Louer. 

j£J«. God gate thee ioy of him: the Noble Lord 
Moll honorably doth vphold his word. 

King. What meane you Madame 1 
By my life, my troth, 

I neuer fwore this Ladie fuch an oth. 

Rof. By hcauen you did; and to confirme it plaint, 
you gaue m* this : But take it fir againe. 

King . My faith and this, the Princefle I did gioe, 

I knew her by this lewell on herfleeue. 

£ht. Pardon me fir, this lewell did (he weare, 

And Lord Berowne (I thanke him) is my dearc. 

What? Will you haue me, or your Pearlc againe ? 

'Ber. Neither of either, I remit both twaine. -- 
I fee the tricke on’t: Hecre was a confent. 

Knowing aforehand of our merriment. 

To dafli it like a Chrtftmas Corned ie. 

Some carry-tale,fome plcafc-man, fome flight Zanie, 
Some mumblc-newes, fome trencher-knight.fom Dick 
That fmiles his cheekein yeares, and knowes tl»e trick 
To make my Lady laugh, when {He’s difpos’d j 

Told 


_- "Ttentsbefbrc: which onccdifdofd, 

Tol^l our inten «4v»n w<* 


[jour fauours*, aud then we 

The Ladies, but the figoc of flic. 

p 0 IloW ;n 8 tr, adde more terror. 
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f° ll0Win o r P eS,to addcoiowtcreof, 

N oVV 10 L forfwome in will and error. 

WC woon this tis: and might notyou ! ' ' 

^ UC ft Jl eJirfp 011 ’ 10 make vs thus vnt^uc? 
f° r£ ^ oB know my Ladies foot by ch fquier r 
Do ?S vpon the apple of her eie ? 

j A,rfd betweene her backe fir,and the fire, 

Uoldkie a trencher, ieftingmcrrilic ?^ 

Ho 1(3in & p c oUt; go, you arc alowd. 

n° U ^hcn * l11 ’ a ( ’ mocke 1<hal1 bc y° ur fluGVVii - 

1 like a Lcadcji 1 word. 

Full merrily hath this braue manager, this car- 

^^Loejhc is tilting ftraight. Peace, I haue don. 

B'nter Clewisc. 

Welcome pure wit, thou parfft a faire fray. 

Clo. 0 Lord fir, they would kno. 

Whether the three worthies fhali come in,or no, 

'Ber. What,are there but three ? 

C/«No fir,but it is vara fine. 

For eueric one purfents three. 

Ber. And three times thrice is nine. 

(7».Not fo fir,‘vnder correftion fir, I hope it is not lo. 
You cannot beg vs fir,I canaffure you fir,\ve know what 
vve know: I hope lir three times thrice fir. 

Ber. Is not nine. 

Clo. Vnder correction fir, wee know wberc-vntill ie 
doth amount. 

Ber. By Ioue, I al waics tooke three threes tor nine. 
Clow. O Lord fir, it were pirtieyou ihould gee your 
liuingby reckningfir. 

Ber. How much is it? 

Clo. O Lord (ir, the parties themfielucs,thc adlors fir 
will {hew where-vntill it doth amount: for mine owne 
part, l am (as they fay, but to pencil one man in one 
poore man) Tompton the great fir. 

Bcr* Art thou one ofthe Worthies? 

Clo. Itplcafed them to thinke me worthie o FPempty 
the great 2 for mine owne part, I know not the degree oi 
the Worthie* but I am to (land for him. 

Ber. Go, bid them prepare. SxtU 

fto. We will turnc it finely offfir, we wil take fome 
care. 

Ring. Berovne , they vvill foame vs : 

Let them not approach. 

Ber? We are (hamc-proofe my Lord ; and ’tis fome 
potkievto hatfeone flieW worfe then the Kings and his 
companie. 

Kin . I fay they (Hall npt come. f 

Nay my good Lord, let me ore-rule younow; 
Thac fport beft pleafes, that doth leaft know ho^. 
WhcreZeal^ffriues to content, and the contents u - 
Diwln theZealc dfthat which it profents: 

Their forriie tbnfountfed, makes nabft forme in mirth, 
When great things labouring perifh intbeir bitch. 

Bcr. A right dd&riprien of our fport my Lord, 

- . ^ .ryj> ynr? r ?: e!h r. . 

* - -: Hi mu a ji. { z/j; 9 : * i 

Annomt^jThnplore#!^^ exponeoofehy 


royallfweet breath, aswillvtcerabraceofwords, 

Qu. Doth this man ferucGod? 

Ber. Whyaskeyou? 

He fpcak’s not like a man of God’s making. 
Brag. That’s all one my faire fweethonie Monarch: 
For I proteft, the Schoolmafter is exceeding fancafticall: 
Too coo vaine, too too vainc. But we wil put it(a$ they 
fay) to Fortuna dclagnar , 1 wifh you the peace of mindc 
moft royall cupplemcnt. 

King* Here is like to be a good prefence of Worthies^ 
He preients Hebhr of Troy, the Swaine Pompey f great, 
the Parifii Curate Alexander y Armadocs Page Hercules, 
the Pedant Iudac Machabciu : And if thefe foure Wor¬ 
thies in their firft (hew thriue, thefe foure will change 
habites,and prefent the other flue. 

" Bcr . There is fiuc in the firft flicvv. 

Kin. You aredeceiued,tisnoc fo. 

Ber . ThcPcd3nr,the Braggart,the Hcdge-Prieftjthe 
Foole,and the Boy, 

Abate throw at Novum, and the whole world againe. 
Cannot prickc out fine fuch, take each one in’s vaine. 
Kin. The (hip is vnder failc,and here (hc o corns amain. 

Enter Pompej. 

Clo . IPompeyam. 

Ber. You lie, you are not he. 

Clo . I Pompcy am. 

Boy . With Libbards head on knee# 

Ber . Well faid old mocker, 

I muft needs be friends with thee. 

Cio. / Pontpey am, Pompey furnamd the 6ig, 
r Du. The great. 

Clo. It is great fir: Pompey fmnetm d thegreat: 

That oft in field , mth Targe and Shield, 
did make my foe to five at : 

Andtyauatling along this coaft , / he ere am come bp chance , 
And lay my Armet beferethc legs of thu fiveet Lajjeof 
France . 

If your Ladifhip would fay thankes Pompey >1 had done. 
La. Great thankes great Pompey. 

Clo. Tis not fo much worth: but I hope I was per- 
fe£L 1 made a little fault in great. 

Ber. My hat to a halfe-penie, Pompey prooues the 
beft Worthie. 

Enter Curate for Alexander. 


Curat, when in the world l hud, I was the werldcs 

mander: 

By £aft ftVefl y North-gfr South , /fired mf conquering might 
Aly Scutcheon plaine declares that J am Ah fancier. 

Boiet. Your note fares no, you arc not: 

For it (lands too right.. 

Ber , Your nofe finds no, in this moft tender frnel- 
linjt Knight. 

'Qu. The Conqueror is difmaid : 

Proccedc good Alexander. 

Cur . When in the world I linedIwas the worldes Cow 
mander. 

Boiet. Moft true/tis right: you were CoAlifander. 
Ber . Pompey the great. 

Clo, your feruant zndfoftard. 

Srf.Take away fbe' Conqueror, tofc* away Ah fonder 
Clo . O fir,you haue ouerthrowne Altfander the con¬ 
queror: you will be fcrap'cl out of the paintid cloth for 
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this : your Lion that holds his Pollax fitting on a dofe 
ftoole, will be giuen to Aiax. He will be the nihth wor- 
thic. A Conqueror, and affraid to fpeake ? Romie away 
for (hame Altfander. There an’t (hall plcafc you: a foo- 
li(h milde man, an honeft manjlooke you,Be foon dafiit. 
He is a maruellous good neighbour infooth, and a verie 
good Bowler: but for A/ifander , alas you fee,how ’tis a 
little ore-parted. Butthereare Worthies a comming, 
will fpeake theiraunde in fomc other fort. Exit Cu, 

Stand afide good Pompey. 

Enter Pedant for Judas, and the Hoy for Hercules, 

Ped. Great Hercules is prefentedby thislmpe, 
Whofe Club kil’d (ferberus that three-headed Canw f 
And when he was a babe, a childe, a fhrimpe, 

Thus did he ftranglc Serpents in his Manus: 
jQkoniam, he feemeth in minoritie, • 

Ergo, I come with this Apologic. 

Keepe fomc (late in thy exit, and vanifh. Exit Hoy 

Ped. ludas lam. 

Dum. A ludas? 

Ped. Not Jfcariot fir. 

Judas Jamyclsped UWacbabeus. 

Dum.Itsdas Macbabeus dipt, is plainc ludas. 

Her, A kifsing traitor.Ho w art thou prou’d ludas ? 

Ped, Judas l am. 

•Dum. The more (hatnc for you ludas. 

ped. Whatmeancyoufir? 

Hoi. To make ludas hang himfelfc. 

Ped. Begin fir,you are my elder. 

Her. Well follow’d, ludas was hang’d on an Elder. 

Ted. I will not be put out of countenance. 

Her. Becaufe thou haft no face, 

Ped. What is this? 

Hoi. A Citternc head. 

Dum. The head ofa bodkin. 

Her. A deaths face in a ring. 

j.on. The fa ce of an old Roman coine, fcarce fecne. 

Hoi. The pummell of (,'afars Faulchion. 

'Dum. Thecartfd-bonefaccona Flaske. 

Her. S.Georges halfc checke in a brooch. 

Dum. 1, and m a brooch of Lead. 

Her. I, and vvornc in the cap of a Tooth-drawer. 
And now forward, for we hauc put thee in countenance 
Ped. You hauc put me out of countenance. 

Her. Falfe, we haue giuen thee faces. 

Ted. But you hauc out-fac'd them all. 

Her. And thou weft a Lion, vve would do fo. 

Hoy. Therefore as he is, an Afle, let him go: 

And fo adieu fwcet Jude. Nay, why doft thou ftay ? 

Dum± For the latter end ofhis flame. 

Her. For the AJfe to the Jude: giue it him. Jud-as a- 
way. 

Ped. This is not generous, not gentle,not humble. 

Boy. A light for monficur Judas, it gtowes darkc,hc 
mayftumble. . • 

Que. Alas poore CMachabesss, how hath heebeene 

baited. • 

Enter 'Braggart. 

Ber. Hide thy head cAchillts, hcfifC,. comes Heft or in 
Armes. . 'jhnz: / 

’ Dum. Though my moc^er come home by me, I will 
no^bemerrie. 3 

King. Hellor bucaTroyaflittrcfpe&of 


Lottes Labourslojl . 


Boi. But is this Hellor? , 

Km. I thinke Heller was not fo •leatic timbers 
Eon. His legge is too big for Heller. * 

Dum. More Calfe certaine. 

Boi. No,he is beft indued in the ftnalL 
Ber. Thi s cannot be Hellor. 

Dum. He’s a God or a Painter.for he make* f acet 
Hrag. Tbe Armipotent MarstfLauncestbtalnJl 
gme Heitor a gift. J 

Dum, A gilt Nutmegge. 

Ber. A Lemmon. 

Ltn. Stucke with Cloues. 

Dum. No clouen. 

Brag, The Armifotent dfars ofLatences tbealrm,L 
Qaue Hellor a gift, toe beire of Illion • ^ ■ 

A man fo breathed, that certaine he wouldfight:ya 
Frommorne till night , out of his Pauillion. 

I am thacFlower. 

Dum. That Mint. 

Long. That Cullambine. 

Hrag. Sweet Lord LonganiU reine thy tongue 
Lon. I muft rather giue it tbe reine: for it runner 
gain S\ Hellor. . mes ' 

Dum. I,and Heller's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten, 
Sweet chuckes,beat not the bones of the butied : 
But I will forward with my deuice; 

Sweet Royaltic beftow on me the fence ofhearing. 

Berownefteppes forth, 

ffiu. Spcake bxaue He£tor,we are much delighted, 
Hrag. I do adore thy fweet Graces flipper. 

Boy. Loues her by the foot. 

Dum. He may not by the yard. 

Brag. This Hellorfarrefurmounted Hannibal. 

The panic is gone. 

flo. Fellow Hellor,l lie is gone,- flie is two moneths 
on her way. 

Hrag. Whatmeaneftthou? 

Cle. Faith vnlcfleyou play the honeft Troyan, the 
poorc Wench is caft away:.flic’s quick,the child brags 
in her belly alreadic : tis yours. 

Brag . Doft thou infamonize me among Potentates! 
Thou (halt die. 

Clo, Then (hall Heitor be whipt for Jatjuenetta that 
is quickc by him, and hang’d for Ptmpey,that is dead by 
him. 

Dum. Moft rare Pompey. 

Boi . Renowned Pompey. 

Her. Greater then great, grcat,grcat, gtc&Pemfcj: 
Pompey the huge. . . . * me.i 

Dum. Heifortrembles. 

Ber. Pompey is moued, more Aftces more. Ateesflint 
them, or ftirre them on. v , 

Dum. Heitor will challenge him'. 

Ber. I, ifa’haue no moremaoshlood in'sb?lly,then 
will fup a Flea. 

Brag. By the North-pole I do.chall^ngctl^ 

Clo. I wil not fight with a pole like a Northern pun; 
Ilc.fla(h»Ile do it by the fword: Ip ray y ou let ciee bor¬ 
row my Armesagajnc. 

Hum. Room?incepfi^Worthies./ 

Clo. He do it in my (hirt. 

Dum. Moft refoime Pompey. 

Page. Mafter, let me take you a button hole lower: 
Po you not fee fomptj is rncafing for the combat: what 

' meant 


/ 
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1 " ra 

icit - *"*•>*“* the 

{ h»lle n S c - t bloods, I both may.and will. 

I"*’ What rcafon haue you for't f 

^ cr ‘ naked truth of it is,I haue no (hirt, 

ifeSoyned him in Rome for want 
■ fince When, lie be fworne he wore none, but 
°diilStof Iaquenettas, and that hceweares next his 

heater» faU0Ur ‘ 

Enter a Monger,Menfieur Marcade. 

max . God faueyau Madame. 
qI Welcome Marcade, but that thou interrupted 

^Marc am forrie Madam, forthenewes I bring is 
heauie in my tongue. The King your father 
Ou. Dead for my life. 
ffijfir. Enen fo : My talc is told. 

•g, r . Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 

■v r L For mine ownc part, I breath free breath : I 
haue feenc the day of wrong, through the little hole of 
(iiferction, and I willright my felfelike a Souldier. 

0,1 Exeunt Worthies 

Kin, How fare’s your Maieftic? 

Ou. Hoyct prepare, I will away to nighr. 

Ktm Madame not fo, I do beiccch you ftay. 

Qu. Prepare I fay. Ichankc you gracious Lords 
Forallyour faireendcuours and entreats : 

Out ofa new fad-foulc, that you vouchfafe, 

Io your rich wifedomc to excufe, or hide. 

The iiberall oppofition ofour fpirits, 

Ifouer-boldly vve haue borne our felues, 

In the conuer.fe ofbreath (youj^ntlenefle 
Was guilcie of it.) Farewell vvonhie Lord: 

Aheauie heart bearcs not a humble tongue. 

Excufe me fo, comming fo flhort ofthankes. 

For my great flute, fo eafily obtain’d. 

Kin. The extreme parts of time,cxtremclie formes 
Allcaufes to thepurpofe ofhis fpeed: 

And often at his verie loofe decides 

That, which long procefie could not arbitrate. 

And though the mourning brow of progenie 
Forbid the finding cortefic of Loue: 

The holy fuite which faine it would conuince, 

Yetfince loues argument was firftonfoote, 

Let not the cloud of forroW iuftle it 

From what it purpos’d : fince to waile friends loft. 

Is not by much fo wholfome profitable. 

As to reioycc at friends but newly found. 

Qu. 1 vnderftand you not, my greefes are d ouble. 
Her .Honeft plain words,beft pierce the ears of griefe 
And by tbefebadges vnderftand the King, 

Foryourfaire fakes hauc wenegletftcd time. 

Plaid foule play with our oaths: your beautie Ladies 
Hath much deformed vs, fafhioning our humors 
Euento the oppofed end ofour intents. 

And what in vshathfeem’d ridiculous: 

AsLoueisftdl ofvnbefittingftraincs, 

All wanton as a childe, skipping and rained 
Form’d by the eie, and therefore like the eie. 

Full offtraying (hapes, of habits, and of formes 


Varying in fubie&s as the eie doth roule. 

To euerie varied obieft in his glance: 

Which parcie-coated prefence of loofe loue 
Put on by vs, if in your heauenly eies, 

Haue misbecom’d ouroathes and grauities. 

Thofc heauenlie eies that looke into thefe faults, 
Suggefted v* to make: therefore Ladies 
Our loue being yours, the error that Loue makes 
Is Iikewife yonrs. We to our felues prouefalfe. 

By being once falfe, for euer to be true 
To thofe that make vs both, faire Ladies you. 

And euen that fafthood in it felfe a finne. 

Thus purifies it felfe, and turnes to grace. 

f^u. We haue receiu’d your Letters, full of Loue: 
Your Fauours, the.AmbaffadorsofLoue. 

And in our maiden counfaile rated them. 

At courtlhip, pleafant ieft, and curtefie. 

As bumbaft and as lining to the time: 

But more dcuout then thefc are our refpe&s 
Haue vve not bene, and therefore met your loues 
In their owne fafhion, like a merriment. 

Du. Our letters M adam,fhcvv’d much more then ieft. 
Lon. So didourlookes. 

Rofa. We did not coat them fo. 

Kin. Now at the lateft minute of the houre,| 

Grant vs your loues. 

Qys. A time me thinkes too (hort, 

To make a world-without-end bargaine in; 

No,no my Lord, your Grace is periur’d much, 

Full of deare guiltinefle, and therefore thi*: 

Iffqrmy Loue (as there is no fuch caufe) 

Y ou will do ought, this flail you do for me. 

Youroth I will not truft: but go with fpeed 
To fomc forlornc and naked Hermitage, 

Remote from all the plcafurcs of the world: 

There ftay, vn^till the tweiueCeleftiall Signcs 
Haue brought about theirannuall reckoning, 
if this auftere infociablc life. 

Change not your offer made in heatc ofblood : 

If frofts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 
Nip not the gaudie bloflbmes of your Loue, 

But that ic beare this triall,and laft loue: 

Then at the expiration of the yeare. 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe delcrts. 
And by this Virgin palme, now killing thine, 

I will be thine ian4 till that intent (hut 
My wofull felfe vp in a mourning houfe. 

Raining the tcares of lamentation. 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou do denie, let our hinds par^, 

Neither intitled in the others hart. 

Kin. If this, or more then this, I would denie, 

T 0 flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft. 

The fodaine hand of death clofe vp mine eie. 

Hence euer then, my heart is in thy breft. 

Her. And what to me my Loue? and what to me ? 
Rof. You muft be purged too,your fins are rack’d. 
Tou are attaint with faults andperiurie: 

Therefore ifyou my fauor meane to get, 

A tweluemonth (hall you fpend, and ncuer reft. 

But feeke the wearie beds ofpeople ficke. 

Dk. But what to me my loue? but what to me? 
Kat. A wife? a beard, faire health, and honeftie. 
With three-fold loue, I wilhyou all thefe three. 

Du. Olhalllfay.Ithankeyou gentle wife? 

Kat. Not fo my Lord, a tweluemonth and a day. 








































































lie raarke no words that (moathfac’d wofrers fay. 

Come when the King doth to my Ladie come : 

Then if I haue much lone, lie giuc you fome* 

Vum. lie ferue thee true and faithfully till then, 
JCath. Yet fwcarc not, lcaflyc be forfworne agen^ 
Lon. What faies Maria} 

Mari* At the tweluemonths end, 
lie change my blacks Gowne, for a faithfull friend. 

Lon. lie flay with patience: but the time is long. 
Mart. The liker you, few taller arc fo yong, 

Ber. Studies my Ladie ? Miftreffe,looke on me. 
Behold the window of my heart^mine eie: 

What humble fuite attends thy anfwcr there, 

Impolc fome feruicc on me for my loue. 

Rof. Oft haue I heard of you my Lord Berorvne 9 
Before I faw you: and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimes you for a man repleate with mockcs. 

Full of companions, and wounding floutes: 

Which you on all eftates will execute, 

That lie within the mercic of your wit# 

To weed this Wormewood from your fruitfull braine, 
And therewithall to win me, if you pleafe* 

Without the which I am not to be won : 

You (hall this tweluemonth terme from day to day, 
Vifite the fpeechlefie ficke, and ftill conuerfe 
With groaning wretches : and your taske fhall be. 
With all the fierce endcuour of your wit. 

To enforce the pained impotent to fmile. 

2?*r.Tomoue wilde laughter in thethroatcofdeath? 
It cannot be, it is impoffible. 

Mirth cannot moue a foule in agonie. 

J{of 9 Why that's the way to choke a gibing fpirit, 
Whofe influence is begot of that loofe grace, 

Which fhallow laughing hearers giuc to fooles: 

A iefts profperitie, lies in the eare 
Of him that heares it, neucr in the tongue 
Of him that makes it: then.ifficklyeares, 

Deafc wicHthe clamors of their ovvnc dearc grones. 
Will hcare your idle fconies; continue then. 

And I will haue you.and that fault witbalU 
But if they will not, throw away thac fpirit, 

And 1 flrxal finde you etnptie of that fault. 

Right ioy full of your reformation. 

Ber. A twelucmonfhf Well; befall wh&t will befall, 
lie ieft a tweluemonth in an Hofpitall. 

I fweet my Loufand fo I take my leaue. 

King . No Madam,we will bring you on your way* 
Ber. Our woing doth not end like an old Play: 

Iacke hath not Gill: thefe Ladies courtcfie 
Might wel haue made our fpoxt a Comedie. 

Kin, Come fir, it wants a tweluemonth and a day, 
And then ’twU.cnd. 

Ber. That's too long for a play. 

Enter 'Braggart. 

Brag . SweetMaicfty vouchlafeme* 

Ou. Wasnot that He£to^ ? 

Dam. The worthie Knight of Troy* 

Brag. I wil kifle thy royal finger,and take leaue* 

1 am a Votarie, 1 haue vow'd to lacjucnttta to holde the 


Loues Labour s loft. 



Plough for her fweet !ou e three yeares. But mefl * 
“icd greatneffe.wil you hcare the Dialogue that th " 
Learned men haue compiled, in praife oftheOw! ^t,,| 

Aew UCkOW? II m ° Uld haUC followed in the of JJ 

Kin. Call them forth quickely.vve will do fn 
Brag. Holla, Approach. . 

Enter all. 

This fide is Hiems, Winter. 

ThisP*r,the Spring: the one maintained bvth.n i 
TH’othcr by theCuckow. Wlc » 

Ver, begin. 

The Song. 

When Dafies pied, and Violets blew, 

And Cuckow-buds ofyellow hew: 

And Ladie-fmockes all filuer white, 

Do paint the Medowcs with delight. 

The Cuckow then on cuerie tree, 

Mockes married men, for thus fings he, 

Cuckow* 

Cuckow, Cuckow: O word offeare, 

Vnpleafing to a married eare. 

When Shcpheards pipe on Oaten ftrawes, 

And merric Larkes arc Ploughmens clockes: 
When Turtles tread, and Rookes and Dawes 
And Maidens bleach their fummer fmockes: * 

The Cuckow then on euerie tree 
Mockes married men; for thus fings he, 

Cuckow* 

Cuckow, Cuckow: O word offearc, 

Vnpleafing to a married eare. 

Winter. 

When Ifides hang by the wall, 

And Dicke the Sphepheard biowes his naile; 

And Tom bearesLogges into the hall, 

And Mdke comes frozen home in paile: 

When blood is nipt, and waits be fowle, 

Then nightly fings the flaring Owlc 
Tu-whit to-who. . 

A merric note, 

While greafic lone doth keele the pot. 

When all aloud the winde doth blow, 

And coffi.ig drownes the Parfons faw: 

And birds fit brooding in the fnow. 

And Marri ans nofe lookes red and raw : 

When roafted Crabs hiffc in the bowle, 

Then nightly fings the flaring Owle, 

Tu-whit to who: 

A merrie note. 

While greafie lone doth keele the pot* 

Brag . The Words of Mercuric, 

Are harfli after the longs of Apollo: 

You that way; wctfiis way. 

SxeHHtmns. 



A 


MIDSOMMER 

Nights Dreame. 
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Enter Thtfeus, Hiffoltta.wtth othert. 

The feus. 

OwfaireHippolica, ournuptiall hourc J 

■ o Drawes on apace: foure happy daies bring m 

IK Another Moombut oh,me thinkes.how flow I 
& This old Moon wanes;She lingers my defires 
Like to a Step-dantc,or a Dowager, 

Lone withering out a yong mans reuennew. 

oure daics wil quickly fteep thclelues in nights 
foure nights wil quickly dreame away the time: 

And then the Moone, like to a filuer bow, 

Now bent in bcauen, fiial behold the night 
Of our folemnities. 

The. Go Phtloftrate, 

Stirre vp the Athenian youth to merriments, ! 

Awake the pert and nimble fpirit ofminh, 

Turne melancholy forth to Funerals: 

The pale companion is not for our pompe, 

Hippoiita, I woo’d thee with my fvvord. 

And wonne thy louc, doing thee iniuries: 

But I will wed thee in another key. 

With pompe, with triumph, and with reucllir.g. 

Enter Egeus and his daughter Hermia , Lyfander , 
and Demetrius. 

Ige. Happy be Thefeus, our renowned Duke. 
7?>f.Thanks good ffw/swhat’s the news with thee ? 
Ege. Full of vexation, come I,with complaint 
Againft my childc, my daughter Hermia. 

Stand forth Demetrius. 

My Noble Lord, ■ • 

This man hath my confcnt tomarrieher. O . 

St and forth Lyfander, 

And my gracious Duke, ir , : .v; .. 

This man hath bewitch'd thebofome of myohilde: 

Thou, thou Lyfander, thou haft giuen her rirriS3, 

And interchang’d lone-tokens with my childc: ; 

Thou haft by Moonc-light at her Window fung. 

With fainiug voice, Verfcs of faining louc, 

Ar\d ftolne the impreflion of her fantafic, T t.\\ 

Withbtacelcts. of thy hiire,:rings^a.wdcs, conceits, 
Knackcs ) triflcs,Nofe-gaies,fwcctmeats(mene tigers . 

Offtrongpreuailtpentin vnhardned yfcfith),; . .. • 


With cunning haft thou filch’d my daughters heart. 

Turn’d her obedience (which is due to me) 

To ftubborne harthnefle. And my gracious Duke, 

Be it fo flic will not hcerc before yout Grace, 

Confent to marric with Demetrius, 

I beg the ancient priuiledge of Athens; 

As f.ic is mine, I may difpofe of her ; 

Which (hall be cither to this Gentleman, 

Or to her death, according to out Law^ 

Immediately prouided in thatcafc. * 

The. What fay you Hermia? be aduis’d faire Maide, 
To you vour Father fliould be as a God; 

One that compos’d your beauties; yea and one 
To whom you arc but as a forme in waxe 
By him imprinted: and within his power. 

To leaue the figure, or disfigure it: 

Demetrius is a worthy Gentleman. 

Her. So is Lyfander. 

The. In himfclfe he is. 

But in this kindc, wanting your fathers voyce. 

The other muftbe held the worthier. 

Her. I would ipy father look’d but with my eyes. 
Tta.Ratheryour eies muft with his iudgment lookc. 
Her. I do entreat your Grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what power I am made bold. 

Nor how it may concerne my modeftie 

•In fuch a prefence heere to pleade my thoughts: 

But I befecch your Grace, that I may know 
The worft that may befall me in this cafe, 
if I refufc to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either to dye the death, or to abiurc 
For euer.thefocicty ofmen. 

Therefore faire Hermia queftion your defires; 

Know of your youth, examine well your blood. 

Whether (if you yeeld not to your fathers choice) 
YoucanenduretheliuerieofaNunnc, 

For aye to bcin fhady Cloiftcr mew’d, 

Toliuc a barren After all your life, 

Chancing faint hynines to the cold ftuitlefle Moohej 
Thrice blcffed they that matter fo their bloody 
Tovndargofuclimaidcnpilgrimage, -j 

But carthjicrhappie is the Tlofe diftil’d, t ^ 

Then that which withering on the virgin thorne, 
Growcs,liiies,and dies, in Angle bleffedneffc- 

,N Her. 
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Her. So will I grow, fo liuc,fo die my Lord, 

Ere I will y eeld my virgin Patent vp 
Vnto his Lordfhip, whofe vnwifhed yoake. 

My foule confents not to giue foueraignty. 

The. Takc time to paufe, and by the next new Moon 
The fraling day betwixt my louc and me. 

For cucrlaftmg bond of fcllowftiip : 

Vpon that day either prepare to dye. 

For difobedience to your fathers will. 

Or clle to wed Demetrius as hee would,. 

Or on Dianaes Altar to prdteft 
For aie, auftcrity, and Angle life. 

Dem. Relent fwcet Hermia , and Lyfander % yecldc 
Thy crazed title to my certainc right. 

Lyf You haue her fathers loue, Demetrius : 

Let me haue Hermiaes : do you marry him. 

Egetu. Scornfull Lyfancier , true, he hath my Loue; 
Aud what is rping, my louc (hall render him. 

And (he is mine, and all my right of her, 

I do eftate vnto Demetrius. 

Lyf - lam my Lord, as well dcriu’d as he. 

As well pofleft: my loue is more then his : 

My fortunes eucry way as fairely ranck’d 
(Ifnoc with vantage) as Demetrius : 

And (which is more then all thefc boafts can he) 

I am belou’d of beauteous Hermia. 

Why Ibould not I then profecutc my right ? 
k Demetrius , He auouch it to his head, 

Made loue to Nedars daughter, Helena, 

And won her foule: and (he (fwcet Ladie)dotes, 
Deuoutly dotes, dotes in Idolatry, 

Vpon this fpotted and inconttant man. 

The . I muft confcfle, that I haue heard fo much. 

And with Demetrius thought co haue ipoke thereof; 
But being ouer-full of felfe-offaires. 

My minde did lofc it. But Demetrius come, 

And come Sgeiu, you fhalt go with me, 

I haue fome priuatc fchooltng for you both. 

For you fairc Hermia % looke you arme your fclfe. 

To fit your fancies to your Fathers will; 

Or elfe the Law of Athens yeclds you vp 
(Which by no meanes we may extenuate) 

To death, or to a vow of Angle life. 

Come my Hippo/it* , what cheare my loue ? 

Demetrius and Egeus go along: 

I muft implcy you in fome bufincflTc 
Ag 3 inft our nuptiall, and conferre with you 
Of lomething, neerely that conccrnes your fclues. 

Fge. With dutie and delire we follow you. Exeunt 
Manet Lyfander and Hermia . 

Lyf How now my louePW’ny is your cheek fo pale? 
How chance the Rofes there do fade fo faft? 

Her . Belike for want ofraine, which I could well 
Beteeme them, from the tempeft of mine eyes. 

Lyf For ought that euer 1 could rcade, 

Could euer hcare by tale or hiftorie. 

The cbUrfe of tree loue ncuerdid tunfmooth. 

But either it was different in blood. 

Her. O croffe! too high to be enthral’d to loue. 

Lyf Or elfe mifgraffed, in refpeft ofyearcs. 

Her. O fpight! too old to be ingag’d toyong. 

Lyf Or elfe it ftood vpon the choifeofmeric. 

Her. O hell ! to choofc loue by anothers cic. 

Lyf Or if there were a fimpathie'in choife, 

Warrc, death,or ficknefle, did lay fiegC to it; 

Making it momen:arie,as a found: 
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Swift as a fhadow, ftiort as any dicamc, ' 

Briefc as the lightning in the collied night. 

That (in a fpleenc) vnfolds both heauen and earth • 
And ere a man hath power to fay, behold, * 
The iawes of darknefle do deucurc it vp: 

So quicke bright things come to confufion. 

Her. If then true Loucrs haue bcenc euer t,a 
It Bands as an edl& in deftinie: 

Then let rs teach our triall patience, 

JRccaufeitij acuftomaric crofle, 

Asduetoloue,«sthoughts,and drrames,andfi fi k 
Wiflics and teares; poore Fancies followers. k fl£l > 
Lyf. A good perfwafion; therefore hcare me U 
I haue a Widdow Aunt, a dowager, ern * 1 

Of great reuennew, and flic hath no childc. 

From Athens is her houfe remou’d feuen lcapues 
And flic refpc£!s me, as her oncly lonne: 3 

There gentle Hermia , may I marrie thee, 

And to that place, the fliarpe Athenian Law 
Cannot purfue vs. Ifthou lou’ft me, then 
Steale forth thy fathers houfe to morrow night- 
And in the wood, a league without the towne 
( Where 1 did meece thee once with Helena * 

To do obferuance for a mornc ofMay) 

There will I Hay for thee. 

Her. My good Lyfander , 

I fweare to thee, by Cupids ftrongeft bow, 

By his bed arrow with the golden head, 

By the fnnplicitie ofVenus Doues, 

By that which knitteth foulcs, and profpersloue 
And by that fire which burn’d the Carthage Q:ie C ne 
Whentheialfe Troyanvnderfailewasfeene, ’ 
By all the vowes that euer men haue broke, 

(In number more then euer women fpoke) 

In that fame place thou haft appointed me, 

To morrow truly will I mcetc with thee, 

Lyf. Kccpe promife loue: looke here comes Helen 

Enter Helena . 

Her. God fpeede faire //e/tf»4,whithcraway? 
Hel. Cal you me fairc? that faire againe vnfay, 
Demetrius loues you faire: O happic faire! 

Your eyes are loadftarres,and your tongues fweetayre 
More tuneable then Larke to fhepheards eare, 
When wheate is greene, when hauthorne budtapptarc 
SickncfTc is catching : O were fauor fo, 

Your words I catch, fairc Hermia ere I go, 

My eare {hould catch your voice, my eye,your eye, 
My tongue ftiould catch your tongues Cweet melodic, 
Were the world mine. Demetrius being bated, 

The reft lie giue to be co you tranflated. 

O teach me how you looke, and with what art 
you fway the motion of Demetrius hart. 

Her. I frowne vpon him, yet he loues meftill. 
Hel. O thac your fro wnes would teach my fmiles 
fuch skil. 

Her. I giue him curfes,yet he giues me loue, 
Hel. O that my prayers could fuch affe&ion mooue 
Her The more I hate, the more he followes me. 
Hel. The more I loue, the more he hateth me. 
Her. His folly Helena is none of mine. 

Hel. None but your beauty, wold that fault terrain 
Her. Take comfort; he no more {ball fee my face, 
Lyfander and my felfe will flie this place. 

Before the time I did LyfattderCce, 

I Seem'd Athens like aParadifc to nice. 
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^ at r' Helen to you our mindes we will vnfold, 
^ r rowSt y ,whenP^ doth behold 

^SSlinthewatryglaffe, 
n" kine with liquid pearle.the bladcd grade 
Pa k me § tbac Loucrs flights doth ftill conceale 

Though Athens s ales ’ hauc we d ‘ uisd co ftea ! e ; 

o r And in the wood, where often you and I, 

. Be \ int primrolc beds,were wont to lye, 
c P °tving our bolomcs.of their counfcll fweld: 

Lyfander. and my felfe (hall mcctc, 

InH thence from Athens turnc away our eyes 
Sfeeke new friends and ftrange companions, 
c^Lell fweec piay-fcllow,.pray thou for vs. 

And cood lucke grant thee thy Demetrius. 

Keene word Lyfander we muft ftaruc our fight, 

From louers foodc, till morrow deepe midnight 
rr Exit Hermia. 

Lyf. I will my Hermta. Helena adieu, 
a s you on hi \v,Demetriiu dotes on you. Exit Lyfander. 

tiele* How happy ion’.c,ore otbcrio^c can oc ? 
Through Athens I am thought as faire as (Re. 
gat what of that }Dcmetnus thinkes notio : 

He willnotknow,what all,but he doth know f 

And as hec erres,doting on Hernias eyes; 

So I, admiring of his qualities: 

Things bale and vilde^ holding no quantity, 

Louc can tranfpofe to forme and dignity , 

Louelookes not with the eyes,but with the minde. 

And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted bhndc. 

Nor hath loues minde of any judgement tafte: 

Wings and no eyes, figure, vnheedy har*e. 

And therefore is Loue laid to be a childc, 

Becaule in choifc he is often beguil’d, 

Aswaggilhboyes in gamcthemfclues forfvtearc; 

So the boy Louc is pcriufd euery where. 

For ere Demetrius looke on Hermias eyne, 

He hail’d downeoathes that he was onely mine. 

And when this Haile fotne heat from Hermia ielt. 

So he diffolu\l,and fhowres of oathes did melt, 

1 will goe tell him of faire Hermias flight: 

Then to the wood will he,to morrow night 
Purfue her; and for his intelligence, 

Ifl haue thankes, it is a deere expence : 

But hcerein mcane I to enrich my paine, 

To haue his fight thither, and backe againe. 


Exit. 


Enter fluixcc the Carpenter 5 Snug the leyner^ Bottoms the 

Weaver A lute the be Howes-mender,Sn out the Tinker, and 

Starveling the Taylor. 

®um. Is all our company hcere ? 

Tot. You were beft to call them generally, man by 
man,accoadingtothc ferip. 

Qui. Here is the Icrowle of euery mans name,which 
it thought fit through all Athens , to play in our Enter* 
lude before the Duke and the Dutches, on his wedding 
day at night. 

Bot. Firft,good Peter Quince^ fay what the play treats 
on: then read the names of the Adtors; and fo grow on 
toaipoint. 

Qvf». Marry oiir play is the moft lamentable Come¬ 
dy, and moft erucll death of Vyramtu and Thisbie * 

'Bot. A very good peccc of worke I aflurc you, and a 


Ready ; name what part I am for, and 
You NtckgBottome are fee downe for Py 


merry. Now good Peter Jguince, call forth your Aiftors 
by the fcrowle. Matters fpread your fclucs 

Quince. Anfwcre as I call you. NtckBettome the 
Weaucr# 

Bettome . 
proceed. 

Quince, 
ramus. 

Bot . Whit is /)r*w/fcr,alouer,or a tyrant? 

Quin. A Louer that kills himfclfc moft gallantly for 
loue. 

Bot. That will aske fome teares in the true perfor¬ 
ming of ir.-if I do it, let the audience looke to their eies; 

I will mooue ftormes; I will condole in fome meafure. 
To the reft yer,my chiefe humour is for a tyrant. I could 
play Ercles rarely, or a parr roteare a Cat in, to make all 
fplit the raging Rocks-, and fhiucring (bocks (ball break 
the locks of prifon gates, and Phibbus carre (ball fhine 
fromfarre, and make and mai re the foohfh Fates. This 
was lofty. Now name the reft of the Players. This 
is Ercles vaitie, a tyrants vainc ; a louer is more condo¬ 
ling. 

Quin. Franco Flute the Bcllowes-mendcr. 

Flu. Hccre Peter Quince. 

Quin. You muft take 7 hisbie on you. 

blut. What is Thisbic^ wandring Knight ? 

Quin. It is the Lady that Pyramtu muft loue. 

Flat. Nay faith, let notmeeplay a woman, I haue a 
beard comming. 

Oui. That’s all one, you (ball play it in a Maske, and 
you may fpeakc as fmall as you will. 

*nd i may hide my face,let me play 7 'hisbieioo : 
lie fpeake in a monftrous little voycc; ThtfrcfThifn ^ah 
Pyramtu my louer deare, zhy Thts&e dearc, and Lady 
dcare. 

Quin. No no,you muft play Pyramtu , and Piute , you 
7 huby. 

Bot. Well, proceed. 

Qu. Robin Starueltng the Taylor. 

Star. Hcere Peter Wtunce. 

Quince . Robin Starveling , you muft play Thitbics 
mother? 

Tom Snowt, the Tinker. 

Snowt . Hee re Veter Quince. 

Quin. You, Pyramtu father; myifdSfThuhies father; 
Smtgge the loyner,you the Lyons part: and 1 hope there 
is a play fitted. 

Snug. Haue you the Lions part written? pray you if 
be,giue it me,for 1 am flow of ftudie. 

Quin. You may doe it extemporie , for it is nothing 
but roaring. 

Bet . Let mee play the Lyon too, I will roarethatl 
will doe any maps heart good to heare me. I will roarc ? 
that 1 will make the Duke fay, Let him roare againe,let 
him roarc againe. 

Quin. If you (hould doe it too terribly, you would 
fright the Dutchcffe and the Ladies, that they would 
fhrike, and thac were enough to hang vs all. 

All. That would hang vs euery mothers fonne. 

Bottomc. Igrauntyou friends, if that you fhould 
fright the Ladies out of their Wittes, they would 
haue no more diferetion bu t to hang vs : but I will ag- 
grauate my voycc fo, that I will roare you as gently as 
any fucking Douc; 1 will roare and’twere any Nightin* 
g^c. 

Quin* You can play no part but Piramtu t for Ptra- 

N 1 thus 
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is a fwect-fac’d man, a proper man as one fliall fee in 

a fummers day; a moft lonely Gentleman-like man,thcr- 
fore you muft needs play ^Piramtcs, 

Hot. Well, I will vndertakc it. What beard were I 
beft to play it in? 

Quin. Why, what you will. 

Hot, I willdifchargeit, in either your ftraw-colour 
beard ,your orange tawnic beard, your purple in graine 
beard, or your Frcnch-crownccolour’d beard,your per;- 
feft yellow. 

Quin, Some of your French Crowncs haue no haire 
at all, and then you will play bare-fac’d.But mailers here 
arc your parts, and I am to intreat you, requeft you, and 
defirc you, to con them by too morrow night: and meet 
me in the palace wood, a mile without the Towne, by 
Moonc-light, there wc will rchearfe : for if vve mcecc in 
the Citie, wc fhalbe dog’d with company,and our deui- 
fes knowne. In the meane time, I wil draw a bfl of pro¬ 
perties, fuch as our play wants# 1 pray you fade me not. 

j Bottom. Wc will meete, and there vve may rehearfe 
more obfccnely and couragioufly. Take paines,be per¬ 
fect, adieu. 

Quin. At the Dukes oake we meete. 

Hot . Enough, hold or cut bovv-ftrings. Exeunt 


tl r i n, gnt-wanacrcrs, laughing at their harm* 
Thofe that Hobgoblin call you.andTweet Puckc ’ 

I™ hr ke,and they fcau haue ^'"V 

Rob. Thou (peak’d aright; 

I am that merric wanderer of the night: 

I ieft to Oberon , and make him fmiie, 

When I a fat and beanc-fed horfc beguile. 
Neighing in likenefle of a filly foale, 

And fometime lurfce I in aGoffips bole. 

In very likenefle of a roafled crab: 

And when (he drinker, againft her lips I bob, 

And on her withered dewlop poure the Ale. 

The wifeft Aunt telling the faddeft tale. 

Sometime for threc-foot ftoole, miftaketh me, 
Then flip I from her bum, downe topples (he. 

And tailour cries, and fals into a coffe. 

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and Ioffe, 
And waxen in their mirth, and nceze, and fwcaic 
A merrier houre was neuer wafted there. 

But roome Fairy, heerc comes Oberon. 

Fair. And heerc my Miftris: 

Would that he were gone. 


Enter the King of Fairies At one doore with his tram 
and the Queene at another with hers. 


<tJUus Sccundus, 


Enter a Fairie at one doore, and Robin good- 
fellow at another . 

Rob. How now Cpirir,whether wander you ? 

JFrf/.Ouer hil,ouer«dale,through bufh, through briar, 
Ouer parke,ouer pale, through flood, through fire, 

I do wander eucric where, lwifter then j Moons fphete; 
And 1 lerue the Fairy Queene,to dew her orbs vpon the 
TheCowflips tall, her peofioners bee, (green. 

In their gold coats, fpots you fee, 

Thofe be Rubies, Faitie fauors, 

In thofe freckles, liue their fauors, 

I muft go fecke fomedew drops hecre, 

And hang a pearle in euery cowihps care. 

Farewell thou Lob of (pints,! le be gon, 

Our Queene and all her Elues come heere anon. 

Rob. The King doth keepe his Rcuels here to night, 
Take heed the Queene come not within his fight, 

For Oberon is pals in g fell and wrath, 

Becaufc that (he, as her attendant, hath 
Alouelyboy ftolne from an Indian King, 

She neuer had lo fweet a changeling. 

And iealous Oberon would hauc the childe 
Knight of his traine, to trace the Forrefts wilder 
But flic (perforce) with holds the loued boy, 

Crowncs him with flowers, and makes him all her ioy. 
And now they neuer meete in groue, or grecne, 

By founcaine cleere, or fpangled liar-light (hecne. 

But they do fquare, that all their Elues for feare 
Creepe into Acorne cups and hide them there. 

’ Fat. Either I miftake your fhape and making quite. 
Or elfe you are that (brew’d and knan.ifh fpirit 
Ol’d Robin Good-fellow. Arc you riot hcc. 

That frights the maidens of the Villagrce, 

Skim miike,andfometirees labour in the querne. 

And bootlefle make thebreathleffc hufwife chcrne, J 
And fometime make the tteinke to beare no barme. 


Ob. Ill met by Moone-lighc, 

Proud 7 ytanta. 

Qn^ What, iealous Oberon} Fairy skip hence. 

I haue forfworne his bed and companic. 

Ob. Tarrie rafti Wanton; am nor I thy Lord ? 

Qt*. Then I muft be thy Lady : but I know 
When thou waft ftolne away from Fairy Land, 

And in the (hape of Corin, fate all day. 

Playing on pipes of Corne, and verfing loue 
To amorous Phi'Jida. Why art thou heerc 
Come from the fartheft ftccpe of India t 
But that forlooth the bouncing Amazon 
Your buskin’d Miftreflc, and your Warrior loue, 

To Thefem muft be Wedded; and you come. 

To giue their bed ioy andprofperitie. 

Ob. How canft thou thus for (liame Tjtania, 
Glance at my credite, with Flippolita } 

Knowing 1 know thy loue to Tbefcns ? 

Didft thou not leade him through the glimmering night 
From Peregenia , whom he rauifhed ? 

And make him with faire Eagles breake hrs faith 
With Ariadne , and Atiopa ? 

Que. Thefe are the forgeries of iealoufie, 

And neuer fince the middle Summers fpring 
Met vve on hil, in dale, forreft,or mead, 

Bypaued fountainc, or by rulhie brookc. 

Or in the beached margent of the fea, 

To dance our ringlets to the whittling Windc, 

But with thy braules thou haft difturb’d our fport, 
Therefore the Windes, piping to vs in vainc, 

As in reuenge, haue fuck’d vp from the fea 
Contagious fogges: Which falling in the Land, 
Hath euerie petty Riuer made fo proud. 

That they haue ouer-borne their Continents. 

The Oxe hath therefore ftrecch’d his yoake in vaine, 
The Ploughman loft his fweat,and the greenc Corne 
Hath rocted, ere his youth attain’d a beard: 

The fold ftands empty iirthe drowned field, 

And Crowe* are fatted with the murrion flocke, i 
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-r- . „ mens Morris is fildvp with mud, 

Th'l ucint Mazes in the wanton greenc, 

Foriackeoftread are vndiftinguifhable. 

J* * „e mortals want their winter heere, 

T , hC ahtisnowwithhymneorcarollbleft; 

Therefore the Moonc (the gouernefle of floods) 

Pale in her anger,wafhcs all the aire; 

L,, Rheumaticke diieafes doc abound. 

[ through this diftemperature, we fee 
Thcfeafon? alter 5 hoared headed trofts 
Slinthefrefta lap of the crimion Role, 

V J 0 ld Hyems chinne and Icic crowne, 
x n odorous Chaplet of fweet Sommer buds) 
f" m mockry fee. The Spring,the Sommer, 

Thechilding Autumnc,ahgry Winter change 

Their wonted Liuencs,and the mazed world 

By their increale, now knowes not which is which *, 

And this fame progeny of euills, 

Comes from our debate, from our dilicntion, 

We are their parents and originall. 

Ofa, Do you amend it then,it 1’es in you, 

Why fliould Tit ant a croffc her Oberon ? 

I do but beg a little changeling boy, 

Jo be tny Henchman. 

Qu, Set your heart at reft, 

The Fairy land buyes not the childe of me, 

His mother was a Vocreflc of my Order, 

And in the fpiced Indian airc, by night 
Full often hath fhe goiTipt by my lide. 

And fat with me on Neptune* yellow fands. 

Marking thembarked traders on the flood, 

When wc haue laught to fee the fades conceiue. 

And «row big bellied with the wanton winde : 

Which (lie with pretty and with fwimming gate, 
Following (her wombe then rich with my yong fquire) 
Would imitate, and fade vpon the Land, 

To fetch me trifles, and recurne againc , 

As from a voyage, rich wdth merchandize. 

But (hebeing mortall, of that boy did die, 

And for her fake I doc reare vp her boy, 

And for her fake I will not part with him# 

Ob. How long within this wood intend you (lay ? 
Perchance till after Thefctu wedding day. 

If you will patiently dance in our Round, 

And fee our Moone-light reuels, goe with vs; 

Ifnot,fhun me and I will lpare your haunts. 

Ob. Giue me that boy,and I will goe with thee* 

Qh. Not for thy Fairy Kingdome. Fairies away: 

We fhall chide downe right,if I longer ftay. Exeunt. 

Obo Wel,go thy way:thou fhalt not from this gtoue, 
Till I torment thee for this iniury. 

My gentle Pucke come hither; thou remembreft 
Since once I fat vpon a promontory. 

And heard a Meare-maide on a Dolphins backe, 
Vttering iuch dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the rude fea grewciuill at herfong, 

And ccrtainc (larrcs fhot madly from their Spheares, 

To heare the Sea-maids muficke. 

Puc . I remember. 

Ob. That very time I fay ( but thou couldft not ) 
Flying betweene the cold Moone and the earth, 

Cupid all arm’d; a certaine aime he tookc 
At a faire Veftall, throned by the Weft, 

And loos d his loue-fhaft fmartly from his bow, 

As it fhoulcjpiercc a hundred tHoufand hearts ; 

But I might fee young (upids fiery fliaft ' Jf : • 


C^ucnchc in the chaftc beames of the wacry Moonc j 

And the imperial! Votrcffe paffed on. 

In maiden meditation, fancy free. 

Yctmarkt I where the bolt of Cupid fell. 

It fell f pon a little wefterne flower; 

Before, milke-white; now purple with loucs wound. 
And maidens call it, Loue In idlenefle. 

Fetch me that flower 5 the hearb I fliew’d thee orice, 
The iuyee of it, on fleeping eye-lids laid, 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Vpon the next liue creature that it fees. 

Fetch me this heai be,and be thou heere againe. 

Ere the Leviathan can fwim a league. 

Pucke, lie put a girdle about the earth, in forty mi¬ 
nutes. 

Obey. Hailing once this iuyee , 

] le watch Tttania i when fhe is afieepe, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes .* 

The next thing when fhe waking lookes vpon , 

(Be it on Lyoi^Bearc^r Wolfe, or Bull, 

On medling Monkey,or on bulie Ape) 

Shee fliall pnrfueit,wiih the fouleoflouc. 

And ere I take this charme off from her fight, 

(As I can rake it-with another hcarbe ) 
lie make her render vp her Page to me. 

But who comes heere ? I am inuifiblc, 

And I will cucr-hearc their conference, 

EnterHlcTnetriHSiHeletiafollowing him, 

T)eme. I loue thee not,therefore purfuc me not. 
Where is Lyfander , and faire Hermit ? 

The one lie flay, the other ftayeth me. 

Thou toldft me they were ftolne into this wood ; 

And heere am I,and wood within this wood, 

Becaufc 1 cannot meet my Hermit. 

Hence,get thee gone } and follow me no more. 

Hel. Y ou draw mc,you hard-hearted Adamant, 

But yet you draw not Iron, for my heart 
Is true as ftrele* Leaue you your power to draw. 

And I fliall haue no power to follow you. 

'Deme, Do I entice you ? do I fpeake you faire ? 

Or rather doe I not in plained tiuth, 

Tcllyou I doe not,nor I cannotloucyou? 

Hel . And encn for that doc I loue thee the more 5 
I am your fpaniell,and Demetrius , 

The more you beat me, I will fawne on you. 

Vfc me but as your fpaniel]; fpurnc me, ftrike me, 
Ncgledl mc,lofe me 5 onely giue me leaue 
(Vnworthy as I am)to follow you. 

What worfer place can I beg in your loue, 

(And yet a place ofhigh relpcdl with me) 

Then to be vfed as you doe your dogge. 

Dem. T empt not too much the hatred of my fpirit. 
For I am ficke when I do looke on thee. 

Hel . And I am ficke when I looke not on you. 

H>em. You doc impeach your modefty coo much, 

To leaue the Citty,and commit your felfe 
Into the hands of one that louos you not, 

To truft the opportunity of night, 

And the ill counfcllof a delert place. 

With the rich worth of your virginity. 

Hel . Y our vertuc is my priuilcdgc: for that 
It is not night when I doe fee your face. 

Therefore I thinke I am not in the night, 

Nor doth this wood lackc worlds of company , 
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^or you in my refpcdt arc nil the world. 

Then how can it be faid I am alone, 

When all the world is hecre to looke on me ? 

Dew. He run from thee,and hide me in the brakes, 
And leaue thee to the mercy ofwilde beafts. 

Hel, The yyildcft hath not iuch a heart as you; 
Runne when you will,the ftory (hall be chang'd : 

-Apollo flics, and Daphne holds the chafe; 

The Douc purfues the Griffin, the milde Hindc 
Makes fpced to catch the Tygcr. Bootleflc fpcede, 
When cowardife purfues, and valour flies. 

Dcmet. I will not flay thy queftions,let me go; 

Or if thou follow me, doe notbeleeue. 

But I fhall doe thee mifehiefe in the wood. 

Hel. I,in the Temple, in the Towne,and Field 
You doe me mifehiefe. Fyc Demetrius , 

Your wrongs docfetafcandall on my fexc : 

We cannot fight for loue, as men may doe; 

We fhotild be woo’d, and were not made to wooe. 

I follow thee, and make a heauen of hell, 

To die vpon the hand 1 loue fo well. Exit, 

Oh. Fare thee well Nymph,cre he do leaue this groue, 
Thou {halt flie him, and he fhall feeke thy louc. 

Haft thou the flower there? Welcome wanderer. 


A Midfommer nights Dreame. 




Sing inyour fweet Lullaby. 

Never harme,nerfpeH,ner charme , 

Come our lonely Lady nye. 

So good night with Lullaby. 

2 . Fairy. tvratting Spiders come not hetrt 
Henceyou long leg'a Spinners,hence: 

Beetles blacke approach not neere ; 

Worme nor Snayle doe no ofence. 

Philomele with melody , (frc. 

1 . Fairy. Hence away, now all is well ; 
Onealoofe.Jland Centinell. Sheefi e tp t 

Enter Oberon. 

Ober. What thou feeft when thou doft wake, 
Doe it for thy true Loue take: 

Louc and langui(h for his fake. 

Be it Ounce, or Catte, or Bcare, 

Pard, or Boare with bridled hairc. 

In thy eye that fhall appeare, 

When thou wak’ft, it is thy deal*, 

Wakc when fome vile thing is neere. 

Enter Lifander and Hermia. 


Enter Puckf. 

Puck, L there it is. 

Ob. I pray thee giuc it me. 

I know a banke where the wilde time blovves. 

Where Oxdips and the nodding Violet growes. 

Quite ouer-cannopcd with lufeious woodbine. 

With fweet muske rofes, and with Eglantine ; 

There deepcs Tytania, fometimeofthe night, 

Lul'd in thefe dowers, with dances and delight: 

And there the fnake throwes her cnammel’d skinne, 
Weed wide enough to rap a Fairy in. 

And with the hiyce of this lie dreake her eyes , 

And make her full of hatefull fatitalies. 

Take thou fome of it, and feek through this grouc; 

A fweet Athenian Lady is in loue 

With a difdaine/ull youth : annoint his eyes. 

But doe it when the next thing he efpics. 

May be the Lady. Thou dralt know the man. 

By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Effetd it with fome care,that he may proue 
More fond on her,then die vpon her louc; 

And looke thou meet me ere the firft Cocke crow. 

Pit. Fcarc not my Lord,your feruant diall do fo. Exit. 

Enter Queene of Fairies, with her tratne, 

Qjtyen. Come, now a Roundell,and a Fairy fong; 
Then for the third part of a minute hence . 

Some to kill Cankers in the muske rofe buds. 

Some warre with Reremile, for their leathern wings. 
To make my fmall Elues coates.and fome keepc backe 
The clamorous Owle that nightly hoots and wonders 
At our queint fpirits: Sing me now adeepe. 

Then to your offices, and let me red. 

Fairies Sing. 

Tom /pottedSnakes with double tongue. 

Thorny Hedgehsgges be not feene , 

Newts and blinds worme s do no wrong , 

Come not neere our Fairy J^ueene. 

Philomele with melodic, , 


Lif. Faire loue,you faint with wandring in f wooifc 
And to fpeakc troth I haue forgot our way: 

Wee’ll red vs Hermia, ifyou thinkeitgood, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Bcitfo£yy^»<ifer;findcyououtabed, 

For I vpon this banke will red my bead. 

hf One turfe diall ferue as pillow for vs both, 
One heart.one bed, two bofotnes,and one troth. 

Her . Nay good Lyfander, for my lake my decrc 
Lie further offyet, doe not lie fo neere. 

Lyf. O take the fence fwcet,of my innocence, 
Loue takes the meaning, in loues conference, 

I meane that my heart vnto yours is knit. 

So that but one heart can you make of it. 
Twobofonics interchanged with an oath, 

So then two bofomes, and a fingle troth. 

Then by your fide, no bed-roome me deny. 

For lying fo, Hermia.l doc not lye. 

Her. Lyfander riddles very prettily; 

Now much bedirewmy manners and mypridej 
If Hermia meant to fay, Lyfander lied. 

But gentle friend, for louc and courtclie 
Lie further off, in humane modedy. 

Such feparation, as may well be faid , 

Becomes a vertuous batchelour, and a maide. 

So farre be didanc,and good night fweet friend { 

Thy louc nere alter,till thy fweet life end. 

Lyf. Amen,amen,to that faire prayer, fay I, 

And then end life, when I end loyalty : 

Hecre is my bed,deepe giue thee all his red. 

Her. Withhalfethat wifh,thc withers eye* be prf (l 
Enter Pucke. They fieefe < 

Pucl ^ Through the Forred haue I gone. 

But Athenian finde I none , 

One whofe eyes I might approue 
This flowers force in dining loue. 

Night and filence: who is hecre ? 

Wcedes of Athens he doth wcare : 

This is he (my mafterfaid) 

Defpifed the Athenian maide: 

And heere the maiden deeping found. 
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Exit. 


ffffiC dankeand dur ty ground. 

° ,,foule flic durft not lye 
Schisl3cke.louc,thiskUl-c B rtefiC. 

N eer . „*, n chvcy cs J £ h row 

All U thcp^ erthis charmC 
yflien thou wak’ftjlet loue forbid 

ilccpehis on thy ey.-hd. 

5 0 avvakc when 1 am gone: 

Pot I mu ft now to OW. 

, gntcr D cm tract and Helena running. 

a , St 3 y,though thou kill me,fweete Demetrius. 
o * I charge thee hence,and do not haunt me thus. 
tfcl. O witt thou darkling leaue me? do not fo. 

T>i ‘ Stay oa thy perill, 1 alone will goe. 
u ' 1 Exit Demetrius. 

u e l ol ollt °fbrcath,in this fond chace, 

Themorcmy prayer,theleffer ismy grace, 

1 rl «m h #»«•*» 1st ihr Mf*C • 


Fnrfhehatl) bleffcd and acua&iue eyes. 

How came her eyes fo bright? Not with fait teares. 

Iffo my eyes arc ofener wadit then hers. 

No,no,l am as vgly as a Bcare ; 

pot beads that meetc me.,runnc away for feare. 

Therefore no maruailc,though Demetrius 
Doe as a monder,fiie my prefcncc thus. 

What wicked and diffembling glade of mine. 

Made me compare with Hermias fphery eync ? 
gut who is here ? Lyfander on the ground; 

Deade or adeepe ? I fee no bloud,no wound, 

Lyfander, if you Hue,good fir awake. 

lyf. And run through fire I will for thy fweet fake. 
Tranfparcnt Helena ,nature her fhewesart. 

That through thy bofome makes me fee thy heart. 

Where is Demetrius ? oh how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to peri fii on my fword ! 

Hel. Do not fay to Lyfander,tty not fo : 

What though he lpne your Hermia?Loid,what though? 
Yet Hermia dill loues you; then be content. 

Lyf. Content with Hermia ? No,I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her haue fpent. 

Not Hermia,but. Helena now I louc; 

Who will not change a Rauen for a Doue ? 

The will of man is by his rcafon fway’d: 

And rcafon faies you are the worthier Maide. 

Things growing are not ripe vntill their feafonj 
So I being yong,till now ripe not to reafon, 

And touching now the point of humane skill, 

Rcafon becomes the Marfhall to my will. 

And leades me to your eyes, where I orelooke 
Loues ftories,writcen in Loues richcft booke. 

Hel. Wherefore was I to this kecne mockery borne? 
When at your hands did I deferue this fcorne ? 

Iff not etioughjift not enough,yong man. 

That I did neucr,no nor neuer can, 

Deferue a fwccte looke from Demetrius eye, 

But you mud flout my inefficiency ? 

Good troth you do me wrong(good-footh you do) 
Infuch difdainfull manner,me to wooe. 

But fare you well; perforce I nmftconfeffe, 

I thought you Lord ofraore true gentleneffc. vi; 

Oh,that a Lady of one man refus’d, 

Should of another therefartbe abus'd. Exit, 

Lyf. She fees not Hermia ‘. Hermia fleepe thou there. 
And neuer tuaifl|tbou ooratLyfonder neere j 


is Hermia, wherefoere fhe lies; 


For as a furfeit of the fweeteft things 

The deeped loathing to theftomackc brings : 

Or as the herefies that men do leaue. 

Are hated mod of thofe that did deceiue: 

Sothou,tny furfeit,and my hcrefie. 

Of all be hated; but the mod of me; 

And all my powers addrefle your loue and might, 

To honour Helen ,and to be her Knight. Exit. 

Her. Helpc me Lyfander ,helpe me; do thy bed 
To pluckethis crawling ferpent from my bred. 

Aye me,for pittyjwhat a dreame was here ? 

Lyfander looke,how I do quake with feare : 
Me.-thought a ferpent eate my heart away, 

And yet fat finding at his cruell prey. 

Lyfander,vthat remoou’d ? Lyfander, Lord, 

What,out of hearing,gone? No found.no word ? 

Alacke where ate you ?fpeake and if youhea:es 
Speake of all loues; I found almofl with feare. 

No, then I well perceiue you are not nye. 

Either death or you lie findc immediately. Exit. 


AH us Tettius. 


Enter the Clowncs . 

Bot, Arc wc all met? 

Quin. Pat, pat, and here’s a maruailousconucnienc 
place for our rehearfail. This greene plotilull be our 
ftagc,this hauthorne brake our tyring houfe,and wc will 
do it in action,as wc will do it before the Duke. 

Bot, Peter quince ? 

Peter, What faift thou,bully Bottome ? 

Bot. There are things in this Comedy of Birawtu and 
Thisfyy that will neuer pleafe. Firft^/r^w/^muft draw a 
fword co kill himfclfc; which the Ladies cannot abide. 
How antvverc you that ? 

Snout, Bcrlakcn,a parlous feare. 

Star . Ibeleeue wemuftlcaue the killing our, when 
all is done. 

Bot. Not a whit, Ihaueadcuice to make all well. 
Write me aPrologue,and let the Prologue feerne to fay, 
we will do no harme with our fwords, and that Vyratniu 
is not kill’d indeede : and for the more better affurance, 
tell them,that I Viramns am not PiramM 3 b\izBottome the 
W eauer* this will put them out of feare. 

Quin. Wclljwc will haue fuch a Prologue,and it fhall 
be written in eight and fixe. 

Bot . No,makc it two more,let it be written in eight 
and eight. 

Snout a Will not the Ladies be afear’d of the Lyon ? 

Star. I feare it, I promife you. 

2ter.Mafters,you ought to confiderwith your felues,to 
bring in(God fhield vs)a Lyon among Ladies,is a moft 
dreadfull thing. For there is not a more fearefull wilde 
foule then your Lyon liuing: and wee ought to looke 
to it* 

Snout . Therefore another Prologue muft tell he is not 
a Lyon. 

Bot, Nay,you muft name his name,and hatfc his face 
muft be feene through the Lyons peckc* and he himfelfe 
muft fpeake through,faying thus, or to the fame defcdV; 
Ladies, or faire Ladies, I would wifli you, or Z would 

requeft 
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requeft you,or I would entreat you, not to fcare, notto 
tremble: my life for yours. If you thinke I come hither 
as a Lyon, it were pittyof my life. No, Iamnofuch 
thing,I am a man as other men are; and there indeed let 
himnamehis name, and tell him plainly \\ec\sSnug the 
ioyner. 

Quin. Well, it fliallbe fo; but there is two hard 
things, that is, to bring the Moonc-Iight into a cham¬ 
ber :for you knoyiyPiramus and 7 huby mcete by Moone- 
light. 

Sn % Doth the Moone (bine that night wee play our 
play? 

Tot. A Calender^ Calender,looke in the Almanack, 
finae out Moonc-fhine,finde out Moonc-fhinc. 

Enter Pucke. 

Qw»* Yes, it doth fhinc that night. 

Tot. Why then may you leaue a calement of the great 
chamber window(wherc we play)opcn,and the Moone 
may fhine in at the calement. 

Quin.l 7 or elfe one muft come in with a bufh of thorns 
and a lanthornc,and lay he comes to disfigure,or to pre- 
fent the perfon of Moone- fhine. Then there is a,•.other 
thing,we muft hauc a wall in the great Chamber;for Pi- 
ramtu and Thisby (laics the ftory ) did talke through the 
chinkc of a wall. 

Sn 9 You can ncuer bring in a wall. What fay you 
Hot tome ? 

Bot. Some man or other muftprefent wall, and let 
him haue fome Plaftcr, or fome Lorre, or fomerou^h 
caft about him,to fignific wall; or let him hold his fin¬ 
gers thus; and through that_cranny, fhall Piramtu and 
This by whifper. 

Quirt. If that may be, then all is well. Come, fit 
downecucry mothers fonne, and rehearfe your parrs. 
Psramtts y you begin;when you haue lpokcn your fpeech, 
enter into that Brake, and lo cuery one according to his 

cue. 

Enter Robin. 

Hob. What hempen home-fpuns hauc we fwagge- 
ring here. 

So nccre the Cradle of the Faieric Quccne ? 

What,a Play toward ? He be an auditor. 

An Aftor too perhaps,ifl fee caufe. 

Quin. Spcake Ptramus : Thisby (land forth. 

Ftr. Thisby y the flowers of odious fauors iwcctc. 

Quin. Odours, odours. 

Pir. Odours fauors fwcete, 

So hath thy breach, my deareft Thisby deare. 

But harkc,a voyce: ftay thou but here a while. 

And by and by I will to thee appeare. Exit .Fir. 

Packj A ftranger Ptramus,i hen ere plaid here. 

Thif. Muft I fpeake now ? 

Vet. I marry muft you. For you muft vnderftand he 
goes but to fee a noyfc that he heard, and is to come a- 
gaine. 

Thyf Moft radiant Piramusyvx oft Lilly white of hue, 
Of colour like the red rofe on triumphant bryer, 

Moft brisky Iuuenall,and eke moft louely lew. 

As true as trueft horfe,thacyet would neuer tyre, 
Ilemeerc thee Piramtu ,at Ninnies coombc. 

Pet. Ninus toombeman: why, you muft not fpeake 
that yet; that you anfwcre to Viramus : you fpeake all 
your part at oncc,cues and all. Piramtu enter,your cue is 
paft; it is neuer tyre. 

Tbyf. 0,as true as trueft hotfc,that yet would neuer 
tyre: 
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z* k wcrc / airc > r ^^^ 

Pet. Omonftrous. Oftrange. Weaken \ 
rafters, flye makers, helpe. ted > pra 

Puk. lie follow you,Ile leadc you abouu if* 
Through bogge,through bufii,through brake 
Sometime a horfc lie be,fomctime a hound ■ k 
A hoggc,a headleffe beare.fometime a fire ^ 

And neigh.and barke.and grunt.and rore/and bu rne 
Like horfe,bound,hog 3 beare,firc,at eucry turne f 

Enter Piramtu with the j4jfe head ' 

Why do they run “way? This is aknau CrVft 
themtomakemeafeard. Enter Sttowt. • 

thee ?' ° th ° U art chan S’ d 5 What doe I f« 0[ 

'Bot. What do you fee? You fee an Affe-head of., 
owne, do you? ' 0lJ1 

Enter Peter Quince. 

Blcffc th « Bottome, bleffe thee; thou art tronf;, 

Bot. I fee their knaueryjthis is to make an affe 0 f? 
to fright me if they could; but I will not 
this place,do what they can. 1 will walke vp and do? 

frauj a ‘ ld 1 WiIlf,n S that thc y flwU heart I am not ! 

The Woofcll cocke, fo blackeof hew, 

W ith Orenge-ta wny bill. 

TheThroftle,with his note fo true, 

1 he Wren and little quill. 

Tyta. What Angell wakes me from my flowry ted? 
Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow,and the Larke, 

The plainfong Cuckow gray; 

Whofe note full many a man doth rnarke, 

And dares not anfwerc.nay. 

For indeede,who would fet his wittofofoolifiabmP 
Who would glue a bird the lye,though he cry Cuckow’ 
ncuer fo ? < ’ 

Tyta. I pray thee gentle mortal], fing againe, 
Mine eare is much enamored of thy note ; 

On thefiifi view to fay, to fwearel louc thee. 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape. 

And thy faire vertues force (perforce ) doth moue me 
Bot. Me-thinkcsimiftreffc, you fliould hauelii 
reafon for that: and yet to fay the truth, rcafon a 
loue keepe little company together, now-aday 
The more the pittie, that fome honeft neighbours v 
not make them friends. Nay, I can gleekc vpon oc< 
fion. 

Tyta. Thou art as wife,as thou art beautifull. 

Bot. Not fo neitherbut if I had wit enough to f 
out of this wood, 1 haue enough to ieructnine oyv 
turne. 

Tyta. Out of this wood,do not defire to goe. 

Thou (halt remaine herc,whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a fpirit ofno common rate: 

The Summer ftill doth tend vpon my ftate. 

And I doe loue thee; therefore goe with me, 

lie giue thee Fairies to attend on cheej 

And they {brail fetch thee Jewels from thedeepe, 

And fing,while thou on prefled flowers doft fleepe: 
And I will purge thy mortal! groffenefle fo. 

That thou flialt like an airie lpirit go. 

tv iyituutt r ' ■ 

Enter Peafe-blofome,Cohweb,Moth } Mafard- 
t : fettle, and feme Fairies. 

(•- Fai. Ready t ; and Land I, and I, Where fhall weg< 

Tito- I 
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——iTidnde and curteous to this Gentleman, 
4 P !\,. walkeMnd gambole in hiseies, 

Apr. cocks, and Dewberries, 

FC r¥ urp le Grapes,greene Figs,and Mulberries, 
S^Sbags tkale tVom the humble Bees, 
Tb * f( . r night- tapers cfop their waxen thighes, 

jiic-htthemac the ficrie-Glow-wormeseycs, 

i, 1 A my loue to bed,and to ariie ; 

I°]'!luckc the wings f.om painted Butterfi.es, 
A°y th£ fvjoone-beamcs from hisfleepmg eics . 
™ him Elues, and doe him curteiies. 

Haile mortalljhailc. 


I befeech 


Nod to 
i .fat 

z .Fat. H#>k. 
iF/ti. Hade- 

Bot. I cry your worfhips mercy hartily; 
yourworikips name. 

’ Colt. Cobweb. . 

yfiiall defire you of more acquaintance, good 

Mafter Cobweb-, ifl cut my finger, I fiiall make bold 
w ith you* 

Your name honefi Gentleman ? 

Poaf. P e *fc blojfome. 

'Bot I pray you commend mee to miftrdfe Squafh , 
vour mother, and to mafter Pea feed your father. Good 
Lfler Peale-blo/lome, I ftaal delue ot you moic acquain¬ 
tance to. Your name I bcfeech you fir i 
Mnf. Oiitofiard-feede. 

Pcaf Peale-blojfomc. 

Bot. Good mafter muftard feeds, I know your pati¬ 
ence well: that fame cowardly gyant-like Oxer beefe 
bath deuoured many a gentleman of your houfe. I pro- 
mifeyou, your kindred hath made my eyes water ere 
now. I defire you more acquaintance, good Mafter 

M4* r W eetie - , 

jita. Come waite vpon bimjcad him co my bower. 
The Moone me-thinks 3 lookcs with a vytriceie. 

And when (he weepes,wcepe euerie litclc flower, 
Lamenting fome enforced chaftitie. 

Tye vp my loners tongue,bring him filently, 

Enter King of P banes 


Exit. 


Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak’t; 

Then whauc was that next came in her eye. 

Which flic rnuft dote on, in extremicie. 

Enter Fucke. 

Here comes my meffenger: how now mad lpirit. 

What night-rule now about this gaunted grouc? 

Tuck. My Miftris with a monfter is in loue, 

Neere to her clofe and confecrated bower, 

While ftie was in her dull and fleeping hower, 

A crew ofpatches, rude Mechanicals, 

That vvorke for bread vpon Athenian ftals, 

Were met together to rehearfe a Play, 

Intended for great Tkefttis nuptiall day i 
The ftialloweft thick-skin of that barren fort, 

Who Htramtts prefentedyin their fport, 

Forfooke his Scche,at>&cntred in a brake. 

When I did him at this aduantagetake^ 

AnAffes nole I fixedoahis head. 

Anon his T^^muftbcanlwered, 

And forth my Mimmickcomcs: whenKthey him %ie* 
A* Wildc-geefe^that the creeping Fowler «yc, ? 

Or ruffed-pated choughos'ytnany in fott 
(Rifing and cawing at the guns repots) 

Seuer themfcluesjand madly fweepeilic 
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So at his fight, away his fellowes flyc. 

And at our ftampc,herc ore and ore one fals; 

He murther cries,and helpe from Athens cals. 

Their fenfe thus weake,loft with their fears thus ftrong. 
Made fenfeleffe things begin to do them wrong. 

For briars and thorncs at their apparell fnarch. 

Some fleeues,fome hats,from ycelders all things catch, 

I led them on in this diftrafted feare. 

And left fweece Piramus cranflatcd there: 

When in that momcnt(fo it came topafle) 

Tytania waked,and ftraightway lou'd an Afle. 

Ob. This fals out better then 1 could deuife: 

But haft thou yet lacht the Athenians eyes, 

With the loue iuyce,as I did bid thee doe ? 

Bob. I tooke him fleeping (that is finifht to) 

And the Athenian woman by his fide. 

That when he wak’t, of force fhe muft be cyde. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 

Ob. Stand clofe,this is the fame Athenian. 

Rob. This is the woman,but not this the man. 

Dtm< O why rebuke you him that loucs you fo ? 

Lay breath fo bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her. Now I but chide ) but 1 flhould vfe thee worfe. 
For thou (I fcare)-haft giuen me caufe to curfe. 

If thou haft flame Lyfonder in his flciepc, 

Being ore fhoocs in bloud, plunge in the deepe, and kill 
me too: 

The Sunne was not fo true vnto the day, 

As he co me. Would he haue ftollcn away. 

From fleeping Hermia ? Ue beleeue as foone 
This whole earth may be bord,and that the Moone 
May through the Center crcepe,and fo difplcafe 
Her brothers noonetide^with th ’Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou haft murdred him. 

So fhould amutrherer looke,fodead,fOfgrim: 

Dem. So fhould the murderer !ookc,and fo fhould I, 
Pierft through the heart with your ftearne cruelty; 

Yet you the murderer looks as bright as cleare. 

As yonder Venus in her glimmering fpheare. 

Her. What's this to my Lyfandcr ? where is he ? 

Ah good Demetrius^Wt thou giue him me ? 

Dem . I'de rather giue his carkaffciomy hounds. 
Her.Qm dog,out cur,thou driu’ft me paft the bounxls 
Of maidens patience. Haft thou flaine him then? 
Henceforth be neuer numbred among men. 

Oh, once tell true,euen fox my fake, 

Durft thou alooktvpon hilm : being awake? 

And haft thou kill'd him fleeping? Obrauctutch: 
Could not a worme,an Adder do fo much ? 

An Adder did it: for with doubler tongue 
Then thinefthou ferpent) neuer Adder flung,. 

Dem. Youfpcnd yourpaflionon amifpri’sdmood, 

I am not guilcie of Ly fenders blood: 

Nor is he dead for ought chat I can tell. 

Her. I pray theetel! me then that he is well. 

Dem. And ifl could,what fhould I get therefore ? 
Her. A priuiiedge,neuer to fee me more; 

And from thy hated prefcncc part I:fee me no more 
Whether he be dead or no. Exit. 

Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vaine. 
Here therefore for a while I will remaine. 

So forrowes heauinefle doth hcauier grows 
For debt that bankrout flip doth forrow owe* 

Which now in fome flight raeafure it will pay, 
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If for his tender here I make fome flay. Lie downe. 

Oh. What had thmt donc?Thou haft miftaken quite 
And laid the louc iuycc on lotne true loues fight: 

Of thy mifprifion.muft perforce enfue 

Some true loue turn’d,and not a falfe turn’d true. 

J?«^.Thcn fate ore-rules,char one man holding troth, 
A million faile, confounding oath on oath. 

Ob. About the wood,goe fwifter then the winde. 
And Helena of Athens lookethoufinde. 

All fancy ficke (he is, and pale of checrc, 

YY ith fighcs of loue,that cofts the frefh bloud deare. 

By lomc illufion lee thou bring her heete , 
lie charme hiscyes againft flic doth appeare. 

Robin, 1 go,I go, looke how I goe, 

Swifter then arrow from the Tartars bowe. Exit. 
X Ob. Flower of this purple die. 

Hit with Cupids archery, 

Sinke in apple of his eye. 

When his loue he doth cfpie, 

Let her ftiine as glorioufly 
As the Vtnus of the sky. 

When thou wak’ft if flic be by. 

Beg of her for icmedy. 

Enter Ruche. 

Puck; Captaine ofour Fairy band, 

Helena is heerc at hand. 

And the youth, miftooke by me. 

Pleading for a Louers fee. 

Shall we their fond Pageant fee ? 

Lord, what fooles theic mortals be! 

Ob. Stand afide: the noyle they make, 

Will caule 'Demetrius to awake. 

Puckj Then will two at once wooe one. 

That muft needs be fport alone: 

And thofe things doe beft pleafe me , 

That befall prepoftcroufly. 

Enter Lyfander andj^lchn*. 

LjfYhT hy fhould you think $ I fhould wooe in fc.orn ? 
Scorneand derifion neuer comes in tearcs: 

Looke when I vow 1 weepe; and vowes io borne, 

In their natiuity all truth appeares. 

How can tbefe things in me.fceme fcorne to you ? 
Bearing the badge of faith to proucthcm true- 

Hel. You doe aduance your cunning more & more. 
When truth kils truth, CTdluelifh holy fray! 

Thefe vowes are Hermitu. Will you giueherore? 
Weigh oath with oath,and you will nothing weigh. 
Yourvowesto her,and me,(put in twokalcs^ 

Will euen weigh,and both as lightas tales. 

Lyf. I had no iudgement, when to her I fwore. 

Hel. Nor none in iny minde.now you giuc her ore. 
Lyf. Demtnus loues her,and he loues not you .Area. 
Tern. O Hr/*»,goddeffe,nimph,perfetft, diuinc. 

To what my Ioue.fhall I compare thine eyne! 

Ciiriftall ismaddy, O how ripe in fhow. 

Thy lips,thofe killing cherries, tempting grow t 
That pure congealed white,high Taurus fnow*, 

Fan’d with the Eaftcrne winde, turnes to a crow. 

When thou hold ft vp thy hand. O let me kiffe 
ThisPrinccfle of pure white,this feale of blifle. 

hell. O fpight l O hell * I fee you arc all bent 
To fet againft me, for your merriment: 

If you were ciuill, and knew curtefie, 

You would not doe me thus much injury. 


Can you not hate me, as I know you doe^ 

But you muft ioyne in foules to mocke me to? 

Ifyouaremen, as men you are in fhow 
You would not vfe a gentle Lady fo$ * 

To vow, and fw®are, and fuperpraife my parti 
When I am fure you hate me with your hearts 
You both are Riuals,and loue Hermia ; 

And now both Riuals to mocke Helena. 

A trim exploit,a manly enterprize, 

To coniurc tcares vp in a poore maids eyes 
With yout derifion; none of noble fort 3 
Would fo offend a Virgin, and extort 
A poore foules patience, all to make you fport, 

Lyfa. You are vnkind Demetrius-, be not fo* 

For you loue Hermia ; this you know I know; * 

And here with all good will,with all my heart 
In Hermias loue I yeeld you vp my part; 

And yours of Helena, to me bequeath. 

Whom I do loue,and will do to my death. 

Hel .Neuer did mockers waft more idle breth. 

Dem. Lyfander , keep thy Hermia ,1 will none:" 

If ere 1 lou’d her,all that loue is gone. 

My heart to her, but as gueft-wife foiourn’d, 

And now to Helen it is home return’d. 

There to rcmainc. 

Lyf. Jtisnotfo. 

De.Difparage not the faith thou doft not know 
Left to thy perill thou abide it deare. 

Looke where thy Loue comes,yonder is thy dearc. 

Enter Hfrmia, 

Her. Dark night,that from the eye his funftion takes 
The care more quicke of apprehenfion makes, 
Wherein it doth impairc the feeing fenfc, 

Ir paies the hcXnig double recompcnce. 

Thou art not by rhme eye, Lyfander found, 

Mine care (I thankc it) broughc me to that found. 

But why vnkindly didft thou lcaue me fo ? ( t0 00 > 

Lyfan. Why fliould hcc flay whom Loue doth prelfe 
Her , What loue could preffe Lyfander from my fide? 
Lyf. Lyfander s loue (that would not let him bide) 
Faire Helena; who mote engilds the night, 

T hen all yon ficrie oes, and cies of light. 

Why Icek’ft thou me? Could not this make thee know, 
1 he hate I bare thee,made me leaue thee fo ? 

Her. Youfpeakenotasyouthinkc; it cannot be. 
Hel. Loe, flic is one of this confederacy, 

Now I perceiue they haue conioyn’d all three, 

To fafliion this falfe iport in lpight of me. 

Iniurious Hermia. n oft vngratcfull maid , 

Haue you confpir’d, haue you with thefe contriu’d 
To baite me, with this foule derifion ? 

Is all the counfell that we two haueftiar’d. 

The fillers vowes,the houres that we haue (pent, 
When wee haue chid the hafty footed time , 

For parting vs} O, is all forgot ? 

All fchooledaies friendftiip,child-hood innocence? 

We Hermia, like two Artificiall gods, 

Haue with our needle$,created both one flower, 

Both on one (ampler,fitting on one cuftiion. 

Both warbling of one fong,bothin one key; 

As ifourhands,our fides,?oices, and mindes 
Had beene incorporate. So we grew together. 

Like to a double cherry, fecraing parted. 

But yet a vmon m partition, 
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berries molded on one ftem, 
r *°- hwofaring bodies, but one heart, 

IXi to one and crowned with one creft. 

*5 will You rent our ancient louc afunder, 
r ovnc with men in (corning your poore friend ? 
jl‘ n ot friendly,’tis not maidenly. 

nut fexe a*well as h™/ ch,dc 7 °“ forlt > 

Though 1 alone doc feele the iniurie. 

ttrr I am amazed at your paflionate words, 
r Oorne you not; It feemes that you fcorne me. 

11 HcL Haue you not fee Lyfander, as in fcorne 

To follow me,and praife my cies ano face ? 

and made your other louc,Demetrius 

AVho euen but now did fpurnc me with his ioote) 

To call me goddcffe.nimph.diuine.and rare, 
precioU 5 ,celeftiall? Wherefore fpeakes hetbis 
To her he hates ? And wherefore doth Lyfander 
Denieyour loue(fo rich within his loulc) 

And tender me (forfooch) affcilion. 

But by your letting on,by yourconfent ? 

What though I be not fo in grace as you, 
jo hung vpon with loue,fo fortunate ? 

/ 3 m referable moft.to louc vnlou’d ) 
phis you fhould pittie,rather then defpife. 

Her. I vnderftand not what you me3ne by this. 
fjtl. I,doe,perfcucr,countcrfeit fad looker, 

Make mouthes vpon me when I curnc mybatke, 

Winke each at ochcr.hold the fweete iell vp: 

This fport well carried,fhall be chronicled. 

Ifyou haue any pittie,grace,or manners, 

You would not make me fuch an argument: 

Butfareye well,’tis partly mine owne fault, 

Which death or abfence foone (hall remedie. 

Lyf. Stay gestle Helena ,heare my excufe, 

My loue,my life,my foule,faire Helena. 

H*l. O excellent! 

Her. Swectc,do not fcorne her fo. 

Dem. If {he cannot cmreate,I can compell. 

Lyf. Thou canft compell.no more then flic entreate. 
Thy threats haue no more ftrcngch then her weakpraiie. 
Helen,', louc thee,by my life I dpe; 

Ifweareby that which I wilj lofe for thee, 

To prouc Hun falfe,that faies I loue thee not. 

Dem. I fay, I louc thee mote then he cat? do. 

Lyf. Ifthoufay fo,with-draw and proueit too. 

Dem. Qnick,come. 

Her. Lyfander,' whereto tends all this ? 

Lyf. Away,you Stbiopc. 

Dem. No,no,Sir,feeme to breake loofe ; 

Take on as you would follow, 

But yet come not: you are a tame man,go, 

Lyf. Hang off thou cat,thou bur;vile thing let loofe. 
Or I will fhake thee from me like a ferpent. 

Her. Why are you grownefo rude? 

What change is this fweete Loue ? 

Lyf. Thy loue? out tawny Tartar,out ; 

Out loathed medicine; O hated poifon hence. 

Her. Do you not ieft ? 

Hel. Yes footh,and fodoyou. • i 

Lyf. Demctnw. f will keepe my word with thee. 
Dem. I would I had your bond: for I perceiue ■ ■ ■ 
A weake bond holds y6U-; -Ilenot truft your word. \ 
Lyf. What,fhould l hurt her,ftrike her, kill her dead 1 / 
Although I hate her, lie not hartnc her fo// - d <>7 / 
Her. What,can you do me greater harme then h«ef 
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Hate me,wherefore?Omc.what newes my Louc? 

Am not I Hcrrma ? Are not you Lyfander? 

I am as faire now,as I was ere while. 

Since night you lou’dme;yet fince night you left me. 
Why then you left me (O the gods forbid 
In earneft, fhall 1 fay ? 

Lyf I,by my life; 

And i;cuer did defire to fee thee more. 

Therefore be out ofhopejofquefiion^ofdoubt j 
Be certaine,noth ng truer: ’tis no ieft. 

That I doe hate thee,and louc Helena. 

Her . O me,you iugler,you canker bloffome, 

You theefe of loue; What,haue you come by night. 
And ftolne my loues heart from him ? 

Hel . Fincyfaith: 

Haue you no modefty,no maiden (Lame, 

No touch of bafhfulnctfe ? What,will you tearc 
impatient anfwers from my gentle tongue ? 

Fie^e^you counteifeitjyou puppet,you. 

Her. Puppet ? why io ? I^hat way goes the game. 
Now 1 perceiue that ftiehath made compare 
Betweene our ftatures^ftie hath vrg’d her height. 

And with her perionage.hcr call perfonage, 

Her height (forlooth)flie hath preuaii'd with him. 
And are you grownc fo high in his eftceme* 

Becaufe I am to dwarfifti, and fo low ? 

How low am I, thou painted May-pole ? Speake, 

How low am I ? I am not yet fo low, 

But that my nailes can reach vnto thine eyes. 

Hel. I pray you chough you mocke mc^gentlemen. 
Let her not hurt me; I was neuer curft: 

I haue no gift at all in flirewifhnefTe ; 

I ama right maidc for my cowardize* 

Let her not ftrike me: you perhaps may thinke, 

Becaufc {he is fomcching lower then my fclfc. 

That I can match her. 

Her. Lower? harkeagaine. 
hel. Good HermiajXo not befobitter with me, 

I euermorc did \oueyo\x t fiermia y 

Did euer keepe your counfels^eucr wronged you > 

Saue that in loue voto Demetrius , 

I told him oi your ftealth vnto this wood. 

He followed you,ior louc I followed him. 

Bur he hath chid me hence,and chreatned me 
To ftrike me,fpurnc n:e,nay to kill me too 5 
And npw,fo you will let me quiet go. 

To Athens W\\\ Ibeare my folly backe. 

And follow you no furthcr v L ec me go. 

You fee how fimpjie^and how fond 1 am. 

Her.. Why get you gone: who ift that hinders you ? 
Hel. A foolifh heart,that I leaue hcic behinde. 

Her. What,with Lyfander ? 

Her . With ‘Demetritu. 

Lyf Be not afraid,fhe fhall not harme thee Helena . 
‘Dem. No fir,fhe {ball not, though you cake her pare. 
Hel . O whenihc** angry,{he is keene and flircwd. 
She was a yixen when (he went to fehoolc. 

And though fhe be but Hctle,fhc is fierce. 

Her . Little agaiue P Nothing but tow and little ? 
Why will you fuffer her co flout me thus ? 

Let me come to her. f 

Lyf Qet you gone you dwarfc. 

You minimus x of hmdring knot-graffe made. 

You bead,you acorne. 

Dem^i You arc too officious, 

In her behalfe that fcornes your fcruiccs. 
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J Midfommernights Dreame. 


Let her alone,fpcakc not of Helena, 

Take not her part. For if thou doft intend 
Ncuer fo little (hew of louc to her, 

Thoufoalt abide it. 

Lyf. Now foe holds me not, 

Now follow if thou dar’ft,to try whofe right, 

Of thine or mine is mod in Helena. 

Dem, Follow? Nay, lie goe with theeeheeke by 
iowle. Exit Lyfancier and Demetrites. 

Her. You Miftris,all this coyle is long ofyou. 

Nay, goenotbackc. 

Hel. I will not truftyou t, 

Nor longer ftay in your curft companie. 

Your hands then mine,are quicker for a fray. 

My legs are longer though to runne away. 

Enter Oberon and Pucke. 

Ob. This is thy negligence,foil thou miftak’ft, 
Orelfe committ ft thy knaucries willingly. 

packs Beleeucinc.Kingoffliadowcs,! miftooke, 
Did not you tell me,I foould know the man. 

By the Athenian garments he hath on > 

And fo farre blamelcfle proues my enterpize. 

That I haue nointed an Athenians cies, 

And fo farre am I glad,it fo did fort. 

As this their ianghng I cftceme a fport. 

Ob. Thou ieeft thefe'Loucrs feeke a place to fight. 
Hie therefore Robin the night. 

The ftarrie Welkin coucr thou anon. 

With drooping fogge as blacke as Acheron , 

And lead thefe tcftic Riuals fo aflray, 

As one come not within anothers way. 

Like to Ly finder, fometime frame thy tongue. 

Then ftirre Demetrius vp with bitter wrong; 

And fometime raile thou like Demetrius ; 

And from each other looke thou leade them thus. 

Till ore their browes,death-counterfeiting,fleepc 
With leaden legs,and Battic-wings doth c rcepe; 

Then crufo this hearbe into Ly funders eie, 

Whofe liquor hath this vertuous propertie. 

To take from thence all error,with his might. 

And make his eie-bals role with wonted light 
When they next wake,all this derifion 
Shall feeme a dreame.and fruitleflc vifion. 

And backe to Athens fhall the Louers wend 
Withlcague,whofe date cill death fhall neuer end. 
Whiles 1 m this affaire do thee imply, 
lie to my Quecue.and beg her Indian Boy; 

And then I will her charmed eie releafe. 

Frotnrnontters view,and all things fhall be peace. 

PHckflA'j Fairie Lord,this muft be done with hafte. 
For night-fwift Dragons cut the Clouds full faft, 

And yonder foincs Auroras harbinger 5 
At whofe approach Ghofts wandring here and there, 
Troope home to Church-yards; damned fpirits all, 
That in croffc-waies and flouds haue buriail, 

Alreadie to their wormie bed: are gone; 

For feare leaft day fhould looke their foames vpon. 
They wilfully themfclues dxile from light. 

And muft for aye confort with blacke browd night. 

Ob. But we arc fpirits of anotherfort: 

I, with the mornings Jouehiue oft made fport,. iV 
And like a Forrefter,the groueunay tread, • o 

Euen till the Eafternegate all fieriered, ' oY 

Opening onTWpfww.withfaireblcfTcd beanies, 

Turnes into yellow gold.his fait grcenc ftreamessi 



But notwithftanding hafte,make no delay : 

We may cffe& this bufineffc,yec ere day. 

Pack. Vpanddowne, vp and downe, I will 1 
them vp and downe: I am fear’d in field and ^ 
Goblin, lead them vp and downe: here comes on* ° Wn ' 
Enter Ly fender. ' 

Lyf. Where art thou,proud Demetrius ? 

Spcake thou now. 

Rob. Here villaine,drawne & readie. Where an A 
Lyf. I will be with thee ftraight. ho,)? 

Rob. Follow me then to plainer ground. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Dem, Ly funder, fpeake againe; 

Theu runaway ,thou coward ,art tho u fled ? 

Speake in fome bufh: Where doft th ou hide thy head > 
'Rob. Thou coward,art thou bragging to the ftars 
Telling the bufhes that thou look’ft for wars ' 

And wilt not come ? Come rccrcant,come thou c hild t 
He whip thee with a rod. He is defil’d 
That drawes a fword on thee. 

Dem. Yea,art thou there ? 

Rg- Follow my voice,wc’l try no manhood here.E*,, 
Lyf. He goes before me,and ftill dares me on, 
When I come where he cals,then he’s gone. 

The villaine is much lighter heel’d then I; 

I followed faft, butfiifter he did Aye ; /hiftirgfl^ 
That fallen am i in darke vneuen way, 

And here wil reft me.Come thou gentle day: lyedmu, 
For if but once thou fhew me thy gray light. 

He findc Demetrius wd reuenge this fpighc. 

Enter Robin and Demetrius. 

Bob. Ho,ho,ho; coward,why com ft thou not? 
Dem. Abjde me,if thou dar’ft. For well 1 wot, 
Thou runft before me,fhifting euery place, 

And dar’ft not ftand,nor looke me in the face. 

Where art thou ? 

Rob. Come hither,I am here. 

Dem .Nay then thou mock'ft me; thou foalt buy this 
deere. 

If euer I thy face by day-light fee. 

Now goe thy way : faintnefic conftraineth me. 

To meafure out my length on this cold bed. 

By daies approach looke tq be vifited. 

Enter Helena. 

Hel. O weary night ,0 long and tedious night, 
Abate thy houres^foine comforts from the Eaft, 
That I may backe to Athens by-day-light. 

From thefe that my poore companie deleft; 

And fleepe that fometime Units vp forrowes eie, 
Steale me a while from mine owne companie- Sletft. 

Rob. Yet but three .<* Come onemorc, 

T wo of both kitvdes makes vp foure. 

Here fhccomes,curft and fad, 

Cupidis aknauifo lad. 

Enter Hermta. 

Thus to make poore females road. 

Her. Neuer fo we»rie,neucr fo in woe. 

Bedabbled with the dew,and tome with briars, 

I can no further crawle,no further goe ; 

My legs can keepe no pace with my defires. ' 

Here will Ireft me till the breake of day, 

Heauens fhield Lyfander , if they meane a fray- 
Rob. On the ground {kepe found.. 
lie apply.youreicgefttkj.louer,tetocdjri\ 
When thou wak’ft,thou tafc’ft : 

True delight in the fight of cby.focjn.cr Ladies eye, 
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And the Country Prouerbknownc, 

Zt euery man foou d take his owne. 

l V our«akingfoallbcfoownc. 

rjL fhall haue lid, nought fhall goe ill, 

fhall haue his Marc againe, and all mail bee 
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"Theyfleepe all the Aft. 



foftf QuicntofFairies,and Clowne, and Fairies, and the 
Rise behinds them. 

Tita. Come, fit thee downe vpon this flowry bed, 
While I thy amiable cheekes doe coy. 

And fticke muske roles in thy fleeke imoothe head, 

And kifie thy faire large cares, my gentle ioy. 

Clow. Where’s Peafebloffome I 
Peaf. Ready. 

flow. scratch my head, Pcafe-bleJfome.Whet’s Moun¬ 
ter Cobweb. 

Cob. Ready. 

Clowne. Motinficur Cobweb, good Moumier get your 
weapons in your hand, & kill me a red hipt humble-Bee, 
on the top of a thiftlc ; and good Mounfienr bring mee 
thehonybag. Doe not fret your fslfe too much in the 
aflion, Mounfieur; and good Mounfieut haue a care the 
bony bag breake not,! would be loth to haue yon ouer- 
flowne with a hony-bag figniour. Where’s Mounfieur 
Mufiardfeed ? 

Maf, Ready. 

Clo. Giue me your neafe,Mounfieur Aluftardfeed, 
Pray you leaue your courtcfie good Mounfieur. 

AIttf. What’s your will? 

Clo. Nothing good Mounfieur, but to help Caualcry 
Cobweb tofcratch. I muft tothcBarbersMounficur,for 
me-thinkes I am maruellous hairy about the face. And I 
amfucha tender afi’c,ifmy haire do but tickle me,I muft 
fcratch. 

Tita. What,wilc thou heare fome muficke.my fweet 
loue. 

Clow. I haue a reafonablc good earein muficke. Let 
vs haue the tongs and the bones. 

t ATaficke Tongs, Rurall Maflcke. 

Tita. Or lay fweete Loue, what thou defireft to eat. 
Clowne. Truly a pecke of Prouendcr; I could munch 
your good dry Oates. Me-thinkes I haue a great defire 
to a bottle of hay : good hay, fweete hay hath no fel¬ 
low. 

Tita. I haue a venturous Fairy, 
ihatfliall feeke the Squirrels hoard , 

And fetch thee new Nuts. 

Clown. Jhadratherhaueahandfullor two of dried 
peafe. But I pray you let none of your people ftirre me,I 
haue an expofition of fleepc come vpon me. 

c ^**1 ^ cc P et fi° u , an dI willwinde thee in sny arms, 
rairics be gone, and be alwaies away. 

So doth the woodbine, the fweet Honifuckle, 

Gently entwift; the female Iuy fo 
tarings the barky fingers of the Elroe. 


O how I loue thee! how 1 dote on thee ! 

Enter Robingtodfedow and Oberon. 

Ob. Welcome good Robin: 

Seeft thou this fweet fight? 

Her dotage now I doe begin to pitty. 

For meeting her of late bchmde the wood, 

Seeking fweet fauors for this hatefull foole, 

I did vpbraid her, and fall out with her. 

For flic his hairy temples then had rounded. 

With coronet offrefh and fragrant flowers. 

And that fame dew which fomtime on the buds 
Was wont to fwell like round and orienrpearles; 
Stood now within the pretty flouriets eyes. 

Like tcares that did their owne difgracc bewailc. 
When I had at my plcafurc taunted her, 

And foe in milde cermes beg’d my patience, 

1 then did askc of her, her changeling childe, 

Which ftraight foe gaue me,and her Fairy fenc 
To heare him to my Bower in Fairy Land. 

And now i haue the Boy, I will vndoe 
This hatefull imperfeftion ofher eyes. 

And gentle Pucke .take this transformed fcalpe. 

From off the head of this Athenian fwaine; ^ ’ 

That he awaking when the other doe, 

May all to Athens backe againe repaire, 

And thinke no mere of this nights accidents, 

But as the fierce vexation of a dreame. 

But firft I will releafe the Fairy Queene. 

Be thou as thou waft wont to be; 

See as thou waft wont re lee. 

'Dians bad , or Cupids flower, 

Hathfuch force and blefled power. 

Now my Titania wake you my fweet Queene. 

Ttta. My Oberon, what vilions haue I feenc* 
Me-thought I was enamoured of an Afl'e. 

Ob. There lies your loue. •„ 

Ttta. How came thefe things to pafle ? 

Oh, how mine eyes doth loath this vifage now ! 

Ob. Silence a while..Aofo; take off his head: 

Titanta niufick call, and ftrike mote dead 
Then common fleepe; of all thefe, fine the fenle. 

1 ita. Muficke,ho muficke,fuch as charmeth fleepe. 

Mttfick ftill. 

Rob. When thou wak’ft, with fhine ©wne fooies ?ics 

. P ec P e * fme 

Ob. Sound mufick; come my Queen,take hands with 
And rocke the ground whereon thefe fltepers be 
Now thou and 1 are new in amity, 

And will to morrow midnight, folemnly 
Dance in Duke Thcftus houfe triumphantly, 

And blelTe it to all faire pofterfr’y. 

There fhall thepaires of faithfull Louers be 
Wedded.with Thefeus,td\ in iollity. 

Rob. Faire King attend, and markc, 

I doe heare the morning Larke. 

Ob. Then my Queene in filence fad, 

Trip we after the nights foade; 

We the Globe can compafle foone. 

Swifter then the wandring Moone. 

Tita, Come my Lord, and in our flight. 

Tell me how i t came this ni ght ^ 

That I fleeping heere was found. 

Sleepers LytftsB. 
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With thefe mortals onjth€-.grpu^id# jch suol Exeunt J 

W'wdc Hornes. 

Enter Thefcxs JzgcusJHiffioltia mdallhiftratne. 

Thef Goe one ot youjifl^out cfaeForiellcr, * 

For now our obfcruation is p^^forfp'djf- : 

And fince wc haue^je v f a\yard of*tbe‘d?y, 

My Loue fliall heare theniyfieke of itiy>hoUnd«. 
Vncouplc in tl^.\^cikme!YJil;ley,lcc them goc; 

Difpatch I fay, and finde th^JF.orrefter. 

We will faiie C^uecnc,vp to theMountaincs top. 

And marke tbemuficall eonfufion »■• - 
OfhouncU autLcqchqin cppijmfeEon. 

Hip, Irvvas.WJth Hercules and Cadmus once, 

■ When in a wood of (freete the,y bayed the Bearc 
; With hounds of Sparta ; neuer did I heire 
5Such gallant chicling. For befides the groties, 

:.Thc skies,the foumaines,euery region neere, 

| Seemc all one mutual} c\\y* I neuer heard 
*So muficalj a difeord, iu<chfw<?et thunder. 

Thef My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kindc. 
So flew’d, fo fanded, and their heads are hung 
; With cares that fwccpe a way the morning dew , 
i Crooke kneed,and dcw-lapt,hke The.(faltxn?*\iU, 
j Slow in purluitjbut match’d#; mouth hke bcis, 

| Each vnder each. A cry rnpre tuneable 
1 Was neuer hallowed co,npr cheer’d with home, 

; In Crcete , in Sparta, nor in Thlffaly ; 

\ Iudge when you heare. Bnt foft,what nimphs 3re thefe? 
I Egeus. My Lord, this is my daughter heere afleepc, 

• And this Lyfander, this Demetrius is, 

I This Helena, olde Nedars Helena, 

I I wonder of this being heere together. 

I The . No doubt they rofe vp ea r !y,tq obferue 

ic The right of May ; and bearing our intent, 

, Came heere in grace of our folemnity. 

• But fpeakc Egeus , is nor this die day 
5 That Herrma (liould gmeanivver of her choice? 

Egeus. It is t 5)y Lord, 

Thff. Goc bid the huntsmen wake them with their 
homes* 

Elorncs and they wake. 

Shout within,they all/fart vp. 

Thef Good morrow friends : Saint Valentine is pad, 
Begin thefe wood birds but to couple now ? 

Lyf Patel on .my Lord . 

Thef I pray you all ftnnd vp. 

I know you two are Riuall enemies. 

[ How comes this gentle concord in the world, 

That hatred>$ js io.farre from kaloufic, 

T© fleepe by hate, and feare no enmity. 

Lyf My Lord,I fhali reply amazedly, 

Halfc fleepe,hajfe waking.But a's yet, I fweare, 

I cannot truly fay how l came heere. 

But as I thinke (for truly would I fpeake) 

And now I doe betbinke me, fo it is; 

I came with Hermit* hkher. Cur intent 
Was to be gone from Athens ,where we might be 
Without the pcrill of the Athenian Law. 

Ege. Enough, enough, my Lord: you haue enough; 
I beg the Law, the Law,vpoo his head; 

They woiild haue ftoJoeAWay, they would 'Demetrius,' 1 
Thereby to haue defeated you and me: 

You of your wife^nd me ofn\y confent; r 
Ofmyconfent,thatfhc/biouljdbeyourwife. .1 
TXem. My Lord/airqT/*/*** toldme of their ftealth, 
Of this^if.pvrpoie hither, to this wood, 




And I in furic hither followekfthcna; • :j ciish\ 

Faire Helena, in fancy followed me. mn 
But my good Lord, I wotnotby what power* 

(But by fome power i$ ia^my loue -a xnA 

To Btrmia (melted as the ftiowr) :5 . 

Seems to me now as the remembrance of an idle 
Which in my childehood 1 did doat vpon: 

And all the faith, the vertueofmy heart. 

The obieft and the pleafure of mine eye. 

Is oncly Helena. To her,my Lord, 

Was I betroth’d, ere I fee Hermia , 

But like a fickeneffe did I loath this food, 

But as in health, come to njynaturalltafte. 

Now doe ] wifh it, loue it,long for it, 

And will for euermore be true to it. 

Thef Faire Louers,you are fortunately met* 

Of this difeourfe we fnall heare more ahon, 

Egcits, I will ouer-bcare your will; 

For in the Temple, by and by with vs, 

Thefe couples (hall eternally be knit. 

And lor the morning now is (omething worne, 

Our purpos’d hunting fliall be let afide. 

Away, with vs to Athens; three and three, 

Wee’ll hold a feaft in great folemnitie* 

Come hippoltta* Exit Duke and Leris 

Dcm. Thefe things feemefmall & vndittmguifliabie 
Like farre off mountaines turned into Clouds. * 

Her. Mc-thinks I Ice thefe things with parted eve 
When euety things feemes double. 

Hel . So me-thinkes: 

And i haue found Demetrius* like a ieweli. 

Mine owne, and not mine owne. 

Dens, I 1 fee;; es to mec, 

That yet we fleepe,we.dreame. Do not you thinke, 
The Duke Was heere,and bid ys follow him ? 

Her. Yca^and my Father. 

Hel . And Hippo (ita. 

Lyf And he bid vs follow to the Temple. 

.. Dew. Why thenWe are awake; lets fellow him, and 
by the way let vs recount our dreames.' 

Bottome wakes. " Exit Loum, 

Clo. When my cue comes,call me, and I will aniwer, 
My next is, .rnofl faire firtfnms. Hey ho. Peter 
/^//^thc-bcllowes-mcnder ? Snout the tinker ? Sim- 
ling?Cods my life! Stolne hence,andlcft meafleepe:] 
haue had a molirare vifion. Ihadadreame^alUhewi: 
of man, to fay, what dreameit was. Man is but an Afle, 
if he goe about to expound this dreame. jv.c-thoughtl 
was, there is no man can tell what. Me-thoughtlws, 
and me-thought 1 had. But man is but apatch’dfoolc, 
if he will offer to fay/whatme-thought ] had.Thccycot 
man hath not heard thceareofman hath riot feen, mam 
hand is not able to tafte, his tongue toconceiue, norhii 
heart to report, what my dreame was. I will get Aw 
Quince to write a ballet of this dreame, it fliall becallcd 
Bottomes Dreame, becaufe it hath no bottomc; and Prill 
ling it in the latter end of a play, before the Duke. Per* 
aduencure,to make it the more gracious j d flailflngit 
at her death. !! 

Enter Quince iFlute ffhU(ne % Snout,and Star uditfg . 

Quin. Haue you Cent to Hcttomes houfc ? I» he come 
home yet? 

Statu. He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt hccif 
tranfported. ' ^ \ -- 

Tin f If 


A Midjommer nights Dreame. 



;oes 


come not, then theplay is mar d. It g 
""S’ht“«poir,ble : you haue not a man in all 

craft man in lAthcns. f anc } hcc is a very 


Enter Snug the loyner. 

c nM Matters,the Duke is comming from the Tern* 
,1c and there is two or three Lords& Ladies more mar- 
ried. If our fport had gone forward,we had ali bin made 


^Thif Ofwcct bully Tottome.- thus hath he lottfixc- 
c a day, during his lifejhc could not haue fcaped 6k- 
F cnce 3 d a y] And the Duke had not giuen him fixpcnce 
a day for playing Piramm, He be hang’d. He would haue 
defertfedit. Sixpence a day in Pirnmus ,or nothing. 

Enter Bottomc. 

%ot . Where are thefe Lads ? Where are thefe hearts > 
Quin- 'Bottom,b moft courageous day! O moft hap- 

^Bot. Matters,I am to difeourfe wonders 5 but ask me 
no t what. For if I tell you , 1 am no true Athenian. I 
will tell you euery thing as it fell out. 

Qu. Let vs hcare,fwcet Bottomc. 

Bot. Not a word of merall that I will tell you,is,that 
the Duke hath dined. Get your apparcll together,good 
ftrin°sto your beards, new ribbands to your pumps, 
mcctc prefently at the Palace, euery man looke ore his 
part: for the fhort and the long is,our play is preferred: 
In any cafe let Thisby haue cleanc linnemand let not him 
that play es the Lion, paire his natIes,for they fliall hang 
outfor the Lions clawes. And moft dcare A6iors, cate 
noOnions, norGarlickc ; for wee are to vttcrfweete 
breath,and 1 doc not doubt but to hearc them fay, it is a 
lweetComedy. No more words: away, go away. 

Exeunt. 


ABus Quintus. 


Enter Thefeus, Tlippolita, Egeus and his Lords. 

Hip. ’Tis ftrange my Thefeus,f thefe loners fpeake of. 
The. More flrange then crue. I neuer may belceuc 
Thefe anticke fables, nor thefe Fairy toyes, 

Louers and mad men haue fuch feething brailles. 

Such fliaping phantafies, that apprehend more 
Then code reafon cuer comprehends^ 

TheLunaticke, the Loucr,and the Poet, 

Are of imagination all c©mpa6L 

One fee* more diuels then vafle hell can hold; 

Tnat is the mad man. The Louer,all as franticke, 

Sees Helens beauty in a brow of Egipt. 

The Poets eye in a fine frenzy rolling,doth glance 
eromheauen to earth, from earth to heauen. 

And as imagination bodies forth the forms of thing* 
nknowne; the Poets pen turnes them to fhapes," 

And gmes to aire nothing,# locall habitation, 
n a natne - Such tricks hath ftrong imagination. 


That if it would but apprehend fomeioy. 

It comprehends fome bringer of that ioy. 

Or in the night, imagining fome feare. 

How eafie is a bufli fuppos’d a Bcare ? 

Hip. But all the ftorie of the night told ouer 
And all their minds transfigur’d fo together, * 

More witnrtteth than fancies images. 

And growes to fomething of great conftancie,* 

But howfocuer, ttrange,and admirable; 

Enter louers ,Lyfonder,Demetrius ^Hermia, 
and Helena, 

The. Heere come the louers,full ofioy and mirth; 
Ioy, gentle friends, ioy and frefli dayes 
Ofloue accompany your hearts. 

Lyf. More then to vs, waitc in your royall walkes 
your boord, your bed. 

The. Come now, what maskes, what dances fliall 

wc haue, 

To weare away this long age of chree hourcs. 

Between our after fupper, and bed-time? 

Where is our vfuall manager of mirth ? 

What Reuels are in hand ? Is there no play, 

T o cafe the anguifh of a torturing houre ? 

Call Egeus. 

Ege. Heere mighty Thefeus. 

The. Say, what abridgement haueyou for this eue- 
ning? 

What maske? What muficke ? How fliall we beguile 
The lazic time, if not with fome delight ? 

Ege. There is a breefe how many iports are rife: 
Mike choile of'which your Highneffe will fee firft. 

Lif. The batcell with the Centaurs to be fung 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the Harpe. 

_ The. WccTnoneofthat. That haue I told my Loue 
In glory of my kinfman Hcrcuies. 

Lif. The riot of the tipfie Bachnnal?, 

Tcaring the Thracian finger,in their rage ? 

The. That is an old deuicc, and it was plaid 
When I from Thebes camelaft a Conqueror. 

Lif. The thrice three M unmounting for the death 
of learning, late deccaft in beggefie. 

The. That is fome Satire kccnc and critical!, 
Notforting with a nuptial! ceremonie. 

Lif A tedious breefe Scene of yong Piramtu, 

And his lou eThisby ; very tragicall mirth. 

The. Merry and tragica.ll ? Tedious,and briefe? That 
is,hot ice, and wondrous ftrange fnow. How fliall wee 
findc the concord of this di^ord ? 

Ege. A play there is, my Lord, fome ten words lone*. 
Which is as breefe, as I haue krtowne a play; 

But by ten words, my Lord, it is too long; 

Which makes it tedious. For in all the play. 

There is not one word apt, one Player fitted. 

And tragicall my noble Lord it is : for Ptramtts 
Therein doth kill himfelfe. Which when I law 
Reheard, 1 mutt confeffe, made mine eyes water : 

But more merrie tearcs, the paffion of loud laughter 
Neuer fhed. 

Thef. What arc they that do play it ? 

Ege. Hard handed men, that worke in Athens heere. 
Which neuer labour'd in their mindcs till now; 

And now hauctoyled their vnbreathed memories 
With this fame play, againft your nuptiall. 

The. And we will heare it. 



































































A Midfommer nightsDrerne. 


1<fo 

"Phi. No a my noble Lord,ic is not for you. I hauc heard 
It ouer,and it is nothing, nothing in the world; 

Vnleffe you can finde fport in their intents, 

Extreamely ftretcht,and cond with cruell painc, 
Todoeyoufcruice. 

Thef I will hearc that play. For ncuer any thing 
Can be amiffe, when fimplcnefle and duty tender it. 

Goe bring them in,and take your places, Ladies. 

Hip. 1 loue not to fee wretchcdncffe orecharged; 
And duty in his leruice pcrilbing. 

Thef. Why gentle fweet,you iball fee no fuch thing. 
Hip . He faies,thcy can doe nothing in this kinde. 
Thef The kinder we,to giuethem thanks for nothing 
Our fport (hall bc,to take what they miftake; 

And what poore duty cannot doe, noble refpeft 
Takes it in might, not merit. 

Where I haue come,great Clearkcs hauc purpofed 
To greete me with premeditated welcomes; 

Where I haue feene them fhiuerand lookepale , 

Make periods in the midft of fentcnccs. 

Throttle their praftiz’d accent in their feares. 

And in conclufion,dumbly haue broke off. 

Not paying me a welcome. Truff me fweetc. 

Out of thisfilenceyct,Ipickt a welcome : 

And in the modefty of fcarcfull duty , 

I read as much,as from the ratling tongue 
Offaucyand audacious eloquence. 

Loue therefore, and tongue-tide fimplicity. 

In leaft,fpeake mod, to my capacity. 

Sgeue. So pleale your Grace,the Prologue is addrefl. 
Duke. Let him approach. Flor.Trum. 

Enter the Prologue. jQuincc. 

Pro . If we offend,it is with our good will. 

That you (hould thinke,we come not to offend. 

But with good will. To fhew ouf Ample skill, 

That is the true beginning of onrend. 

Confidcr then, wc come but in defpight. 

We do not come, as minding to contentyou. 

Our true intent is. All for your delight. 

We are not heere. That you (hould here repent you. 
The A6tors are at hand ; and by their fho w, 

You (hall know all, that you are like to know. 

Thef This fellow doth not Hand vpon points. 

Lyf He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt: he 
knowes not the flop. A good morall my Lord. It is not 
enough to fpeake, but to Ipeake true. 

Htp. Indeed hee hath plaid on his Prologue, like a 
childe on a Recorders found,but not in gouernment. 

Thef His fpecch was tj>ke a tangled chaine: nothing 
impaired,but all disordered. Who is next ? 

Tawyer with a Trumpet before them. 

Enter Pyr Amies and This by , fVjll.Moonefhine^ind Lyon. 

Prol . Gentles,perchance you wonder at this (how. 
But wonder on,till truth make all things plainc. 

This man is Piramus, if yon would know $ 

This beauteous Lady, 7 hi>by is certaine. 

This man, with lyme and rough-caft,doth prefent 
Wall, that vile wall, which did thefe louers funder: 
And through walls chink(poor foules) they are content 
To whifper. At the which, let no man wonder. 

This man,with Lanthorne,dog,and bu(hofthornc, 
Prcfcnteth moone-fhine. For if you will know. 

By moone-fhine did thefe Louers thinkeno fcornc 
To meet at Ninas toombejtherc, there to wooe: 


This grizy beaft (which Lyon hight by name) 

The trufty Thuby> commingfirft by night. 

Did fearre away, or rather did affright: 

And as (he fled, her mantle (he did fall j 
Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did ftaine. 
Anon comes Piranttu, fweet youth and tall, 

And Andes his Thubies Mantle flaine; 

Whereat,with blade,with bloody blamcfull blade, 
He brauely broacht his boiling bloudy bread, 

And Thisby, tarrying in Mulberry (hade, 

His dagger drew,and died. For all thereft. 

Let Lyon^Moone-fhine d Louers twaine, 

At large difcourfe,whilc here they doe remaine. 

Exit all but U^all. 

7 hef I wonder if the Lion be to fpeake. 

Berne. No wonder, my Lord: one Lion may, wher 
many Affes doe. 

Exit LyonfThisbie^and Moonejbme. 
Wall. In this fame Interlude, it doth befall, 

That I,one Snowt (by name) prefent a wall: 

And fuch a wall,as I would haue you thinke* 

That had in it a crannied hole or chinkc:' 

Through which the Louers, Piramw and Thisbic 
Did whifper often, very lecretly. 

This loamc,this rough-caft ,and this flone doth (hew, 
That I am that fame Wall *, the truth is fo. 

And this the cranny is,right and finifter, 

Through which the fearefull Louers are to whifper, 
Thef. Would you defire Lime and Hairc to fpeake 
better? 

Dome. It is the vvittieft partition, that eucr Iheard 
difcourfc,my Lord. 

Thef. Vyramus drawes neere the Wall,filcnce. 
Enter Fyramus. 

Pir. O grim lookt night,6 night with hue foblacke, 
O night,which euer art,when day is not: 

O night, 6 night, alacke, alacke, alaike, 

I fcare my Thisbies promile is forgot. 

And thou 6 vvall^hou fweet and louely wall, 

That (lands betweene her fathers ground and mine, 
Thou wall, 6 wall, 6 fweet and louely yvall, 

Shew me thy chinkc, toblinke through with minceine, 
Thankes courteous wall. Ioue fhicld thee well for this. 
But what fee I?No71fc/^/>doeI fee. 

O wicked wall, through whom I fee no bliffc, 

Curft be thy ftones for thus deceiuing mee. 

7 hef The wall mc-thinkes being fenfible, fhould 
curfeagaine. 

Pir. No in truth fir,he fhould not. Dccciutng m % 

Is Thisbies cue ; fhe is to enter, and I am to fpy 
Her through the wall. You (hall fee it will fall* 

Enter Thisbic. 

Pat as I told you; yonder (he comes. 

Thif O vvall,full often haft thou heard my roones, 
For parting my faire Ptramus , and me. 

My cherry lips haue often kill thy ftones; 

Thy ftones with Lime and Hairc knit vp in thee. 

Pyra. Ifeeavoyce ;now will I to the chinkc, 

To fpy and I can hearc my Thisbies face. Thisbic} 
Thif My Loue thou arc,my Loue I thinke. 

Pir . Thinke what thou vvi)t,Iam thy Louers grace, 
And like Limanicr am 1 trufty ft ill. 

Thif And like Helen till the Fates me kill# 

Pir. Not Shafalus to Proems as fo true# 

Thif As Shafalns to Proems to you. 
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pir. O kiffe me through the hole of this vile ■wall 


163 


Pir. UKmcnicuui/M & ...- - 

Thif. I kifle the wals hole,not your bps at all. 
pir. Wilt thou at Nsnnies tombe mecte me ftraight 

Wa & Tide life, tide death,I come: without delay. 
wJ'l. Thus haue I mUjct y part difeharged fo; 

Exit Clow. 
two 


m’i. Thus haue I mUjuj part „ 

And being done, thus fVstU away doth go. E: 

Du. Now is the moraUdowne betweene the 

N ^° r No remedic my Lord, when Wals are fo wil- 
full, to hcate without warning. 

Vut. Thisis the fillje^ lluffe that ere I heard. 

Bn. The beft in this kind arc but fhadowes, and the 
worft are no wori^if imagination amend them. 

But. It muft be )N?ur imagination then,& not theirs. 

Duk: If wee imagine no worfc of them then they of 
themlclues, they may paffefar excellent men.Here com 
two noble beafts,in a man and a Lion. 

Enter Lyon and Moone-fhine^ 

Lyon. You Ladies, you (whofe gentle harts do frare 
The fmalleftmonftrous moule thar crccpcs on floorc) 

May now perchance, both quake and tremble heere, 

When Lion rough in wjldcft r^ge doth roarc. 

Then know that I, one Smug the Ioyncr am 
A Lion fell, nor elfc no Lions darn : 

For if I fhould as Lion come in ftrife 
Into this place, 'twere pittic of my life* 

Da. A verie gentle beaft, and of a good confidence. 

Dent . The verie beft at a beaft, my Lord, j ere I faw. 

Lif. This Lion is a verie Fox for his valor. 

Du. True,and aGoofcforhis diferetion. 

Bern. Not fo my Lord : for his valor, cannot carric 
his diferetion, and the Fox carries theGoofc. 

Du. His diferetion I amfurecannot carriehis valor: 
for theGoofc carries not thcJFox. It is well; leauc it to 
11 s diferetion,and let vs hea/ken to the Moonc. 

Moon. This Lanthorne doth the horned Moonc pre- 
(cnt. . 

Be. He fliould haue worne the Hornes on his head. 

Du. Heeisnocrefcent, and his homes arc inuifible, 
within the circumference. 

Moon , This lanthoinc doth the horned Moonc pre*- 
fent; My fclfe,thcmanFtli Moonedotiifcemc to bc. 

Du. This is the grc3tcft error of all the reft; the man 
fhould be put into the Lanthorne.Ho w is it els the man 
fth Moonc ? : : 

Dem. He dares not come jhere for the, candle. 

For you fee, it is already in fnuffe. 

©»• TamvvearieofthisMoonc- vVouldhewoiild 

change. 

Du. It appearcs by his final light of diferetion, that 
he is in the wane: but yet in courtefie, in allreafon, vve 
muftftay the time. 

Lyf7 Proceed Mowe.' - * 

^f\V haUC ? fajr>UtQtc,I y 011 * ^ att ^ c xviuitcoucr thylvveeteyes. 

L nthornc is the Moonc; I, the man in the MdondJ tf|is T. ThefeiLilly Lips, this cherry nofe 
tborne bulb,my chorne bulb: and this do^mv ^ 


Dft. Well tun This by. 

But. Well (bone Moone. 

Truly the Moonc (bines with a good grace* 

Bu. Wclroouz d Lion. 

Bern . And then came Ptramue. 

Lyf And fo the Lion vanilbt. 

Enter Piramsu. 

J^r.Swect Moonc,l thank c h Ce for thy funny beamc 5 1 
1 thankc tnee Moonc, for fhining now fo bright- 
For by thy gracious,golden, glittering bcames’ 

I truft to tafte of trueli fight. 

But ftay: O fpight! but marke,poore Knight, 

What dreadful dole is heere ? 

Eyes do you lee! How can it be : 

O dainty Duckc: O Deere J 

Thy mantle good; what fiaind with blood» 

Approch you Furies fell : 

O Fates.' come, come : Cut thred and thrum, 

C^uaile, crulh, conclude, and quell. 

^ Du. This paflion,and the death of a deare friend. 
Would go neere to make a man looke fad, 

Dut. Bcfhrew my heart.but I pittic the man. 

Pir O wherefore Nature, did’ft thou Lions frame ? 
Since Lion vildc hath heere deflour’d my decre: 

Which is: no, no, which was the faireft Dame 
That liu’d, that lou’d, that lik’d, that look'd withchecre 
Come teares, confound: Out fword,and wound 
The p3p of Piramns : 

I, that left pap, where heart doth hop ; 

Thus dye I, thus, thus,thus. 

Now ami dead, now am I fled, my foule is in the sky. 
Tongue lof: thy light, Moone take thy flight. 

Now dye,dye,dye,dye,dye. 

®f** r N ° D ‘ e > but an a « for him; for he is but one. 
thina Lcflrcthenan ace man - For he is dead, hois no- 

Du. \\ ith thehdpe ofa Surgeon,he might yet reco' 

uer, and proue an Afle. 6 } 

Dut. How chance Mnone-lhuieis gone before? 
Thuhy comes backe, and Andes her Louer. 


—'i m mV. man ui uic mouilC| l 

tborne bulh.my thorne bulb; and this dog, my dbg. 

CPt. \\ hy all thefe fhould be in the Lanthorne:for 
they^ HMWMoone.But filencr-heere comes -EMy. 

r ,.. _ Enter Thishj. 

r 1 ** Ninutes tombe; where is my loue * 

L-Jon. Oh. J 

Oem. Well roar'd Lioel* TtUbj runs o]f. 


Enter Thvbj, 

Duke. She wil finde him by flarrc-light* 

Heere flic comes, and her paflion ends the play, 

Dut. Me thinkesfhee fliould not vfe a lone one for 

iuch a P,ramus : I hope fhe will be breefe. 

tUrne thc ballancc > ^' hich 

which Thu by is the better. feyes 

Lyf. She hath fpyed him already,with thofe fwccte 
Dem. And thus fhe m c an c s, vide licit. 

This. AfleepemyLoue? What,dead my Done > 

O Ptramus arife: 

Speake.spcake. Quite dumbe?Deadhead? A tombe 
Muft coucr chy fweet eyes. 


- • * j / wuia ciiciry jiu 

Thefeyellow Cowflip cheekes 
Are gone, are gone: Louers make mone: 
His eyes were greene as Leekes. 

O fifters three, come, come to mee. 
With hands as pale as Milfce, 

Lay them in gore, fince you haue fhore 
With fheeres, his thred offilke. 

Tongue not a word: Come trufly fword; 
Come blade, my breft imbrue: 

°2 


And 
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And farwell friends,thus Thkbie ends; 

Adieu, adieu, adieu. 

Duk> Moon-fhine & Lion ate left to burie the dead. 
Deme. 1 , and Wajl too. 

Bot* No, I affurc you, the wall is downc, that parted 
their Fathers. Will icplcafe you to lee the Epilogue, or 
to heare a Bergomask dance, bccvseenc two of our com¬ 
pany ? 

No Epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs 
no cxcufe. Neuerexcufe 5 for when the plaiersare all 
dead,there need none to be blamed. Marry, .ifhec that 
writ it had plaid Tiramus ^nd hung himfelfc in Thisbics 
gartcr,it would hauebeene a fine Tragedy: andfoit is 
truely, and very notably difeharg’d. But come, your 
Burgomaske; let your Ep loguc alone. 

The iron tongue ofmidmght hath told twelue. 

Loners to bed/tis almoft Fairy time. 

I feare we fhall out-fleepe the comming morne, 

As much as we this nighthaue ouer-waccht. 

This palpable grofle phy hath well beguil’d 
The heauy gate of night. Sweet friends to bed. 

A fortnight hold wc this folcmnity. 

In nightly Reucjs; and new iollitie. Exeunt, 

Enter Pucke. 

PhcI ^ Now the hungry Lyons rores, 

-And the Wolfe beholds the Moone: 

Whilcft the heauy ploughman fnores, 

All with weary taskc fore-done. 

Now the waftedbrands doe glow, 

Whil’ft the fcritch-owle,fcricching loud. 

Puts the wretch that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a fhrowd. 

Now it is the time of nighty 
That the graues, all gaping wide, 

Eucry one lets forth his fpright 9 
In the Church-way paths to glide- ; 

And wc Fairies,that do funne^ 

By the triple Uecates teame, 

From the prefence of theSunne, 

Following darkenefle like a dreame, 

Now arc frollickc; not a Moufe 
Shall difturbe this hallowed houfe 
I am fent with broome before, 

To fweep the duft behinde the doorc. 

Enter King And fftttcenc of Fairies >wjth their tratne. 

Ob . Through the houfe giuc glimmering light, 


it 


By the dead and dfowfie Her, 

Eueric Elfc and fairic fpright. 

Hop as light as bird from britj. 

And this Ditty after me, fing and dance it trippingi;. 
7 ita. Firft rehearfethis fongby roatc, h ' 

To each word a warbling note. 

Hand in hand, with Fairie grace, 

Will wc fing and bleflc thft piece. 

The Song. 

J\Fow vntill the bredke of day , 

Through this houfe each Fairy firaj . 

To the heft Bride-bed wiHwe M 
tyhich by vsfhall bleffed be : 

And the tjfue there create 9 
huerJhaR be fortunate : 

So fhall all the couples three , 

Euer true in louing be : 

And the blots of Natures hand % 

Shall not in their ijfueft and. 

Neuer mole y harelip jtor fcarre , 

Nor markepredigiotUy fuch a* are 
T)ejpifed in Natiuitie, 

Shall vpon their children be. 

{Vttb this field dev* confecrate , 

Euerj Fairy take his gate. 

And each jeuer all chamber blejfe , 

Through this Pa Race with fweet peace , 
Luerjhallin fafety reft , 

And the owner of it hie /?. 

Trip away 9 make noft ay; 

Meet me all by breaks of day. 


Robin . If we fhado wes haue offended, 
Thinke but this (and all is mended) 

That you haue but flumbred hcere. 

While thefe vifions did appeare. 

And this weake and idle theame, 

No moreyeelding but a dreame, 
Centlcs, doe not reprehend. 

If you pardon, wc ^vill mend. 

And as I am an honed Pue\e y 
If we haue vnearned lucke. 

Now to fcape the Serpents tongue, 

We will make amends ere long* 

Elfe the Pucke a lyar call. 

So good night vnto you all. 

Giue me your hands, if we be friends. 
And Robin fhall reftore amends. 
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The Merchant of Venice. 


ttAUm primus. 


Enter Anthonio, Salarino t and Salanio. 

Anthony. 

footh I know not why I am fo fad, 

~ ;It wearies me: you fay it wearies you ; 

Muthcw I caught it, found it,or came by it, 

^ What fluftVtis made of, whereof it is borne, 

I ain to learnc: andfucha Want-wit fadneffe makes of 
mce, 

Jhat I haue much ado to know my felfe. 

Sal. Your inindc is tofsing on the Ocean, 

There where your ftrgofics with portly lailc 
LikeSigniors and rich Burgers on the flood, 

Or as it were the Pageants of the fea, 

Do oucr-pccre the petrie Traffiquers 
That curtfie to them, do them rcuerencc 
As they flyeby them with their wouen wings. 

Salar . Bcleeue me fir, had I fuch venture forth, 
Thebectcrpartofmy affedlions, would 
Be with my hopes abroad. 1 fhould be ft ill 
Plucking the grade to know where fits the winde, 

Peering in Maps for ports, and peers, and roaes: 

And euefry obietl that might make me feare 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me fad. 

Sal . My winde cooling my broth/ 

Would blow me to an Ague, when I thought 
What harme a winde too great might doc at fea. 

I fhould not fee the fandie houre-giafle runne. 

Burl fhould thinke of (hallows,and offlats, 

And fee my wealthy Andrew docks in fand, 

Vailing her high top lower then her ribs 
Tokiffeherburiall; ihouldlgoetoChurch 
And fee the holy edifice of ftone. 

And not bethinkeme ftraight of dangerous rocks, 

Which touching hut my gentle Vcfleis fide 
Would fcatter all her fpices on the ftreame, • 0 

Enrobc the roring waters with my hikes. 

And in a word,; but cuen now worth this, c ! 1 
And now worth nothing. Shall I haue the thought 
To thinke on this, and ftiall I lacke the thought 
That fuch a thing bcchaunc’d would make me fad t 
But tell aot me, Iknow Anthonie .. ,1: ^ * 

Is fad to think? vpon his merchandize. 

Anth. Belecuc meno,I thankc my fortune*forit y > T 
y ventutes arc aot in one botcomc trufted,: i nth s * 
or to one place; nor is my wholecftate^L ;•* 


Vpon the fortune of this prefent yccrc: 

Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sola . Why then you arc in loue. 

Anth. Fie, fie. 

Sola. Not in loue neither : then let vs fay you are fad 
Became you are not merry; and 'ewere as esfic 
Foryou to laugh and leape,and fay you are merry 
Becaufe you are not fad. Now by c wo-headed Iantts f 
Natwre hath fram’d ftrange fellowes in her time : 

Some that will euermore peepe through their eves, 

And laugh like Parrats at a bag-piper. 

And other of fuch vineger afpcdl, 

That they'il noc fhew their tecrh in way offmile, i 
Though Ncftor lwearc the ieft be laughable. 

Enter Bajfanio, Lorenfo i and Gratiano, 

Sola. Hecrc comes Baffanio, 

Your moft noble Rinfman, 

Gratiaxo y and Lorenfo. Faryewell, 

We lcaue you now with better company. 

Sala. I would haueflaid till J had madeyou merry. 
If worthier friends had not pr^iented me. 

tiAnt. Your worth is very deerc in my regard. 

I take it your owne bufines calls on you, 

And you embrace th’occafion to depart. 

Sal. Good morrow my good Lords. (when? 
‘Baff. Good figniorsboth, when fhall wetaugbffay, 
You grow exceeding ftrange :muftitbcfo? 

Sal . Wee’ll make our leyfures to attend on yours. 

Exeunt SalartnOy and Solanto. 

Lor. My Lord BaffanioXmcc you haue found Anthonie 
We two will leaue you,but at dinnertime 
I pray vou haue in mindc where wc mujft meete. 
lic.jf. I will not fade you. 

Cjrat. Youlookenot wcl! fignior Anthcnio % 

You haue too much refpeeft vpon the world : 

They loofe it that doe buy it with much caie, 

Belecue me you are maruelloufly chang’d. 

Ant . 1 hold the world but as the World Gratiano , 

A ftage,where cuery mail muft play a part, 

And mine a fad one. 

Gratu Let me play thefoole, 

With mirth and laughter lecold wriflckles come, 

And let my Liuer rarher heatc with wine, 

Then my heart code with mortifying gronei. 

Why fhould a man whofe bloud it warme within , 

Sit like his Grandfire, cut in Abblaftcr? 

deepe when he wakes ? and creep into the laundie* 
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By being peeuifli ? I tell chcc vthzt Anthonio, 

I loue thee, and it is my loue that fpeakes: 

There are a fort of men, wh*,fc vifages 
Do crcamc and mantle like a (landing pond. 

And do a wiifull (lilnefle entertainc* 

With purpofe to be dreil in an opinion 
Of wifedome, grauity,profound conceit, 

As who fhould fay, I am fir an Oracle, 

And when I ope my lips, let no dogge barkc. 

O my Anthonio , I do know of chefc 
That therefore onely arc reputed wife, 

For faying nothing; when I am verie lure 
If they fhould fpeake, would almoft dam thofe eares 
Which hearing them would call their brothers foolcs: 
He tell thee more of this another time. 

But fifh not with this melancholly baite 
For this foole Gudgin, this opinion: 

Come good Lorenzo, faryewell a while, 
lie end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor . Well,we will leaue you then till dinner time. 

I muft be one of thefe fame dutnbe wife men. 

For Gratiano ncuer let’s me fpeake. 

Gra. Well, keepeme company but two ycares mo. 
Thou (bait not know the found of thine ownc tongue. 
tAnt. Far you well, lie grow a talker for this geare. 
(?n*„Thanke$ ifaith/or filcnce is onely commendable 
In a neats tongue dri’d, and a maid not vendible. Exit . 
Ant . It is that any thing now. 

Baf GrttiA.no fpeakes an infinite dcale of nothing, 
more then any man in all Venice, his reafons are two 
graines of wheatc hid in two bulb els ofchaffeiyou fhall 
feeke all day ere you finde them, & when you hauc them 
they are not worth the fearch. 

An . Well: tel me now, what Lady is the lame 
To whom youfwore afecret Pilgrimage 
That you to day promis’d to tel me of ? 

Baf Tis notivnknowne to you Anther.io 
How much 1 haue difabled mine eftate, 

By fomething (hewing a more fwelling port 
Then my faint mcanes wquld grant continuance : 

Nor do I now make mone to be abridg’d* 

From fuch a noble race, but my cheefe care 
Is to come fairely off from the great debts 
Wherein my time fomething too prodigall 
Hath left me gag’d : to you Anthonio 
I owe the moft in money,and in loue, 

And from your loue I haue a warrantie 
To vnburthen all my plots and purpefes. 

How to get clcere of all the debts I owe. 

An. I pray you good Baffanio let me know it, 

And ifit (land as you your felfe ftill do. 

Within the eye of honour, be aflur'd 
My purfc,my perfon,my extreamefl mcanes 
Lye all vnlock’d to your occafions. 

Baf. in my fchoolc dayes, when 1 had loft one (haft 
I fhot his fellow of the fclfefame flight 
The felfcfame way, with more aduifed watch 
To finde the other forth, and by aduenturing both, 

I oft found both. I yrge this child-hoode proofc, 

Becaufe what followcs is pure innocence. 

I owe you much, and like a wiifull youth. 

That which I oweisloft : butifyoupleafe 
To fhoote another arrow that felfe way 
Which you did (hoot the firft, I do not doubt. 

As I will watch theayme: Or to finde both, 

Or bring yQur latter hazard backe againc. 
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And thankfully reft debter for the firft 

*An. You know me wcll,and herein fpend but 
To winde about my loue with circumftance 
And out of doubt you doe more wrong 
In making queftion of my vttermoft 
Then if you had made waftc of all I haue: 

Then doe but fay to me what I fhould doc 
That in your knowledge may by me be done 
And I am preft vnto it: therefore fpeake. 

Bajf. In "Belmont is a Lady richly left, 

And (he is faire, and fairer then that word. 

Of wondrous vertucs, fomecimcs from her eyes 
1 did receiue faire fpecchlcfle meflaoes : 

Her aarne is Portia y nothing vndcrvallewd 
To fat o'$ daughter, Brutus Portia , 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth 
For the four e windes blow in from cuery coafi 
Renowned Tutors, and her funny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 

Which nlakcs her feat of Belmont fkolcbes ftrond 
And many Ai/mr come in queft of her. 

O my Anthonio , had I but the mcanes 
Toholdariuall place with.one of them, 

1 haue a minde prefages me fuch thrift. 

That I fhould queftionlcflc be fortunate* 

Anth. Thou knowft that all my fortunes are at fca 
Neither haue I money, nor commodity 
I 1 o raife aprefent fumme,therefore goc forth 
Try what my credit can in Venice doe, 

That fhall be rackt euen co the vttermoft. 

To turnifh thee to "Belmont to faire Portia. 

Goe prefently enquire, ^nd fo will I 

Where money is, and I no queftion make 

To haue it of my truft,or for my fake. Exm % 

Enter Portia with her waiting woman Ncrijfa . 

Portia. By my troth Nerrtffa y my little body is a wca* 
ric ofthis great world. 

Ner. You would be fvveet Madam, if your mlleries 
were in the fame abundance as your good fortunes arc; 
and yet tor ought I ice, .they arc as ficke that iurfet With 
too much, as they that ftaruc with nothing; it is nofmal 
happincfic therefore to bee fcated in the mcane, fuper- 
fluitie comes fooner by white haircs, but competent 
liucs longer. 

Portia. Good fentences,and well pronounc’d. 

Ner. They would be better if well followed. 

Portia. If to doe were as eafic as to know what were 
good to doe, Chappels had bcene Churches, andpoorc 
mens cottages Princes Pallaces: it is a good Diuine that 
followeshis owncinftrutftions; I can eafier teach twen- 
tie what weregood to be done,then be one of thetwed- 
tie to follow mine owne teaching : the brainc mayde- 
uife lawes for the blood, but a hot temper leapesore a 
colde decree, fuch a hare is madnefle the youth, to skip 
ore the mefhes of good counlaile the cripple ; but this 
reafon is not in fafihion to choofe me a husband: 0 mcc, 
the word choofe, I may neither choofe whom I would, 
nor refufe whom I diflikc,fo is the wil of a lining daugh¬ 
ter curb’d by the will of a dead father: it is not hard iVer- 
rijfa, that I cannot choofe onc,nor refufe none. ' 

Ner. Your father was cucr vertuoui , and holy men 
at their death haue good infpiratiops, therefore the lot- 
teric that hcc hath deuifed in thefe three chcfts of gold, 
filuer, andleade, whereof who choofes his meaning, 

choofes 
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r^^ou^nTd^uBc^cacr be chofen by any right- 
tit ole who you fhall rightly loue:but what warmth 
I, there in your aftetShon towards any of thefe Prmcely 

them,and «thou named 
them, I will deferibe them,and according to my c c t>p- 

t *°^Jr Ue Fhft^be a re^t°c 1 Neopolirane Prince. 

j hat’s a colt indeede, for he doth nothing but 
. 1 ° ( horfe a nd bee makes it a great appropria¬ 
te, his owne good parts that he can fltoo himhim- 

fdfe:l am much afraid my Ladiehis mother plaid falfc 

^^fjcr Than is there theCountiePalentine. 

f tr He doth nothing but frownefas who fhould 
f and you will not hauc tne.choofe: he heares merrie 
tales and fmiles not, ifeare bee will proue the weeping 
Phvlofopber when he growes old, being fofull of vn- 
tiannerly fadnefle in his you tb.)I bad rather to be mam- 
ed to a deaths head with a bone in his mouth, then to ci¬ 
ther of thefe : God defend me from thefe two. 

tfer. How lay you by the French Lord, Mounfier 

p r0t God made him, and therefore let him pafle for a 
man in truth I know it is a finne to be a mocker,but he, 
why he hath a horfe better then the Ncopolitans, a bet¬ 
ter bad habite of frowning then the Count P alcntine y hc 
iseucry man in no man, if a Traflcll fing. he fids ftraight 
a capring,he will fence with his own fliadow.If I fhould 
marry him, I fhould marry twentie husbands : ifhec 
would defpile mc,I would forgiue him,for if he loue me 
to madneffej foould neuer requite him. 

Ntr. What fay you then to Fauconbridge, theyong 
Baron of England} 

Tor. You know I fay nothing to him, for hce vnder- 
ftand$notme,nor I him ; he hath neither Latin* y Trench , 
nor Italian you will come into the Court & tweare- 
that 1 haue a poove pennie-worth in the Engltfo ; hee is a 
proper mans picture, but alas who can conuerfe with a 
dumbe (how*? how odly be is fuited,1 thinkc be bought 
his doublet in Italie y b\$ round hofe in Trance y his bonnet 
in (J^w^/^andhisbehauioureuery wheie. 

Ner. What thinke you of the other Lord his neigh¬ 
bour? 

Tor. That he hath a neighbourly charitie in hrm, for 
he borrowed a boxc of the eare of the Lngltfbman , and 
fwore he would pay him againc when hcc was able: 1 
thinke the Frenchman became his furctie,and feald vuder 
for another. 

Ner . How like you theyong Germaine, theDukeof 
Saxonies Nephew ? 

Tor. Very vildely in the morning when hee is fober, 
and moft vildely in the afternoone when hce is drunkc: 
when he isbeft,he is a little worfe then a man, and when 
he is worftjic is little better then a bcaft *. and the wo^ft 
fall that cuer fell,! hope I (hall nuke ftuftto goe with¬ 
out him. 

Ner.If he fhould offer to choofe,and choofe the right 
Casket,you fhould refufe to performe yourFathcrs will, 
ifyou (hould refufe co accept him. 

Tor. Therefore for fearc of the worft, I pray thee fet 
adccpeglafleofRciniflh-wineon the contrary Casket, 
for if thediucll be within, and that temptation without, 
I know he will choofe it. I will doe any thing Nerrijfa 
ere I will be married to a fpunge. 

Ner. Younccdcnot fearc Lady the hauing any of 


thefe Lords, they haue acquainted me with their deter¬ 

minations, which is indeede to returneto their home, 
and to trouble you with no more luite, vnlefle you may 
be won by fome other fort then your Fathers impofiti- 
on,depending on the Caskets. 

Per. Ifl liue to be asoldeas , I will dye as 

chafteas r Diana: vnlefle I be obtained by the manner 
of my Fathers will: I am glad this parcell of wooers 
arefo reafonable, for there is not one among them but 
I doate on his veric ablence: and I wifh them a faire de¬ 
parture. 

Ner. Doc you not remember Ladie in your Fa^ 
thers time, a V r enscian ) aSchoIler and a Souldior that 
came hither in companie of the Marquefic of c Memt- 
f errat ? 

Tor. Ycs,yes,it wusTZajfanio, asl thinkc, fow3shec 
call’d. 

Ner. True Madam, hee of all the men that cuer my 
foolifh eyes look’d vpon, was the beft deferuing a faire 
Lady. 

Tor. I remember him well,and I remember him wor¬ 
thy of thy praife. 

Enter a Seruidgman* 

Ser. The foure Strangers feeke you Madam to take 
their leaue : and there is a fore-runner come from a fift, 
the Prince of Moroco, who brings word the Prince his 
Maiftcr will be here to night. 

Tor. If I could bid the fife welcome with fo good 
heart asl can bid the other foure farewell, I fhould be 
glad ofhisapproach : if he haue the condition of a Saint,, 
and the complexion of a diuell, I had rather hce (hould 
fhriue me then wiuc me. Come Nerrifla ,firra go before; 
whiles wee (hut the gate vponone wooer, another 
knocks at the doorc. Exeunt. 

Enter Bajj'anto with Shyloche the lew. 

Shy . Three thoufand ducatcs,wc!l. 

"Baff. I fir,for three months. 

Shy. For three months.well. 

Baff. For the which,asl told you, 

Anthonio fhall be bound. 

Shy . Anthonio fli all become bound, well. 

Ba(f. May you (led me? Will you pleafurc me? 

Shall 1 know your anfwcre. 

Shy. Three thoufand ducats for three months, 
and Anthonio bound. 

Baff. Your anfwere to that. 

Shy. Anthonio is a good man. 

Baff. Hauc you heard any imputation to the con* 
trary. 

Shy . Ho no,no.no,no : my meaning in faying he is a 
good man, is to haue you vndcrftand me that he is fufH* 
ent, yet his meanes are in fuppofition: he hath an A» go- 
fie bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies, I vnder- 
ftand moreoucr vpon tneRyalta 3 he hath a third atMexi- 
co,a fourth for England, and other ventures hee hath 
fquandred abroad but fhrps are but boords,Saylen but 
men, there be land rats> and water rats, water theeues, 
and land theeues, I meant Pyrats, and then there is the 
perrill of wacers,windes,and rocks: the man is notwith* 
(landing ft fficient } thrce thoufand ducats,I thinke I may 
take his bond. 

"Baf f Be afluredyou may. 

lew. I 
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lew. I will be aflured I may: and chat I may be affu- 
red, I will bethinke mec, may I fpeakc with Antbo- 
nio ? 

Baft, lfitpleafeyou todine with vs. 

lew. 1 Yes, to lmell porlce, to cate of the habitation 
which your Prophet the Nazarite coniured the diuell 
into: I will buy with you, fell with you, talke with 
you, walkewith you, and fo following: but I will 
not eate with you,drinke with you, nor pray with you. 
What newes on the Ryalta, who is he comes here ? 

Eh ter Aphonia. 

Bajf. This is fignior Anthotiio'. 

lew. How like a fawning publican he lookes. 

I hate him for he is aChridian : 

But more,for that in low fimplicitie 
He lends out money gratis,and brings downe 
The rate ofvfance here with vs in Venice. 

If 1 can catch him once vpon the hip, 

I will feede fat the ancient grudge I bearehim# 

He hates our facred Nation,and herailcs 

Euen there where Merchants moll doe congregate 

On me^ny bargaine^and my wcli-worne thrift, 

Which he cals interred : Curled be my Try be 
If I forgiuehim. 

Bajf. Shyloc^d oeyouhearc. 

Shy. I am debating of my prefent (lore. 

And by the necre geffc of my memoric 
I cannot mdantly raife vp the groffe 
Ot full three thoufand ducats: what of that? 

Tuballa wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe 
Will furnifh me^but foft,how many months 
Doe you defire ^Rcft vou fairc good fignior. 

Your worfinip was the lad man inourrnouthes. 

Ant. Shyloche , albeit I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking.nor by giuing ofcxcclfc, 

Yet to lupply the ripe wants of my friend, 

Ilebrcake acuftome: is heyetpolfdi 
How much he would ? 

Shy. 1,1,three thoufand ducats. 

Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgor,three months, you told me fo. 
Well then,your bond : and let me fce,but hcare you, 

Me thoughts you fakfiyou neither lend nor borrow 
Vpon aduaiuage. 

Ant . Idoeneuervfeit. 

Shy. When Jacob' graz’d his Vnclc Labtns fhcepe. 
This Jacob from our holy Abram was 
(As his wife mother wrought in hisbehalfe) 

The third poffeffer; I,he was the third. 

Ant. And what of him,did he take interred ? 

Shy. No,not take imcrcft,not as you would fay 
Dircilly intcrcd, marke what Jacob did, 

When Laban and himfclfe were compremyz’d 
That all the csnelings which were ftreakt and pied 
Should fall as lacobs hier, the Ewes being ranckc. 

In end of Autumne turned totheRammes, 

And when the worke of veneration was 
Betweenc thefc woolly breeders in thea<5l. 

The skilfull fhepheard pil’d me cercaine wands. 

And in the dooing of rive deede of k-inde, / 
Heftuckechemvp before the fulfomeEwcs, 

Who then conccauing,did in eaning time 
Fall party-colour'd Jambs, and thofe wer e Jacobs. 

This was a way to thnue, and he was bled : 


And thrift is bl effing if men dealc it not. 

This was a venture fir that Jacob feru’d for 
A thing not in his power to bring to paffe. 

But fw ay’d and fafhion'd by the hand ofheauen 
Was this inferted to make interred good ? 

Or is your gold and filucr Ewes and Rams * 

Shy. I cannot tell, I makcitbreedcasfiyd 
But note me fignior. 

Ant. Marke you this Baffanio, 

The diuell can cite Scripture for his ptirpofe 
An euill foule producing holy witnefle, 

Is like a villaine with afmilingchceke, 

A goodly opplerottcn at the heart. 

O whaca goodly ouefide falfehood hath, 

Shy. Three thoufand ducats,’tis a good round fu 
Three months from twcluc,then let me fee the rate 
Ant. Well Sky lock*, {hall we be beholding to y ou j 
Shy. Signior Antbonio % many a time and oft ^ 

In the Ryalto you haue rated me 
About my monies and my vfances: 

Still haue I borne it with 3 patient fhrug, 

(For fuffrance is the badge of all out Tribe.) 

You call me misbeleeuer 3 cut-throate dog. 

And fnet vpon my lewidi gaberdine. 

And all for vfc of that which is mine owne. 

Well theft, it now appeares you neede my helpc: 

Goe to then,you come to me, and you lay, 
Sbylocke^we would haue moneyes,you fay fo: 

You that did voideyour rume vpon my beard. 

And foote me as you fpurne a drangcr currc 
Ouer your threfhold,moneycs is your fuite. 

What fhould I fay to you ? Should I not fay. 

Hath a dog money Plsitpoffiblc 
A curre fhould lend three thou fand ducat 3 ? or 
Shall I bend low,and in a bond-mans key 
With bated broadband whifpringhumblcneffe, 

Say this: Fairc fir,you fpet on me on Wcdnefday lad; 
You lpurn’d mefuch a day; another rime 
You cald me dog: and for thefe curtcfics 
He lend you thus much moneyes. 

Ant. I am as like to call thee fo agame. 

To ipet on thee againejto fpurne thee too*, 

If thou wilt lend this money ,lend it not 
As to thy friends,for when did friendship take 
A breede of barraine mettall of his friend ? 

But lend it rather to thine enemic. 

Who if he breake,thou maid with better face 
Exaft the penalties. 

Shy. Why looke you how you ftorme, 

I would be friends with you,and haue your loue, 
Forger the fhames that you haue ftaind me with, 
Supplie your prefent wancs,and take no doite 
Ofvfance for my moneyes,and youle not heare me, 
This iskindc I offer. 

Bajf. This were kindneffe. 

Shy. This kindneffe will I fhowe, 

Goe with me to a Notarie,fcale me there 
Your fingle bond.and in a merrie fporc*: 

If you repaie me not on fuch a day, 

In fuch a place, fuch fum or fums as are 
Expreft in the condition,letthe forfeitc 
Be nominated for an equall pound 
Of your faire flefh,to be cur off and taken 
In what part of your bodie it pleafeth me. 

aint. Content infaith,He fealc to fuch a bond, 

And fay there is much kindneffe in the lew*. 

<B4- You 
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^ry^7hallno7tcalc to fucUa bond for me, 

ii/-r;uberdwcllinmyti«te#tic. 

Within thef/two months,that’s a month before - 
This bond expircs.I dflO refine ■ 

Of thrice three times the valew of this bond. 

shf. O father tliefeChriftian* are, 

Whofeownc hard dealings teaches them Uti pett- 
The thon^hts of others : Prate you tell 
Ifhc n^d breakc his date, what lbould I game 
Ry the exadlion of the forfeiture ? 

A pound ofmans flclli taken from a man, 

Is not fo ctlimable,profjtabJe neither 
As fiefh ofMjKrons,Bccfe,or Goates,I lay 
Xo buy his fauour*! extend this friendftip, 
jfhe will take it,fo:if not adiew, 

And for my loue 1 praieyou wrong me not. 

Jnt. Xti ShylockyA willlcalc vnto this bond. • 

Shi. Then meeteme forthwith at the Notaries, 

;CjJnc hicn dircilion for this merrie bond, 

And I will goe and purfe xhc ducats lira it c. 
j ^ cc t o my houfe left in rhe fearefull gard 
Ofan vnthrifcie 4 knaHc: and prefent!le 
He be with you. * Extt. 

Ant. Hie thee gentle lew. This Hebrew will turne 
Chriftian,he growes kirtcie. 

Ba(f. I like not faire teames, and a villaincs minde. 
tAnt. Come on,in this there can be no dilmnie. 

My Shippes come home a month before the diie. 

Exeunt. 



Enter Moroqhiu a tawmc AJoore all in white, and three or 
foure followers accordingly y with Portia , 

Nerrijja , and tbetr trains, 
tlo. Cornets. 

Mor. Mifiikcme not for my complexion. 

The fhadowed liuerie of the hurnifhe funne. 

To whom I am a ncighbour,and neere bred. 

Bring me the fairefi creature North-ward borne. 

Where Phoebpu fire fcarce tinwes the ylicles. 

And let vs makeincifion for your loue, 

To proue whofe blood is reddcft,his or mine. 

I tell thee Ladie this afpe<5l of mine 
Hathfeard the valiant/by my leue I fvveare ) 

The beft regarded Virgins of our Clyme 
Hauelou’dit to: I would not change this hud, 

Except to fteale your thoughts my gentle Queene. 

Tor. Intearmcs of choiie l am not folic led 
By nice dire&ion of a maidens eies : 

Bcfides,thc lottric ofmy deftenie 
Bars fnc the right of voluntarie choofing: 

But if my Father had not feanted me. 

And hedg’d me by his wit to y eelde my fclfe 
His wifc,who wins me by that meanes I told you, 

Your felfe (renbwncd Prince) than Rood as faire 
As any commcr I haue look'd on yer . t. 

For my affeftion. 

Euen for that I thankeyou, 

Cicfote I pray you leade me to the Caskets 
10 tric m y fortune: By this Syrrtitare 


That lley^thc Sophie, and a Perfian Prince 
That won dircc fields of Sultan Solytnan, • ^ ’ 
I would orc-ftare the fterneft eies thatJftoke : 
Out-braue the heart moft daring on the earth : 

Plucke the yong fucking Cubs from the fheBcare, 

Yea,mocke the Lion when he rores for pray 

To win the Ladie. Butala$.thc while 

If Hercules and Lychas plaie at dice 

Which is the better man,the greater throw -- 

May turne by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is Alcidcs beaten by his rage, 

And fo may I,blinde fortune leading me 
Mifle that which one vmvorthicr may attaine. 

And die with grieuing. 

Port. You mud take your chance, 

And either not attempt to choofe at all, 

Or Iweare before you choofc,if you choofe wrong 
Neuer to Ipeaketo Ladie afterward 
In way ol marriage,therefore be aduis’d. 

Mor. Nor will not, come bring me vnto my chance. 

Por % Firft forward to the temple,after dinner 
Yourbazprd (hall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then. Cornets. 

Tomakc meblciior curfcd ll among men. Exeunt. 

Enter the Clowne alone. 

\ */ v: ' '*■ . ' sv J r, ;io 

flo. Ccrtaincly, my confcicnce will feme me to run 
from this lew my Mattlcr: the fiend is at mine elbow* 
and tempts me,laving to m Jobbe^Lanncelet lobbe } g ood 
Launcclet, origood Iobbc y or good L.attnce let lob be > vfe 
your legs, take the dart, run awaie : my conlci'ence faies 
no; take hcede honed Lamcelet , take heed hbneft Jdbe, 
or as afore-faid honed Lanncelet Iobbe y doe not runne, 
fcornerunning with thy he-elcs; wcli,thc moftcoragi- 
oas fiend bids me packc,^ laies the fiend, away faies 
thefiend, for the heauens rcufevpa braue minde faies 
^hcfiend, and run; well, my confcience hanging about 
tne nccke of my heart, faies verie wifely to me .• my ho¬ 
ned friend Launcelet y being an honed mans lonne.or ra¬ 
ther an honed womans fonne,for indeede my Father did 
fofuethingfmack.fomething grow too;he had a kindeof 
tafle;wel,my confcience laies Lancelet bougc not,bodge 
faies the fiend,bouge not faies myconfcience^onlcience 
fay I you counfailc w r eli, fiend lay I you counfaile well, 
to be rul’d by my confcience I fhould day with the/e«> 
my Maider /vvho God blcffe the markc)is a kmdc of di¬ 
uell ; and ro run away from the Jew i fitould be ruled-by 
the fiend, who lauing your reuercnce is the diuell (dm- 
felfe; certainely the lew is the verie diuell incarnation, 
and in my confcience, my confcience is a kiride of hard 
confcience 3 to offer to counfaile me to day yvith the Jew; 
the fiend giucs the more friendly counfaile': I will runne 
fiend, mybeeles arc at your commandemenc, I will 
runne. 

£nter old Gobbo with a Bafket. 

Gob. Malfter yong-man,you I praie ybt!,whichi '5 the 
waie to Maider / ewes ? 

L«n. O heauens,this is my true begottehf Father,who 
being more chenfand-blinde,bigh gratiel blitide^knows 
me not, I will trie confufions with him. 

Gob. Maider yong Gentleman^ I praie you which is 
the waie to Maider Iewes. 

z Laws. Turne vpon your right hand at the next tur- 
---—------ ning 
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ning, but at the next turning of all on your left; marrie 
at the verie next turning,turne of no hand,but turn down 
indire< 31 ic to the Iewes houfe. 

Gob. Be Gods fonties’twill be a hard waie tohit,can 
you tell me whether one Lamcelep that dwels with him, 
dwell with him or no, 

Laun> Talkcyouof yong Mafter Lamcelet y marke 
me now, now will I raife the waters; talke you of yong 
Maiftcr Launcelet} 

Gob . No Maifter fir, but a poorc mans fonne, his Fa¬ 
ther though I iay’c is an honeft exceeding poore man, 
and God be thanked well to hue. 

Lan. Well,let his Father be what a will, wee talke of 
yong Maifter Launcclct. 

Gob. Your worfhips friend and Lamer let. 

Latin .But Ipraie you ergo old man % ergo 1 befcech you, 
talke you of yong Maiftcr Launcclct. 

Cjob. Ot Launcelety ant pleofe yourmaifterfhip. 

Lan.Srge Maiftcr Lancelot ,talke not ot maiftcr Lance- 
/^Father,for the yong gentleman according to fates and 
deftinies,and fuchoddc fayings,the fillers thrce,& fuch 
branches of learning, is indeede decealcd, or as you 
would fay in plaine tearmcs,gonc to heauen. 

Qob. Marrie God forbid, the boy was the vcric ftafte 
of my age,my verie prop. 

Lau. Do I look like a cudgeilor ahoucll-poft,a ftaffe 
or a prop: doe you know me Father. 

Gob Alacke the day, I know you not yong Gentle¬ 
man,but I praie you tell me,is my boy God reft his fcule 

aliueor dead. 

Lan. Doe you not know me Father. 

Cob. Alacke fir I am fand blinde,I know you not. 

Lan. Nay* indeede if you had your eies you might 
&ileof the knowing me: it is a wife Father thac knowes 
his owne childe. Well,old man,I will tell you ne wes of 
your fon,giue me your blefiing,truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long,a mans fonne may,but in the 
end truth will out. 

Gob . Praicyou fir ftand \p, I amfurcyou are not 
Lancelet my boy. 

Lan. Praie you let’s haue no more fooling about 
it, but giue nice your blefting : I am Lancelet your 
boy that was, your lbnnc chat is, your childe that 
fhall be. 

Gob. I cannot thinks you are my fonne. 

Lan * I know not what I (hall thinke of thac: but lam 
Lancelet the Iewes man,and I am furc Margene your wife 
is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is Margcrie indeede, lie be fworneif 
\A\oubt Lancelet > thou art mine owne flcfli and blood: 
Lord worftiipt might he be,what a beard haft thou got; 
thou haft got more naive on thy chin, then Dobbin my 
philhorfehas on his tails. 

Lan. It fhould feeme then that Dobbins taile 
growes backevvard. I am fure he had morehaire of his 
taile then I haue of my face when I loft faw him. 

Gob . Lord how art thou chang’d: how dooft thou 
and thy Mafter agree,I haue brought him a prefent;how 
grceyou now£ 

Lan. Well,well,but for mine owne part,as I haue fet 
vp my reft torunawaie, lo I will not reft till I haue run 
fome ground ; my Maifter’s a verie lew, giue him a pre- 
fent, giue him a halter, I am famifht in his feruicc. You 
may tell eueric finger I haue with my ribs : Father I am 
glad you are come, giue me your prefent to one Maiftcr 
Bajfanio,vi\\o indeede giues rare new Liuorics, if I ferue 


not him,I will run as far as God has anie ground^) 
fortune,here comes the man, tohimFather, f or y/ arc 
lew if I ferue the leva anie longer. 

Enter Baffanio with a follower or two . 

Baf You may doe fo, but let it be fo hafted th 
fupper be readie at the fartheft by fiuc of the clock** 
fee thefe Letters deliuered, put the Liucries to 
ing, and defire. Gratiano to come anoncto myl 0t ] " 
ing. ! 

Lan. TohimFather. 

Gob. God blefle your worfhip. 

' Baff. Gramcrcie,would’ft thou ought with me 

Gob. Here’s my fonne fir,a poore boy. 

Lan. Not a poore boy fir,but the rich Iewes manth 
would fir as my Father (hall fpecifie. 

Gob. He hath a great infe&ionfir, as one would fa 
to feiue. 

Lan. Indeede the fliort and the long is, I feructh 
lew, and haue a defire as my Father (hall fpecifie. - * 

Gob . His Maifter and he(fauing your worlhipsreuc- 
rencc)are fcarcc cacercotins. 

Lan. Tobebriefe, the verie truth is, that the In 
hailing done me wrong, doth caufc me as my Father be 
ing 1 hope an old man (hall frutifie vnto you. 

Gob. I haue here a di(h of Doues that I wouldbeflow 
vpon your worfhip,and my fuite is. 

Lan, In verie briefe, the fuite is impertinent tom? 

felfc, 3 s your worfhip fball know by this honeft oldman 
and chough I fay it, though old man,yet poore man mv 
Father. •' 

Baff. One fpeake for both,wha: would you ? 

Loot. Scrueyoufir. 

Gob. That is the verie defeat ofthe matter fir. 

Baff. I know thee well,thou haft obtain’d thy fuite 
Shylocke thy Maifter fpoke with me this daic. 

And hathprefer’d thee,if it be preferment 
To leaue a rich Iewes ieruice.to become 
„The follower of fopoore a Gentleman. 

Clo. The old prouerbe is verie well parted betweene 
my Matter Shylocke an A you fir, you h3ue the grace of 
God fir.and he hath enough. 

Baff. Thou fpeak’ft it well; go Father withthy Sod, 
Takeleaue of thy old Maiftcr,and enquire 
My lodging out, giue him a Liuerie 
More garded then his fellovves : fee it done. 

Clo. Father in,I cannot get a feruice,no,Ihauenere 
a touguein my head, well: if anie man in Italic haue t 
fairer table which doth offer to fweare vpon a booke, I 
fllall haue good fortune 5 goe too, here's'^ fimple line 
of life, here’s a fmall trifle of wiues, alas,fifcecnewiues 
is nothing, a leuen widdowes and nine maidesisafim- 
plecomminginforoneman, and then to fcape drow¬ 
ning thrice, and to be in perill of my life with the edge 
of a featherbed, here are fimple fcapes: well, if Fortune 
be a woman, (he’s a good wench for this gere: Father 
come,lie take my leaue ofthe lew in the twinkling. 

SxitClmt. 

Baff. I praie thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 
Thcl'e things being bought and orderly beftowed 
Returnein hafte,for I doe feaft to night 
My beft efteemd acquaintance,hie thee goe. 

Leon. My beft endeuors fhall be done herein \Xxit-U- 
Enter Gratiano. 

Gra. Where’s your Maifter. 

Leon. Yonder 
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^(f/Yondcr fir he w*lkes. 

Gra. Signior 'Baffanio. 

Baf Gratiano. 

Gra. I haue a fute to you. 

Sf 

^Taf. Why then you muft •• but heare thee Gratiano , 
Thou art to wilde.to rude, and bold of voycc, 

Parts that become thee happily enough. 

And in fuch eyes as our*appeare»ot taulcs; 

But where they are not knbwne,why there they {how 
Something too Ubcrall, pray .thee take painc 
To allay with fome cold drops ot modeftie ^ 

Thy skipping fpirit,leaft through thy wilde behauiour 
ibemilconfterdin the place I goe to, 

Andloofe my hopes. 

Gra. Signor BaJfanio^hcTitc me, 

Ifl doe not put on a fober habite, i 

Talke with rcfpetft,and l’weare but now and than, 
Weareprayer bookes in my pocketdooke demurely, 
Nay more, while grace is faying hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and figh and fay Amen: 

Vfcall thcobfcruancc of ciuillitie 
Like one well ftudiedin a fad oftent 
Topleale his Grandam,neuer cruft me more. 

g 4 j\ Welfiwe (hall fee your bearing. 

gra. Nay but I barre to night,you flaall not gage me 
By wbt we doe to night. 

Baf. No thac were pittie, 

I would intreate you rather to put on 
Your boldeft fuite of mirth,for wc haue friends 
That purpole merriment: but far you well, 

I haue fome bufinefle. 

Gra. And I muft to Lorenfo and the reft. 

But wc will vifite you at fupper time. 


Av 


Exeunt. 


Enter Ieffica and the (flowne. 


Ief. I anvforry thou wilt leaue my Father fo, 

Our houfe is hell,and thou a merrie diuell 
Did’ft rob it of fome tafte of tedioufnefle; 

But far thee well,there is a ducat for thee. 

And Lancelet , foone at fupper (halt thou fee 
Lorenzo ,who is thy new Maifters gueft, 

Giue him this Lctcer,doe it fecrecly, 

And fo farwell: I would not haue my Father 
See me talke with thee. 

Clo. Adue,tcarcs exhibit my tongue,moift beautifull 
^gan, moft fweete lew,if a Chriftian doe not play the 
maue and get thee,I am much dcceiucd; but adue,chcfc 
"oolifh drops doe fomewhat drowne my manly fpirit: 
adue. ' e xit . 

Ief. Farewell good Lancelet. 

Alackc,what hainous finneis it in me 
To be alhamed to be my Fathers childe, 
lut though I am a daughter to his blood, 
am not to his manners: O Lorenzo, 

If thou keepe promife I (hall end this ftrife, 
lecome a Chriftian,and thy louing wife. 


Exit. 


Enter Gratiano,Lorenx.o,Slarino,andSaIanio. 

n -r ’r Nay ’ We ^ in ^ c aw: tf in fupper time, 

Ui gmr c vs at my lodging,and,rctijrne all in an houre. 
c r f* ,„,” aue not made good preparation. 

■w. We haue not fpoke vs yet of Torch-bearers. 


So/. Tis vile vnlofle it may be quaintly ordered. 

And better in my mindenot vndertooke. 

Lor. ’Tis now but foure of clock, we haue two hottres 
Tofurnifh vsjfricnd Lancelet what’s the ne wes. 

Enter Lancelet with a Lett or. 

Lan. And it (hall pleale you to breaks vp this, fliall ie 
feeme to fignific. 

Lor. I know the hand,in faith ’tis a fairc hand 
And whiter then the paper it writ on, 

I the taire hand that writ. 

Gra. Louenewcs in faith. 

Lan . By your leaue fir. 

Lor. Whither goeft thou? 

Lan. Marryfutobid my oldMaftcr thc/fwtofup 
to night with my new Mafter the Chriftian. 

Lor. Hold here,cake this,tell gentle leffica 
I will not faile her,fpeake it priuacely; 

Go Gentlemen, will you prepare you forthisMasketo 

‘fight, 

I am prouided of a Torch-bearer. Exit.Clowne. 

Sal. I marry,ilc be gone about it ftra t. 

Sol. And fo will I. 

Lor. Meete me and Gratiano at Gratianos }odoj ng 
Some houre hence. 


Sal. 'Tis good wc do fo* 

Gra. Was not that Letter from faire leffca} 

Lor. I muft needes tell thee all,(he hath dirctftcd 
Howl fhall take her from her Fathers houfe. 

What gold and iewels flic is furniflit with. 

What Pages fuite (he hath in readinefle: 

If ere the lew her Father come to heauen, 

It will be for his gentle daughters fake 5 
And ncucr dare misfortune erode her footc, 

Vnlefle (he doe it vnder this cxcufc, 

Thac flic is ifluetoafaithlclfe lew : 

Come goe with me,p ervfe this as thou goeft, 

Faire leffica fhall be my Torch-bcarer. *; 


Exit. 


Exit. 


Enter lew y and his man that was the Cl owne. 


lew. Well.thou (hall fec.thy eyes (hall be thyiudee 
The difference of old Shjlocke and Baffanio; & * 

What leffica, thou (halt not gurmaneize 
As thou haft done with me : what lejfca ? 

And fleepe,and fnore,and tend apparrell out. 

Why leffica I fay. 

Clo. Why leffica. 

Shy. Who bids thee call ? I do not bid thee call. 

Clo. Your worfhip was wont to tell me 

I could doe nothing withou t bidding. 

Enter leffica. 

Ief Call you? what is your will? 

Shy. I am bid forth to fopper leffica. 

There are my Keyes: but wherefore (hould I go? 

I am not bid for louc,they flatter me. 

But yet lie goe in hate,to feede vpon 
The prodigall Chriftian. leffica mygirle, 

Looke to my houfe, I am right loath to goe. 

There is fome ill a bruing towards my reft. 

For I did dreame of money bags to night. 

Clo, I befcech you fir goc,my yong Mafter 
Doth expcift your reproach. 

Shy. So doe I his. 

Clo. And they haue confpired together, I will not fay 
you fhall fee a Maske, but ifyou doc, thin It was not fa 
nothing that my nofe fell a bleeding on blackemonday 
__? laft 
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Iaft,at fix a clocke ith morning, falling out that yecre on 
aftiwenfday was fourc yccrc in th’afternoone. 

Shy. What are their maskes ? hcare you me Iejfica , 
Lock vp my doores,and when you heare the drum 
And the vile fquealing of the wry-necktFifcj 
Clamber not you vp to the cafements then 5 . 

Nor thruft your head into the publique-ftreete 
To gaze on Chriftian fooles with varniflit faces: 

But ftop my houfes eares,I meane my cafements. 

Let not the found of (hallow fopperie enter 
My fober houfe. By Jacobs ftaffe I fweare, 

I haue nominde offeafting foith tonighti 
But I will goe : goc you before me firra. 

Say I will come* V * 

Clo % I will goe before hr. 

Miftris looke out at window for all this 5 
There will come aChriftian by. 

Will be worth a Ieweseye. 

Shy. What laics that foo!e of Hagans off-fpring? 
ha. 

Ief His words were farewell miftris^riothing elfe. 
Shy. The patch is kinde enough,but a huge feeder: 
Snaile-flow in profit,but he ficepes by day 
More then the wilde-cat: drones hiue not with me. 
Therefore I part with him,and part with him 
To one that I would haue him helpe to wafte 
His borrowed purfe. Well/^cdgoein, 

Perhaps I will returne immediately; 

Doe as I bid you, fhut dotes after you, faftbinde, faft 
finde, 

A prouerbe neuer ftale in thriftie minde. Exit. 

Ief. Farewell,and if my fortune be not croft, 

Ihauea Fathcr,you a daughter loft. Exit. 


Enter the Maskers, Gratiano and Salino. 


3 r 


Gra. This is the pcnthoul'c vtufcr which lortnz-o 
Defired vs to make a Hand. 

Sal. Hishouressalmoftpaft. 

Gra . And it is meruaile he out-d wcls his houre. 

For louers cuer run before the ciockc. 

Sal. O ten times farter Feuw Pidgions flye 
To fteale loues bonds new made,then they arc wont 
Tokeepe obliged faith vnforfaited. 

Gra . That euer holds,who rifeth from a feaft 
With that keene appetite that he fits downe ? 

Where is the horfc that doth vntread againc 
His tedious meafures with the vnbated fire. 

That he did pace them firft : all things that are, 
Arewith more fpirit chafed then enioy’d. 

How like a yonger or a prodigall 

The skarfed barke puts from her natiue bay, 

Hudg’d and embraced by the ftrumpet wiude: 

How like a prodigall doth fhe returne 
With ouer-wither’d ribs and ragged fades, 
Leane,rent,and begger’d by the ftrumpet windc ? 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Salino. Heere comes Lorenz-o, more of this here¬ 
after. 

Lor. Sweete friends, your patience for my long a* 
bode, 

Not I,but my affaires hk>c made you wait: 

When you fhall pleafe to play the theeues tor wiues 
Jk watch as long for you then: approach ' - 


Heredwels my father lew. Ftda,vfho*$ 
lefftea abtnte. 

Ieff. Who are you?tell me for more certainty, 
Albeitlle fweare that I dolcnow your tongue. 

Lor. Lorcn^o t and thy Loue. 

Ief. Lorenzo certaine,and my loue indeed. 

For who loue I fo much? and now who knowes 
But you Lorenz.9 ,whether I am yours ? 

Lor . Heauen and thy thoughts are witnefs that tho 

Ief. Heere,catch this casket,itis worth the paines 
I am glad ’tis night,you do not looke on me, ’ 

Fori am much afliam’d of my exchange: 

But loue is blinde, and louers cannot fee 
The pretty follies that themfelues commit. 

For if they could, Cupid himfelfc would blulh 
To fee me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Defcend,for you muft be my torch-bearer. 
Ief. What, muft I hold aCandle to my fhames? 
They in themfelues goodfooth are too tod light. 
Why, ’tis an office of difeouery Loue, 

And I fhould be obfeut’d. 

Lor. So you are fweet, 

Euen in the louely garnifh of a boy rbut come at once 
For the dofe night doth play the run-away. 

And we are ftaid for at 'Bgjfani.s fcaft. 

Ief. I will make faft the doores and guild my fe!f e 
With fome more dticats.and be with you ftraight. 
Gra. Now by my hood, a gentle,and no lew. 
Lor. Belhrew me but I loue her heartily. 

For fhe is wife, if I c3n judge of her, 

And fairefr.c is, if that mine eyes be true. 

And true flic i$,as fhe hath prou'd her felfe: 

Arid therefore like her ielfe,wife,faire,and true, 

Shall fhe be placed in my conftant foule. 


Enter lejftca. 

What, art thou come ? on gentlemen, away. 
Our masking mates by this time for vs ftay. 

Enter udntbomo. 


Exit 


^ 4 nt, Who’s there? 

Gra. Signior -Anthonie ? 

usint. Fie,fic } <7r<rr/>»tf,where are all the reft ? 

’Tis nine a clocke, our friends all ftay for you, 

No maske to night,the winde is come about, 
Bajfanio prefently will goc aboerd, 

1 haue fent twenty out to feeke for you. 

Gra. I am glad on’t, I defirc no more delight 
Then to be vnder faile.and gone to night. Sxewit, 

Enter Vortia with 'Morrocho.and both their mines. 

Tor. Goe,drawafide the curtaines, and difeouer 
The feuerall Caskets to this noble Prince: 

Now make your choyfe. 

Trior. The firft of gold,who this infeription beares, 
Who choofeth me,fhall gaine what men defire. 

The fecond fihier,which rhispromife carries. 

Who choofeth me,(hall get as much as he deferues. 
This third,dull lead,with warning all as blunt. 

Who choofeth me,muft giue and hazard all he hath, 
HowftialH knowifl doe choofe the right? 

6 Tor. The 



I7f 


a %.“hi S'Scot* in" my fa-' 

t will furuay the infcriptions,backe agamc. 

s:*^ssssi“- 

twit in hope offairc aduancages . 

^goldenminde ftoopcs not to ftrowes ofdtofle, 
flethen nor giue nor hazard ought for lead. 

What foies the Silucr wnh her virgin hue ? 

Who choofeth me, fiiall gee as much as he deferues. 
Lnuch as he deferues; paufe there Morecho, 

And weigh thy value with an euen hand, 
if thou beeft rated by thy eftSmation 
Thoudooft deferue enough,and yet enough 
May not extend fo farre as to the Ladie : 

And yet to be afeard of my defeating, 

Were but a weake difabling ofmy felfe. 

As much as I deferue, why that’s the Lady. 

I doe in birth deferue her,3nd in fortunes, 

Ingraces,and in qualities of breeding : 

But more then thefejn loue I doc deferue. 

What if I ftrai’d no farther,bu t chcfe here ? 

Let’s fee once more this faying grau’d in gold. 

Who choofeth me fiiall gainc what many men defirc: 
Whv that’s the Lady, ail the world dcfircs her: 

From the foure corners of the earth they come 
To kilie this fhrine,this mortall breathing Saint. 

The Hircanion deferts, and the vaftc wildes 
Ofvvidc Arabia are as ihroughfares now 
For Princes to come view farre Portia. 

The waterie Kingdome,whofe ambitious head 
Spets in the face ofheauen, is no barre 
To ftop the forrainc fpirits,but they come 
As ore abrooke to fee fair e Portia. 

One of thefe three concaines hcc heaucnly piflttire. 

Is’t like that Lead containes her?’twerc damnation 
To chinke fo bafe a thought,it were too grofe 
To rib her fearecloath in the obfeure grauc : 

Or dull I tbinke in Siluer file’s immur’d 
Being ten times vndervalucd to tride gold; 

0 frnfuli thought, neuer fo ri ch a lem 
Was fet in worfe then gold ! They haue in England 
A coyne that beares the figure of an Angeli 
Stampc in gold, but that’s infeuipt vpon : 

But here an Angeli in a golden bed 
Lies all within. Deliucr me the key: 

Here doe I choofe,and chriue 1 as I may. 

Por . There take it Prince, and if my forme lye there 
Then I am yoursJ 

Mor. Obeli J what haue we here,a carrion death, 
Within whole emptic eye there is a written fcroule; 
Ilereadc the writing 

D 

A ll thatgliflers is not gold. 

Often haueyoH heard thaHold; 

Many a man his life hath fold 
*Put my outfide to Behold ; 

Gu/ided timber doe wormes infold: 

Hadyou Beene as wife as hold, 

Tong in limbs r in lodgement old, 

? our an fa ere had not Beene infer old 7 
PareyoHwctl y yoHr faite is cold\ 


Mor . Cold indecde,and labour loft. 

Then farewell heate r and welcome frott: 

Portia adew, I haue too grfeu’d a heart 

To take a tedious leaue : thus looiers part. Exit . 

Por . A gentle riddance: draw the curtaine$ ? go : 

Let all ofbis complexion cnoole me fo. Extiint. I 

Enter Salarino pind Solanio. 

Flo .Cornets. 

Sal. Why man I faw ‘Bajfanio vnder fayle, 

With him is Gratuino gone along; 

And in their fhip I am lure Lorenzo is not. 

Sol . The viliaine lew with outcries raifd theDukc. 
Who went with him to iearch Bajjanios fhip. 

Sal. He comes too late, the fhip was vnderfaile; 

But there the Duke was giuen to vnderftand 
That in a Gondilo were leene together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Iejfica. 

Befides ^Anthonto certified the Duke 
They were not with Bajj'amo ill his fhip. 

Sol. 1 neuer heard a palhon fo confufd, 

So ftrange,outragious,and fo variable, 

As the dogge lew did vtter in the ftrccts; 

My daughtcr.O my ducats, O my daughter. 

Fled with a Chriftian,0 my Chriftian ducats ! 

Iuftice,the law,my ducats,and my daughter; 

1 A fealed bag,twofealed bags of ducats. 

Of double ducats,ftolne from me by my daughter. 

And iewcls,two (tones,two rich and precious (tones, 
Stolnc by my daughter: iufticc, finde the girle. 

She hath the ftones vpon her,and the ducats. 

Sal. Why all the boyes in Venice follow him. 

Crying his ftones,his daughter,and his ducart. 

Sol. Let good Anthon/o looke lie keepe his day 
Or he fiiall pay for this. 

Sal. Marry well remembred, 

I reafon.’d with a Frenchmanyefterday. 

Who told me,in the narrow leas that part 
The French and Englifh, there nnfearied 
A veflell of our countrey richly fraught: 
i thought vpon Anthonio when he told me. 

And wifntin filcnce that it were not his. 

Sol. Yo were belt to tell Anthonio what you hcare. 

Yet doc notfuddainely,for it may gricue him. 

Sal . A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth, 

I faw Bajjamo and Anthotno part, 

Bajfanio told him he would make fomc fpeede 
Ot his returne : he anfvvered,doc not fo. 

Slubber notbufineflefor my fake Bajfanio, 

But ftay the very riping of the cime. 

And for the levees bond which he hath of me. 

Let it not enter in your minde of loue: 

Be merry,and imploy your chiefcft thoughts 
To courtfhip^ and iuch faire oftents oflouc 
As fiiall conucnicntly become you there ; 

And euen there his eye being big with tearcr, 

Turning his face, he put his hand bchinde him, 

And with affection wondrous fcnciblc 
He wvutig&affanios hand,and fo they parted. 

Sol. I thinkehe onely loues the world for him, 

I pray thee let vs goe and fltide him out 
And quicken his embraced heauinefle 
With fome delight or other. 

Sal. Doewefo. Exeunt. 

Enter Nerrijfa Hnd a Seruiture> 

A^r.Quick,quick I pray thee,draw the curtain ftrait, 
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The Prince of Arragon hath tone hi* oath. 

And comes to his elcftion presently. 

EnterArr agon, his traine, and Portia. 

Fl ok. Cornets. 

For. Bcholdjtherc ftand the caskets noble Prince, 
If you chooie that wherein I am contain’d. 

Straight fhall our nuptiall rights be folcmniz’d: 

But it thou faile, without morefpeech my Lord, 

You muft be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. I am enioynd by oath to obferue three things; 
Firft, neuer to vnfold to any one 
Which casket ’twas I chofc; next,ifl faile 
Ofthetight casket,neuer in my life 
T o wooe a maide in way of marriage: 

Laftly, if I doc faile In fortune ofmy choy fe. 
Immediately to leauc you,and begone. 

Pot. To thelc iniunetions euery one doth fwcarc 
Thac comes to hazard for my worthlefle felfe. 

Ar. Ano (o haue I addreft me,fortune now 
To my hearts hope: gold, filucr, and bale lead. 

Who choofeth me muft giue and hazard all he hath. 

You (hall looke fairer ere I giue or hazard. 

What faies the golden cheft,ha, let me fee! 

Who choofeth me,Aral! gaine what many men delire: 
What many men dcfiro,that many may be meant 
By the foolc multitude that chooie by fhow, 

Not learning more then th e fond eve doth teach. 
Which pries nor to th’interior,but like the Martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Euen in the force and rode of cafual tie. 

I will not choofc what many men delire, 

Becaufe I will not iumpe with common fpirits. 

And ranke me with the barbarous multitudes/ 

Why then to thee thou Sduer treafure houfe, 

Tell me once more,what title thiu dooftbeare; 

Who choofeth me fhall gee as much as he deferues: 
And well laid too; for who fhall goe about 
To cofcn Fortune,and be honourable 
Without the ftampe of merrit.let none prefume 
To weare an vndeferued dignitie : 

O that ertates, degrees, and offices. 

Were not derin’d corrupcJy,and that clearc honour 
W ere purchaft by !?fic merrit of the wearer; 

How many then fhottld couer that ftand bare ? 

How many be commanded that command ? 

How much low pleafantry Would then be gleaned 
From the true feede of honor ? And how much honor 
Pickt from rhe chaffe and ruine of the times. 

To be new varnifht: Wc!l,but to my choife. 

Who choofeth me fltall get as much as he deferues, 

I will aflume defert; giue me a key for this, 

And inftantly vnlocke rny fortunes here. 

Tor.Too long a paufc for that which you finde there. 
Ar. What’s here,the portrait of a blinking idiot 
Prefenting me a fcedule, I will reade it; 

How much vnlike art thou to Portia ? 

How much vnlike my hopes and my deferuings ? 

Who choofeth me,fhall haue as much as he deferues 
Did I deferue no more then a fooles head. 

Is that my prize,are my deferts no better ? 

Tor. To offend and iudge arc diftinft offices. 

And ofoppofed natures, 

Ar. What is here? 

7 be fier feauen times tried this, 
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Seauen times tried that iudement is 
That didneuer choofe amis , 

Some there be that fbadawes kijfe 
Such haue but a/badowts bliffe / 

There be fooles aline Inis 
SUtter'd o remand fo nos this : 

Take what wifeyou will to bed , 

I will euer be your head: 

So be gone,yon arefped. 

Still more foole I fhall appeare 
By the time I linger here. 

With one fooles head I came to woo. 

But I goe away with two. 

Sweet adue, lie keepe my oath. 

Patiently to beare my wroath. 

for. Thus hath the candle fing’d the moath * 
O thefe deliberate fooles when they doe choofe 
They haue the wifdome by their wit to loofe. * 
Ner. The ancient faying is no herefie 
Hanging and wiuing goes by deftinie. 

Por. Come draw the curtaine Nerrijfa. 

£nter GMeJfenger. 

Afef. Where is my Lady ? 

Por. Here,what would my Lord ? 

Mef. Madam,there is a-hghted at your gate 
A yong Venecian,one that conics before 
T o fignifie th’approaching of his Lord, 

From whom he bringeth fenfiblc regrects; 

To wit (belides commends and curteous breath) 
Gifts of rich value; yet I haue not fecne 
So likely an Embaftador ofloue. 

A day in Aprill neuer came fo fwccte 
To fhow how coftly Sommer was at hand. 

As this fore-lpurrer comes before his Lord. 

Por. No more I pray thee,I am haife a-fcard 
Thou wilt lay anone he is fomekinto thee. 
Thou fpe’nd ft (uch high-day witinpraifinghim: 
Come,come Nerryjfafor I long to lee 
Quicke Cupids Port, that comes fo mannerly. 
Ner. Tajfanio Lord,louc if thy will it be. 


Exm, 



Ent er Solanio and Salarino. 

Sol. Now,what newes on the Ryalto? 

Sal. Why yet it liues there vneheekt, that j4ntkm 
hath a (hip of rich lading wrackton the narrow aeasjthe 
Goodwins I thinke they call the place, a very dangerous 
flat, and fat all, where the carcafles of many a tall Ihip.lye 
buried.asthey fay,ifmy goffips report be an honeft wo¬ 
man ofher word. 

Sol. 1 would flie were as lying a goffip inthat,aseurr 
knapt Ginger,or made her neighbours belecue (he wept 
for the death of a third husband: but it is true, without 
any flip* of prolixity, or crofting the plaine high-way of 
talke,thac the good Anthoniofnt honeft Antbonio\b that 
I had a title good enough to keepe his name company! 

Sal, Come,the full flop. 

Sol. Ha,what lay eft thou,why the end is,he hath loft 
a (hip. 

Sd. I 
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■"o/TTwould it might proue the cndofhislolTes. 

Sol. Let me fay Amen betimes, lcaft the dwell erode 
my praicr,for here he comes in the nkencs o^.How 
JolshylockiM^ newes among the Merchants. 

Enter Shylocke. , 

Shy. You knew none fo well, none fo well as you, ot 

That’s cef Mine, I for my part knew the Tailor 

that made ti.e wings fhe flew withall. 

Sol And shylocke for his own pare knew the bird was 
fledg’d,and then ins the complexion of them al to leaue 

the dam. 

Shy. She is damn d tor it. 

SaL That’s ccrtaine,ifthediuell may be her Iudge. 

Shy. My owne flefh and blood to rebell. 

Sol.. Out vpon it old carrion, rebels it at thefe yccrcs. 

Shy- I fay my daughter is rny flefh and bloud. 

Sal. There is more difference betweene thy flefh and 
hers then betweene let and Iuorie^more betweene your 
hloods,thcn there is betweenered wine and renniflv.but 
tel! vs, doe you heare whether jAnthonio haue had anie 
Ioffe at lea or no? > 

Shy. There \ haue another bad match, a bankrout, a 
prodigall,who dare fcarcc iliew his head on the Ryalto, 
abeggerthat was vfd to co&iefofmug vpon the Marc: 
let him look to his bond,he was wont to call me Vlurcr, 
let him Iookc to his bond, he was wont to lend money 
for a Chriftian curtfie,let him looke to his bond. 

Sal. Why I am Turc if he forfaite, thou wilt not take 
his flefh, what’s thac good for ? 

Shy. To baite flfli withall, i£it will feede nothing 
elfe,it will feede my rcuenge ; he hath difgrac’d me, and 
hindred me haife a million, laught at my lofles, mockt at 
my gaines, lcorned my Nation, chvs f artcd my bargaincs, 
cooled my friends, heated mine enemies, and what’s the 
rcafon ? I am a I ewe : Hath not a lew eyes ? hath not a 
lew hands, organs, dementions, fences, affe&ion$,paffi- 
ons.fed with the famefoode, hurt with the fame wea¬ 
pons, fubieft to the lame dileales, healed by the fame 
meancs, warmed and cooled by the fame Winter and 
Sommmer as a Chriftian is; if you pricke vs doe we not 
blcede? if you tickle vs,doe we not laugh ? if you poifon 
vs doe we not die? and ifyou wrong vs fha!l wenot re- 
uengc?if we arc like you in the re A,we will refemblc you 
in that. If a lew wrong a Cbrtftian, what is his humility, 
reuenge? If a Chrifttan wrong a lew, what fliould his fuf- 
ferance be by Chriftian example,why reuenge? The vil- 
lanie you teach me 1 will execute, and it (ball goe hard 
but I will better the inftru&ion. 

Snter a mm from Anthonio. 

Gentlemen,my maifter ^Anthonio is at his houfe, and 
defires to fpeakc with you both. 

Sal. Wc haue bccne vp and downe to fecke him. 
£#f*rTuball. 

Sol. Here comes another ofthe Tribe,a third cannot 
be marchtjVnleflc the diuell himlelfc turne lew. 

Exeunt Gentlemen* 
Shy. How now Tubatl ,what newes from Genowal haft 
thou found my daughter ? 

Tub. I often came where I did heare offter, but can¬ 
not finde her. 

Shy. Why there,there,there, there, a diamond gone 
eoft me two thoufandducats in Franckford.the curfc ne¬ 
uer ell vpon our Nation till now,I neuer felt ic till now, 
twoc .oufand ducats in that, and other precious, preci¬ 


ous iewcls; I would my daughter were dead at my foot, 
and the jewels in her eare: would fhe wercbearft ac my 
foote, and the duckets in her coffin : no newes of them, 
why fo?and I know not how much is fpent in the fearch.* 
why thou lofle vpon loflc, the theefe gone with fo 
much, and fo much to finde the theefe, and no fatisfa- 
<5tion,no rcucngc.nor no ill luck ftirring but what liohes 
a my fhoulders, nofighesbuta my breathing,no tcarcs 
but a my fhedding. 

Tub. Yes,other men haue ill lucke too ^Anthonio as I 
heard in Gcnowa ? 

Shy - What.whar,what,ill lucke,ill lucke. 

Tub. Hath an Argofie calt aw3y comming from Tri- 
polia. 

Shy. I chankeGod,! thankcGod.is it true,is ic true? 

Tub. 1 fpoke with fome of the Saylcr* that cfcaped 
the wracke. 

Shy. I thanke thee good Tuball, good ilewes, good 
newes: ha,ha,here in Genow?. 

Tub. Your daughter fpent in Gcnowa,as I heard,one 
night fonrcfcorc ducats. 

Shy. Thou flick’ll a dagger in me,I fliall neuer fee my 
gold againc.fourcfcorc duc 3 ts at aiming,fourcfcore du¬ 
cats. 

Tub. There came diuers of A.ithonios creditors in my 
company to Venice, that fwcare hce cannot chooie but 
breake. 

Shy, I am very glad ©fit, ilcplagtic him, iletorture 
him,I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them fliewed me a ring that lieehad of 
your daughter for a Monkie. 

Shy. Our vpon hcr,thou rortureft me TubaU, it was 
myTurkies,Ihad nofLeah when 1 was a Batchelei: I 
would not haue giuen it for a wilderndfi of Monkies. 

Tub. But Anthomo is cercainaly vndor.e. 

Shy. Nay,that's true, that's very true, goe Tubatl, fee 
me an Officer, belpeake him a fortnight before, I will 
haue the hc3it of him if he forfeit,for were he out ot Ve¬ 
nice, 1 can make what merchandize I will; "oeTuball 
and mcetemc at ourSinagogue,goc good Tubatl at our 
Sinagogue Tuball, ~ Exeunt. 

Enter oafhnio, Portia, Gratiano, and all their traine, 

Por. I pray you tarrie, paule a day or two 
Before you hazard,for in choolina wrong 
I loofe your companic; therefore torbearc a while, 
There’s foincthing tels me (bu t it is not lone) 

I would not loofe you,and you know your felfe 
Hate counfailes not in fuch a quallirie; 

But leaft y ou fliould net vnderftand me well. 

And yec a maiden hatii no tpnguc,but thought, 

I would detaine you here f ome month or two 
Before you venture for me. 1 could teach you 
How to choofe right,but then I am forlworne. 

So will I neuer be, formyyoumiiTemc, 

But ifyou doe,youlemakcme wifli a finne. 

That I had bcene forfworne : Befluow your eyes. 

They haue ore-Iookt me and dcuided me, 

One haife of me is yours, the other haife vours, 

Mine owne I would lay: but of mine then yours. 

And lo all yours; O thefenaughtietiiT.es 
Puts bars betweene the owners and their rights. 

And fo though yours, not yours (proue it fo ) 

Let Fortune goe to hell for it,not I- 
I fpeake too long.but ’tis to peize the time, 

To ich ic,and to draw it out in length. 

To ftay you from cle&ion. 




Tajf. Let 
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The Merchant of Venice., 


Bajf. Let me choofe, 
for as I am, I liue vpon the racke. 

Tor. Vpon t£c racke Bajfaaio, then confeffc 
What treafon there is mingled with your loue.' 

None but that vglie treafon ofmiftruft* 

Which makes me fcarejthe enioy ing of my loue: 

There may as well be amitie and life, 

'Twccneihow and fire,as treaicn and my loue; 

Por, I,but I fearc you fpeake vpontheracke. 

Where men cntorced doth Ipcake 3 ny thing. 

Bajf Promiie me life,and ile confefle the truths 
Por. Well then,confcflfa and hue. 

Bajf, ConfclTe and loue 
Had beenc the vcric him of my confeffion; 

O hippie torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach meaolwers for dehuerance; 

But let me ro my fortune and the caskets. 

Par, Away,then,l am loekt in one ofthem, 

Ifyou doe loue me,you will finde meou:. 

Nerryfa and the reft, (land all aloofc. 

Let mulicke found while he doth make his choife. 

Then it.he loote he makes a Swan-like end, 

Fading in mufiqtie. That the companion 

May Hand morcproper,my eye flaall betheftreame 

And watrie death-bed for him : he may win, 

And what is mulique than } Than muliqueis 
Euen as the flourifh,when true fubieefts bowe 
To a new crowned Monarch: Such iris, 

As are thofe dulcet founds in breake of day. 

That crecpe into the dreaming bridc-groomcs care. 

And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes 
With no lefle prcfcnce,but with much more loue 
Then yong Alcides , when he did redeeme 
The virgine tribute, paied by howling Troy 
To the Sea-monfter: 1 ftand for facrifice, 

The reft aloofeare thcDardanian wiucs: 

With bleared vifages come forth to view 
The iflucofth’exploit: Goc Hercules, 

LiucthouJ liue with much more difmay 
view the fight,then thou tha;niak 5 ft the fray. 

Here Mtificky. 

A Song the whilft Baflanio comments on the 
Caskets to him fclfc. 

Tell me where is fancie bred, 

Or in the heart t or in the head: 

How begot fow nottnjhed. Repliejreplie. 

It is engendred m the eyes , 

. tVith gating fed,and Fancic dies , 

In the cradle where it lies : 

Let vs all ring Fancies knell. 

Ile begin it. 

Ding dong fell. 

All. Ding-dong, bell. 

Bajf. So may the outward fliowes be leaft themfelues 
The world is ftill decciu’d with ornament. 

In Law, what Plea fo canted and corrupt. 

But being feafon’d with a gracious voice, 

Obfcures the fhow of euill ? In Religion, 

What damned error, but fomc fober brow 
Will blcfie it, and approue it with a text, 

Hiding the grofeneffe with fairc ornament: 

There is no voice fo fimple^ut affumes 
Some marke ofvertue on hisoueward parts; 


How manie cowards, whofc hearts are all as falfc~ 

As flayers offand, wearc yet vpon their chins 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Mars y 
Who inward fearcht,haue lyuers white as milke 
And thefe affurnc but valors excreme*:, 

Torenderthemredoubted. Lookeonbcautic 
And you fhall fee ’tis purchaft by the weighx, 

Which therein workes a miracle in nature. 

Making them lighted that weare moft of it ; 

So arc thofe crifped fnakie golden locks 
Which makes fuch wanton gambols with the winde 
Vpon luppofedfaireneffe, often knowne 
To be the dowric of a fecond head, 

The fcull that bred them in the Sepulcher, 

Thus ornament is but the guiled fhore 
To a moft dangerous fea : the beautious fcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beautie; In a word, 

The feeming truth which cunning times put on 
To incrap the wileft. Therefore then thou gaudie gold 
Hard food lor Midas , I will none of thee, 

Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge 
'T wcene man and man : but thou, thou meager lead 
Which rather threatneft then doft promife ought 
Thy palencffe moues me more then eloquence. 

And here choofe I,ioy be the confcqucnce. 

Por. How all the other paffions fleet to ayre, 

As doubcfull thoughts,and rafh imbrac’d dcfpaire; 
And ftiuddringfearc,and greene-eyed iealoufic. 

O loue be moderate,allay thy cxtafic, 

In rncafure raine thy ioy,fcanc this exccflc, 

1 Icele coo much thy blefTing,make it ldfc. 

For fcarel furfeic. 

Baf Whatfindc I here? 

Faire Portias counterfeit. What demie God 
Hath come loneere creation ? moue thefe cics? 

Or whether riding on the bals of mine 
Sceme they in motion ? Here arefeucrM lips 
Parted with fuger breath, fo fweet a barre 
Should funder fuch fweet friends: here in her haircs 
The Painter pla.es chc Spider,and hath wouen 
A golden mefh t’intrap the hearts of men 
Fatter then gnats in cobwebs: but her cics, 
i How could he fee to doc them ? hauing made one, 

Me thinkes it fhould haue power to fteale both his 
And leauc it lelfe vnfurnifht: Yet looke how farre 
The lubftancc of my praife doth wrong this fhadow 
In vnderprifing it, l'o farre this fhadow 
Doth limpe behinde the fubftance. Here’s the fcroule, 
The continent,and fummaricofmy fortune. 

Toh that choofe not by the view 
Chance as faire , and choofe ju true: 

\ Since this fortune fals toyon , 

Be content,andfeeke no new. 

Ifyou be wellpleafd with this, 

And heldy ourfortune for your blijfc, 

Turney ou where your lady is , 

And clamse her with a lotting kijfe. 

Bajf. A gentle fcroulc: Fairc Lady,by your leauc, 
I come by note to giue, and to tcceiue. 

Like one of two contending in a prize 
That thinks he hath done well in peoples cies: 
Hearing applaufe and vniuerfall (bout, 

Giddie in fpirit, ftill gazing in a doubt 
Whether thofe peaks of praife be his or no. 
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Such as I am; though tor my ldfc done 

I would not be ambitious »n my wlh, ?, 

To with Tiy lelfe nffleh better ,yet for you, 

I would be trebled twenty time* my elic, 

Athoufand times more fair^n thoufa^ tunes 
More rich,that one!/to ftand high m your actounr, 
Vtnichc in vcru.es, bcautie^humgs. fr.cnds. 

Evened account: but the full iummeot me 
Is fum of nothing: whicl.tq terme in grofle , 
sanvnlefloned g.rlc, vnfchool J,vn P ra^z d, 

Happy in thistle is not yet io old 

But flie may learnc : happier then this, 

Shee is not bred loculi but ftic can learnc 
Happieft ofall 3 is that her gentte fpirit 
Commits it fclfc to yours to be directed, 

As from her Lord,her Gouernour,her King. 

My fclfCi aM what is mine, to you and your $ 
js now cornierc<d. But now I was the Lord 
Of ^is faire nunfion,mafler of my leruants, 
Quecneore.my felfe: and euen now,buc now. _ 

This houfe, thefe f:ruancs,and this fame my fclfc 
Are yours,ipy Lord, I giue them with this ring. 

Which when you part fromdooie,or giue away. 

Let it prefage chc rume ot your loue. 

And be my vantage toexclaimcon you. 

Bajf. Maddam,you haue bereft me of all words, 
Onely my bloud fpeakes co you in my vaines. 

And there is fuch confufion in my powers, 

As after fomc oration fairely ipoke 
By a beloued Prince, there doth appear® 

Among the buzzing plcafed multitude, 

Where euery fomething being; blent together, 

Turncs to a wilde of nothing, faue of iov 
Expreft, and not expreft : but when,this ring 
Parts from this finger, then p arts life from hence, 

O then be bold to lay Baff.inio's dead* 

Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is now uur time 
That haue flood by and feene our wifhe&profpcr, 

To cry good ioy,good ioy my Lord and Lady. 

Cra. My Lord Baffanio, and my gentle Lady, 

I wi(b you all the ioy that you can wiftn : 

For I am furcyou can wi«b none from me : 

And when your Honours meane to folemnize 
The bargaine of your faith: I doc befetch you 
Euen at that time I may be married coo. 

Bajf, With all my heart,fo then canft get a wife. 

Gra . I thanke your Lordlhip, you gauc goc me oilc. 
My eyes my Lord can looke as fwife as yours: 

You faw themiftrcs,l beheld chc maid : 

You loud, I loud for incermiflion, 

No more percaines to me my Lord then you *, 

Your fortune flood vpon the caskets there. 

And fo did mine too, as the matter falls : 

For wooinghecrc vmill I fwee againe, 

Andfwearing till my very rough was dry 
Withoathcs of loue, at laft, i f promife laft, 
Igotapromifeofchis faire one heere 
Tohauc her loue: prouided that your/ortune 
Atchieu’d her mifti cfle. 

Lor. Is this true 'Nerti[fa> 

Her. Madam it is fo,fo you ftand pleas’d withall. 
Bajf. And doe you Cjratiano meane good faith ? 


Cra . Yes faith my Lord. 

Bajf. Our feaft fliall be much honored in vour mar¬ 
riage. 

Gra. Wcelc play with them the firft boy for a thou- 
fand ducats. 

Ner. What and flake downc? 

Gra. No,we Thai nere win at that fporc, and flake 
dovvne. 

But who comes heere ? Lorenzo and his Infidcll ? 

What and my old Venetian friend Salerio ? 

Enter Lorenzo,Iejfica,andSalerio, 

Baf. Lorenzo and Salerio , welcome heclier. 

If that the youth of my new mtereft heere 
Haue power to bid you welcome: by your leauc 
1 bid my verie friends and Countrimen 
Sweet Portia w elcome. 

For. So do I my Lord,they are intirely welcome. 

Lor . I thanke your honor; for my part my Lord, 

My purpolc was not co haue l'eene you heere, 

But meeting withiSWir/pby the way. 

He did intreatemee paft all faying nay 
To come with him along, 

„ Sal I did my Lord, 

And I h.iue reafop for it, Signior Ant homo 
Commends him to you. 

Bajf. E: c l ope his Letter 
I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sal. Not fickemy Lord, vnlctfc it be in minde. 

Nor wcl, vnlcfle in minde : his Letter there 
Wil fhew you his eftate. 

Opens the Letter. 

Gra. A/crrt(fi y chcerc yond ftranger,bid her wclcdm# 
Your hand Salerio, what’s the newes from Venice ? 

How doth that royal Merchant good tAnthomo; 

I know he wil be glad ofour hucHfe, 

W e are the I a funs, w c haue won the fleece, 

Sal. 1 would you had vvon the fleece thathee hath 
loft. 

Por. There are feme flivewd contents in yond fame 
Paper, 

That ftealcs the colour from Bajpan&s chceke. 

Some dccre friend dead, clfc nothing in the world 

Could turnefo much the conftituriou 

Of any conftant man. What,worfe ai>d worfc? 

With leauc Bajjanio I am halfc your fcfte, 

And I itiuft freely haue the halfc of any thing 
That this fame paper brings you. 

Bajf, O fweet Portia , 

Heere are a few of the vnpleafant’ft words 
That cuer blotted paper. Gentle Ladie 
When I did firft impart my loue to you, 

I freely told you all the wealth I had 
Ran in my vaines: I w'as a Gentleman, 

And then I told you true; and yet deere Ladie* 

Rating my felfe at nothing, you fliall fee 
How much I was a Braggart,when I told you 
My Gate was nothing, I flibuld then haue told you 
That I was worfe then nothing: for indeede 
I haueingag’3 my felfe to a deere friend, 

IngagM my friend to his mccre cnemie 
Tofeedemy meancs. Heere is a Letter Ladie, 

The paper as the bodie of my friend* 

And eueric word in it a gaping wound 
Iffuing life blood. But is it true Salerio , 
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Hath all his ventures faild, what not one hit. 

From Tripolis, from Mexico and England, 

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India, 

And not one veftell fcape the dreadfull touch 
Of Merchant-marringrocks ? 

Sal. Not one my L ord. 

Befidcs, it fhould appeare, that if he had 
The prefent money to difeharge the lew. 

He would not take it: neuer did I know 
A creature that did beare the lhape of man 
So kecne and greedy to confound a man. 

He plyes the Duke at morning and at night. 

And doth impeach the freedome of the Bate 
If they deny him iuftice. T wenty Merchants, 

The Duke himfelfe,and che Magnificoes 
Of greateft port haue all perfwaded with him, 

But none can dnue him from the enuious plea 
Of forfeiturc,of iultice 3 and his bond. 

JeJJl. When I was with haue heard him fwcarc 
ToTubaHznd to Chits, his Countri-men, 

That he would rather haue Anthonie's flefh. 

Then twenty times the value of the fumme 
That he did owe him: and I know my Lord, 

If law, authorise, and power denie not. 

It will goc hard with poore Ambonio. 

For . Is it your deere friend that is thus in trouble ? 

2 > ajf .The dccrcft friend to me,the kindeft man. 
The beft condition’d, and vnwearied fpirit 
In doing curtefies: and one in whom 
The ancient Romane honour more appeares 
Then any that drawes breath in Italic. 

For. What fumme owes he the lew ? 

TSaff. For me three thoufand ducats. 

For. What, no more? 

Pay him fixe thoufand, and deface the bond : 

Double fixe thoufand, and then treble ch 3 t, 

Before a friend of this defer iption 
Shall lofe a haire through Baffano 's fault. 

Firft goe with me to Church, and call me wife, 

And then away to Venice to your friend : 

For neuer (hall you lie by Portias fide 
With an vnquiec foule. You fhall haue gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times ouer. 

When it is payd, bring your true friend along. 

My maid Nerrijfa, and my felfe meane time 
Will liuc as maids and widdowes; come away. 

For you fhall hence vpon your wedding day : 

Bid your friends welcome,fhow a merry chcere. 

Since you are deerc bought, 1 will loue you deere. 

But let me hcarc the letter of your friend. 

Sweet BafTanio, my fbips haue all mifearried, my C re ^ ( ~ 
tors grow cruelly my eft ate is very low , my bond to the lew is 
forfeit, and fine e in paying it, it is impojftble I fhould line , all 
debts are cleer dbetweeneyon and I, if I might fee you at my 
death : notwit hft an drag, vfejour pie a farcify our loue doe not 
perfwadeyou to come, let not my letter . 

For. O lone! difpach all bufines and be gone. 

Bajf Since I haue your good leaue to goe away , 

I will make haft 5 but till I come againe, 

No bed fhall ere be guilty of my ftay. 

Nor reft be interpofer twixt vs twaine. Exeunt. 

Enter the lew, and Solanio, and zAntbonio, 
and the lay lor. 

lew. lay lor, looke to him,tell not me of mercy. 


This is the foole that lends out money gratis. 

Iaylor, looke to him# 

Ant. Hearc me yet good Shylok^ 
lew. lie haue my bond,fpeake not againftmy b 0tl j 
I haue fworne an oath that 1 will haue nay bond: ^ 

Thou cairdft me dog before thou hadft a caufc 
But fincc I am a dog,beware my phangs. 

The Duke fhall grant me iufticc,.I do wonder 
Thou naughty Iaylor, that thou art fo fond 
To come abroad with himathisrequeft. 

Ant. I pray theehearemefpeake. 
lew. lie haue my bond, I will not hcarc thee fpe a U 
]le haue my bond, and therefore fpeake no more* 
lie not be made a foft and dull ey’d foole. 

To fhake the head,relent,and figh,and yccld 
To Chriftian interceflors : follow not, 
lie haue no {peaking,I will haue my bond. Exit}?* 

Sol. It is the moll impenetrable currc 
That euer kept with men. 

Ant. Let him alone, 

He follow him no more with bootlefTe prayers: 

He ieekes my lifc,hi» reafon well 1 know ; 

I oft deliuer’d from his forfeitures 
Many that haue at times made mone to me. 
Therefore he hates me. 

Sol. I atnfurcthe Duke will neuer grant 
this forfeiture tohold.- 

An. The Duke canfiot deny the courfc oflaw: 

For the con-module that (hangers haue 
With vs in Venice, if it be denied. 

Will much impeach the iufticc ot the State, 

Since that the trade and profit of the citty 
Confiftcth cf all Nations. Therefore gee, 

Thcfe greefes and leffes haue fo bated mee, 

That 1 fhall hardly (pare a pound of flefh 
To morrow, to niy bloudy Creditor. 

Well Iaylor,on^pray Go dBaJJanio come 
To Ice me pay his debe, and then 1 care nor. Exeunt. 

Enter Tortia, N’erriJJa , Lorenzo, Iejfica> and a mntj 
Portias • 

Lor . Madam, although I fpeake it inyourprcfcncc, 
You haue a noble and a true conceit 
Of god-like amity, which appeares moft ftiongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your Lord. 

But if you knew to whom you fhew this honour, 
How true a Gentleman you fend relecfe, 

How deere a louer of my Lord your husband, 

I know you would be prouder of the worke 
Then cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 

For. I neuer did repent for doing good, 

Nor (hall not now : for in companions 
That do conucrfe and waftc the cimetogether, 

Whofc foules doe beare an egal yoke of loue* 

There rouft be needs a like proportion 
Of lyniaments,of manners,and of fpirit; 

Which makes me thinke that this Anthonie 
Being the bofomc louer ofmy Lord, 

Muft needs be like my Lord. If it be fo, 

How little is the coft 1 haue beftowed 
In purchafing the fcmblance of my foule; 

From out the ftate of hellifh cruelty, 

This comes too nccre the praifing of my felfe J 
Therefore no more of it: hcere other things 
Lerenfol commit into your hands, 
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^TThusbandry and manage of myhoufe, 

JS my Lords returne; for mine owne part 
f haue toward heauen breath'd a fccret voW, 

Xo liue in prayer and contemplation, 

Onclv attended by Nmijf *' heerc > 

Vntill her husband and my Lords returne : 

There is a monaftery too miles orr, 

And there we w ill abide. I doe defire you 
Sot to denie this impofiuon. 

The which my loue and lorn? neecflity 

Now layes vpon you. 

Lorenf Madame, with all my heart, 

T (hall obey you in all taire commands. 

Per. My people doe already know my minde, 

And will acknowledge you and lefftca 
In place of Lord Bajfamo and my lelfe# 

So far you well till we fhall meete againe. 

Lor. Faire thoughts & happy houres attend on you. 
left.. I wifh your Ladifhip all hearts content. 

for. Itbanke you for your wifh, and am well pleas’d 

Towifhitbacke on you: faryouwell lefftca. Exeunt . 
Now ‘Balthafer&s I haue euer found theehoneft true, 
Soletmefindethee ftill; take this fanleletter. 

And vfc thou all the iudeauor of a man, 
jn fpeed to Mantua, fee thou render this 
Into my conns hand,Dodlor Belarus, 

And looke what notes and garments he doth giue thee, 
Bring them I pray thee with imagin'd fpeed 
Vnto the Trane#, to the common Fcrrie 
Which trades to Venice ; wafte no time in words, 

But get thee gone,I (hall be there before thee. 
c Balth. Madam,! goc with all conuenient fpeed. 

Tor. Come on Neriffaft haue worke in hand 
That you yet know not of; wee’ll fee our husbands 
Before they thinke of vs ? 

Nerrijfa. Shall they fee vs / 

Portia . They fhall Nerrijfa : but in fuch a habit, 

That they fhall thinke we are accomplished 
With that we lacke; lie hold thee any W3ger 
When we are both accoutered like yong men, 

He prouethe prettier fellow of the two, 

And weare my dagger with the brauer grace, 

And fpeake bet weene the change of man and boy. 

With a reede voyce, and turnc two minfing fteps 
Into a manly ftride; and fpeake of frayes 
Like a fine bragging youth: and tell quaint lyes 
How honourable Ladies fought my loue. 

Which 1 denying, they fell fickc and died. 

I could not doe withall: then lie repent, 

And wifh for a/I that,that I had not kifd them; 

And twentie of thefepunie lies lie tell, 

That men fhall fweare I haue difeontinued fchoolc 
Aboue a twelue moneth : I haue within my minde 
A thoufand faw tricks of thcfe bragging lacks. 

Which I will praftife. 

Nerrif. Why 3 (hall wee turne to men ? 

Portia. Fie, what a queftions that? 

If thou were nere a lewd interpreter: 

But come, lie tell thee all my whole deuice 

When I am in my coach, which ftayes for vs 

At the Parke gate; and therefore hafte away, 

for we muft meafure twentie miles to day. Exeunt. 

Enter Clowne and lefftca. 

Ctwn.Jles truly; for looke yoUjthe finnes of the F*. 


ther are to be laid vpon the children,thereforc I promife . 
you, I fcare you, I was alwaies plaine with you, and fo 
now I fpeake my agitation of the matter : therfore be of 
good cheerc, for truly I thinke you are damn’d, there is 
but one hope in it that can doe you anie good,and that is 
but a kinde of baftard hope neither. 

Jefftca . And what hope is that I pray thee ? 

Clow . Marrie you may partlie hope that your father 
got you not, that you are not the Iewes daughter. 

left. That were a kinde of baftard hope indeed,fo the 
fins of my mother fhould be vifited vpon me. 

Clow. Truly then I fcare you are damned both by fa¬ 
ther and mother: thus when I fhun Sctlla your father, I 
fall into Chanbdts your mother; well,you are gone both 
waies. 

left. I fhall be fau’d by my husband,he hath made me 
a Chriftian. 

Clow. T ruly the more to blame he,we were Chnfti- 
ans enow bcfore,e nc as many as could wcl line one by a- 
nother: this making of Chriftians will raile the price of 
Hogs, if wee grow all to be porke-eaters, wee fhall not 
fhordic haue a rather on the coales for money. 

Enter Lorcnx.o. 

left lie tell my husband Lancelet what you fay,heere 
he comes. 

Loren . I fhall grow iealous of you {Lorely Lancelet , 
if you thus get my wife into corners ? 

left Nay, you need .*;ot feare vs Lorenxo, Launcelet 
and 1 are out, he tells me flatly there is no mercy for mcc 
in heauen, becaufe I am a Iewes daughter: and hee faics 
yon are no good member of the commonwealth, for 
in conucrting Iewes to Chriftians , you raife the price 
of Porkc. 

Loren. I fhall anfwcre that % becter to the Common¬ 
wealth,than you can the getting vp of the Nei^roes bcl- 
lie : the Moore is with childe by you Launcelet ? 

Clow . It is much that the Moore fhould be more then 
reaton: but if fhe be lefle then an honeft woman, fhee is 
indeed more then I tookeher for. 

Loren. How euerie foole can play vpon the word, I 
thinkechebeft grace of witte will fhortly turne into fi- 
lcnce, and difeourfe grow commendable in none onely 
but Parrats: goe in firra, bid them prepare for dinner ? 

Clow. That is done fir,they haue all ftomacks ? 

Loren . Goodly Lord,what 3 witte-fnapper are you, 
then bid them prepare dinner. 

Clow. That is done to fir, onely couer is the word. 

Loren . Will you couer than fir ? 

Clow. Not fo fir neither,! know my dutie. 

Loren. Yet more quarreling with occafion,wilt thou 
fhew the whole wealth of thy \^it in an infianc ; I pray 
thee vnderftand a plaine man in his plaine meaning: goc 
to thy fellowes, bid them couer the tableierucinthe 
meat,and we will come in to dinner. 

Clow. For the table fir , it fhall be feru’d in , for the 
meat fir, it fhall bee couered , for your comming in to 
dinner fir, why let it be as humors and conceits foall go- 
uerne. ^ Exit Qowne. 

Lor. O deare difcretion,how his words are futed, 

The foole hath planted in his memory 
An Armie of good words, and I doe know 
A many foolcsthat ftand in better place, 

Garniflht like him, chat for a trickfie word 
Dcfie the matter;how cheer’ft thou lefftca^ 

And now good fvycec fay thy opinion. 
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How doft thou like the Lord Baftatto s wife ? 

Ieffi. Paft all expreffing,it is very meete 
The Lord BaJJdnio liue an vpright life 
For hauing fuch a bleffing in his Lady, 

He findes the ioyes of heauen heerc on earth. 

And i£on earth he doe not racanc it,it 
Is realon he fhonld ncucr come to heauen ? 

Why,iftwo gods fihould play fomehcauenly match. 
And on the wager lay two earthly women. 

And Portia one : there mu ft be fomething elic 
Paund with the other, tor the poore rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Loren . Euen fuch a husband 
Haft thou of me, as fhe is for a wife# 

I'fi Nay,but aske my opinion to of that ? 

Lor, I will anoiiCjfirft let vs goe to dinner ? 
fef. Nay,l et mepraifeyou while I hauca ftomacke? 
Lor. No pray thec,let it ferue for tabic talkc, 

Then how iom crc thou fpeakft ’mong other things, 

I flhall digeft it? 

lejfi. Well, lie fet you forth. Exeunt. 


<tA Bus Ouartus. 


Enter the Duke, the CMagnificoes > Atithomo ,B afl.wia 3 and 

Grattan o. 

Duke, What, is Anthonie heerc? 

Ant . Ready, foplcafc your grace ? 

'Duke. I am forry forthec,thou art come to anfwcrc 
A ftonicaduerfary, an inhumane wretch, 

Vncapablc ofpitty,voyd,and empty 
From any dram of friercie. 

Ant. I haue heard 

Your Grace hath taue great paines to quahfie 
His rigorous ccurfe: but fince he (lands obdurate. 

And that no lawful meanes can carricrnc 
Out of his enlrcs reach,' I dooppofe 
My patience to his fury, and am arnfd 
To fuffe i with a quie tncfie"of fp i r i t, 

The very tiranny 3nd rage of his. 

Du. -Go one and cal the lew into the Court. 

Sal. He is ready at the doorc,hc comes my Lord. 

Enter Shylocke . 

Make roome,,and let him (land before bur face. 
Shylocke the world thmkcs, and I thinke fo to 
That thou but leadeft this faffoionoftby mallice 
To thelaft htfure of aft,and then ’tis thought 
Thoultiir^Wf thy mercy and remorfemore ftrange , 

Than is thy ftrange apptttant cruelty; 

And vvhere thou now exadVft the penalty, 

Which is a pound of this poore Merchants fiefti, 

Thou vvilc not onely loofe the forfeiture, : 

But touch-'d-with humane gentieneffe and loue : 

~orgiue a moytie of the principal, 

Glancing an eye ofpitty on his Ioffes ’ * 

That hauc of late fo hudledon hisbacke, 
now to preffe a royall Merchant downej- *• v-A 
And pluckecommiferationofhisllate 
: rom braffle bofomes, and rough hearts offlints, 
r om ftubborneTurkes : ahdT1attersiieu€r craind on ~--A 


To offices of tender curtcfie, ^—- 

We all expeft a gentle anfwcr lew ? 

lew. Ihaue poffeft your grace of what I p UrDof 
And by our holy Sabbath haue I fworne r F C > 
To haue the due and forfeit of my bond. 

If you denie it, let the danger light 
Vpon your Charter, and your Cities freedeme. 
You’l aske me why I rather choofc to haue 
A weight of carrion fleflh, then to receiue 
Three thoufand Ducats ? He not anfwcr that: 

But fay it ismy humor; Is it anfwercd ? 

What ifmy houfe be troubled with a Rat, 

And I be pleas’d to giue ten thoufand Ducates 
To haue it bain’d f Whac,arc you anfwer’d yet ? 
Some men there are loue not a gaping Piggc: 

Some that are mad, if they behold a Cat: 

And others,when the bag-pipe fings i'th nofe 
Cannot containe their Vrine for affcftion. 

Maflers of paffion fwayes it to the moodc 
Of what it likes or loaths, now for your anfwer: 

As there is no firmc realon to be rendred 
Why he cannot abide a gaping Pigge ? 

Why he a harmleflc neccffaric Cat ? 

Why he a woollen bog-pipe : but of force 
Muft yeeld to fuch ineuitablc fliamc, 

As to offend himfelfebeing offended : 

So can I giue no reafon, nor I will not. 

More then a lodg’d hare, and a certainc loathing 
I bcare Anthonio, that I follow thus 
Aloofing fuitcagainft him? Areyouanfwered? 

Bajf. This is no anfwer thou vnfeeling man, 

To excufe the currant of thy cruelty, 

lew. I am not bound to pleafe thee with my anfwcr 
Dajfi Do all men kil the things they do not loue? 
few. Hates any man the thing he would not kill? 
Baff. Eueric offence is not a hate at firft. 
lew. What wouldfl thou haue a Serpent fling thee 
twice? 

Ant, I pray you thinke you queftion with thclcw: 
You may as well go (land vpon the beach. 

And bid chemaine flood baite his vfuall height, 

Or cucn as well vfe queftion with the Wolfe, 

The Ewe blcatefor cheLambe: 

You may as well forbid the Mountainc Pines 
To wagge their high tops, and to make no noife 
When they are fretted with the gufts of heauen: 

You may as well do anything moft hard, 

As fcckc to foften that, then which what harder ? 

His Ievvifh heart. Therefore 1 do bcfeech you 
Make no more offers, vfe no farther meanes, 

But with all briefe and plains conucniencie' 

Let me h^ue iudgemenr, and the lew his will. 

Baf For thy three thoufand Ducates hecreisfix. 
lew. If cuerie Ducat in fixe thoufand Ducates 
Were in fixe parts, and euery part aDucate, 

I would not draw them, I would haue my bond ? 

Du .How (halt thou hope for mercicjrendringnonc^ 
lew. What iudgement (hall I dread doing no wrong? 
You haue among you many a’purchaft flaue. 

Which like your Affcs,a‘ndyour Dogs and Moles, 
You vfe in abieft and in flauifh parts, 

Becaufe you bought them. Shall I fay to you. 

Let them be free, raarrie them to your heires i 
Why fweate they vnderburthcnsf Let their bed^s 
Be made as foft as yours: and let their pallats 

Bfc fcafo’n'd with fuch Viands: you will anfwer 
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Iftana tbr iudgement, a0fwct,5hail I hau«t ; \ 

1 D 1 Vponroy powcr'lioay difRiiffethii Court, , 
Vnlcffe 'Belltria a leafoed Dodtor, f- • 

Whom I haue loot forio determine thi^. • 

fomeheere trfday. .., 

C sd. m Lord, hecreibyrs with^bv^i - 

AMeffcngcrwith Lecterrnom the 

^^°B^ing mhe LctccrSyCali the MeffeiTgers. 

BM r Gao'd cheerc AvthonisdVi h at «jim> corage yet: 
The lew (hall haue my Wood,bpfips,and all, 

c thou (halt look for me one drop of blood. 
t tA»t. I am a tainted Weather of the flockc,' 
fvlceicft for death, the vveakeft kiflde of friHiei 
Drops e-ulieft to the ground, and fo lenme; 

Youcannot beitter be employ’d Bajfiwio,'” 

Then to liue ftill,and write mine Epit3pk- 
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Enter Nerrijfa. • 

‘ j) Ut Came you from Padua from BeJlario? [ 

EJer. 'From'^both. 1 

My hotA^eBario greets your Grace. * ' : 

Baf. Why doft thou whet thy knife lo earneftly > 
lew. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrout there; 
Cra. Not on thy foale: but on thy foule harfh lew 
Thou mak’ft thy knife kcene; but no mettall can, 

No, not the hangmans Axe beare halfe thekeenneffc 
Oftiiy fiiai'p c enuy. Can no prayers pierce thee? 
lew. No, none that choii haft wit enough to make. 
gra. O be thou damn’d, inexccrable dogge, 

And for thy life let iuftice be accus’d: 

Thou almoft mak’ft me wauer in my faith 5 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 

That foules of Animals infufc themlelucs 
Intothetrunkcs of men. Thy currifh ipirit 
Gouern’d a Wolfe, who hang’d for humane (laughter, 
Euen from the gallo wes.did his tell foule fleet; 

And whil’d thou layeft in thy vnhallowed dam, 

Infus’d itfelfc in thee: For thy defires 

Are Woluifh, bloody, fteru’d,and rauenous.' 

lew. Till thou canft raile the feale from off my bond 
Thou but offend’ft thy Lungs to fpcake fo loud: 

Repairc thy wit good youth, or it will fall 
Toendlefferuinc. I ftand heerefor Law. 

Dn. This Letter from ‘Bellario doth commend 
Ayongand Learned Do£tor in our Court; • 

Where is he ? 

Iter. Heattendeth heerehard by 
To know your anfwer,whether you'l admit him. 

Du. With all my heart. Some three or four of you 
Go giue him curteous conduit to this place, 

Meane time the Court (hall he are BeSarhes Letters 

Our GraceJhaUvnderftand, that at the feceiterfyour 
Letter I am verypdke: but in the iiift ant that your wef- 
fengercame y in lotting vifit avion, was with we a young fi)o- 
ttorofRome^his name is Baltlhafar: I Acquainted him with 
thecaufe bt fantrouerfity betweenethe lew-and Anthonio 
the Merchant: tVe turn d ere many Boekes together : beeti 
furnijhtd with my epinion'y which beitredwith his owne tear* 
*tvg % thegreatnefe whereof I cAnnot etiwgh commend forties 


with him at my importunity j to fill vpy ear Graces reqveft 
myJhd. I befeechyon , let bis Uhke of years U m impediment 
to let biml'Ackg a reuerendeflintation : fir Iriener knetoe fi j 
yonga body , with fo old a head. I leaue him tofourfraciou* i 
acceptance, who fit trial[hall betterpublifh k% commendation 
' • M if : • 

Enter Portia:for Balthazar " 1 - * 


■^btri j 


1 3*J t 


• rivn f!» 


Duke. Yon hearcthe learffd Betlario what hewrites 
And hecre(^I take itjis the Dodlor come. 

Giue me your hand : Came you from old BeHario} 

Tor. I did iwy Lord, r; ;; yr * >. 

Du. You are welcome-:.take youf pfi'eo; 

Are you acquainted withthcdifference 1 ^ 

That holds this.prefent queftron in the Court. T 

for., lam enformed throughly ofthccaufe'. 

Wliich is the Merchant hecrc? and vvhich-th^ I 6 W? ' 

Du. Anthonio and ol dSfo/ocke, both ftaiidTorth;' v ; 
Por. Ysy.aur name Sby/ockt?- > H 

lew. Shylocke istny-name. ' // 

For. Of a ftrange natmeSs the lute you follow, 1 
Yet in fuch rule, thatthe Venetian Law :zii.rsdl 

Cannot impugneyou as you do proceed. 1 ’ oT 

You ftand within his danger,do you ti;>M 
Ant. I,fohefayes. 

Tor. Doyouconfeffethebond? - i 
Ant. Ido. 

Tor. Then muft the lew be'mercifuiK 

lew. On what compulfion muft Tell- Me’that. 

Tor. The quality ofmercy is not ftram'd, 

It droppeth as the gentle rainc from heau/if - 
Vpon tiie place beneath. Iris twice bWL-fi 
Itbleffeth him that giues, and him that takes, *' - H 
*Tis mightieft in chemightieft, it be^om^s » 

The throned Monarch better then his CfoWhe, : * • 
His Scepter fhewes the force oftcmpdralfpovvcT, 1 
The attribute to awe andMaieft e, • . 

Wherein dbth fit the dread and feare of Kings :• - 

But mercy is aboue this feeptred fway, . -rfi 

It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 
it is an attribute to God himfelfe; 

Ana earthly power doth then (hew liked Gods 
When mercic feafons Iuftice. Therefore lew, 

Though Iuftice be thy plea, confiderthis, 

That in theccurfeofIuftice,none of vs 
Should fee laluation: we do pray for mercie, 

And that fame prayer, doth teach vs all to render 
The deeds of mercic. 1 hauc fpoke thus much* 

To mittigatctheiufticeofchv plea: :ov :? 

Which if thou follow, this drift courfc of Venice 
Muft needcs giue icntence ’gainft the Merchant there# 
Shy. My deeds vpon.my head, I craue the Law, 
Thepenaltieandforfeite ofmy bond. o 

Per. Is he not able to discharge the money ? 

Baf. Yes,hecie I tender It for him in the Court, 
Yea, twice the futume, if that will not fufficc, 

•I will be bound to pay it ten times ore, 

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart: 

If this will not fuffice, it muft appeare 

That malice beares downe truth. And Ibefcech you 

Wreft once the Law to your authority* 

To do a great right, do a little wrong, 

And curbc this cruell diucll of his will. 

For. It muft not be; there is n© pov?er In Venice- * 
Canalteradecrce^ftabliflied: ,, 

'Twill be recorded for a Prefident, 

And 


' oT 
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And many an error by the fame example. 

Will rufli into the ftatc: It cannot be. 

lew* A Daniel come to iudgement, yea a Daniel* 

Q wife young Iudge, how do I honour thee* 

Per . 1 pray you let me looke vpon the bond. 

1**' Heere’tis moitreueiend Do<ftor,heere it is; 
Per* Shjlocke , there’s thrice thy monie offered thee. 
Sky. An oath, an oath, I haue an oath in heauen: 
Shall I lay periurie vpon my foulc ? 

No not for Venice. 

Per. Why this bond is forfeit, 

And lawfully by this the lew may claime 
A pound offlefh, to be by him cut off ' 

Ncercft the Merchants heart; be mercifull. 

Take thrice thy money, bid me teare the bond. 

lew. When it is paid according to the tenure. 

It doth appeare you are a worthy Judge: 

you know the Law, your expofition 

Hath beene moft found. I charge you by the Law, 

Whereof you arc a well-defermng pillar, 

Proceedc to iudgement: By my foule I fwearc, 

There is nopower in the tongue of man 
To alter me: I ftay hcere on my bond. 

An, Moft heartily I do befccch the Court 
To giue the iudgement. 

Por . Why then thus it is : 
you nnift prepare your bofomc for his knife. " 
lew. O noble ludgc,0 excellent yong man. 

Por . Por the intent and pjurpofe of the L aw 
Hath full relation to the penaltic, 

Which hecrc appeareth due vpon the bond. 

lew* ’Tis verie true: O wife and vpright Iudge, 
How much more elder art thou then thy lookes ? 

Por * Therefore lay bare your bolomc. 
lew* I,hisbrcft, 

Sofaycsthe bond, doth it not noble Iudge? 

Ncercft his heart, thofeare die very words. 

Por . Icis fo: Are there ballanccheere to weigh the 
flefh ? 

lew* I haue them ready. 

Por . Haue by fomc Surgeon Sbylock ^on your charge 
To flop his wounds, lcaft he fhould blcedc to death. 
lew* It is not nominated in the bond ? 

Por. Itisnot jfoexpreft: but what of that? 

’Twerc good you do fo much for charitie. 
lew. I cannot findcit/tis not in the bond. 

Per* Come Merchant, haue you any thing to fay $ 
Ant . But little i I am arm’d and well prepar’d. 

Giue me your hand Baffanio^ fare you well, 

Greeue not thatl am falne to this for you: 

For heerein fortune (hewes her felfe more kinde 
Then is her cuftome. It is ftill her vfc 
To let the wretched man out-liue his wealth. 

To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow 
An age ofpouerty. From which lingring penance 
Of fueh miferie, doth fhe cut me off: 

Commend me to your honourable Wife, 

Tell her the prpeefle of Anthonie s end : 

Say how I lou’d you; fpeake me faire in death : 

And when the. tale is told, bid her be iudge, 

Whether Baffanio had not once a Louc s 
Repent not you that you (hall loofe your friend. 

And he repents not that he payes your debt. 

For if the lew do cut but deepe enough, 

He pay it inftantly, with all miy heart; 

Baf. Anthonie, I am married co a wife, 


Which is as decre to me as life it felfe. 

But life it felfe,my wife,and allthe world, !> 

Are not with me eflcetifd aboue thy life. 

I would loofe all, I facrifice them all 
Hecrc to this deuill, to deliueryou. 

Por. Your wifeWould giue you little thanks forth 

If Are were by to hear e you make the offer. 

Gra. I haue a wife whom Iproteft I louc, 

I would Che were in heauen, fo (he could 
Intreat fome power to change this currifh lew. 

Ner. * Tis well you offer it behinde her backe 
The wifh would make clfc an vnquiethoufe. * r 
/<w.Thcfe be the Chriftian husbands:I haue a dan k 
Would any of the ftocke of Barr abas ^ 

Had beene her hu$band,rather then a Chriftian. 

We trifle time, I pray thee purfue fcntence. * 

Per. A pound of that fame marchants flefh is thine 
The Court awards it,and the law doth giue it. 1 
lew. MoftrightfullJudge. 

Tor. And you muft cut this flefh from ofFhisbreaft 
The Law allowes it,and the Court awards it. 
lew. Moft learned Iudge,a fentence,comc prepare, 
Per . Tarry a littlc,thcre is fomething elfe, 

This bond doth giue thee heereno iot ofbloud 
The words exprefly arc a pound of flefh : 

Then take thy bond,take thou thy pound of flefh 
But in the cutting it, if thou doft (Tied 
One drop of Chriftian bioud,thy lands and goods 
Are by the I.awes of Venice corififcare 
Vnco the ftatc of Venice. 

(fra. O vpright Iudge, 

Markc Iew,olearned Iudge. 

Shy. Is that the law? 

Por. Thy felfe fbalt lee the A(ft : 

For as thou vrgeft iuftice, be affur’d 

Thou fhalt haue iuftice more then thou defireft. 

Gr*. O learned Iudge,matk lew,a learned Iudge. 
lew. I take this offer then,pay the bond thrice, 

And let the Chriftian goe. 

Bajf. Hcere is the money. 

Por . Soft,the lew fhall haue all iuftice,fofc,no hafle, 
He fhall haue nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. O lew,an vpright Tudgc,a learned Iudge. 

Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flefh, 
Shed thou no bloud,«ior cut thou leffe nor more 
Bur iuft a pound of flefh: if thou tak’ft more 
Or leffe then a iuft pound, boit fo much 
As makes it light or hcauy in the fubftance j 
Or the deuifion of the twentieth part 
Of one poore fcruple. nay if the fcale doc turne 
But in the eftimation of a hayre, 

Thou dieft, and all thy goods are confifcatc* 

Gra A fecond Daniel , a Daniel lew. 

Now infidcll 1 haue thee on the hip. 

Tor* Why doth the lew pauie,takc thy forfeiture* 
Shy. Giue me my principall and let me goc. 

Bajf, I haue it ready for thec,heere it is. 

Por* Hehachrefus’d^t in the open Court, 

He fhall hauemeerly iuftice and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel ftill fay I,a fccond Daniel, 

I thanke thee lew for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not haue barely my principall? 

Por* Thou (bah haue nothing but the forfeiture, 

To be taken fo at thy perill lew. 

Shy* Why then the Deuill giue him good of it: 
lie ftay no longer queftion. 

* por. Tarry 
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?. jj enacted in the Lawes of Venice, 
ifii be proued againft an Alien, 
that by d.rea.oc indited attempts 

a freke the life of any Citizen, . 

The party gainft the which he doth contri°e:, 

Ihalffcaxe^one halfe his goods,the other halfe 
Comes to the priuie cofFer of the State, 
iTthe offenders life lies in the mercy 
5 fhe Duke onely, gainft all other voice, 
fn which predicament I fay thou ftandft . 
it ap peares by manifeftproceed.ng. 

Sat indireaiy, and dire£Uy to. 

Thou haft contr'u’d againfl the very lift 
nf the defendant; and thou haft incut d 

The danger formerly by me rehearft. 

Jjtwne therefore,and beg mercy o? the Duke. 

Gr«- Beg that thou maift haucleaue to hang chy Idle, 
And yet thy wealth being forfeit to the ftate. 

Thou haft ^ the vaIuc ofa cord » 

Thsrefore thou muft be hang’d at the Oates charge. 

1 OM.- Tll3t lhoU ^ alc lec thc d 'fr' crcncc ot our » 

1 pardon thee thy life before thou askeit: 

Forhalfethy wealth, it is Anthonio s. 

The other halfe comes to thegencrall ftatc, 

Whichhuiriblenefie may driue vnto a fine. 

Par. I for the ftate,not for Anthonio. 

Sh. Nay,take my life and all,pardon not that. 

You take my houfe,whcn you do take the prop 
That doth fuftaine my houfe: you take my life 
When you doe take the mcanes whereby 1 liue. 

Por. What mercy can you render him Antbonio? 

Gra. A halter^pxifw,nothing elfe for Gods fake. 

Ant. So pleafe my Lord the Duke, and all the Court 
To quit the fine for one halfe of his goods, 

I am content: fo he will let me haue 
The other halfe in vfe, to render ic 
Vpon his death, vnto the Gentleman 
That lately ftole hi i daughter. 

Twothings prouided more,that for this fauour 
He prefently become a Chriftian : 

The other,that be doe record a gift 
Heetc in the Court of all he dies pofleft 
Vnto his fonne Lorenzo ,and his daughter. 

Dnki He fhall doe this,or elfe 1 doe recant 
The pardon that I late pronounced heere. 

Per. Art thou contented lew? what doft thou fay? 
Sbj. I am content. 

Por. Clarke,draw a deed of gift. 

Shj. I pray you giue me leaue to goe from hence, 

1 am not well,fend the deed after me, 

Andlwillfigneit. 

Duke. Get thee gone,but doe it, 

Gra. In chriftning thou fhalt haue two godfathers, 
Had I been iudge,thou fliouldft haue had ten more. 

To bring thee to the gallowes, not to the font. Exit. 

*Dh. Sir I intreat you with me home to dinner. 

Tor. I humbly doe defire your Grace of pardon, 

I muft away this night toward Padua, 

And it is meete I prefently fet forth. 

Duk. I am forry that your leyfure ferues you not: 
Anthonio ,gratifie this gentleman. 

For in my mindc.you are much bound to him. 

Exit Duke and bu traint. 

T>aj[. Moft worthy gentleman,! and my friend 


Haue by your wifedome beene this day acquitted 
Of greeuous penalties, in lieu whereof. 

Three thoufand Ducats due vnto the lew 
We freely cope yoUr curteouspaincs withall. 

An, And ftand indebted oucr and aboue 
In loue and feruice to you euermore. 

Por. He is well paid that is well fatisfied. 

And I dcliueringyou, am fatiified. 

And therein doe account my felfe well paid, 

My mindc was neueryet moremercinarie. 

I pray you know me when wc meete againe, 

I wifh you well,and fo I take my leaue. 

Baff. Dearefir,of force I muft attempt you further, 
Take fome remembrance ofvs as a tribute. 

Not as fee: grant me two things, I pray you 
Not to denie me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You prefie mce farre.and therefore I will yecld, 
Giue me your glouesjle weare them for your lake. 

And for your loue lie take this ring from you, 

Doe not draw backe your hand,ile take no more, 

And you in loue Avail no: deny me this ? 

'Bajf. This ring good fir,alas it is a trifle, 

I will not fhame my felfe to giue you this. 

Por. I wil haue nothing elfe but onely this. 

And now methinkes I haue a minde to it. 

Baf. There’s more depends on this then on the valew. 
The deareft ring in Venice will I giue you, 

And finde it out by proclamation, 

Onely for this I pray you pardon me. 

Por. I fee fir you are liberal! in offers, 

You taughtmefirft to beg,and now me thinkes 
You teach me how a beggar fliould be anfwer’d, 

Baf. Good fir,this ring was giuen me by my wife. 
And when (he put it on.fhe made me vow 
Th «I fliould neither fcll,nor giue,nor lofe it. 

Por. That feufe ferues many men to faue their gifts, 
And ifyour wife be not a mad woman, 

And know how well I haue deferu’d this ring, 

Shoe would not hold out enemy for euer 

For giuing it to me: well,peace be with you. Exeunt. 

Ant. My L.Bajfanio^ei him haue the ring, 

Let his deferumgs and my loue withall 
Be valued againft your wiues commandement. 

Bajf. Goe Gratiano ,run and ouer-take him, 

Giue him the ring,and bring him if thou canft 
V nto Anthonies houfe.away ,make hafte. Exit Grati. 

Come, you and I will thither prefently. 

And in the morning early will we both 

Flic toward Belmont, come Anthonio. Exeunt. 

Enter Portia and Nerrijfa. 

Por. Enquire the Iewes houfe out,giue him this deed. 
And let him figne it, wee'll away to night, 

And be a day before our husbands home: 

This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo . 

Enter (jratiano. 

Gra. Faire fir,you are well ore-tane: 

My L.BaJfanio vpon more aduice, 

Hath fent you heere this ring, and doth intreat 
Your company at dinner. 

Por. That cannot be; 

His ring I doe accept moft thankfully, 

And fo I pray you tell him: furthermore, 

I pray you fliew my youth old Sbjiockes houfe. 

Gra. That will I doe. 

Ner. Sir, I would fpeake with you: 
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lie fee if I can gee my husbands ring 

Which I did make.him fwcare tojkeepe for eucr. 

Por, Thou maift I warrantee (hal haue oldjfwearing 
That they did giue the rings away to mcni 
But week out- face them,and out-fwcare them to : f 
A way,make haftc,thou know’ft where I will tarry# 

Ner. Come good fir,will you (hew me to this hou(e. 

Exeunt. 


yoAdm Quintus. 


Enter Lorenz,0 and fejfica. 

Lor. The nroone fhincs bright. In fucb a night as this, 
When the fweet winde did gently kifle the trees, 

And they did make no nnyfe,in fuch a night 
Troylus me thinkes mounted the Troian wails, 

And figh’d his loule toward the Grecian tents 
Where Creffed lay that night, 

Ief. In fuch a night 

Did Thisbte fearetully ore-trip the drvve, 

And faw the Lyons (hadow ere hiiulclfc, 

And ranne difmayed away. 

Loren . In fuch a night 
Stood T)ido with a Willow in her hand 
Vpon the wildc fea bank‘e$,and waft her Louc 
To come againe to Carthage. 

Icf> In fuch a night 
Medea gathered the incharited hearbs 
That did renew old Efon. 

Loren . In fuch a night 
Did Ieffica ftcale from the wealthy I ewe. 

And with an Vnthrift Loue did runne from Venice, 

As farre as Belmont. 
lejl In fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fwcare he lou’d her well. 

Stealing her loule with many vowes of faith , 

Andnerea true one. 

Loren. In fuch a night 

Did pretty Ieffica (Tike alittle fhrow) * v * 

Slander her Loue,and he forgaue it her. 

Icfii. I would out-night you did no body come : 

But harkc,I heare the footing of a man. 

Enter Meffenger. 

Lor • Who comes fo faft in lilencc ofthc night? 

Mefi. A friend. (friend? 

Loren. A friend,what friend ? your name I pray you 
“Mef Stephana is my name,and I bring word 
My Miftrefle will before the breake of day 
Be hccre at Belmont,ihe doth ftray about 
By holy croffes where (lie kneeles and prayes 
For happy wedlocke houres. 

Loren. Who comes with her ? 

Mef. None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

I pray you it my Matter yet rnturn’d ? 

Loren . He is not,nor we haue not heard from him. 

But goe we in I pray thee Ieffica, 

And ceremonioufly let vs vs prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftrefle of the houfe, 

Enter Clownc. 

Clo. Sola,fola: wo ha ho,fola,fola # 


(fob 


Loren. Who calls? 

Clo. Sola,did you fee M .Lorenzo M.£ W; 

Lor . Lcauc hollowing manjhcere. 

Clo. Sola,where,where? 

Lor . Hcere? 

Clo. Tel him ther’s a Pott come from my Matter • 
his home full of good newes,my Matter will be h ' 
morning fweet (oulc. Crc ef < 

Loren. Let's in,and there expeft their cotnmin 
And yet no matter 2 why {hould we goe in? 

My friend Stephen , fignine pray you 
Within the houfe,your Miftrefle is at hand, 

And bring your mufiquefoorth into theayre. 

How fweet the moone-light fleepes vpon this banke 
Heere will we fit,and let the founds of muficke * 

Crecpe in our cares foft fiilnes,and the night 
Become the tutches of fweet harmonie : 

Sit Ieffica, lookc how the floore ofheauen 
Is thicke inlayed with pattens of bright gold 
There’s not the fmallell orbe which thou beholdft 
But in his motion like an Angell fings. 

Still quiring to the young eyed Cherubins • 

Such harmonie is in imuiortall feules. 

But whilft this muddy vefturc of decay 
Doth grofly clofc in ir, we cannot heare it: 

Come hoe,and wake ‘Diana with ahymne. 

With fweeceft tutches pearce your Miftreffe care 
And draw her home with mufickc. 

Ieffi. I am neucr merry when I heare fweet muling 

Play mttficke.' 

Lor . The reafon is,your fpirits are attentiue: 

For doc but note a wilde and wanton heard 
Or race of youthful and vnhandled colts. 

Fetching mad bounds,bellowing and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition oftheir bloud, * 

If they but heare perchance a trumpet found. 

Or any ayre ofmuficke touch their cares. 

You fhall pcrceiue them make a mutuall ftand. 

Their fauage eyes turn’d to a modeft gaze, 

By the fweet power of muficke: therefore the Poet 
Did faine that Orpheus drew trees,ftoncs,and floods, 
Since naught fo ftockifh,hard,and fullofragc, 

But muficke for time doth change his nature, 

The man that hath no mufickc in himfelfe, 

Nor is not moued with concord of fweet found*, 

Is fit for trcaions,ftratagems,and fpoyles. 

The motions ofhisfpii it are dull as night, 

And his affections darke as Srobus, 

Let no fuch man be tr ufted: marke the mufickc. 

Enter Portia and Nerriffa- 

P°r . That light we fee is burning in my hall: 

How farre that little candell throwes his beames, 

So fhines a good deed in a naughty world# (dW 

Ner. When the moonc fhonc wc did not fee the can 

Por. So doth the greater glory dim the leffe, 

A fubflitute fhines brightly as a King 
Vntill a King be by, and then his ftate 
Empties it felfe,as doth an inland brookc 
Into the mainc of waters: mufique,harke. 

Ner. It is your muficke Madame of the houfe. 

Por. Nothing is good I fee without refpeft, 

Me thinkes it founds much fweetcr then by day ? 

Neri Silence bfcftowcs that vertue on it Madam. 
*Por* The Crow doth ling as fwectly as the Larke 
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—r- TTither is attended : and I thinks 

B ' ,hou8ht 

And would not be awak d. 

^ C Muficke ceafes. 

tor. That is the voice, 

Z' We haue bene praying for our husbands welfare 
W hich fpeed we hope the better for our words, 

Ar e they return’d? 

lor. Madam, they are not yet. 

But there is ccme a Meflenger before 
Tofign* fiethcir comming. 
por. Go in Nerrifa, 

Giue order to my leruants,that they take 
No note at all ofour being ablent hence, 

Nor vou Lorenzo, Ieffica nor yon 
Tucket founds. 

lor Your husband is at hand, I heare his Trumpet, 

We areno tell-tales Madam,feare you not 

Per. This night methinkes ts but the daylight heke, 
Ttlookes a little paler, ’tis a day. 

Such as the day is,when the Sun is hid. 

Enter Tajfanio, Jnthonis, Gratiaw^nd their 
Followers. 

Baf We (hould hold day with the Antipodes, 

Ifyou would vvalke in abfen cc of the funne. 

For. Let me giue light,but let me notbelight, 

For a light wife doth make a heauic husband. 

And ncucr be e Baj[amo fo for me, 

But God fort all: you arc welcome home my Lord. 

Bajf. I thanke you Madam,giuc wclcom to my friend > 
This is the man, this is Anthowo, 

To whom I am lo infinitely bound. 

Por. You (hould in all fence be much bound to him, 
ForasI hcarehc was much bound foryou. 

Antb . No more then I am wel acquitted of. 

Por. Sir, you arc verie welcome to our houfe: 

It mutt appeare in other waies then words. 

Therefore I fcant this breathing curtefie. 

Gra. By yonder Moonc I fwearc you do me wrong, 
Infaith I gaue it to the Iudgcs Clearke, 

Would he were gelt that had it for my part. 

Since you do take it Louefo much at hart. 

Por. A quarrel hoe alrcadie, what’s the matter ? 

Gra . About a hoope of Gold,a paltry Ring 
That {he did giue me, whofe Pocfic was 
For all the world like Cutlers Poetry 
Vpon a knife; Loue mec, andleaue wee not . 

Ner. What talkc you of the Poefie or the valew: 

You fwore to me when I did giue it you. 

That you would weare it til the hourc of death, 

And that it (hould lye with you in your grauc,t 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths. 

You (hould haue becne refpc&iue and haue kept it* 

Gaue it a bulges Clearke: but wcl I know 
The Clearke wil nere wearc haire on’s face that had it.’ 


Gra. He wil, and if he Hue to be a man. 

Nerriffa. I,ifaWomanliuetobeaman. 

Gra . Now by this hand I gaue it to a youth, 

A kinde of boy, a little ferubbed boy,» 

No higher then thy felfe, the Iudgcs Clearke, 

A prating boy that beggd it as a Fee, 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

Por. You were too blame, I mutt be plaine with you, 
To part fo flightly with your wiues firft gift, 

A thing ftucke on with oathes vpon your finger, 

And fo riuctcd with faith vnto your flefh. 

I gaue my Loue a Ring, and made himfwearfc 
Neucr to part with it, and heere he ftands: 

I dare be fworne for him, he would not leaue it. 

Nor pluckc it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world matters. Now in taith Gratiano , 

You giue your wife too vnkinde a cauie of greefe. 

And ’twere to me I fhould be mad at it. 

Tlajf. Why I were heft to cut my left hand off. 

And fwcare I loft the Ring defending it. 

Gre. My Lord Baffknio gaue his Ring away 
Vnto the Judge that beg’d it, and indeede 
DeferuM it too : and then the Boy his Clearke 
That tooke fomc paines in writing, he begg’d mine. 
And ney thcr man nor matter would take ought 
But the two Rings. 

Por. What Ring gancyou my Lord ? 

Not that I hope which you recciu’d of me. 

r Bajf. If I couldaddeal ic Vnto a fault, 

I would deny it: but you fee my finger 
Hath not the Ring vpon i:, it is gone, 

Por. Eucn fo voide is your falfe heart of truth. 

By heauen I wil nerc come in your bed 
Vntill fee the Ring. 

Ner . Nor I in yours,til I againe fee mine. 

Baff. Sweet Portia 7 •- 

Ifyou did know to w hom I gaue the Ring, 

Ifyou did know for whom I gaue the Ring, 

And tvonld conceiue for what I gaue the Ring, 

And how vnwillingly I left the Ring, 

When nought would be accepted but the Ring, 

You would abate the ftrength of your difpleaiur* ? 

Por. Ifyou had knowne the vertue of the Ring* 

Or halfc her vvorthinefle that gaue the Ring, 

Or your ownc honour to eontainc the Ring, 

You would not then haue parted with the Ring; / 

What man is there fo much vnreafonable, 

Ifyou had pleasM to haue defended it 

With any termes of Zealc : wanted the modeftie 

To vrge the thing held as a cercmonie : 

Nerriffa teaches me what to belceue, 

lie die for’c, but fomc Woman had the Ring ? 

Tiaff. No by mine honor Madam, by my foule 
No Woman had it, but a ciuillDoftor, 

Whi4i did refufc three thoufand Ducates of me. 

And beg’d the Ring; the which I did denie him. 

And fuffer’d him to go difpleas’d away : 

Eucn he that had held vp the verie life 

Of my dcerc friend. What (hould I fay fweete Lady i 

I was inforedto fend it after him, 

I was befet with (hame and curtefie, 

My honor would not let ingratitude 
So much befmeare it. Pardon me good Lady, 

And by thefe bleflcd Candles of the night, 

Had you bene there, I thinkc you would haue beg'd 
The Ring of me, to giue the worthic DodTor ? 
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For. Let not that Do&or ere come nccre my houfe. 
Since he hath got the ie well that 1 loued. 

And that which you did fweare to keepc for me, 

I will become as liberall as you, 
lie not deny him any thing 1 haue. 

No,not my body, nor my husbands bed : 

Know him I fliall, 1 am well furc ofit. 

Lie not a night from home. Watch me like Argos, 

If you doe not, if I be left alone. 

Now by mine honour which is yet mine owne, 
lie haue the Do&or for my bedfellow. 

Nerriffa. Apd I his Clarke: therefore be well aduis’d 
How you doe lcauc me to mine ownc protection. 

Cjra. Well 5 doe you fo: let not me take him then, 

For if I doe, ilc mar the yong Clarks pen. 

Ant. I am th’vnhappy iubie& oftbefc quarrels. 

For . Sir, gricuenot you. 

You are welcome notwithstanding. 

Baf. Portia , torgiuc me this cntorced wrong, 

And in the hearing of chefe manie friends 
I fweare to thee, euen by thlneowne fairc eyes 
Wherein I fee my fclfe. 

TV. Maike yoti but that? 

In both my eyes he doubly lees himf&fe : 

In each eye one,fweare by your double felfe, 

And there’s an oath of credit. , 

Baf Nay,buthearcme. 

Pardon this fault, and by my foulc I fweare 
I ncuer more will breake an oath with thee. 

Anth. I once did lend my bodie for thy wealth. 
Which but for him that had your husbands ring 
Had quite mifearried. I dare be bound ag^inc. 

My foule vpon the forfeit, that your Lord 
Will neucr more breake faith aduifedlie. 

For * Then you fliall be his iuretie: giue him this. 
And bid him keepe it better then the other* 

Ant . Hccr.e Lord Bajfaniofweav to keep this ring. 

Bajf. By heauen it is the fame I gauc the Do&or. 

Tor. I had it of him: pardon Baffamo^ 

For by this ring the Do&or lay with me. 

Ncr. And pardon me my gentle Gratiano, 

For that fame ferubbed boy the Do&ors Clarke 
In flew of this, laft night did lye, with roe. 

Gra . Why .this is like the mendingiof high waies 
InSominer,wbere the waies are fairc enough : 

What, are we Cuckolds ere we haue deferu’d it. 


The Merchant of Venice* 


Per. Speake not To grofTcIy,you arc all atiw,*/" 
Hcerc is a letter, reade it at your Jeyfurc Q ’ 

It comes from Padua from BeUano , * 

There you (hall finde that Portia was the Doft 0 
tierriffa there her Clarke. Lorenzohcctc ** 
Shall wicnefle I fet forth as fooneas you. 

And but eu’n now return’d: I haue not yet 
Entred my houfe. Anthonio you are welcome 
And I haue better newes in (lore for you * • 

Then you expert: vnfeale this letter foonc, 

There you (hall finde three of your Argofies 
Are richly come to harbour fodainlie. 

You (hall not know by what ftrange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 

Antbo. Iamdumbe. 

"Baf Were you the Do&or,and I knew you not? 
Gra. Wercyou the Clark that is tomaketnecuck , 
Ner. I,but the Clark that neuer meancs to doe it 
Vnleffehcliuevntillhebeaman. ’ 

Baf (Sweet Do&or)you (hall be my bedfellow 
When I am abfent,then lie with my wife. * 1 

Am. (Sweet Ladie)you haue giuen me life & liuin, 

For heere I reade for certaine that my (flip, ‘ 

Are fafelie come to Rode. 

Per. How now Lorenzo} 

My Clarke hath fomc good comforts to for you. 

Ner. I,and Ilc giue them him without a fee. 
There doe I giue to you and Iejfica 
From the rich Iewe, afpeciall deed of gift 
After his death, ofall he dies pofleff’d of. 

Loren. Faire Ladies you drop Manna in the way 
Of ftarued people. ] 

For. It isalmoft morning. 

And yet I am furc you are not fatisfied 
Of thefe euents at full. Letvsgoein, 

And charge vs there vpon intergatories. 

And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be fo, the firfl intergatory 
That my Kerri fa (hall be fworne on, is, 

Whether till the next night (he had rather flay i 
Or goe to bed,now being two houres to day, 

But were the day come, I (hould wifli itdarke, 

Till I were couching with the Do&ors Clarke. 
Well,while lliue, Ilefeareno otherthing 
So forp,as keeping faf zNerrifas ring. 

Extm. 
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As you Like it. 


\dBus primus. Sccena Trima. 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 


Orlando. ,. ^ rt . 

S I remember Adam, it was vpon this lalhion 
bequeathed me by will, but poore a thouiand 
Crownes, and as tboo faift, charged my ‘ >ro ’ 
iheron his bleffing to breed meewcll : and 
.here begins my fadnefle : My brother latjues he kcepes 
at fchoole, and report fpeakes g.ldenly of his profit: 
for my part,he kcepes me ruftically at home,or(to {peak 
more properly) flaies me heerc at home vnkept: for call 

vou that keeping for a gentleman ofmy birth, that dif¬ 
fers not from the flailing ofaaOxe? his horfes are bred 

better,for befidcs that they arc fairc with their feeding, 
they are taught their mannage, and to that end Riders 
deerclyhir’d : butl (hisbrother)gainenothing vndcr 
him but growth, for the which his Animals on his 
dunghils are as much bound to him as I: bcfidcs this no¬ 
thing that he fo plentifully giues me,the fomething that 
nature gauc mec, his countenance feemes to take from 
me: hee lets mec feede with his Hindes, barres mec the 
place of a brother, and as much as in him lies, mines my 
gentility with my education. This is it t Adam chat 
grieues me, and the fpirit of my Father, which I thinkc 
is within tnee, begins to mutinic again!! this feruitude. 

I will no longer endure it, though yet I know no wife 
remedy how to auoid it. 

Enter Oltuer . 

Adam. Yonder comes my Mafler,your brother. 
Orlan. Goe a-part Adam , and thou (halt hcare how 
hewillfliakemevp. 

Oli. Now Sir, what make you heerc ? 

Orl. Nothing: I am not taught co make any thing. 
Oli. What mar you then fir ? 

Orl. Marry fir, I am helping you to mar that which 
God made , 3 poore vn worthy brother of yours with 
idlencffe. 

Oliuer. Marry fir be better employcd,and be naught 
a while. 

Orlan. Shall I keepc your hogs, and cat huskes with 
them? what prodigall portion haue I fpcnt,ihat I fnould 
come to fuch penury ? 

Oli. Know you where you are fir? 

Orl. O fir,very well: heere in your Orchard* 

Oli. Know you before whom fir? 

Orl. I, better then himlambeforcknowesmcc : I 
kntw you arc my cldeft brother* and in the gentle con¬ 
dition ofbloud you fliould fo know mc:thc councfie of 
nations allowes you my better, in that you arc the firft 
bome,but the fame tradition takes not away my bloud, 
were there twenty brothers betwixt vs: I haue as irioch 


of my father in mcc, as you, albeit I confefle your com- 
ming before me is nccrcr to his rcuercnce. 

Oh. What Boy. (this. 

Orl. Come,come elder brother, you arc too yong in 

Oli. Wilt thou lay hands on me villainc? 

Orl. lam no villainc :1am the yongeflfonne of Sir 
Rorclar:dde BoySy he waj my father, and he is thrice a vil¬ 
lainc that faiesluch a father begot viilaines : wert thou 
not my brother, I would not take this hand from thy 
throat, till chi* other had puld out thy tongue for laying 
fo,thou haft raild on thy felfe. 

Adam. Sweet Mafters bee patient, for your Fathers 
remembrance* be at accord. 

Oli. Let me goe I lay* 

Orl • IwtllnottillIpleafc:you fhall heare n.ee: my 
father charg’d you in his will to giue me good educati¬ 
on : you haue train’d me like a pezanr* obfeuringand 
hiding from me all gcntlcman-likc qualities : the fpirit 
of my father growes ftrong in mcc, and I will no longer 
endure it: therefore allow me fuch exercifcs as may be¬ 
come a gentleman, or giue nice thepoorfcallottery my 
father left me by teftament, with that I will goe buy my 
fortunes. 

Oli. And what wilt thou do ? beg when that is fpent? 
Well fir, get you in. 1 will not long be troubled with 
you : you (hall haue feme part ofyour will, I pray you 
leauc rr.e. 

Orh I will no further offend you,then becomes mce 
for my good* 

Oli. Get you with him,you olde dogge. 

Adam. Is old dogge my reward : moft tree, I haue 
loft my teeth in your feruicc : God be with my olde ma- 
ftcr,hc would not haue fpoke fuch a word. Ex.Orl.Ad . 

Oli. I* it euen fo, begin you to grow vpon me? I will 
phyficke your ranckenefi'e, and yet giueno thoufand 
crownes neythcr: holla ^Dentiif. 

Enter Dennis. 

Den . Calls your worfhip? 

Oli . Was not Charles the Dukes Wraftler heerc to 
fpcake with me? - 

Den. So plcafeyou,hcisheereatthe doore,andim* 
portunes accefle toyou. 

Oli. Call him in: ’twill be a good way: and to mdr- 
row the wraftling is. 

Enter Charles . 

Chd. Good morrow to your worfhip. 

Oli. Good Mounficr Charles : what’s thenew newes 

at the new Court ? 

Charles. There’s no newes at the Court Sr, but the 
olde newcs:that is,the old Duke is baniflied by his yon- 
gcr brother the new Duke, afrd three or fourclouing 
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Lords haue put themfelucs into voluntary exile with 
him, whofc lands and rcucnucs enrich the new Duke, 
therefore he giues them good lcaue to wander. 

Oli. Can you tell if Refalind the Dukes daughter bee 
banifhed with her Father ? 

Cha. Ono ; for the Dukes daughter her Cofcn fo 
loues her,being euer from their Cradles bred together* 
thathee would haue followed hcrexilc, or haue died to 
ftay behind her; (he is at theCourt,snd no lcflebeloued 
of her Vncle^hen his owne daughter,and neucr two La¬ 
dies loued as they doe. 

Oli • Where will the old Duke liue? 

Cha. Jhcy iay hec is already in the Forreft of tsfrden, 
and a many merry men with him ; and there they liuc 
like the old Robtn Hood of England: they fay many yong 
Gentlemen flocke to him enery day , and fleet the time 
carclefly as they did in the golden world. 

Oli . What, you wraftle tomorrow before the new 
Duke. 

Chd. Marry doe] fir : and I came to acquaint you 
with a matter: I am giuen fir fccretly to vndcrfhnd,that 
your yonger brother Orlando hath a difpolition to come 
indifguis’d againft cnee to try a fall : to morrow fir I 
wraftle for my credit, and hec that efcapcs me without 
fomc broken limbe,(hall acquit him well: your brother 
is but young and tender, and for your louc I would bee 
loth tofoyle him, as I muftfor my ownc honour if hec 
come in: therefore out of my loue to you, I came hither 
to acquaint you vvithall, that either you might ftay him 
from his intendment, or brookc fuch difgrace well as he 
(hall runne into, in that it is a thing of his ownc iearch, 
and altogether againft my will. 

Oli. Charles , I rhankc thee for thy lone to me,\vhich 
thou (halt findc I will moft kindly requite ; I had my 
fclfe notice of my Brothers purpofe hcerein,and haue by 
vndcr-hand meancs laboured to dill wade him from it; 
but he is refolute. lie tell thee (Charles ,it is the ftubbor* 
neft yong fellow of France, full of ambition, an enuious 
emulator of cucry mans good parts, a fccret & villanous 
contriaer againft mcc his naturall brother: therefore vfe 
thy difcrecipn,I had asliefethou didft breake hisnccke 
as his finger. And thou wert beft looke to’t; for if thou 
doft him any flight difgrace,or if hee doe not inightilic 
grace himfelfe on thee, hee will pradlife againft thee by 
poyfon,entrap thee by fomc treacherous dcuifc,and ne- 
uer leaue thee till he bath tane thy life by fome indirect 
rneanesor other : fori affurcthee, (and almoft with 
tcares I fpeake it) there is not one fo young, and fo vil- 
lant us this day Iiuing. 1 fpeake but brotherly of him , 
but fhouldl anachoinizehimtothee, as bee is, Imuft 
blum, and weepe, and thou muft looke pale and 
wonder* 

Cha . I am heartily glad I came hither to you : if hee 
come to morrow, lie giuc him his payment: if euer hee 
gocaloneagaine, He neuerwraftlc for prize more: and 
lb God keepc your worfhq>. Exit. 

Farewell good Charles . Now will I ftirre thisGamc- 
ftcr : Ihopelfhallfee anendofhim;formy foulc(yet 
I know not why; hates nothing more then he; yet hee s 
gentle, neuer feboofd, and yet learned , full of noble 
deuife, of all forts enchan;ingly bcloued, and indeed 
lb much in the heart of the world, and efpccially of *ny 
owne people, who beft know him, that I anraltogether 
mifprifed : but it fhali not be fo long, this wraftler fhall 
clearcall: nqthingrcmaines, but that I kindle the boy 
thichcrwhich now lie goe about. Exit. 


As you, li^t 
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Serna Seeunda. 


Outer Rofaltnd, andCellia. 

Cel. I pray thee Refalind, fweet my Coz,be mer 

A°f- D eere CeBia; I fliow more mirth then I am ‘ ■ 

ftreffc of, and would you yet were merrier : vnleff ' 

could teach me to forget abani/hed father,you m U ft y °“ 
learne mce how to remember any extraordinary J’ 0t 
fure. 

Cel. Heercin I fee thou lou’ft mce not with th f 
waight that I loue thee; if my Vnde thy banifhed flu 
had bani/hed thy Vncle the Duke my Father' f n k r 
hadft becne flill withmee, I could haue taught n) V V° U 
to take thy father for mine; fo wouldft tho«C»fthe truk 
of thy loue to me were fo rightcoufly temper’d as nr 
is to thee. * w,nt 

Ref. Well, I will forget the condition ofm y e A at 
torcioyceinyours. 1 tf > 

Cel. You know my Father hath no childe, but I 
none is like to haue; and truely when he dies*thou 
be his heire; for what hee hath taken away fromthvf' 
ther perforce, I will render thee againc in affeftiJ 
mine honor I will, and when I breake that oath,ktn, ^ 
turne monftcr:thereforc my fweet Rofe , my dearelfof 
be merry. - ’ 

Ref. From henceforth I will Coz,and deuife /ports- 
let me lee,what thinkeyou of falling in Loue? 

Cel. Marry I prcthec doe.to make fport withall: but 
loue no man in good carneft,nor no further in fport nt y. 
ther, then with lafety ofa pure blcifh, tliou maift in ho. 
nor come off againe. 

Ref. What fhall be our fport then ? 

Cel. Let vs fit and mockc the good houfwife-Fw 
tune from her whccle, that her gifts may henccfonhbee 
beftovved equally. 

Ref. I would wee could doc fo : for her benefits are 
mightily mifplaced, and the bountifull blinde woman) 
doth moft miftake in her gifts to women. 

Cel. ’Tis true,for thofe that /he makes faire.fihe fcarce 
makes honeft. Sc thofe that fhc makes honeft, Ihe makes 
very illfauouredly. 

Ref Nay now thou goeft from Fortunes office toNa- 
turcs: Fortune reignes in gifts of the world, not in the 
lineaments orNature. 

Enter Clow tie. 

Cel. No jwlienNature hath made a fair*creature, 
may /he not by Fortune fall into the fire ? though nature 
hath giuen vs wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune 
fent in this foolc to cut off the argument ? 

Rof. Indeed there is fortune too hard for nature,when 
fortune makes natures naturall, the cutter offofnatures 
witte. 

Cel. Peraduenturc this is not Fortunes work neither, 
but Natures* who perceiueth our naturall wits too dull 
to rcafon of fuch goddefles, hath fent this Naturall for 
our whetftone. for alwaiei the dulnefle of the fbole, is 
the whetftone of the wits. How now Witte, whether 
wanderyou^ 

Clow. MiflreiTe,you muft come away to your farher. 

Cel. Were you made the raeffenger l 

Clo. No by minchonoc,but I was bid to come for you 

Rof 


/ 
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Ws Honour 

U. Ofa “5“Hono, chr 
llity wert good Pan- ^ llc (U „ d to it> ,he Pancakes 

oercnwghtjandthcMuftaid «.good, andyc. v,.s 

“ W.' Honour ySr m W ^ 

^°x!r imarry, now vnmuzzleyour wifedome. 
cl' Stand you both forth now: ftrokc your chinnes, 
d bsiiour beards that I am a knaue. 

50 ySfiy oS beardsfifwe h^d them)thou art. 
rt By my knaucrie (sf I had it) then I were : but sf 
iifweareby that that is not,you are not forfworn : no 
Lc was this knight /'wearing by his Honor, for he ne- 
La ante • or if he had, he had iwornc it away,bctore 
U “ h he f aw thofe Pancakes,or that Muftard. 

Cel Prtthcc,who is’t that thou means’t ? 

C k. One that old Fredericks your Father loues. 

Pdf My Fathers loue is enough to honor him enough; 

fpeake no more ofhim, you 1 be whiptfor taxation one 

oft !^ C xhe more pitcie that fooles may not fpeak wife- 

l« what Wifcmen do foolifhiy. 

1 ’cel By my troth thou faieft true: For,fince the little 
wittharfooles haue was filenced, the little fooleric that 
wife men haue makes a great Ihew; Hccre comes Mon- 
fieur the 7>w- 

tenter le Beau. 

Rof. With his mouth full ofnewes. ;*• 

Cel. Whichhe will put on vs, asPigeons feedtneir 

young. 

Rof Then dial we be newes -cram d. 
ftl. All the better: we fhalbe the more Marketable. 
r Bion-tonr Monfteur le ‘Bcu, what’s the newes ? 

le'Ber.. FairePrincefle, 
you haue loft much goodlport. 

Cel. Sport: of what colour? 

Le r Beu. What colour Madame ? How fhall I aun- 
fweryou? 

Rof. As wit and fortune will. 

Clo. Or as the deftinies decrees. 

Cel. Well faid, that was laid on with a trowell. 

Clo. Nay,if I keepenot my ranke. 

Ref Thou loofeft thy old fmcll. 

LeBeu. You amaze me Ladies: I Would haue told 

you of good wraftling.which you haue loft the fight of. 
Ref YettellvsthemannerofthcWtaftling. 

Le r Bctt. I wil tell you the beginning: and if it pleafe 
your Ladifhips, you may fee the end, lor the beft ts-yet- 
to doe, and hcere where you are, chey are comming to 
performeit. 

Cel. Weil, thebeginning that is dead andburied. 
Le'Bett .There comes an oldman,and<his three fans- 
fieL I could match this beginning with an old tale. 
Le 'Bea.Three proper yong men,of excellent growth 
and prefence. 

Rof. With bils on their neckes : Be itknowne vnto 
all men by thefe prefents. 

WBeu. The cldeft of the three, wraftled with Charles 
the Dukes Wraftler, which Charles in a moment threw 
him, andbrokethree of brs-ribbes, that thetejs little 
hope of life in him: Sahe/cru’d the fcfcond, and fo. the 
third -.yonder they lie, the poorc oldman their Father*, 
making fuchpittiful dole ouec them, that all the behol¬ 


der* take his part with weeping. 

Rof Alas. 

~ Clo. But what is the fport Monficur, that the Ladies 
haueloft? 

Le Beu. Why this that I fpeake of. 

. Clo. Thus men may grow wifer cuery day. It is the 
firft time that euer I heard breaking of ribbes wa* fport 
for Ladies. 

7f Cel. Or I, I promife thee. 

Rof. But is there any elfc longs to fee this broken 
Mufickeinhisfidcs? Is there yet another doatcsvpon 
rib-breaking ? Shall we fee this wraftling Cofin? 

LeHeu. You muft if you ftay heere, forheereisthe 
place appointed for the wraftling, and they are ready to 
performe it. 

Cel. Yonder lure they arc comming.Let vs now ftay 
and fee it. 

Flourip}. Enter Duke, Lords, Orlando, fiharles, 
and Attendants. 

Duke-C ome on,fince theyouth will not be intreated 
His owne pcrill on his forwardnefle. 

Rof Is yonder the man? 

Le Ecu. Euen he. Madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too yong: yet he looks fucccflefully 
Da. How now daughter, and Coufin: 

Are you crept hither to fee the wraftling? 

Rof. I my Liege, fo pleafe you giue vs leaue. 

Du, You wil take litcle delight in it, lean tell you 
there is fuch oddes in the man : In pitie of the challen¬ 
gers youth, I would fainedifiwade him, hut he will not 
bee entreated. Spcake to him Ladies, fee if you can 
moouehim. 

Cel. Call him hethergood MonfieuerLe2?«*. 

Daks. Do fo: lie not be by. 

LeBeu. Monficur the Challenger, the Pfincefie cals 
for you. ;j 

Orl. J attend them with all rcfpeift and dutie. 

Rof. Youngman, haue you challeng’d Charles the 
Wraftler?.. 

Or/.NofairePrinceflc: he is thcgenerall challenger, 

I come but in as others do, to try with him the ftrength 
of my youth. 

Cel. Yong Gentleman, your fpirits are too bold for 
your yeares : you haue feene cruell proofe of this mans 
ftrength, if you Taw your felfc with your eies, or knew 
your felfe with your iudgment, the fcare of your aduen- 
tute would counfelyouto a more equall enterpriie. We 
pray you for your owne fake to embrace your own fate- 
tie,and giue Oder this attempt. 

Rof. Do yong Sir,your reputation fhall not therefore 
be mifprifed: we wil make it our fuiteto the Duke, that 
the wraftling might not go forward. 

Orl. Ibefeechyou, punifhmee not with yourbarde 
thoughts, wherein I confeffe me much guiltie to denie 
fofaireand excellent Ladies anie thing. But let your 
fairc eks, and getule wiflics go with mce to my triall; 
wherein if 1 bee foil’d, there is but one ftiam’d that was 
neuer gracious: ifkil’d,but one dead that is willing to 
be fo: I fhall do my friends no wrong.for I haue none to 
lament me:the'world no iniurie,for in it I haue nothing:, 
onely in the world Ifil vp a place, which may bee better 
fupplied, when I haue made it emptie. 

Rof The little ftrength that I haue, I would it were 
with you. 

Cel. 
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Ce/. And mine to ecke out her*. 

Sgf. Fare y ou welhpraic heauen I be deceiu’d in you. 
Cel. Your hearts defires be with you. 

Char. Come, where is this yong gallant, that is fir 
defirous to lie with his mother earth i 

Orl. Readie Sir,but his will hath in it a more modeft 
working. 

T)uk^ You (hall trie but one fall. 

Cha. No,I warrant your Grace you lhall not entreat 

him to a fecond, that haue fo mightilie perfwaded him 
from a firft. 

Orl. You meane to mocke me after: you (hould not 
haue mockt me before: but come your waies. 

Now Hercules, be thy (peedc yong man, 

Ctl. I would I were inuifiblc.tocatch the ftrong fel¬ 
low by the ligge. mafiu. 

Ref. Oh excellent yong man. 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eie,I can tell who 
(hould downe. Shorn. 

D*k- No more, no more. 

Orl. Yes I befccch your Grace, lam not yet well 
breath’d. 

Duk . How do'ft thou Charles ? 

LeBeu. He cannot fpcake my Lord, 

Oh h. Beare him awaie: 

What is thy name yong man ? 

Orl. Orlando my Liege, the yongeft fonne of SirJfo- 
Und de Boys. 

Duk, I would thou hadft beene fon to fome man elfe. 
The world efteem’d thy father honourable. 

But I did findehim ftill mine enemie: 

Thou (hould’ft haue better pleas’d me with this deedc, 
Tadft thou defeended from another houfe: 

13uc fare thee well, thou art a gallant youth, 

1 would thou had’ft told me of another Father: 

Exit Duke. 

Cel. Were I my Father(Coze) would I do this ? 

Orl. I am more proud to be Sir Rolands fonne* 

His yongeft fonne, and would not change that calling 
To be adopted heire to bredricke. 

Rof. My Father lou’d Sir Roland as his foule. 

And all the world was of my Fathers mindc, 

Had I before knownc this yong man his fonne, 

I (hould haue giuen him tcares vnto entreaties. 

Ere he (hould thus haue ventur’d. 

Cel. Gentle Cofcn, 

Let vs goe thanke him,and encourage him: 

My Fathers rough and enuious difpofition 
Sticks me at heart: Sir,you haue well deferu’d. 

If you doe keepe your promifes in loue; 

Butiuftly as you haue exceeded all promife. 

Your Miftris (hall be happie. 

Rof. Gentleman, 

Weare this for me: one out ofliiites with fortune 
That could giue more,but that her hand lacks meanes. 
Shall we goe Coze? 

Ctl. I: fare you well faire Gentleman. 

Orl. Can I not fay,I thanke you? My better pprt* 

Are ail thrownc downe, and that which here (lands vp 
Is but a quintine, a meere liuelcffc blockc. 

Rof. He cals vs back: my pride fell with my fortunes. 

He askebim what he would: Did you call Sir? 

Sir, you haue wraflled well, and ouerthrowne 
Vlore then your enemies. 

Cel. Will you goe Coze? 

Rof. Haue with you: fare you well. Exit, 


mtt. 


OLWhat paffion hangs thefe waightsy P 6' mv ^ 
I cannot fpcake to her, yet (he vrg’d conference' *° n 

Enter Le Beit. 

O poore Orlando j thou art ouerthrowne 
Or Charles,or fomething weaker matters thee. 

Le Ben .Good Sir,I do in friendfihrp counfaile v 
Te leaue this place * Albeit you haue deferu’d ^° U 
High commendation, true applaufe,and loue • 

Yet fuch is now the Dukes condition, 

That hetnifeonfters all that you haue done; 

The Duke is humorous, whac he is indeede 
More fuites you to conceiue,then I to fpeakcof 
Orl, I thanke you Sir; and pray you tell me this 
Which of the two was daughter of the Duke * 

That here was at the Wraftling ? 

ic^.Ncithethi,daughter ifweiudgebymanntt. 

But yet indeede the taller is his daughter. 

The other is daughter to the banifh’d Duke, 

And here detain’d by her vfurping Vnele 
To keepe his daughter companic, whofe loues 
Are deerer then the naturall bond of Sifters; 

But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 
Hath tanc difplcafurc’gainft his gentleNeecc, 
Grounded vpon no other argument. 

But that the peoplepraife her for her vertues. 

And pitcie her, for her good Fathers fake; 

And on my life his malice ’gainft the Lady 
Will fodainly breake forth: Sir,fare you well. 
Hereafter in a better world then this, 

1 (ball defire more loue and knowledge ofyou. 

Orl. I reft much bounden to you: fare you well. 
Thus muft I from the fmoake into the fmothcr, 

From tyrant Duke,vnto a tyrant Brother, 
Buthcauenly2?<»y5r/j«r. 


Scena Ter tins. 


Enter felia and F^ofaline. 

Ctl Why Cofen, why Rofatine : Cupid haue metric, 
Not a word ? 

Rof. Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caft away 
vpon curs,throw fome of them at me ; come lame nee 
withreafons. 

Rof Then there were two Cofens laid vp, when the 
one (hould be lam’d with rcafons, and the other mad 
without any. 

Cel. But is all this for your Father ? 

Rof. No, fome of it is for my childes Father: Oh 
how full of briers is this working day world. 

Cel. They are but burs. Cofen, thrower vpon thee 
in holiday foolerie, if we walke not in the ttodden paths 
our very pctty-coates will catch them. 

! Rof. I could (hake them off my coate, thefe burs ate 
in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away* 

Rtf. I would try if I could cry hem,and have hiis. 

Ctl. Come,come,wraftle with thy affc$ions. 

Rof. O they take the part of a better wraftler then 
royfclfe. 

C*h O,a good wifh vpon you: youwill trie in time 


Jtjfsyou /% it. 
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1,1 “ “ou 3d Ml into fo (bong •“«* 

^/^Th^Dukemy ^thcr lou’d his F ^ cr deere1 ^: 

- 

" ci 

inter Duke with Lords. 

Vof. Let me loue him for that, and do you loue him 
n caufc I doe. Looke, here comes theDukc: 

. Cel. With his eicsfull ofanger. 

Miftris,difpatch you with your fateit halle, 

. n d get you from ou t Court. 

Rof. Me Vnele. • 

puki YpuColen, 

Within thefe ten daks if that thou beeftfound 
Soneere our publike Court as tvventic miles, 

T hoo died for it. 

Rof. I doe bcfeech your Grace 
t« me the knowledge of my fault beare with me: 

Tfvvith my felfe I hold intelligence. 

Of haue acquaintance with mine owne defires, 
if that I doe not dreame, or be not franticke, 

(As I doe trull I am not) then decre Vnele, 
jsjeoer fo much as in a thought vnborne. 

Did I offend your highneffe. 

Pukj Thus doe all Traitors, 

If their purgation did eonfift in words. 

They are as innocent as grace it felfc; 

Let it fuffice thee that I truft thee not. 

Rof. Yet your miftruft cannot make me a Traitor; 

Tell me whereon thclikclihoods depends? ( 

Puk, Thou art thy Fathers daughter,there’s enough. 
RpfSo was I when your highnes took his Dukdonic, 
So was I when your highneffe banilht him; 

Treafon is not inherited my Lord, 

Or ifwe did deriuc it from our friends. 

What's that to me, my Father was no Traitor, 

Then good my Lcigc, miftake me not fo much, 
Tothinkemy pouercieis treacherous. 

Cel. Deere Soueraigne hcare me fpcake. 

Puk^ I Celia, we (laid her for your fake, 

Elfe had (he with her Father rang’d along. 

Cel. I did not then intreat to haue her (lay. 

It was yourpleafure, and your owne remorie, 

I was too yong that time to value her. 

But now I know her; iffhc be a Traitor, 

Why fo am I; we ftill haue dept together, 

Rofe at an inftant, lcarn’d, plaid,cate together, 

And whcrefoerc we went, ! ike Junes Swans, 

Still we went coupled and infeperable. 

Duf. She is too fubtile for thee, and her fmoothnes; 
Her verie filence, and per patience, 

Speake to the people, and they pitcie het: ; . > 

Thou art a foole, (he robs; thee of thy name, 

And thou wilt lhow morebright,Sc feem mopevertuour 
When (he is gone; then open not thy lips 
Firme, and irrevocable is my doombe. 

Which 1 haue pad vpon hjEftfoe is bapifli’d^ h-.. i ,hi: i 
Ctl. Prqnounccthat fentei|ce then onnnemy Lcige, 
I cannot Hue out of her copqtfufco. dj . : 


Dfl/- 


Dukja You^rca/oolcryouNeiceprouidc yourfelfe, 
If you out*iftay the time, tpon mine honor, 

And in the greatneffe ot my word you die* 

Exit Dukej&c. * 

£eL O sny poore Rofaline, whether wilt thou goe/ 
Wilt thou change Fathers ? I will giue thee mine : 

I charge thee be not thou more grieu’d then I am. 

Rof. I haue more caufc. 

CcL Thou haft not Cofcn, • 

Prcthcc be cheercfull; know'ft thou »ot the Duke 
Hath bani flVd me his daughter? 

Rof That h<? hath not. 

Cel . No,hath not ? Rofaline lacks then the loue 
Which ttacheth thee that thou and I am one. 

Shall wc be fundred ? fball wc part fweetc girle ? 

No, let my Father feeke another heire : 

Therefore deuife with me how wc may flie 
Whether to goe, and what to beare with vs. 

And doe not leekc to take your change vpon you, 

To beare your griefes your felfe,and leaue me out: 

For by this heauen, now at our forrowespalc; 

Say what thou canft, He goe along with thee. 

F\of. Why, whether fhall we goe ? 

Cel. To feeke my Vnele in the Forreft of Arden. 

Rof Alas, whac danger will it be to vs, 

(Maides as we are) to trauell forth fo farre ? 
Beautieprouoketh theeucs foonerthen gold. 

Cel. lie put my felfe in poore and meane attire, 

And with a kindeofvmber fmirchmy face. 

The like doe you,fo fhall we paffe along. 

And neucr ftir aftaiiants* 

Rof Were it not better, 

Bccaufc that I am more then common tall, 

That I did fuitc me all paints like a man, 

A gallant curtelax. vpon my thigh, 

A bore-fpeare in my hand, and in my heart 
Lye there what hidden womans feare there will, 

Wcelc haue a fwafhing and a marfhall outfide. 

As manie other mannifh cowards haue. 

That doe outface it-with their femblances. 

Cel . What (hall I call thee when thou art a man? 

Rof He haue no worfe a name then /^er ownepag^ 
And therefore looke yon call me Gammed* 

But what will you by calfd? ,1 

Cel. Something chat hath a reference to my ftatc; 
No longer Celia % but Aliena. :\vM 

Rof But Cofen, what if we aflaiditofteale 
The clownifl^ Foole out of your Fathers Court: 

Would he not be a comfort to our trauailc? j 

Cel. Heclc goe alo^g-ore the v^idc world with rae, 
Leaue me alone to woe him; Let’s away 
And get our Icwels and our wealth together, 

Deuile the fitteft time,and fafeft way ,i 

To hide vs from purfuitc that will be made 
After my flight: now goe in.we content u 
Tolibcrtie^ndnottobanifhmenc. d! Exeunt 


AUus Secunc/u&Sccena Trim a. 

_ ■ : ■ _ : ; _ __' 

*:np, rilo i 

Enter Duke Senior .* Jimyent^and two or three Lards 
“i (if :.-i,v ' ! ’h - ~i>\ -»•’ 

■ DufSen.^ovimy Coe*rBates,and brothers i. exile; 
Hath not old cuftorne made this life more fwee.» ' 

Then 


< 



































































































































Then that ofpaintcd pompe ? Are not thefc woods 
More free from perill then the enuious Court ? 

Heere feele vye not the penalticofv^w. 

The feafons difference, as the Iciephange 
And churlifh chiding of the winters winde, 

V\ hich when it bites and blowes vpon my body 
Euen till 1 fhrinkc with cold,I imilc, and fay 
This is no flattery : thele are counfellors 
That feelingly perl wade me what I am: 

Sweet are the vfes ofaduerfitie 
Which like the toad, ougly and venemous* 

Weares yet a precious lewell in his head : 

And this our life exempt from publikehaunt, 

1‘indes tongues in trces,bookes in the running brookes. 
Sermons in Hones,and good in euery thing* 

Amicn. I would not change it,happy is your Grace 
That can tranflate the flubbornnefle ot fortune 
Into fo quiet and fo lweet a ftilc. 

T)v.Sen. Comc,fhall we goc and kill vs venifon { 

And yet it irkes me the poore dapled foclcs 
Being natiuc Burgers of this dclert City, 

Should intheir owne confines with forked heads 
Haue their round hanches goard. 

I .Lord. Indeed my Lord 
The melancholy lacjues grieucs at that, 

And in that kindc fweares you doe more vfurpe 
Then doth your brother that hath banifh’d you: 

To day my Lord of Amiens, and my fclfc, 

Did fteale bchinde him as he lay along 
Vndcr an oakc, whofe anticke roote peepes out 
Vpon the brooke that brawles along this wood, 

To the which place a poore fcqueftred Stag 
That from the Hunters aime had tane a hurt, 

Did come to languifh; and indeed my Lord 
The wretched annimall heau’d forth l'uch groancs 
That their dilchargc did ftretch his leatheme coat 
Almoft to burfting, and the big round tearcs 
Cours’d one another downe his innocent note 
In picteous chale : and thus the ha'irie foole. 

Much marked of the melancholic Lowes 9 
Stood on th’extrcmeft verge of the lyvift brooke, 
Augmenting it with tearcs. 

Du.Sen. But what faid laqnes? N 
Did he not moralize this fpcttacle ? 

I .Lord. O yes,into a thoufand fimilics. 

Firft 3 for his weeping into the necdleflc flreame; 

Poore Deere quoth he,thou mak’ft a teftament 
As worldlings doe, giuing thy fum of more 
To that which had too muft: then being there alone 
Left and abandoned of his vcluet friend; 

Tis right quoth he, thus miferie doth part 
The Fluxe of companie: anon a carcleffe Heard 
Full of the paflurCjiumps along by him 
And neuer flails to greet him : I quoth Iaejttes, 

Swecpe on you fat and greazie Citizens, 

iuft the fafhion ; wherefore doeyou looke 
Vpon that poore and broken bankrupt there? 

Thus moft inue&iucljrhe pierceth through 
The body of Countrie, Cbtie 7 Court, / 

Yea,and oFt?hii oiirlift,'(Wearing thatwc 
Aremcere vfurpers, tyrants^and whats worfc 
To fright the Annimals, and to kill them vp 
In their afllgn’d and natiuc dwelling-place. 

U* r *n. And did you leauc him in this contemplation ? 
2,Lo> i We did my Lord,weeping and commenting 


AsJ online it. 


j ctiiiciiouis mm tnac oearci 
^/^Why,what’s the matter? 

At J /~\ _ * t__ * _ .1 


Vp'on $e fobbing Deere. 


Dtt.Sen. Show me the place, 

I loue to cope him in thefe fullen fits. 
For then he’s full of matter. 

ifLor. lie bring you to him ftratr. 


Exet 


Seem Secunda, 


Enter ‘Duke, with Lords '. 

Duk^ Can it be poflible that no man faw them > 
It cannot be,fomc villaincs ofmy Court 
Are of confent and fuffcrancc in this. 

1 • Lo. I cannot hcarc of any that did fee her, 

The Ladies her attendants ofher chamber 
Saw her a bed, and in the morning early, 

They found the bed vntreafur’d of their Miftrig. 

2 .Lor. My Lord,the roynifli Clown,at whom fo < 
Your Grace was wont to laugh is alfo miflino 
Hityeria the Pi inceflc Centlewoman 
Confefles that fhe fecrctly ore-heard 

Your daughter and her Cofen much commend 
The parts and graces of the Wraftler 
That did but lately foile the fynowie Charles, 

And flie beleeues where eucr they are gone 
That youth is furely intheir companie. 

_ Dak^. Send to his brother,fetch that gallant hither 

If he be abfent,bring his Brother to me, \ 

lie make him finde him : do this fodainly; 

And let nor iearch and inquifition quaile. 

To bring againe thefe foolifti runawaies. Exm 


Seem Dertta . 


Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orl. Who’s there? 

Ad. What my yong Matter, oh my gentle matter 
Oh my fweecmafter ,0 youmcmoric 
Of old Sir Rowland^ why,what make you here? 
Why areyou vertuous? Why dopeople loue you? 
And wherefore areyou gentle,ftrong,and valiant? 
Why would you be fo fond to ouercomc 
The bonnie prifer of the humorous Duke i 
Your praife is come too fwiftly home beforcyou. 
Know you not M aftcr,to feemc kindc of men, 
Their graces feme them but as enemies, 

No more doe yours: your vcrtucs gentle Mafter 
Are fandtified and holy traitors to you: 

Oh what a world is this, when what is comely 
Enuenoms him that bcares it ? 


Ad. Ovnhappic youth, 

Come not within thefe doores: within thisroofc 
The cnemie of all your graces Dues 
Your brother* no,no brorhcr,yet the fonne 
(Yet not the fon,I will not call him fot?) 

Ofhim I was about to call his F: Aer* 

Hath heard your praifesiand this night he meanes* 
To burnt the lodging where you vfetddyc, 

And you within it; if he falic of that 
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oft'; 

rnuerheard him: and hispra&ifcs. 

This is P lacc > this houfe iS bUt 3 butchC ; 

■ 1 frare it doe not enter it. 

k Why whether Adam would’ft thou oauc me go? 

W'ji No matter whether,fo you come not here. 

Orl. What,wopTd’ft thou hauc me go & beg my rood. 

Or with a bafe and boiftrous Sword enforce 

itheeuifh liuing on the common rode ? 

This I mU ^ do,or know not what to do: 

Vetthi* I will not do, do how 1 can, 

/rather will fubiea me to the malice 

Ofa diuerted blood,and bloudie brother. 

Ad. But do not fo: I haue hue hundred Crownes, 

The thriftie hire I faued vndcr your Father, 

Which I did ftore to be my toller Nurfe, 

When feruice (hould in my old limbs lie lame. 

And vnregarded age in corners t hrownc. 

Take that, and he "that doth the Rauens feedc, 

Yeaprouidently caters for the Sparrow, 

Be comfort to my age : here is the gold, 

All this 1 giue you, let me be your ieruanr, 

Though I looke old, yet I am llrong and luftic; 

For in my youth I neuer did apply 

Hot, and rebellious liquors in my bloud. 

Nor did not with vnbafhfull forehead woe. 

The meancs ofweaknclfe and debilitic, 

Thereforemy age is as a luflie winter, 

Froflic.bui kindely; let me goe with you, 

He doe the feruicc of a yonger man 

In all your bufinefle andnecefllties. 

Orl. Oh good old man,how well in thee appearcs 

The conllant feruicc of the antique world, 

When feruice fweare for dutie,not for meede: 

Thou art not for the fafhion of thefe times. 

Where none will fweatc,but for promotion. 

And hauing that dochoake their feruice vp, 

Euen with the hauing, ic is not fo with thee: 

Butpooreold man, thou prun’d a rotten tree, 

That cannot fo much as a bloflomc yeelde. 

In lieu of all thy paines and husbaudrie. 

But come thy waics, wecle goe along together. 

And ere we haue tliy youchfull wages fpent, 

Weelc light vpon fome fctledlow content. 

Ad. Mafter goe on,and I will follow thee 

To the laftgafpe with truth and loyaltic. 

From feauentie yeeres, till now almoft fourefcore 

Hereliued f,but now liue here no more 

At feanenteene yeeres, many their fortunes fcckc 

But at fourefcore, it is too late a weeke, 

Yet fortune cannot recompence me better 

Then to die well, and not my Mafters debter. Exeunt. 


Enter Rofaliuefor Gammed , Celiafer Aliena> and 
Clmne , alias Tottchflene. 

Rof. OI up iter, how merry are my fpirics ? 

C/s. I care not for my fpirics, if my leegcs were not 
wearie. 

■fy/* I cou ^ finde in my heart to difgrace my mans 
appared, and to cry like a woman: but I muft comfort 



the weaker veflell, as doublet and hofe ought to (how it 
felfe coragiou* to petty-coate; therefore courage,good 
Aliena. 

Cel. I pray you beare with me, I cannot goe no fur¬ 
ther. 

Cto. For my part, I had rather beare with you, then 
beare you: yeti ftiould beare no croffe if I did beare 
you, for 1 thinke you hauc no money in your purfe. 

Ref. Well,thisistheForreftof/fr«/e», ui 
Clo. I,now am I in Arden , the more fobl^>?p whett 1 
was 3 t home I was in a better place, but T^iHers mtfft 
be content. . . •-! i : * >i n 

• j. £Vter Cor in and Siluiw . 

Ref. l,be fo good Touchfionr. Look you,who comes 
here, a yong. man-and an old in foiemne talkc. 

Cor , That is the way to .-make her fcorneyou ftill. 

Sil. Oh Gorin, that thou knew’ft how I do loue her, 
C«r. I partly guefTc: for 1 haue Iou’d ere now. 

Stl. No Cortn, being old,thou canftnbt gueffe. 
Though in thy youth thou waft as true a IdticY 
As eucr ligh’d vpon a midnight pillow ; 

But ifthy loue were eucr like to mine, 

As fure I thinke did neuer man loue fo : 

How many a&ions moft ridiculous, 

Haft thou beene drawne to by thy fantafie ? 

Cor. Into a thoufand thatl haue forgotten, 

Sil. Ohthoudidft then neuer loue io hartily, •••• 

If thou remembreft not the flighteft folly } U / 

That eucr loue did make thee run into, 

Thou haft not lou’d. 

Or if thou haft not lit as I doe now, 

Wearing thy hearer in thy Miftris p’raife. 

Thou haft not lou’d. 

Or it thou haft not broke from companie. 

Abruptly as my paftion now makes me. 

Thou haft not lou’d. 

O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. £ XJ[ 

Rof. Alas poore Shepheard fearching ofthey would 
I haue by hard aduenture found mine owne. 

Clo. And I mine: I remember when I was in loue, I 

broke my fword vpon a (tone, and bid him take that for 
commmg a nighc to lane Smile, and I remember the kif- 
fingofher batler, and the Cowes dugs that her ptettie 
chopt hands had milk’d; and I remember rhe wooin« 
of apeafeod inftead of her, from whom I tooke two 
cods,and giuing her them againe, faid with wcepino 
teares, wearc thefc for my fake: wee that are true Lo- 
uers.runne into ftrange capers; but as all is mortallin 
nature, fo is all nature in loue, mortal! in folly. 
r Rcf. Thou fpeak’ft wifer then thou art ware of. 

Ch. Nay, 1 ftiallnere be ware ofmine owne wit, till 

I breake my Thins againft it. 

Rof loue,Ioue,th\s Shepherds paftion. 

Is much vpon my fafhion. 

Clo. And mine, butitgrowes fomething ftale with 
mee. 

CA I pray you, one of you queftion you’d man, 

Ifhe for gold will giue vs any foode, 

I faint almoft to death. 

Clo. Holla;youClowne. 

Rof, Peace foole, he’s not thy iinfman. 

Cor. Who cals ? 

Clo. Your betters Sir. 

Cor. Elfe are they very wretched. 

__ Rof. Peace 
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Ref. Peace I fay; good cuen to your friend. 

C or ' And to you gentle Sir,and to you all., 

Rof I prcthcc Shepheard, if that loue or gold 
Can in this defert place buy entertainment. 

Bring vs where we may reft our felues,and feed : 

Here’s ayongmaid with trauaile much oppreffed , 5 
And faints for fuceour. 

Cor. Faire Sir, I pittie her, 

And wi{h for her fake more then for mine owftc, 

My fortunes were more able to releeue her: 

But I am (hopheard to another man, 

And do not (heerc the Fleeces that I graze: 

My maftcr is of churlifh difpolition, 

And little wreakes to findc the way to heauen 
By doing deeds ofhofpitalicic. 

Bcfidcs his Coace,his Flocfces,and bounds of feede 
Arc now on fale, and at our fheep-coac now 
By reafon ofbisabfcnce there is nothing 
That you will feed on: but what is, come fee. 

And in my voice moft welcome (ball you be. 

Rof. What is he that (hall buy his flocke and pafturc? 
Cor . ThacyongSwainc thatyoufaw heerc but crc- 
whilc. 

That little cares for buying any thing. 

Rof. I pray thce.if it ftand with honeftic. 

Buy thou the Cottage, pafturc,and the flockc, 

And thou fhalc haue to pay for it of rs. 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages: 

I like this place, and willingly could 
Waftcmy time in it. 

Cor. Afluredly the thing is to be fold: 

Go with me, if you like vpon report, 

Thefoile, the profit,and this kmdc of life, 

I will your very faithfull Feeder be. 

And buy it with your Gold right fodainly. Exeunt* 


Scena Quinta. 


id's you like it. 


you: but that they cal complement is like th*cric—~~ 
of two dog-Apes. And when a man thankes me 
me thinkes I haue giuen him a penic, and he rend ^ 
thc beggerly thankes. Come iing; and you that 
hold your tongues. Wli n o 

Amy. Wei, He end the fong. Sirs, couer the K* 
the Duke wil drinke vndcr this tree; he hath hin u 
day tolookeyou. 

Iaq. And I haue bin all this day to auoid him • 

He is too difputeable for my companie 2 
I thinke of as many matters as he, but I gj uc 
Heauen thankes, and make no boaft ofthem. 
Comejwarblejcomc, 

Song. ^Altogether been. 

Who doth ambition [hunne i 

and lones to hueitb Snnne: 

Seeking the food he eat es, 

andfleasd with what begets : 

Come father,come father y come hither % 

Hecrefiall he fee.&c. 

Iaq. lie giue you a verfc to this note. 

That 1 made yefterday in defpight of my Inuention 
Amy. And lie fing it. 

Amy . Thus it goes. 

If it do come to pajfe, that any man tnrne Ajf c : 
Leaning his wealth and eafe , 

A(IMorne will to pleafe, 

Ducdame , ducdame , ducdame: 

Hccrefiall hefee.groffe footss as be, 

A nd if he will come to me. 

Amy . What’s that Ducdame? 
lacy. Tis a Greeke inuocation, to call fools intoacir- 
cle. lie go fleepe if I can: ifl cannot,He raile againft.aH 
thefirft borne of Egypt. 

Amy. AndUcgofeeketheDuke, 

His banket is prepar’d. Sxtm 


Enter, Amjens , laqtits , (Mothers. 

Song. 

Fader the greene wood tree, 

who tones to lye with mce y 
And tnrne his mtrrie Note , 

vntoihe fweet \Birds throte : 

Come hither , come hither , come hither : 

Heerc /hall he fee no enemie , 

3tit Winter and rough Weather. 

I«q. More,more,I prc thcc more. 

Amy. It will make you mclancholly Monfieur laqncs 
Iaq. I thanke it: More, 1 prcthec more, 

I can fuckc melancholly out of a fong, 

As a Wcazel fuckes egges : More,I pre'thce more. 

Amy. My voice is ragged, 1 know I cannot pleafe 
you. 

lacy. I do not defire you to pleafe me, 

I do defire you to fing: 

Come,more, another ftanzo: Cal you’em ftanzo’s ? 
Amy. What you wil Monfieur Iaques. 

Iaq. Nay, I care not for their names, they owe mcc 
nothing. Wil you fing? 

Amy. Move at your rcqucft,then to pleafe my felfc. 
Iaq. Wellthcn,ifcucrl thankeanyman, lie thanke 

1 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Orlande, dr esfdam. 

Adam . Deere Maftcr. I can go no further': 

O Idiefprfood. Hcerelieldownc, 

And meafureout my graue. Farwel kinde matter. 

Or/. Why how now Adam* No greater heart in thee: 
Liue a little,comfort a little,checre thy felfc a little.i 
If this vneouth Forreftyeeld any thing fanage, 

I wil either be food for it,or bring it for foode to thee: 
Thy conceite is neerer death, then thy powers. 

For my fake be comfortable,hold death a while 
At the armes end: I wil heerc be with theeprcfently, 
And ifl bring thee not fomething to cate, 

1 I wil giue thee leaue to die: but if thou dieft 
j Beforel come, thou art a mocker of my labor. 

Wei faid, thou look’ft cheerely. 

And 1 le be with thee quickly: yet thou lieft 
In the hleake aire. Come, I wil heare thee 
To fome flicker,and thou (halt not die 
For lacke of a dinner. 

If there liue any thing in this Defert. 

Cheerely good Adam. Exeunt 

* ScfflX 




As you like it. 


Scena Sep tuna. 


Enter Duke Sen.& Lord , like Out-pwes, 

Se „ I thinke he be transform d into a bca 

1 

,,?* portly difeord in the Spheares: 

GoSc him. tdlhim I would fpeake with him. 

Enter laejues. 

tnri He fanes mylabor by his ownc approach. 
n« Sen Why hoyv now Monfieur, what a life is this 
That your poore friends muft woe your companie, 

I met a foole i’th Forrcft, 

A uiotiey Foole (a miferable world:) 
a I do liue by foode, I met a foole. 

Who laid him downe, and bask’d him in the Sun, 

Mid rail’d on Lady Fortune in good cermcs, 

woodfettermes, and yet a motley foole. 

Good morrow foole (quoth I:) no bir,quoth he, 
r?ll me not foole, till heauen hath fent me fortune, 

And then he drew a dial! from his poakc, 

Andlookingon it, with laeke-luftre eye, 

r vcs very wifely, it is ten a eloebe: 

Tiis vve may fee (quoth he) how the world wagges: 

- Tis but an lioure agoe, fince it was nine. 

And after one hourc more, 'twill be eleuen, | 

And fo from houre to houre, we ripe,and ripe, 

And then from houre to houre, wc rot,an<4 rot, 

And thereby hangs a tale. When I did heare 
The motley Foole, thus morall on the time, 

My Lungs began to crow like Chanticleere, 

ThatFooles fiiould be fo deepe contemplatiue: 

And I did laugh, fans intermiffion 
Anhourcby his diall. Oh noble foole, 

A worthy foole: Motley’s che oncly wearc. 

Tfu.Sen. What foole is this? 

Iaq. O wortbie Foole: One that hath bin a Courtier 
And fay es, if Ladies be but yang, and faire, 

They haue the gift to know it: and in his braiiie. 

Which is as drie as the remainder bisket 
After a voyage : He hath ftrange places cram d 
With obferuation, the which he vents 
In mangled formes. O that I were a foole, 

I am ambitious for a motley coat# 

Dti.Sen. Thou fhalt haue one. 

Iaq. It is my oncly iuite, 

Prouidcd that you weed your better judgements 
Of all opinion that growes rankc in them, 

That lam wile. I muft haue liberty 
Wiithall, aslargc aCharter as the windc, 

To blow on whom I pleafe, for fp fooles haue : 

And they .that are moft gaulcd with my folly. 

They moft ^ laugh: And why fir muft they fo? 

The why is plainc, as way to Parifh Church; 

Hee, that a Foole doth very wifely hit, 

Dothvery foolilhly, aithough he fm^pt 
Sccme fcnfelcffe of the bob. If not. 

The Wife-mans folly is anathomiz^t) 

Euenby the fquandring glances of. the foole. 


Inucft me in my motley : Giue me leaue : 

To fpeake my minde, and I will through and through 
Cleanfe tbcfoulebodieofth'infcftcd world. 

If the v will patiently receiuc my medicine. 

Du.Sen. Fie on thee. 1 can tell what thou wouldft do. 
Iaq. What, for a Counter, would 1 do,but good f 
Du. Sen . Moft mifeheeuous foule iin,in chiding fin: 
For thou thy lelfc haft bene a Libertine, 

As fcnfuall.as the brutifli fting it fclfe. 

And all th’imbofled feres, and headed euils, 

That thou with licenfe of free foot haft caught, 
Would’ft thou difgorge into the gencrall world. 

Iaq. Why who cries out on pride, 

That can therein taxc any priuateparty: 

Doth it not flow as hugely a3 the Sea, 

Till that the wearie veric meanes do ebbe. 

What woman in the Citie do I name, 

When that 1 fay the City woman bearcs 
The coft of Princes on vn worthy ftioulders ? 

Who can come inland fay that I meane her, 

When Inch a one as free, fuch is her neighbor ? 

Or what is he of bafeft function. 

That fayes his braucrie is net on my coft, 

Thinking that I meane him, but therein luites 
His folly to the mettle of my fpeech, 

There then, how then, what then,let me fee wherein 
My tongue hath wrong’d him : if it do him right. 

Then he hath wrong’d himielfe : if he be free, 
why then my taxing like a wild-goofe flies 
Ynciairo’d of any. man But who come hci e? 

Enter Orlando. 

Orl. Forbeare, andeatenomore. 

Iaq. Why I haue eate none yet. 

Orl. Nor fhalt not, till neccffity be feru’d. 

Iaq. Of what kinde fhould this Cockccome of? 

Qu u. Sen. Art thou thus bolden’d man by thy diftres? 
Or cllc a rude defpifer of good manners, 

T hat in ciuility thou fccm’ft fo emptie ?\ 

Orl. You touch’d my veine at firft,the thorny point 
Of bare diftrclTc, hath canc from me the fhew 
Of frnpoth ciuility : yet am 1 in-land bred, 

And know fome nourture: But forbeare, I fay, 

He dies that touches any of this fruitc,i 
Till I, and my affaires are anfvvered. 

Iaq . And you will not be aniwer’d with reafon, 

I muft dye. 

Du. Sen . What would you haue? 

Your gentlcnefle fhall force,more then your force 
Moue vs to gendenefTc. 

Orl. I almoft die for food,and let me haue it. 

'Du. Sen. Sic downe and feed,& welcom to our table 
Orl. Speake you fo gently ? Pardon me I pray you, 

I thought that all things had bin fauage hcere, 

And therefore put \ on the countenance 
Of fterne commandYncnc. But what ere you 4rc 
That in this delerc inacceffible, 

Vnder the fhadcof melancholly boughes, 

Loofc, and negledf the creeping hour es of time; 

If cuer you haue look’d on better day es: 

Ifeucr bcene where bels haue knoll’d to Church : 

If eucr fate at any good mans fcaft: 

If cuer from your eye-hds wip’d a teare. 

And know what ’tis to pittie, and be pitried t 
Let gentleneffe my ftrong enforcement be. 

In the which hope, I blofb, and hide my Sword. 
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Dm. Sett. True is it, that we haue leene better dayes 
And haue with holy bell bin knowid to Church, * 
And fat at good mens feafts, and wip’d our eies 
Of drops, that (acred pity hach engendred: 

And therefore lit you downc in gentlencfle. 

And take vpon command, what helpc we haue 
That to your wanting may be miniftred. 

Orl. Then but forbeare your food a little while: 

VV biles (like a Doe) I go to finde my Fawne, 

And giucit food. There is an old poore man. 

Who after mc,hath many a weary fteppe 
Limpt in pure loue: till he be firft fuffic'd, 

Oppreft with two wcakc euils, a«e.and hunger, 

I will not touch a bit. 

Duke Sen. Go finde him out. 

And we will nothing waftc till you rcturne. 

Orl.l thanke ye, and be bled for your good comfort. 

D« Sen. Thou feed,we are not all alone vnhappie: 
This wide and vniuerfallTheater 
Prcfents more wofull Pageants then the Sccane 
Wherein we play in. 

In. All the world’s a ftage. 

And all the men and women, meerely Players; 

They haue their Exits and their Entrances, 

And one man in his time playes many parts, 

His A&s being leuen ages. At fird the Infant, 
Mcwling,and puking in the Nudes armes: 

Then, the whining Schoolc-boy with his Satchcll 
And (hining morning face, creeping like fnaile 
Vnwilhngly to fchoole. And then the Louer, 

Sighing like Furnace, with a wofull ballad 
Made to his Miftrefle eye-brow. Then, a Soldier, 
Fullofftrange oaths, and bearded like the Pard, * 
Ielous in honor, fodaine.and quicke in quarrcll. 

Seeking thebubbleReputation 

Euen in the Canons mouth: And then, the Iuftice ( 

In faire round belly, with good Capon lin’d. 

With eyes feueic, and beard of formall cut. 

Full of wife fa wes,and moderne inftances, 

And fo he playes his part. The fixt age fiiifts 
Into the leane and flipper’d Pantaloone, 

With fpe&acies on nofc, and pouch on fide, 

His youthfull hofc well fau’d, a world too wide. 

For his (hrunke flianke, and his bigge manly voice. 
Turning agame toward childifiitrebble pipes. 

And whittles in his found, Laft Scene of all. 

That ends this ftrangeeuentfull hiftoric. 

Is fccond childiflancfic, and mecre obliuion. 

Sans teeth,fans eyes,fans tallc, fans eucry thing. 

Enter Or Undo with A Urn. 

Dm Sen. Welcome: fet downe your venerable bur* 
then, and let him feede. 

Orl. I thanke you mod for him. 

Ad. Sohadyouneede, 

I fcarce canfpeake to thanke you for my felfe. 

Dm. Sen. Welcome, fall too: I wil not trouble you. 
As yet to queftion you about your fortunes: 

Giue vs fotne Mufickc.and good Cozen,fing. 

Song. 

'Blow, blow, thou winter windt, 

TboH art not fo vnkinde , as mans ingratitude 
Thy tooth u not Jo kotne^ becaufe thou art not fitne, 
although thy breath be rude. 


As you, like it. 


Heigh ho, fing hetgb he, vnto thegreene holly 
This Lift is mofhoVy. 

frei*e,frei*e, thou bitter skiethat deft notbwU r. , 
as benefit ts forgot: * f°”tgh 

Though thou thewaters warpe, thy fling , sm r - 

as fir rind remembred note * l b4r fe. 

Heigh ho, jingi&c, 

Duke Sen. If that you were the good Sir Ramt 
As you haue whifper’d faithfully you Wcrc 
And as mine eye doth his effigies witnefTe * 

Moft truly limn’d, and liuing in your face* 

Be truly welcome hither: I am the Duke * 

That lou’d your Father, the refidueof vour fU 
Go ,o my Cane, and cell mee. Good!£1 a""'- 

Thou art right welcome, as thy mafters is. * 

Support him by the armc: giue me your hand 

And let me all your fortunes vndcrftand * 

_ * 

oJBus Tertm.ScenaTritna, 


m r E * ter ^rds, & Oliver, 

Du. Not fee him fince ? Sir, fir, that, cannot be * 
But were I not the better part made mcrcie C ’ 

I fhouid noefeeke an abfent argument * 

Of my reuengc, thou prefent: but lookc to it 
Fmde out thy brother wherefoere he is, 

Seekehim with Candle: bring him dead,or liuing 
W.th.n this tweluemonth,or turnc thounomorf 
To ieckea liuing in our Territoric. 

Thy Lands and all things that thou doff call thine 
Worth fcizure, do we Icize into oui hands * 
Till thou canft quit thee by thy brothers mouth 
Of what we thinke againft thee. 

t r° L P h j hat >:° Ur Highncffe knew my heart in thii 
I neuer lou d my brother in my life. 

D«%.More villaine thou. Well putt him out ofdo 
And let my officers offuch a nature 
Make an extent vpon his houfe and Lands: 

Do thisexpediently, and turne him going. Ext, 

Seem Secunda. 


Enter Or Unde. 

Orl. Hang there my verfe, in witnefTe ofisyloui 
And thou thrice crowned Quecnc of night furuey 
With thy chaife eye, from thy pale fpheareaboue 
Thy Huntrefle name, that my full life doth fway. 

O Rofalini, thefe Trees fhall be my Bookes, 3 
And in thei r barkes my thoughts lie charrafter 
That cuerie eye, which in this Forreft lookes * 
Shall fee thy vettue witneff euery where. * 

Run, run Orlando t c arueon eucry Tree, 

The faire,the chaftc,and vnexpreffiue Aec, , 

Enter Coring Clowne. 

fe.And bow like you this fhepherds life Ul f TeMchfi 


( 


As you like it. 


IPT 


dm. Tiuely 


Se- budnrdpeathat it is a fhepheards life, it is 
g °l Inrefpeft that it is folitary, 1 like itvjne well: 
u ,U ?n cfpea that it is ptiuatc, it is a very v.ld hfe. Now 
bUt St is in the fields, it pleafeth mcc well : but in 
is not in the Court ,itis tedious. As n is a fparc 

r'&ifoke yon) fits ro y humor wel1: b , Ut 35 ‘V"® 

1,f£ plentiein it, it goes much againit my ftomacke. 

S5t any P hilofo P hic in thec ’ r . 

r No more, but that I know the more one fickens, 
1 f. 9 t cafe he is: and that hcc that wants money, 
thC n« and consent, is without three good frcnds.That 
u ronertie ofraine is to wet, and fire to burnc: That 
nrfoafiuremakes fat fiieepc: and that a great caufe of 
P°° j s i 3C ke of the liunne : That hec that hath lear- 

j .1! wit bv Nature, nor Art, may complainc of good 
k’rtdlne.orcoaie.of a vciy dull kindred. 

C/«- D S«ch a one is a naturall Philofopher: 
yyas’t euer in Court, Shepheard > 

Cor. No truly. 

Clo. 1 hen thou art damn d. 

Cot. Nay,I hope- 

fo ". Truly thou art damn’d, like an ill roafted Lggc s 

all on one fide. 

Cor , For not being at Court? your rcaion- 
Clo Why, if thou neuer wai’t at Court, thou neuer 
faw*ft good manners : if thou neuer faw’ft good maners, 
then thy manners muft be wicked, and wickcdnes is fin, 
and finne is damnstion:Thou art in a parlous ftate (hep- 

^Cor. Not a whit Tonchfiene, thofc that are good ma¬ 
ners a: the Court, are as ridiculous in the Countrey, as 
thebehauiour of the Countrie is moft mockcable at the 
Court. You told me, you falute not at the Court, but 
youkiffe your hands; that courtefie would be vncleanlie 
ifCourtiers were (hepheards. 

Clo. Inflance,briefly: come, inftance. 

Cor . Why we are ftill handling our Ewes, and their 
Felsyou know are greafie. 

Clo . Why do riot your Courtiers hands fweate ? and 
is not the greafe of a Mutton, as wholefomc as the 1 weat 
ofaman? Shallow, (hallow : Abetter inftance I fay: 
Come. 

Cor. Befides,our hands are hard. 

Clo. Your lips wil fcclc them the fooner. Shallow a- 
gen: a more founder inftance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr'd ouer.with the furgery 
ofourftieepc : and would you haue vs kifle Tarre? The 
Courtiers hands are perfum’d with Ciuec. 

Clo . Moft fhallowman: Thouwormes meatein re¬ 
fpeft of a good peece of flefh indeed : learne of the wile 
andperpend : Ciuetisofa baferbirch then. Tarre, the 
veric vndeanly fluxe of a Cat. Mend the inftance Shep- 
heard/ 

Cor. You haue too Courtly a wit,for me, lie reft. 

Clo. Wilt thou reft damn’d? God hclpe thee fhallow 
raan:Godmakeincifionin thee a thou art raw. V 
Cor . Sir, I am a true Labourer, I earne that I eate:get 
that I wearc; owe no man hate, enure no mans happi- 
neffc; glad of other mens good content with my harme: 
and the greateft of my pride, is to fee my E wes graze, & 
my Lambes fuckc. 

Clo. That is another fimple finne in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rammcs together, and to offer to get your 
liuing, by the copulation of Cattle, to be bawd to a Bel- 
weather, and to betray a ftiec-Lambe of a twclucprionth 


to a crookcd-paccd olde Cuckoldly Ramme, out of all 
reafonablc match. Ifthoubee’ft not damn'd for this,the 
diucll himfelfc will haue no fhepherds, I cannot fee elfe 
how thou fhouldft fcape. 

C^r.Hcere comes yong M r (jammed , my new Miftrif- 
fes Brother. 

Enter Rofalind. 

Ref. From the eajl to weft erne Inde , 
no tew el ts Itle 'Rofaltnde, 

Hir worth being mounted on the winde , 

through all the worldbeares J\ofalinde , 

.All thefiguresfair eft Linde y 

are but blaeke to Rofalinde : 

Let no face bee kept in mind > 

but the faire of Rofalinde, 

Clo. lie rime you fo, eight yeares together; dinners, 
and fuppers, and flecping hours excepted : it is the right 
Butter-womens rankc to Market, 

l\ofi OucFoolc. 

Clo. Forataftc. 

If a Hart doe lacke a Hinde , 

Let him feekeout Rofalinde : 

If the Cat will after k*nde y 

fo be fare wtll Rofalinde : 

U r intredgarments muft be linde , 
jo mu(lfender Rofalinde : 

7 hey that reap muft ficafc and binde, 
then to ca rt with'Rojalinde . 

Sweet eft nut, hathfowreft rlnde y 
fitch a nut is Rofalinde. 

He that fweeteft rofe will ftnde, 

muft ftnde Lottes priche , & Rofalinde. 

This is the verie falfc gallop ofVerfes, why doe you in- 
feft your felfe with them? 

Rof. Peace you dull foole, T found them on a tree. 

Clo. Truely the tree yeclds bad fruite. 

Rof. lie graffe it wirh you, and then I fhall graffe it 
with a Medler: then it will be che earlieft fruit i’th coun¬ 
try : for you! be rotten ere you bee halfc ripe, and that's 
the right vertue of the Medler. 

Clo. You haue laid : but whether wifely or no, let the 
Forreft iudge. 

Enter Celia with a writing. 

i^Pcace.hcrc comes my fifter reading,ftand afide. 
Cel. why (hould thu T)efert bce y 
for it is vnpcoplcd ? JVoe : 

Tinges lie hang on euerie tree } 

that fhall ciuillfay mgs Jho 
Some y how briefe the Life of man 
runs his erring pilgrimage , 

That theft retching ofa jpan, 

buckles in his fumme of age. 

Some ofviolatedvowef y 

twixt the foules offtiend^andfriends 
Tut vpon the faireft bowes, 

or at euerie fin fence end; 

Will I Rofalinda write , 

teaching all that reade , to know 
The quint effence of euerie Jprite y 

heauen would in little [how. 

Therefore heauen Nature charg'd , 
that one bodte fhouid befill'd 
With all Grace: wide enlarg'd, 
natureprefent ly diftill’d 

R 2 Helens 



































































































































Helens cheese, bat not bis heart , 

Cleop3tra’s Afaiejlie : 

Actalanca’s better p*rt y 

fad Lucrccia’s Mode flit. 

Thus Rofalindc of manic parts, 

bj Heavenly Synods was devis'd^ 

Of maniefaces {eyes, andhearts , 

to bane the touches deerefl pried. 

Heaven would that (bee thefe giftsfloould have, 
and I to liue and die her flatic. 

Rof Otnofl gentlelupiter, what tedious homilic of 
Loue hauc you wearied your parifhioncrs withall, and 
neuer cri’de,haue patience good people. 

Cel. How now backe friends: Shephcarthgo oft a lit¬ 
tle : go with him firrah. 

Clot. Come Shcpheard, let vs mate an honorable re* 
treie, though not with bagge and baggage, yet with 
ferip and ferippage. Exit. 

Cel . Didft thouheare thefe verfes? 

Rof.. O yes, I heard them all,and more too, for fomc 
ofthemhad in them morefcctc then the Veries would 
beare. 

Cel. That’s no matter: the feet might bcarc ^ verfes. 

Rof. I, but the feet were lame, and could not bcarc 
thcmfclues without the vcrfe,and therefore Itood lame¬ 
ly in the verfe. 

Cel. But didft thou heare without wondering, how 
thy name ftiould be hang*d and carued vpon thefe trees ? 

Rof 1 was feuen of the nine daics out ofthe wonder, 
before you came : for lookc hcerc what I found on a 
Palme tree; I was neuer fo berim d fince Pythagoras time 
that I was an IrkfH Rat, which I can hardly remember. 

Cel. Tro y ou,who hath done this? 

Rof Is it a man? 

Cel . And a chainc that you once wore about his neck: 
change you colour? 

Rof Ipre’thccwho? 

Cel. O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for friends to 
mccte; but Mountaincs may bee remoou’d with Earth¬ 
quakes,and fo encounter. 

Rof Nay,but who is it ? 

Ctl. Is it pofliblc? 

Rof Nay, I pre’thee now, with moft petitionary ve¬ 
hemence, tell me who it is. 

(fel. O wonderfull, wonderfull, and moft wonderfull 
wonderfull, and yet againe wonderful, and after that out 
of all hooping. 

Rof Good my completion, doft thou think though 
I am capai ifon’d like a man,I hauc a doublet and hole in 
my difpofition? One inch of delay more, is a South-fca 
ofdifcouerie. I prc’thectellme,whoisitquickcly, and 
fpcake apace : I would thou couldft Hammer, that thou 
might’ft powre this conceal’d man out of thy mouth, as 
Wine comes ou t of a narrow-mouth’d bottle:either too 
much at once, or none at all. I pre’thec take the Corkc 
out of thy mouth, that I may drinke thy tydings. 

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Rof Is he of Gods making? What manner of man? 
Is his head worth a hat? Or his chin worth a beard ? 

Cel. Nay,he hath but a little beard. 

T{of Why God will fend more, if the man will bee 
thankful: letmeftaythe growth of his beard* if thou 
delay me not the knowled ge of his chin. 

(fel. It is yong Orlando, that tript vpthe Wraftlcrs 
heclcs,and your heart,both in an inftant. 


ike it± 


tiff Nay,but the diuell take mocking: fpeakTf^ 
brow,and true maid. 5 F ^ 

Cel . Tfaith(Coz) tis he. 

Rof. Orlando ? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Rof Alas the day, what fhall I do with my doublet * 
hofe? What did he when thou faw’ft him? What f av ? 
he? How look'd he? Wherein went he? What makes! C 
heere?Didheaskcforme? Whereremaincshe ? ^ 
parted he with thee ? And when (halt thou fee him * 
gaine? Anfwer me in one word. 

Cel. You muft borrow me Gargantuas mouth 
’tis a Word too great for any mouth of this Ages ^ 

fay I and no, to thefe particulars, is more then to anfw 
in aCatcchifmc. 

%of But doth he know that I am in this Forreft, and 
in mans apparrell ? Looks he as frefhly,as he did the da 
he Wraftlcd? “ 

Cel . It is as eafie to count Atomies as to refolue the 
propofitionsofaLoueributtakeatattcof my findi n 
him, and rellifh it with good obfcruance. I found him 
vnder a tree like a dropM Acorne. 

Rof It may vvel be cai’d Ioucs tree, when it droppes 
forth fruite. r 

Cel. Giue me audience,good Madam. 

Ref. Proceed. 

Cel. Thereby hee ftretch’d along like a Wounded 
knight. 5 

Rof Though it be pittie to fee fuch a fight, it well 
becomes the ground. 

Cel. Cry holla,to the tongue, I prethcc: it curucttes 
vnfcafoii3bly. He was furnifli’d like a Hunter. 

Rof O ominous,he comes to kill my Hart. 

Cel. I would fing my fong without a burthen, thou 
bring*# me out of tune. 

Rof Do you not know lama woman,whcn I thinke, 
I muft fpeakc: fvveet,fay on. 

Enter Orlando & Iaques. 

Cel. You bring meout. Soft,comes he not hcerc? 
Rof ’Tis he,flinke by.and note him* 

Jacj 1 thanke you for your company, but good faith 
I had asliefehaue beenemy felfc alone. 

Orl. And fo had I: but yet for fafhion fake 
I thanke you too, for your (ocietse. 

Usj. God buy you, let’s meet as little as we can, 

Orl. I do defire we may be better Grangers. 
laq. I pray you marrenomorc trees with Writing 
Loue-fongs in theirbarkes. 

Orl. J pray you marre no moe of my verfes with rea¬ 
ding them ill-fauourcdly. 

Icfgj. Rpfalindeh your loues name? Or/.Y«,Iuft, 
Iaq. I do not like her name. 

Orl. Therewasnothoughtofplcafingyouwhenftc 
was chriften’d. 

Iacj. What ftature is (be of? 

Orl. Juft as high as my heart* 

Iaq.Yo u are ful ofprety anfwers:haueyou not bio ac¬ 
quainted with goldfmiths wiucs,&cond the out oFrings 
Orl . Not fo: but I anfwer you right painted fcloath, 
from whence you haue ftudied your queftions. 

Iaq. You haue a nimble wit; I thinke’twas made o, 
Attalanta’s heeles. Will you fitte downe with me, on 
wee two, will rail* againft our Miftris the world, and a 
ourmife^ic. 

6rf t t wil chide no breather in the world but my 

againlt 
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yo u hauc,is tobc in loue. 

W; ? Tis a f au lt I will not change, for your beft vet- 
Orl* * fvou 

I was feeking foraFoele, when I 

i* down’d in the brookc, lookc but in, and 
/Wlfeehim.i 

J°r There I fiial fee mine ownc figure. 
ni Which I take to be either a tooie, or 3 Cl P her ‘ 

if lletarricno longer with you, farewell good hg- 
l Ia(1 of y° ur departure: Adieu good Mon- 

fieUf M wiffpeake to him like a faweie Lacky. and vn- 
u ’, habit play the knaue with him,do you hear For- 
Verie wel.whac would you ? (teller. 

^/ipr a yy° u » vvlli!ti ’ ftadocke? , , . 

$ you (hould aske me what time o’day: there s no 
I rVeinthe Forrcll- 

£l ® r Then there is no true Louer in the Forrcft, elfc 
r hn'neuerie minute, and groaning eueric hourewold 
rSetefl welazie foot of time,as wel as a clocke. 

Orl And why not the fwift foote of time ? Had not 

tbatbin asproper ? . . 

Rof. Bynomeanesfir; Time trauels in diuers paces, 

' h diuers per fens: lie tel you who Time ambles wich- 
XwhoTinie trots witha], who Time gallops withal, 
ind who he (lands ftil withall. 

Orl. Iprcthee#who doth he trot withal ? 
if. Marry he trots hard with a yong maid,bctwccn 
the contrail of her marriage,and the day it is folemnizd: 
•iftbe interim be but a fennight, Tunes pace is fo hard, 
that it feemes the length of feuen yeare. 

Orl. Whoambles Time withal ? : 

Rof. With a Prieft that lacks Latine, and a riclvoaan 
that hath not the Cowt : forthe dncfleepejeafily be- 
caufehecannot ftudy, and the other liues merrily, be. 
caufe he feeles no paine: the one lacking the burthen of 
lcaneand vvafteful Learnings the other knowing no bur¬ 
then ofheauie tedious penurie. Thefe Time ambles 
withal. 

Orl. Who doth he gallop withal > 

Rof.. Withathccfe tothegallowes: for though hec 
so as l'oftly as foot can fall, he thinkes himfclte too foon 
there. 

Orl. Who ftaies it ftil withal? 
fRpf With Lawicrs in the vacation : for they fleepe 
betwecneTermcandTemic,and then they percciuenot 
how time moues. 

Orl. Where dwel you prettie youth ? 

Rof. With this Shepheardcfle my lifter : hecrcinthe 
skirts ofthe Forreft, like fringe vpon a petticoat. 

Orl. Are you natiuc of this place? 

Rof. As the Conie chat-you fee dwell where (lrec is 
kindled. 

Orl. Your accent is fomething finer, then you could 
purchafe in foremoued a dwelling. ’’ . 

Rof. I haue bin told fo of many: but indeed, anolde 
religious Vnekledfmine taught me to fpeakey who was 
in his youth art inland manyone that knew Courtfhip too; 
well: for there he fel in loue. I haue heard himtead ma¬ 
ny Leftors againft it,and l thanke God,I am not a Wo- 
man to be touch'd with fo many giddie offences : as~ hec 
hath generally taic’d thcir wholc fex withal. 

Orl. Can you remember any ofthe Jpriticipall cuil$i 


that he laid to the charge of women? 

Rof There were none principal, they were all like 
one another* as halfc pence are, eueri e one fault Teeming 
monftrous,til his fellow-fault came to match it. 

Orl . I prethee recount fome of them. 

Rof No: I wil not caft away my phyfick,but on thofe 
that are ficke. There is a man haunts the Forreft, that a- 
bufes our yong plants with caruing Rofalinde on their 
barkes; hangs Oadcs vpon Hauthorncs, and Elegies on 
brambles; all (forlootb) defying the name of Rofalinde. 
If I could meet that Fancic-monger, I would giue him 
fomc good counfel, for he feemes to hauc the Quotidian 
of Loue vpon him. 

Orl. I am he that is fo Loue-fhak’d, I pray you tel 
meyourrcrnedic. 

Rof There is none of my Vnckles markes vpon you: 
he taught me how to know a man in loue: in which cage 
ofrufibes,I am fureyou art notprifoner. 

Orl. What were his markes? 

Rof Alcanecheckc.whichyouhauenot: ableweie 
and funkcQjwhich you haue nor: an vnqueftionablcfpi- 
ric,which you haue not: a beard negleiled, which you 
haue not:(but I pardon you for that, for (imply your ha- 
uing in beard,is ayonger brothers reuennew) then your 
hole fhould be vngarterM, your bonnet vnbanded, your 
fleeuc vnbutton’d, your fhoo vnti’de, and eucrie thing 
about you,demonftrating a carelelTe defolatiombut you 
arc no fuchman; you are rather point deuicein your ac- 
couftrcmcnts^s 1‘ouing your ielfe,then feeming the Lp^ 
uer of any otheu (I Loue, 

Orl. Faire youth*I would I could make thee beleeue 

Rof Me beleeue it ? You may aflbone make her that 
you Loue beleeue it, which I warrant Hie is apter to do, 
then to confcfle flie do’s; that is one of the points, in the 
which women ftil giue the lie to their confciences. But 
ingoodfooth, arc you he that hangs the verfes on the 
Trces*wherein Rofalmd is fo admired ? 

Orl . I fweareco thee youth, by the white hand of 
RofalindA am that he, that vnfortunate he. 

j^i/x.But are you fo much in loue,as your rimes fpeak ? 

Orl. Neither rime nor rcafon can expreffe how much. 

Rof Loue is meerelv a madnefle, and 1 tel you , dc- 
ferucs as vvel a darke houfe, and a whip, as madmen do : 
and the rcafon why they arc not fo piinifh’d and cured,is 
that the Lunacie is fo ordinarie, that the whippers are in 
loue too : yet I profeffe curing it by counfel, A. 

Orl. Did you cuer cure any fo ? 

Rof Yes one, and in this manner. Hee was toima- 
ginemchisLoue,hisMiftris.-andI fee him eueric day 
to woeme. At which time would I, being but a nioonifh 
youth, greeue,be effeminate, changeable, longing, and 
liking, proud, fantaftical, apifh,(hallow, inconftant,ful 
of teares, full offmi’es; for euerie palfion fomething^nd 
for no paffion truly any thing, as boye* and women arc 
for the moft part, cattle of this colour : would now like 
him, now loath him: then entertaine him* then foriwear 
himinowweepcforhimjthenfpitathim; that I dfaue 
my Sutor from his mad humor ofloue,to a liuing humor 
of madnes v \fr w as to forfweare the ful ftream of jf.world, 
and to liue in a nooke mcerly Monaftick:and thus I cur’d 
him,and this way wil I take vpon mee to wafli your Li- 
uer as clcane as a found (heepes hcart,that there dial not 
be one fpot of Loue in't. 

Orl. I would not be cured,youth, 
i Rof I would cure you,if you wouldbut call me Rspr 
‘ budy and come eueric day to my Goat,and woe me. 

R 3 Orl. 
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Jlsyrm likg it. 


Qrlan. Now by the faith of my loue, I will ; Tel me 
where it is. ~ 

R«f Go with me to it, and lie Ihcw it you: and by 
the way, you {hal tcllme,where intheForreft you liuc: 
Wilyou gof 

Orl. With all my heart,good youth. 

K°f- Nay, you mu it call mcc Roftlind : Come After, 
will you gq? Exeunt. 


N o, no, the nobleft Deere hath them as huge astiteiT? 
call: Is the Angle man therefore blcfied ? No, as a vtali 
Towne is more worthier then a village, fo is the f 0 ' 
head of a married man, more honourable then the b 
brow ©f a Batcheller: and by how much defence is K*" 
ter then no skill, by fo much is a home moreprecio'” 
then *- 


i.to want. 


Scoena Tenia. 


Enter Clownc, Audrey & laques: 

Clo. Come apace good Audrey ^ I wil fetch vp your 
Goates, Audrey ; and how Aidrey am I the man yet? 
Doth my Ample feature content you t 

Aud. Your features, l ord warrant vs:what features ? 

Clo. I am heere with thee,and thy Goats,as the moft 
capricious Poet honeft Ouid was among the tlothes. 

laq. O knowledge ’ll! inhabited, worle then loue in 
a thatch’d houfe. 

Clo. When a mans verfes cannot be vnderftood, nor 
a mans good wit fecondcd with the forward childe, vn- 
derftanding: it ftrikes a man more dead then a great rec¬ 
koning in a little roomc : truly,I would the Gods haddc 
made thee poeticall. 

And. I do not know what Poetical is: is it honeft in 
deed and word: is it a true thing? 

Clo . No trulie : for the trueft poetrie is the moft rai¬ 
ning, and Loucrs are giuen to Poetrie : and what they 
fwcare in Poetrie, may be faid as Louers,they do feigne. 

Aud. Do you wifh then that the Gods had made me 
Poeticall i 

Clow. I do truly : for thou fwear’ft to me thou art ho¬ 
neft ; Now if thou were a Poet, I might hauc fome hope 
thou didft feigne. 

Aud. Would you not haue me honeft ? 

Clo. No truly, vnleffc thou wer:hard fauour’d : for 
honeftic coupled to bcautie, is to hauc Honic a fawee to 
Sugar. 

laq. Amateriall foole. 

Aud. Well, I am not faire, and therefore I pray the 
Gods make me honeft. 

Clo . Truly, andtocaftaway honeftie vppon afoule 
flut,were to put good meate into an vndcane difh. 

And. I am not a flat, though i thankc the Goddcs I 
am fouler 1 

Clo . Well,praifed be theGods, for thy fculncfle;flut- 
ti fhneffe may come hecreafter. But be it, as it may bee, 
I wil mariie thee : and to that end, I haue bin with Sir 
Glitter Mar-text, the Vicar of the next village, who hath 
promis’d tomectemcinthisplaccoftheForrcft, and to 
couple vs. 

lay. I would faine fee this meeting. 

Aud. Wei, the Gods giue vs ioy. 

Clo. A men. A man may if he were ofa fearful heart, 
dagger in this attempt: for heere wee hauc no Temple 
but the wood, no affembly but hornc-bcafts. But what 
though?Courage. As homes ate odious,they arc necef- 
farie.lt is laid, many a man kn© wes no end of his goods; 
right: Many a man has good Hornes,and knows no end 
of them. Well, that is vhedowric of his wife, 'tis none 
of his ownc getting; homes, cuen fopoorrmcn atoned 


Enter Sir Oliner Mar-text. 

Heere comes Sir Oliuer : Sir Olitter OMar-tcxt you a 
wel met. Will you difpatch vs heere vndcr this tree ^ 
fhal we go with you to your Chappell ? 

01. Is there none heere to giue the woman ? 

Clo. I wil not take her on guift of any man. 

01. Truly fhe muft be giuen, or the marriage is not 
lawfull. 

laq. Proceed,proceede: lie giue her. 

Clo. Good eucn good M r whacyecal’^howdoyo 
Sir, you are verie well mcc : goddild you for your l a (i 
companie,I am verieglad to fee you, eucn a toy in hand 
heere Sir : Nay,pray be couer’d. 

laq. Wilyou be married. Motley? 

Clo. As the Oxe hath his bow fir, the horfe his curb 
and the Falcon her bels, fo man hath his defires, andas 
Pigeons bill, fo wedlocke would be nibling. 

Iaq. And wil you (being a man of your breeding)^ 

I married vndcr a bufh like a begger ? Get you to church, 
and haue a good Prieft that can tel you what marriageis] 
this fellow wil but ioyneyou together, as they ioyne 
Wainfcot, then one of you wil proue a fhrunkc panndl 
and like greenc timbcrjWarpejWarpc. 

Clo. I am not in the minde, but I werebetter to bet 
married of him then of another, for he is not like tonw. 
rie me wel: and nor being wel married, it wil be a good 
excufc for me heereafeer, to leaue my wife. 

I'aq. Goc thou with nice. 

And let me counfel thee. 

Ol. Comefwcct c Audrey y 
We muft be married,or we muft line in baudrey; 
Farcwel good M r Oliuer : Not O fweet Oliuer , O braue 
Oliuer leaue me not behind thee: But winde away, bee 
gone I fay, I wil not to wedding with thee. 

Ol. Tis no matter; Ne’re a fantaftical knaue ofehem 
all fhal flout me out of my calling. Exmi 


Enter Roftlind & Celta} 

Rof. Ncuer talkc to me,I wil weepe. 

Cel. Do I prethee, but yet hauc the grace to c&nfidcr, 
that tearcs do not become a man. 
l{pf But haue I not caufe to weepe / 

Cel. As good caufe as one would defire. 
Therefore weepe. 0 

Rof. His very haire iu 

Is of the diflcmbling colour. ' \ 

Cel. Something browner then Iudafles ; 

Marrie his iiffes arc Iudiffes<qwne children. 

Rof Tfaithhis haire is pfagood colour.' 

CeU Arccxtdilentcolour; -:;r.^: 

YoUr Chcffcnfrt W3s euer the oncly colour: ! 

Rof. And bis kilims isjas fuloffanftuic, 

! As thctouch of holy bread. u; «.•< 
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T^HeThathbought a paire of caft lips ofIW: a 
Mm of inters Afterhood kiffes not pore rchgiouflie, 

u.vervVceoUbaftityismthem. ,j ,. 

tb S But why didhee fwcare hee would come this 
and comes not. t ., 

Cel. Nay certainly there is no truth in him. 

Vo r Doc you thinke fo ? 

r!l Yes, I thinke he is not a picke purfe,nor a horfe- 

Jz but for his verity in loue. I doe thinke him as 
oncauc as a coucred goblct.or a Worme-eaccn nut. 

C ° Kef. Not true in loue ? ..... 

r i Yes,when he is in,but I thinke he is not in. 

R„r You haue heard him fwcare downright he was. 

r i Was.is not is: befidcs, theoathofLouer is no 
ftrone'er then the word of a Tapfter, they arc both the 
onfirmer of falfe reckonings.he attends here in the for- 
on the Duke your father. 

Ref. I met the Duke yefterday * and had much que- 
ftion with him: he askt me of what parentage I was; I 
told him of as g°°d as he, fo he laugh’d and let tnce goe. 
g ut what talke wee of Fathers, when there is iuch a man 

„ Orlando i 

Cel. O that’s a braue man, hee writes braue veries, 
fpeakes braue words,fwcares braue oathes, and breakes 
them brauely, quite trailers athwart the heart of his lo- 
uer asapuifnyTilter, ^fpurshishorlebut on one tide, 
breakes his ftaffelike a noble goofe; but all’s braue that 
youth mounts, and folly guides : who comes heere ? 

Enter Coritt. 

Com. Miftrcfle and Maftcr , you haue oft enquired 
After the Shepheard that complain’d of loue. 

Who you faw fitting by me ontheTurph, 

Praifing the proud difdainfull ShepherdefTe 
That was his Miftrefle. 

Cel. Well: and what of him ? 

Cor. If you will lee a pageant truely plaid 
Beiweene the pale complexion of true Loue, 

And the red glowe of fcorne and prowd difdaine, 

Goe hence a little,and I fhall condu& you 
Ifyouwillmarkeit# 

Rof. O come, let vs rerrioue. 

The fight of Louers feedeth thofe in loue : 

Bring vs to this fight, and you fhall lay 
Ilcprouea bufie a£tor in their play. 


Exeunt. 


Enter Siluins and Phebe* 

SiL Sweet thebe doe not fcorne me, do not Phebe 
Say that you loue me not, but fay not fo 
In.bitternelfc; the common executioner . 

Whofc heart th’accuftom’d fight of death makes hard 
Falls not the axe vpon the humbledncck. 

But firft begs pardon: will you fterncr be I 

Thenhc that dies andliucsby bloody drops? 


oims 


. t ti 


Enter Roftlind ) fili*, and Cor in. 

The . Iwouldnot be thy executioner* jciiVv 
Iflycthee,forI would not iniure thee : r: 
ThouteUftmc thereismurdflr'ioiiiineeycg o t 
‘Tis pretty fure^nd tcry probablt, 


.\%A 






That eyes chat are the frailft, and fofteft things, 

Who fhut their coward gates on atomyes, 

Should be called tyrants, butchers,murtherers. 

Now I doe frowne on thee with all my heart, 

And if mine eyes can wound,now Let them kill thee: 
Now counterfeit to fwound. why now fall downe. 

Or if thou canft not, oh for fhame, for fhame. 

Lye not, to fay mine eyes are murtherers: 

Now fhew the wound mine eye hath made in thee. 

Scratch thee but with a pin,and there remaines 

Some fcarreofit: Leane vpon a rufh 

The Cicatrice and capable impreffure 

Thy palme fome moment keepes: but now mine eyes 

Which I haue darted at thce,hurt thee not, 

Nor I am fure there is no force in eyes 
That can doe hurr. 

5/7. Odccr z Phebe, 
if euer (as chat euer may be neere) 

You meet in fome frefh checke the power of fancie, 
Then fhall you know the wouuds inuifible 
That Loues kcene arrows make. 

Fhe. But till that time 

Come not thou neere me: and when that time comes, 
Affb&mewith thy mockes,pitty me not. 

As till that time I fhall not piety thee. 

Rof. And why I pray you?who might be your mother 
That you infult,exuU,and all at once 
Ouer the wretched ? what though you hau no beauty 
As by my faith, I fee no more in you 
Then without Candle may goe daike to bed : 

Muft you be therefore prowd and pittileffe? 

Why what mcanes this ? why do you lookc on me ? 

I fee no more in you then in the ordinary 
Of Natures fale-workef *ods my little life, 

I thinke fhe meanes to tangle my cies too : 

No faith proud Miftrcfle, hope not after it, 

’Tis not your inkie browes,your blacke filke haire. 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheekc of creame 
That can entame my fpirits to your worfhip: 

You foolifh Shepheard, wherefore do you follow her 
Like foggy Sourh,puffing with winde and raine. 

You are a ihoufand times a propercr man 
Then fhe a woman. Tis fuch foolcs as you 
That makes the world full ofill-fauourd children : 

Tis not her glafle.but you that flatters her, 

And out of you fhe fees her felfe more proper 
Then any ofherlineaments can fhow her : 

But Miftris,know your fclfe.downe on your knees 
And thankc heauen, fafting, for a good mans loue; 

For I muft tell you friendly in your earc, 

Sell when you can,you arc not for all markets; 

Cry the man mercy,loue him,take his offer, 

Foule is moft foule,being foule to be a fcoffer* 

So cake her to thee Shepheard,fareyou well. 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a yerc together, 
I had rather here you chide,then this man wooc. 

Ros. Hecs falnc in loue with your foulnefle, & fhce’ll 
Fall in loue. with my anger. If it be faft 

As fhe anfwcres thee with frowning lookes, ile faucc 
Her with bitter words: why looke you fo vpon me? 

Phe. For no ill will I bcare you. 

Rof I pray you do not fall in loue with met. 

For I am falfer then vowes made in wine: 

Bcfides,I like you not: if you will know my houfe, 

'Tis at the tuffc ofOliues, here hard by: 

Will you goe Sifter ? Shepheardfply her hard: 

Come 
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Come Sifter: Shepheardcfle,looke on him better 
And be not proud,though all the world could fee. 

None could be fo abus’d in fight as hee. 

Come.to our flocke. Exit. 

Pbe. Dead Shepheard,novv I find thy faw of might. 
Who euer lov’d,that lou’d not at firft fight ? 

Sil. Sweet Thebe. 

The. Hah: what faift thou Siluitu ? 

Sil. Sweet 7>/Wepitty me. 

Pbe. Why I am forty for thee gentle Siluitu. 

Sil. Where euer forrow is,reliefe would be: 

If you doe forrow at my griefe in louc, 

By giuing louc your forrow,and my gtiefc 
Were both extermin’d* 

The. Thou haft my loue,is not that neighbourly ? 
Sil. I would haue you. 

Pbe. Why that were couetoufriefle: 

Siluitu ; the time was,that I hated thee; 

And yet it is not, that I beare thee louc. 

But fince that thou canft talke ofloue fo well. 

Thy company,which erft was irkefometome 
I will endure; and lie employ thee too : 

But doe not looke fori further recompencc 
Then thine owne gladneffe,that thou art employd. 

Sil. So holy,and fo perfect is my loue. 

And I in fuch a pouerty of grace. 

That I (hall thinke it a moft plenteous crop 
To gleane the broken eares after the man 
That the mainc harueft reapesrloofe now and then 
Afcattredfmile,andthatllcliue vpon. ( while? 

Pbe. Knowft thou the youth that fpoke to mecyere- 
Sil. Not very well,but I haue met him oft, 

And he hath bought the Cottage and the bounds 
That the old Carlot once was Mafter of. 

Pbe. Thinkenot I loue him,though I ask for him, 
’Tis but a peeuifli boy,yet he talkes well, 

But what care I for words ? yet words do well 
When he that fpeakes them plgafes thofe that heare: 

It is a pretty youth,not very prettie , 

But fure hee’s proud,and yet his pride becomes him; 
Hec’ll make a proper man: the beft thing in him 
Is his complexion: and fafler then his tongue 
Did make offence,his eye did healc it vp : 

He is not very tall,yet for his yecrcs hee’s tall: 

His leg is but fo fo,and yet ’tis well: 

There was a pretty rednefie in his lip, 

A little riper, and more luftie red 

Then that mixt in his checke: ’twas iuft the difference 

Betwixt the conftant rcd,and mingled Damaske. 

There be fome women Siluitu, had they mar let him 
In parcells as I did,would haue gone neerc 
To fall in loue with him : but for my part 
I loue him not, nor hate him not: and yet 
Haue more caufe to hate him then to loue him. 

For what had he to doe to chide at me.?, 

He faid mine eyes were black,and my hairc blacke, 

And now I am remcmbred,fcorn’d at me : 

I maruell why I anfwer’d not againe. 

But that’s all one: omittance is no quittance: 

He write to him a very ranting Letter, 

And thou fhalt beare it,wilt thou Siluitu ? 

Sil. Pbebe ,with all my heart. 

Pbe. lie write it ftrait: 

The matter’s in my head,and in my heart, 

I will be bitter with him, and paffing (hort; 

Goe with me Siluitu. _• ■ r Exeunt. 


sJsj ou tify it. 


sjffhts Quartus jScena Trim a. 


Enter Rofalind^ And Celia^and I duties 

Pfif They fay you are a melancholly fellow. 

I am fo: I doe loue it better then lauglii n » 
Ref. Thofe that are in extremity of either aref kl 
finable fellowes, and betray themfelucs to euerv b °’ 
derne cenfure,worfc then drunkards. ' ' rao * 

I<*q. Why,’tis good to be fad and fay nothing. 

Ref. Why then’tis good to be a pofte. 5 

Iaq. I haue neither the Schollers melancholy « t 

is emulation: nor the Mufitians, which is fantaftir n 
nor the Courtiers, which is proud : northe Sould' 
which is ambitious : nor the Lawiers,which is doI ^i 
nor the Ladies, which is nice: nor the Louerf J.u- 7 
is all thefe: but it is a melancholy of mine owne co 
pounded of many fimples,extraaed from many obied' 
and indeed the fundrie contemplation of my trauclls J 
which by often rumination, wraps me in a moft hu m 
rous fadnefie. mo ' 

Rof. ATraueller: by my faith you haue great 
fon to be fad : I fcare you haue fold your owne I 
to fee other mens; then to haue feene much, and to haue 
nothing, isto haue rich eyes and poore hands, * 
Iaq. Yes, I haue gain’d my experience. 

Enter Orlando . 

Rof. And your experience makesyou fad: Ihadra 

ther haue a foole to make me merrie, then experience to 
make me fad, and to trauaile for it too. 

Orl. Good day,and happinefle.deerc Rofalind. 

Iaa. Nay then God buy you,and you talke in blanke 
verfe. 

Ref. Farewell Mounfieur Traucllor : looke you 
hfpe,and weareftrange fuites; difable all the benefit! 
ot your owne Countrie: be out of loue with your 
. natiuitie, and almoft chide God for making you that 
countenance you are; or I will 1‘carce thinke you haue 
j fwam in a Gundello. Why how now Orlando, where 
' haue you bin all this while? you a louer? and you- 
ferue me fuch another tricke, neucr come in my fight 
more. ' 6 

Orl. My faire Rofalind, I come within an houre of my 
promife. 

Rof. Breake an houres promife in.loue? hee that 
will diuide a minute into a thoufand parts, and breake 
butapartof the thoufand part ofa minute in the affairs 
ofloue, it may be faid of him that Cupid hath dapt 
himoth’ fhoulder, but lie warrant him heart hole. 

Orl. Pardon me decrc Rofaliud. 

Rof. Nay,andyoubefotardie,comenomoreioniy 
fight,I had as liefe be woo’d of a Snaile. 
t Orl, Ofa Snaile? 

Rof. I, of a Snaile: for though he comes flowly, hee 
carries his houfe on his head; a better ioyndlure I thinke 
then you make a woman: bcfides,he brings his deftinic 
with him. , / v . ' 

Orl. What’sthat'' . 

Ref Why homes: tV fitch as ybuare fairie to-be be¬ 
holding to your wiues for : but he comes armed in his 
fortune,and preuents the fland*r ofhis wife 

Orl. Vertue 


Home-maker: and my Rofalind is 

yjrtuons. ,j anJ y OBr foftUnd. 

elf i c pi ca ^ cs to cal * y° ufo: ^ Ut 

J If a better leere then you. 
to. Come,wooe.We,wooetttee’: fornow I amin a 
, i« day humor, and like enough to confent. What 
j£dyoufayco me now, and I were your v^ric, vcric 

would kifie before I fpoke. 

Jr Nay you were better fpeake firft,and when you 

Vprauel’d, for lacke of matter, you might take oc- 
r« tn kiffc: verie good Orators when they are out, 
tv «illfpit» and for louers, lacking (God iwatne vs) 
,rcr the deanlicft (Lift is to kifle. 

'^OrL How if thekifle be denidc ? 

Rof. Then flie puts you to entrcaue,and there begins 
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,C Or/- Who could be out, being before his bcloucd 

^Rof. Marrie that fliouldyou if I were your Mifiris, 
or|I Ihould thinke my honeftie ranker then my wic. 

Orl. What, of my flute? 

Rof Notoucofy'oiirapparrcII, and yet out or your 
Am not I your Roftliudl 

Orl. I take lome ioy co fay you are, becaule I would 

beealking of her. , 

Rof Wdl, in her perfon,I fay I will not haue you* 

Orl. Then in mine owne perfon > I die. 

Rof No faith, die by Accorney : the poore world is 
almoft fix thoufand yeeres old,and in all this time there 
wasnotanieman died in his owne perfon (videlicet) in 
alouacaufe: Trorlow had his braines daflTdouc with a 
Grecian club, yet he did what hee could to die before, 
and he is one of chc patternes ofloue. Leanderfrz would 
haue liu‘d manic a faire yeere though Hero had turn'd 
Nun; if ic had not bin for a hot Midfomer-night, for 
(good youth)he went but forth to wafh him in the Hcl- 
lefpont, and being taken with the crampe,was droun’d, 
and the foolifh Chrouoders of that age, found ic was 
Hero ofCeftos. But thefe are all lies, men haue died 
from time to tim 9 ,and wormes haue eaten them,but not 
for loue. 

Or/. I would not haue my right Rofalind of this mind, 
for I proteft her frownc might kill me. 

Rof. By this hand, it will not kill a fiie; but come, 
now I will be your Rofalind in a more comming-on dii- 
pofition: and aske me what you willj will grant it. 

Orl . Then louc me Rofalind. 

1\nf Yes faith will J,fridaies and faterdaies,andall. 
Or/. And wilt thou haue me? 

Rof. I,and twentic fuch. 

Orl . Whatfaieftthou ? 

Rof Are you not good? 

Orl. I hope fo. — 

Rofalind . Why then ,’can oric? defire tocr much of a 
good thing :Comefifter, youfhall bethe Pricft, ^nd 
marrievs: giucnic your hand Orfyrido : Whatdbe you 
fayfifter? 

Orl PraytfcfceVs. ^ ; 

Cel I cannot fay the words, • 

Ref. You muft begin, will you Orlande. 

Cel, Goe too: wil you Oriilvde\\izue to wife this Re~ 
falindt 

Orl. IwiH. , li siiawriV/ 


vv 


Rof. I, but when i 
Orl. Whynow,asfaftasniccahibarrievs. 

Rof. Then you muft fay, 1 take thee Refalind foi 
wife. 

Orl. I take thee Rofalind for wife. 

Ref. Imightaskeyou forydurCommiffion, 

But I doe take thee Orlando for my husband : there’s a 
girle goes before the Prieft, and certainely a Womans 
thought runs before her a&ions. 

Orl. So do all thoughts,they arc wing’d. . 

Rof. Now tell me how long you would haue her, af¬ 
ter you hauepofleft her ? 

Orl. For euer, and a day. 

Rof. Say a day,without the euer: no,uo Orlando. men 
are Aprill when they woe, December when they wed : 
Maides ai e May when they are maides,but the sky chan¬ 
ges when they are wiues : I will bee more jealous of 
tlieCjthen a Barbary cocke-pidgcon oucr his hen, more 
clamorous then a Parrat againft raine, more new-fang¬ 
led then an ape, more, giddy in my defifes, then a mon¬ 
key : I will weepe for nothing, like Diana in the Foun- 
taine : & 1 wil do that when you are difpos’d to be merry: 
I will laugh like a Hyen.and that when thou art inclin’d 
to fleepe. 

Orl. But will my Rofalind doe fo ? 

Rof. By my life,ftre will doe as I doe. 

Orl. O buc fhe is wife, 

Ros. Or elfc fhee could not haue the wit to doe this: 
thewifer, the way warder: make the doores vpon a Ro¬ 
mans wit,and it will out at the cafemcnt: fhutthat, and 
’twill out at the key-hole: ftop that, ’twill flic with the 
fmoake out at the chimney. 

Orl. A man that had a wife with fuch a wit,he might 
fay,wit whether wil’t? 

Rof. Nay.you mightkeepe that chcckc forft,tillyou 
met your wiues wit going toyour neighbours bed. 

Orl. And what wit could wit haue,to excufe that ? 

Rof a. Marry to fay.fhe C3me to Icelie you .here : you 
fhall ncuer take her without her anfwer.vnlcflV.you cake 
her without her tongue : 6 that woman that cannot 
make her fault her hufbands occ.afion.lct her neucr nurie 
her childe her felfe.for fiie will breed it like a fdole. 

Orl. For thefe two houres Rofalinde ,I wil Icauc thee. 

Ref Alas,deere louej cannot lacke thee tw.b houres. 

Orl. 1 muft attend the Duke at dinuer.by two a clock 

I will be with thee againe. _ _ 

Rof. I.goe your waics, goe your vyaicsi I knew what 
you would prouc, my friends told mce a* much, and I 
thought no lefie : that flattering tongue of yours wonne 
me:’tis but one caft away, and fo come death : two-o’ 

clocke is your howre. 

Orl. I,fwect Rofalind. 

Rof By my troth, and in good earneft, and fo God 
mend mee, and by all pretty oathes that are not dange¬ 
rous, if you breake one iot of your promi fe,or come one 
minute behinde.your houre, I will thinke you the moft 
patheticall breake-promife, and the moft hollow louer 
and the moft vnworthy of her you cajl Rofalinde , that 
may bee chofen out of the groftebandofthe vnfaith- 

full : therefore beware my cenfure, and keep your pro¬ 
mife. 

Orl. With noleffereligion, then ifthou wert indeed 
my Rofalind : fo adieo. 1 ’ • ^. 

Rof. Well,Tim’e ii the oldeTuffice that examines all 

fuch offenders,and let time try; adieu. _ i Exit. 

Cel. Youhailefimplymifiis’d ourfexeinyourloue- 
-- prate ;• 
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prate t wc mud hauc your doublet ^nd hofe pluckt euer 
your head, and fhcw the world what- the bird hath done 
toherowne neaft. 

Rofl O coz.,coz,coz: my pretty little coz, that thou 
didft know how many. fathome deepe I am in loue j but 
it cannot bee founded: my affc&ion hath anvnknownc 
bottome.like the Bay of Portugall. 

Cel • Or rather bottomlcfle, thatasfaftasyoupourc 
affe&ioti in,in runs out. 

Rof, No,that fame wicked Baftard of V'entts, that was 
begot of thought, concern'd of fpleene, and borne of 
madneffe, that blinde vafcally boy t thatabufeseuerv 
ones eyesjbecaufehisownearcout, let him beciudgc, 
how deepe .1 am in louc: ile tell thee Aliena ,I cannot be 
out of the fight of Orlando: Ile goe finde a fliadow, and 
figh till he come. 

Cel. And lie flcepe. Exeunt. 


oAf you like it> 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Iaques and Lords , Forrejicrs. 

> .,; 3(_. . \ s » * -• * /{-Vs-? 

Iacj . Which is he that killed the Dearc ? 

Lord . Sir,it was I. 

lay. Let’s prefent him to the Duke like aRomanc 
Conqi^crour, and it would doc well to fet the Deares 
horns vpon his head, for a branch of vi&ory; haueyou 
no fong Forrefter for this purpofe ? 

Lord. Yes Sir. 

lacy. Sing it r’tis no matter how it bee in tunc, fo it 
make noyfe enough. 


Muficke, Song. 

W'hat frail he haue that kjld the Deare ? 

His Leather s]yn,and homes to weave : 

Then frig him homey he refi frail beare this burthen ; 
Take thou no fcorne to weave the home , 

It was a crefi ere thou wafi borne , 

Thy fathers father wore it. 

And thy father bore it. 

The horneyhe homey he Itsfly horne t 
. J Is not a thing to laugh to fcorne* 


Exeunt. 


Scma Tert'ta. 


:: J. 


Enter Rofalindand Celta. 

How fay you now,is it not paft two a clock ? 
"And h'cere much Orlando. 

' Cel. I warrant you,;with pure loue,& troubled brain, 
Enter Siluitu. 

f?c Hath t’ane his bow and ar-rowes,and is gone forth 
To fteepc,: looke who eomes hecre. 

Sil. My errand is to you,fairc youth, 

Mv gentle Phebe.d'i^ t>idrnegiuc jouthis: 

I know not the' contents, but as 1 giieue 
By the fterne brow,ancl wafpifti a&ion 
Which; fhe did v fe, as' ffie was writing of it, 

Jtbearcs an angry twu^ P ardoU;iiic, 

I am blit is a guiltlcfTe meflenger., 

Rof. Patience her felfe would ftartle at this letter: 



And play the fwaggerer, beare this,beare all: 
Shce faics I am not faire,that I lacke manners 
She calls me proud,and that flic could not lou c m 
Were man as rare as Phenix : ’od’s my will 6 

Her loue is not the Hare that I doe hunt, * 

Why writes flic fo to me ? well Shepheard,wdl 
This is a Letter of your owne dcuice. 

Sil. No, I proteft,I know not the contents 
thebe did write it. 


verri 
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Rof Come,come,you are a foole. 

And turn’d into the extremity of loue. 

I faw her hand,fhc has a Icathcrne hand, 

A freeftone coloured hand : I verily did thinke 
That her old gloues were on,but twas her hands: 

She has a hufwiues hand, but that’s no matter: 

I fay fhe ncucr did inuent ttys letter. 

This is a mans inuention, and his hand. 

SiL Sure it is hers. 

Rof Why,tis a boy flerous anda cruell ftile 
A ftile for challengers: why ,(he defies me. 

Like Turke to Chriftian : womens gentle brainc 
Could not drop forth fuch giant rude inuention 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effeft 
Then in their countenance: will you heare the letter ^ 
SiL So pleafe you, for I neuer heard it yet; 

Y ct heard too much of Thebes crucltie. 

Rof. She Thebes me : marke how the tyrant vyrites 
Read, Art thou god, to Shepherd turn'd ? 

That a maidens heart hath burn d. 

Can a woman raile thus ? 

Stl . Call you this railing? 

Rof. Read. Why, thy godhead laid a part. 

War fi thou With a womans heart ? 

Did you euer heare fuch railing ? 

Whiles the eye of man did wooe me. 

That could do ne vengeance to me. 

Meaning me a beaft. 

If the fcorne of) our bright cine 
jrlauepower to raife fuch loue in mine 3 
Alack* n tne, what flrange effeU 
Would they works in milde afpetl ? 

Whiles you chid me, l did loue , 

How then might your praters moue ? 

He that brings this loue to thee, 

Little knowes this Loue in me: 

And by him feale vp thy minde , 

Whether that thy youth oudkptde 
Will the fait hfall offer take 
Of me, and afl that I can make, 

O r elfe by him my loue dense , 

And then lie (ludie how to die. 

Sil. Call you this chiding ? 

(cT Alas poorcShephcard. 

Rof Doeyoupittyhim ? No,hedcfetuesnopitty: 
wilt thou loue fuch a woman ? what to makethcc an in- 
ftrumenc,and play falfe ftraines vpon thce. ? not to be en¬ 
dur’d. Well,goe y our way to her; ( for I fee Loue hath 
made thee a tame fnakc) and fay this to her; That if (he 
louexnc, I charge hertoloue chcetif (he willnot,Iwill 
neuer haue her,vnle{Tc thou intreat for her: ifyoubeca 
true louer hcncc*and not a word; for here conics more 
company. Exit,Si 

wo f * ; •/ .yC VA 

Enter Oliver* know) 

OliH . Good morrow, fair cones: pray you, (it you 
J Where in the Purlcws of this Forrcft, ftands 

A 


As you like it. 


20? 


—- _- r fenc’d about with Oliue-trces. 

h rfWeft ofthis place,down in the neighbor bottom 
f .nke of Oziers,by the murmuring ftreame 
Tb f oq vour right hand,bring! you to the p ace: 

Kat this howre,the houfc dothkeepe it fclfe, 

Tire’s none within. 

nn if tliat an e y c ma y P ro ^ r by 3 ton & ue > 

TUenlhouldl knowyoubydefcript.cn, 

carmencs,and tuch yeeres: the Doy is faire, 
offemall fanout, and beftowes himfclfc 

?l e aripe‘ift er:thcW0m * nl0W 
a krowner then her brother: are not you 

tu owner of the houfe I did enquire tor ? 

Cel. It‘S 110 boaftjbeing ask’d,to fay we are. 

Oli' Orlande doth commend him to you both, 

1 ^hat youth hee calls his Rofrlmd, 

£ fends this bloudy napkin; ate you he/ 

n Rof. 1 101: w ^ at mu< * wc vnc i er ^ anc ^ b y l b‘ s ? 

Oli Some of my (hame.if you will know of me 
Whatman I am,and how,and why,and where 
This handkercher was Gain'd. 

Cel. I pray you tell it. 

OH When laft the y ong Orlando parted from you, 

Heleftapromifetorcturneagaine 

Within an houte.and pactng tnrough the Forrcft , 
Chewing the food of tweet and bitter fancic, 

Loe what befell.: he threw his eye afide. 

And marke what obietfdid prcfcnc itfrlfc 

Voder an old Oake, whofe bows were mofs’d with age 

And high top,bald with dric antiquitie: 

1 wretched ragged man,ore-gro wne with haire 
Layfleepmg on hi* back; abou, his necke 
A ereene and guilded fnakc had wreath’d it fclfe. 

Who with her head, nimble in threat* approach’d 
The opening of hi* mouth : but lodainly 
Seeing Orlando, it Tnlink’d it fclfe, 

And with indented glides,did flip away 
Jntoa bu(h, vnder which bufhes fhade 
A Lyonnefle, withvdders all drawne drie. 

Lay cowching head on ground,with catlike watch 
When that the fleeping man fhould fture; for ’tis 
The royall difpoficion of that beaft 
To prey on nothing, that doth leeme as dead: 

This feene, Orlando did approach the man. 

And found it was his brother.his elder brother. 

Cel. OI haue heard him fpeake of that fame brother, 
And he did render him the moft vnnaturall 
That liu’d amongft men. 

Oli. And well he might fo doe, 

Forwelllknow he was vnnaturall. 

But to Orlando: did he leaue him there 
Food to the fuck’d a»d hungry Lyonnefle ? 

Oli. Twice did he turnc his backc,and purpos’d fo: 
Butkindnefle,nobler euer then reuenge* 

And Nature ftronger then his iuft occafion , 

Made him giuc battell to the Lyonnefle: 

Who quickly fell before him,in which hurtling 
From miferable {lumber I awaked. 

Cel. Are you his brother? 

Ref. Was’tyouherefcu’d? 

Cel. Was’t you that did fo oft contriue to kill him ? 
Oli. Twas I: but 'ds not I: I doe not flume 
To tell you what I was, fince my conuerflon 
So fweeetly taftes,being the thing I am. 

Rof, But for the bloody napkin? 

Oli. By and by; 


When from the firft to laft betwix t vs two, 

Xeares our recoupments had moU kindely bath’d. 

As how I catr.e into that Delert place. 

I briefe, he led me to the gentle Duke, 

Who gaue me frefli aray,and entertainment, 
Committing me vnto my brothers loue, 

Who led me infiantly vnto his Caue , 

There ftript himfclfc, and heere vpon his arme 
The Lyonnefle had tome fome flefh away, 

Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted 
And cride in fainting vpon Rofalmde. 

Briefe,I recoucr’d him,bound vp his wound, 

And after fome fmall fpacc,being ftrong at heart, 
Hefcnt me hither, ftrangcr as I am 
To tell this ftory,that you might excuft 
His brokenpromife,and togiue this napkin 
Died in this bloud, vnto the Shcpheard youth, 

That he in fport doth call his Rofalmd. 

Cel. Why how now Cammed ,fvvect Cammed. 

Oli. Many will fwoon when they do look on bloud. 
Cel. There is more in it; Cofen Gammed. 

Oli. Looke,he recouers. 

Rof. I would I were at home. 

Cel. Wee’ll lead you thither: 

I pray you will you take him by the arme. 

Oli. Be ofgood cheere youth: you a man? 

You lacke a mans heart. 

Rof. I doefo, I confeflcit: 

Ah.firra, a body would thinke this vi>a$ well counterfei • 
ted, I pray you tell your brother how well I counterfei¬ 
ted : heigh-ho. 

Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great te- 
ftimony in your complexion,that it was a paflion of ear- 
neft. 

Rof. Counterfeit, Iaflure you. 

Oli. Well thcn,takc a good heart, and counterfeit to 
be a man. 

Rof. Sol doe: but yfaith, I fhould haue beene a wo¬ 
man by right. 

Cel. Come,you looke paler and^alenprav you draw 
homewards: good fir, goe with vs. 

Oli. That will I :for I mull beare anfwere backe 
How you cxcufe my brother, Rofalind. 

Rof. I fhall deuile fomething: but I pray you com¬ 
mend my counterfeiting to him : will you goe? 

Exeunt. 


Bus Quintus . ScenaTtimes* 


Enter Qlowne and Amdrie. 

Clow. Wc (hall finde a time Awdrie , patience gen¬ 
tle Awdrie. 

Awd. Faith the Prieft was good enough, for all the 
olde gentlemans faying. 

Clow. A moft wicked Sir Oliver, Awdrie , a moft vile 
CMar-text. But Awdrie, there is a youth heere in the 
Forrcft layes claime to you. 

Awd. I, I know who ’tis: hebath no intereft in mee 
in the world: here comes the man you meanc. 

Enter fVilliam* 

Qo. It is meat and drinke to me to fee a Clownc, by 
■ my 
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As you like it . 


my troth, we that hauc good wits,haue much to anfwer 
for: we fhall be flouting; we cannothold. 

Will. Good eu.'n Audrey, 

And. God ye good eu’n william. 

Will. And good eu’n to you Sir.* 


And louingw r oo?and wooing, file (houldgrai)nt> a 

will you perfcuer to enioy her ? ^ 

01. Neither call the giddineffeofit in qucfli 0n , 

pouertie ofher, the fmall acquaintance, my fodaine ^ 

, mg, nor fodainc confirmingbut fay with mee Jj 
Clo. Good eu’n gentle fliend.-Couer thy head,couer Aliena : fay with her, that /he loues mee; confers ° UC 

thy head: Nay prethee bcceoucr’d. How oldeareyou bcth,that we may enioy each other : it fhall bet 

* good : for my fathers houfe, and all thercuennevv ^ 

was old Sir Rowlands will I eftate vpon you, aniV 
liuc and die a Shepherd. c< 


Friend ? 

Will. Fine and twenticSir. 

C^°* A ripe age: Is thy name William ? 

Will. WiUiatn 9 fir, 

Clo, Afaircname. Was't borne uhForreft heere? 

Will. I fir,I thankc God, 

Clo 4 Thankc God: A good anfwer : 

Art rich ? 

Will. "Faith fir,fo,fo, 

Cle. So,fo,is good,very good^ery excellent good: 
and yet it is not, it is but fo, fo: 

Art thou wife ? 

Witl. I fir, I haue a prettie wit. 

Clo. Why,thou faift wcll.I do now remember a fay¬ 
ing : The Foolc doth thinke he is wile, but the wifeman 
knowes huufelfe tobcaFoole. The Heathen PhiLofo- 
pher, when he Had a dclirc to eate a Grape* would open 
his lips when heput it into his mouth, meaning there¬ 
by, that Grapes were made to eate, and lippes to open. 
You do loue this maid ? 

Wid. I do fit. 

Clo. Giue me your hand : Art thou Learned? 

Will. No fir. 

Clo. Then learne this of me, T o hauc, is to haue. For 
it is a figure in Rhetorickc, that drink being powr’d out 
of a cup into a glalfe, by filling the one, doth empty the 
other. For all your Writers do confent, that ipfe is hee: 
now you are not ipfc, for I am he. 

Will. Which he fir? 

Clo. He fir, that muft marrie this woman: Therefore 
you Clowns* abandon: which is in the vulgar,leauc the 
focietie: which in the boonfli, is cotnpamc, of this fe¬ 
male: which'intheCbmsnon, is woman: which coge- 
ther, is,abandon the fociety of thisFemale, orClownc 
thou periflieft: or to thy better vndcrfianding,ciycfl; or 
(to wit) I kill thee, make thee away,tranflatc thy life in¬ 
to death, thy libcvtic into bondage: I will dealc in poy- 
fon with thee,*orin baflinado,or in flccle: I will bandy 
with thee in faction,! will ore-run thcc withtpolice: I 
will kill thee a hundred and fifty wsyes, therefore trem¬ 
ble and depart. 

And. Do good William. 

Will. God reft you merry fir. Exit 

inter Covin. 

Cor. OurMafterand Miftrcflefcckesyou: comea- 
way^away. 

Clo. Trip'Avdty, crip Audry 7 1 attend, 

I attend. . 7 Exeunt 

* \ 


that 

*rc 


Enter "Rofalind. 


ScoenaSmmda. 


. ; * l t * • - • k 

Enter Orlando & 0liner. 

Orl. Is’c poflible, that ojifo little acquaintance you 
fliou.ld like-hcr i that, hup feeing, you flioufd louc her ? 


Orl. You haue my confent. 

Let your Wedding be to morrow: thither will I 
Inuite the Duke,and all’s contented followers: 

Go you, and prepare Alien*- for looke you, 

Hecre comes my Rofalinde. 

Rof God iaueyou brother. 

Ol r And you faire fifter. 

Rof Oh my deere Orlando , how it greeues me to f c 
thee weare thy heart in a fearfe. 

Orl. Itismyarme. 

Rof. I thought thy heart had beene wounded with 
the clawesofa Lion. 

Orl . Wnundedicis.butwiththeeyesofaLadv 

Rof Did your brother tell you howl counterfeited 
tofound.whenhcfliew’dmc yourhandkcrcher? 

Orl, I, and greater wonders then that, 

Rof 0,1 know where you arc: nay, tistrue; there 
wasneuerany thing fofodaine, but die fight of two 
Rammcs,and Cefars Thra£onicall braggeof I came faw 
and ouercome* For your brother, and my filler, no foo* 
nermer,but they look’d : no foonertook’d, but they 
lou’d ; no looncr lou’d,but they figh a :no foonerfigh’d 
but they ask’d one another thercafon :no foonerknew 
the rcafon, but they fought the renoedic: and in thefe 
degrees, haue they made a pairc of fiaires to marriage, 

which they will climbe incontinent, or clfe bee inconti¬ 
nent before marriage ; they are in the vci ic wrath of 
loue, and they will together. Clubbcs cannot part 
them. 

Orl. Thcyihall be married tomorrow: and I will 
bid the Duke co the ?S?uptialL But G,how bitter a thing 
it is, to looke into happincs through another mans eics: 
by fo much the more fhall I to morrow be3t the height 
of heart hcauinefle. by how much ] flial thinke my bro¬ 
ther h3ppic,inhauing whar he willies for. 

Rof. Why then to morrow, I cannot lerue your turne 
for Rofalind ? 

Orl. I can liue no longer by thinking. 

Rof I will wearieyou then no longer with idle tat 
king. Know of me then (for no w I fpeak c to fome pur- 
pofc)that I know you arc a Gentleman of good conceit: 
I fpeake not this, that you fliould beare a good opinion 
of my knowledge: infomuch (I fay)Iknowyou3rc:oci* 
ther do I labor tor a greater efteeme then may in force 
little meafure draw a beleefe from you, to doyourfclfe 
good, and not to grace me., Beleeuc then, if you pleafe, 
that lean do ftrange things : : I haue, fince I was three 
ycare oldconpcrft with a Magitiaji, moft profound in 
his Art, andyct not. damnable, if you do loue Rofalinit 
foncere thehart,asyouj:.gefture cries it.out: whenypur 
brother marries Aliena, fbalj you marcieJh?r/J know ip« 
co what ftraights ofFqrtunciheis driu.en, and ic is not 
impoflible to me, if it ap^cafenfot incoauepient^y 011 ’ 


As y ou like it . 


before your eyes to rnorrow.humane as fhc is, 

I ^/tfiiihout an y danger. . 

*nrl Speak’rt Chou in fober meanings? 

Vi Rv mv life I do, which I tender deerly, though 
Jt m l Magician: Therefore put you in your beft a- 
1&y bi d your friends: for ifyou wilfbe married to mor- 
rS t ,, 0 u fhall: and to if you will. 

:0 *’' Enter Si/uiUt & Vhe’jt. 

Ve here comes a Louer of mine, and a louer of hers. 
phe Yoeth,you haue done me much vngcntlenefle, 
-./(hew the letter that I writ to you. 

to/ - 1 care not if I haue s it is my ftudie 
t r,V*me defpigbtful! and vngcntlc to you : 

T °u arethere followed by a faithful fhepheard, 
fooke vpoh him, loue him: he worfhips you. 

1 phe .Good (hepheard,tell this youth what ’tis to louc 
Sil It i* to be all made of fighes and teares, 

And foam I fo rPheL 
phe. And 1 for Cantmrd. 

Orl. Endlfox Rofafad. 

Af And 1 for no woman. 

Sil. It is to be a|l made of faitb and feruice. 

And foam I for Tbtbt. 
pbt. And I for Gan trued. 

Orl. And 1 for Rofalind. 

'Rof. And I for no woman. 

Sil. Itistobcallmadeoffantafie, 

All made ofpafTion, and all made of wifhes, 

All adoration, dutic, and obferuance, 

All humblenefTe, all patience, and impatience. 

Allpuritie, all triall, all obferuance: 

And foam I for Pbvbt. 
phe. And fo am I for Gaumed. 

Orl. And fo am I for Rofalind. 

Rof. And fo am I for no woman. 

Phe. If this be fo, why blame you me to loue you ? 
Sil. Ifthis be fo, why blame you me to loue you ? 

Orl. Ifthis be fo,why blame you me to loue you ? 

Rof. Why do you fpeake too. Why blame you mee 
to loue you. 

Orl. To her,that is not heere, nor doth not heare. 
Rof. Pray you no more of this, ’tis like the howling 
ofIrifh Wolucsagainttthe Moone : Iwillhelpe you 
if I can: I would loue you if I could: Tomorrow meet 
me altogether: I wil marrie you, ifcuerl marrie Wo¬ 
man, and lie be married to morrow: Iwlllfatisfie you, 
ifeucrlfatisfi’d man, and you (hall bee married to mor¬ 
row. I wil content you, if what pleafes you contents 
you,-and you Thai be married to morrow : As you loue 
Rofdtnd meet, as you loue Thebe meet, and as I loue no 
woman,lie meet: fo fareyoti wcl: I hauc left you com¬ 
mands. 

Sil. He not faile, ifl liue. 

The. Norl. 

Orl. Norl. Exeunt. 


Sccena Tertia. 


SHttr Chome and Audrey . 

•it u morrow * s the ioyfull day Audrey, to morow 
will we be married. 

And. I do defire it with all my heart: and I hopie it is 
no diflioneft defire, to defire to be a woman of j World? 
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Pages. 


Heere come two of the banilh’d Dukes Pag 
j. Enter trvo Pages. 

i.Pn. Wei met honeft Gentleman. .v\0>7 u . 
Clo. By my troth well met: come,fit, fit; anda fong. 
i.Va. Weare for you, fit i’th middle, 
i .pa. Shal we clap into’t roundly, withouthaukhig, 
or fpitting, or faying we are hoaric, which are the oncly 
prologues to a bad voice. 

a .Pa. 1 faith, y’faith, and bothinatujielikefwo 
gipfics on a horfe. 

Song. 

ft was a Lower, and his lajfe, 

iMthahej, and a ho , anda hey nonino. 

That ore thegreene come fetid didpajje. 

In the ff ring ttme, the onely pretty rang time, 
When "Birds do fing,hey ding a dingjing. 

Sweet Lowers loue the tyring. 

And therefore take the prefent time. 

U^tth ahey^efr a ho,and a hey nonino, 
for lane is erowmed with theprime « 

In tyring time,&e. 


.1 


Uetweer.e the acres of,the l{ie. 

With a hey,and a hotyr a hey nonino * 

Thefe prettie Countryfolks would lie. 

In tyring time,Sic. 

7 his (farroU they began that houre, 

U^ith a hey anda bo, & a hey nonino .* 

How that a life wm but a Flower, 

In tyring time } Zt c, 

Ch. Truly yong Gentlemen, though there was no 
great matter in the dictie, yet f note was very vntunablc 
I Pa. you are deceiu’d Sir, we kept time, we loft not 
our time. 

Clo. By my troth yesrl count it but timeloft to heare 
fuchafooliflifong. Godbuyyou, and God mend your 
voices. Come Audrie, Exeunt. 


Seen a Quarta . 


Enter Duke Senior.Amjentf’Iaques, Orlan¬ 
do, Oliutr, Celia. 

T>u.Sen. Doft thou bcleeue Orlaudo t that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promifed ? 

Orl. I fometimes do bcleeue, and fomtimes do not, 
As thofc that fcare they hope, and know they fearc. 

Enter Rofalinde, Siluius , <jr Phe be, 

Rof. Patience once more,whiles our cdpaft is Vrg’d: 
You fay, ifl bring in your Rofalinde, 

You wilbeftow her on Orlandoheete ? 

Z)w.*.That would I,had I kingdoms to giue with hir. 

‘Rsf And you fay you wil haue her,when I bring hir? 

Orl. That would I, were I of all kingdomes King. 

Rof. You fay,you’l marrie me,if I be willing. 

Phe, That will I, (hould I die the houre after.' 

Rof. But if you do refufe to marrie me, 

You’l giue your felfeto this moft faichfull Shepheard. 

Phe. So is the bargaine. 

Rof, Y ou fay that you’l haue phebe if (he will. 

Sel. Though to haue her and death, were both one 
thing. 
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U<>yi 1 haue promis'd to make all this matter euen: 
Keepe you your word, O Duke, to giue your daughter. 
Yob yours Orlando. , tonreceiue his daughter : 

Keepe you your word-PFe^that you’l marrie me. 

Or elfc refilling me to wed this fliepheard : 

Keepe yotir word£//i*i*«, that you’l manic her 

Iffhercftffc me.andfrom hence I go 

To make thefe doubts all euen. Exit Rof. and Celia. 

Du.Sets. I do remember in this fliepheatd boy, 
;Someliucly touches of my daughters fauour. . 

• Orl. My Lord, the firft time that I euer faw him, 
rMe thought he was a brother to your daughter: 

But my good Lord, this Boy is Forreft borne, 

And hatfibin tutor’d in the rudiments 
Of many delperatc ftudies,by hisvnckle, 

Whom he reports to be a great Magitian. 

Enter Qloveve and Audrey. 

Obfcured in the circle ofthis Foneft. 

Iaq. There is lure another flood toward, and thefe 

couples are comming to the Arke. Here comes a payre 
of verie ftrange bcafts, which in all tongues, are call d 
Fooles. ' 

Clo. Salutation and greeting to you all. 

Iaq. Good my Lord, bid him welcome : This is the 
Motley-minded Gentleman,that 1 haue fo ofteiiwiet in 
the Forreft: he hath bin a Courtier he fwcares/’ 

Clo. If any man doubtthat, let him put mec to my 
purgation, I haue trod ameafute,! haue flattred a Lady, 

1 haue bin politicke with my friend, fuiooth with mine 
cnemie, I haue vndone three Tailors, . I haue hadfoure 
quarrels,and like to haue fought one. 

Iaq. And how was that tan: vp? 

Clo. 'Faith we met, and found th,e.quarrel was vpon 
the feuenth caufc. _ > ■ 

Iaq. How feuenth caufc ? GoodmyLord, likethis 

fellow. 

Du.Se. I like him very well* 

Clo. God’ild you Hr, I defire you of the like: I prefle 
in hecre fir,amongft the reft of the Country copulatiues 
to fweare, and toforfweare, according as mariage binds ( 
and blood breakes: a poorc virgin fir,anil-fauor d thing ^ 
fir, but mine owne, a poors humour of mine fir, to take 
that that no manelfe will: vichhoneftie dwels like a mi- 
fer fir, in a poore houfe, as youi Pearle in your foule oy- 

Du.Se. By my faith, he is very fwift,and fententious 
Clo. According to the looles bolt fir , and fuch dulcet 

difeafes. - . 

Iaq. But for the feuenth cauie. How aid you find# 

the quarrell on the feuenth caufe ? 

Clo. Vpon a lye, leuen times remoued : (beare your 
bodiemorefeeming adudry) as thus fir: I did diflike the 
cut of a certafne Courriers beard : he fent me word, if I 
faid his beard was not cut well, heewasin themindeit 
was: this is call’d the retort courteous. If I fent him 
word againc, it was not well cut, he wold fend me wotd 
he cut it to pleafe himfelfe: this is call’d the quip modeft. 
Ifa^aine, it was not well cut,he difablcd my judgment: 
this is called, the reply churliflnlf againe it was not well 
cut, he would anfwev I fpake not true: this is call’d the 
reproofc valiant. If againe, it was not well cut, he wold 
fay, I lie: this is call’d the countcr-chccke quarrelfome: 
and fo ro lye citcumftantiall,and the lye direa. 

raq. And how oft did you fay his beard was not well 

cut? . , 

Clo. I durft go no further then the lye circumftantial: 



ike tt. 


iea. 


r.or he du rft not giue me the lye direa: and fo vyee m 
fur’d fwords, and parted. 

Iaq. Can you nominate in order now, the degree, 
thyiye. 

Clo. Q fir, we quarrel in print, by the booke: 3sy 
haue bookes for good manners: I will name you thede- 
grecs. The firft, the Retort courteous: thefecond, ^ 
Qoip-modcft: the third, the reply Churliflmhe f 0 ’ Utth 
the Reproofe valiant: the fift, the Comuerchecke q Uar ’ 
rclfome: thefixt, the Lye with circumftance: thefe,." 
uenth, the Lye direa: all thefe you may auoyd, but the 
Lye direa: and you may auoide that too, with an If. 
knew when feuen Iufticcs could not take vp a Quarrell 
but when the parties were met themfelues,one qf them 
; thought but of an If; as if youfaide fo, then 1 (aide fo. 
and they Ihooke hands, and fwore brothers. Your If 
the onely peace-maker: much vertue in if. 

Iaq. Is not this a rare fellow my Lord ? He’s as g O0( j 
at any thing, and yetafoole. .• 

Du.Se. He vfes his folly like a ftalking-horfe, andvn. 
der the prefentation of that he (hoot's his wit. 

Enter Hymen, Rofalind, and Celia. 

Still Mnftcke. 

Hymen. Then isthere mirth in heanen, 

Ur'hen earthly things made eatten 
attone together. 

Good Duke receiue thy daughter, 

Hymen from Heanen brought her, 

Tea brought her hether. 

That thou might ft ioyue hie hand with his, 

Whofe heart within his bofome is. 

Rof To you I giue my felfe, for I am yours, 

To you I giue my felfe, for I am yours. 

Du.Se .If there be truth in fight,you are my daughter. 

Orl. If there be truth in fight,you are my Rofalind. 

Phe .If fight & fbape be true, why then my lone adieu 

Rof. He haue no Father,ifyou be not he: 

He haue no Husband, ifyou be not he : 

Nor ne’rc wed woman,if you be not fhee. 

Hy. Peace hoa: 1 barrcconfufion, 

*Tis I mud make conclufion 
Of thefe moft ftrange euents: 

Here’s eight that muft take hands. 

To ioyne in Hymens bands, 

If truth bolds true concents. 

You and you, no croffe (hall part; 

You and you, are hart in hart: 

You, to his loue muft accord, 

Orhaue a Woman to your Lord. , 

You and you, are fure together. 

As the Winter to fowle Weather: 

Whiles a Wcdlocke Hymne we fing, 

Feede your felucs with queftioning; 

That reafon, wonder may diminilh 

How thus wc met, and thefe things finifli. 

Song. 

Wedding is great lunos crorone, 

O blejfed bond of boord and bed: 

’Tie Hymen peoples rnerte tewtfe, 

High tvedleckjhen be honored e 

Honor, high honor andrenonne 
To Hymen, Cod ofenerie ToneuC. 

Dte.Se. O my deere Neece,welcome thou art to 
Euen daughter welcome, inno lefle degree. ^ 


As you like it. 
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fv^TnoTeatc my word, now thou art mine, 
f faith, my fancie to thee doth combine.. 


Tby 

Enter Second Brother . 

.Rr*. Let rue haue audience for a word or two: 
fecond fonne of old Sir%owl**d> 

If, bnoS .hcft.iding, to thi. ftire .ffcrably. 

ThJ t Frederick hearing howthat eueneday, 

^of great worth refortedto this forreft, 

Kft a mightie power, which were on foote 
f lis owne condudt, purpofely to take / 

In h L hecre, and put him to the fword: 

Hi ‘i b othc skirts of this wildc Wood he came; 

X e meeting with an old Religious man, 

S’fomt qocltio. with him. wot tonuet.od 
^ i (,nm his enterpuze, and from the world . 
Browne bequeathing to his banilh’d Brother, 

.A. 11 their Lands reftor’d to him againe 
f h l‘vcre with him exil’d. This to be true, 

I do engage my life. 

<DuSe. Welcome yongman: 

Thou offer’ft fairely to thy brothers wedding: 

Toonc his lands with-hcld, and to the other 
a land it felfe at large, a potent Dukedon*. 

Fitft in this Forreft, let vs do thofe ends 

That'heerevvete well begun, and wcl begot: 

And after, euery of this happie number 

That haue endur’d fhrew’d daics, and nights with vs, 

Shal iharc the good of our returned fortune. 

According to the mcafurc of their ftates, 

Meane time, forget this new-falne dignitie. 

And fall into our RuftickcReuelrie: 

play Muficke, and you Brides and Bride-groomes all. 

With mcafurc heap’d in ioy,to’th Meafures fall. 

Isq. Sir,by your patience : ifl heard you rightly. 

The Duke hath put on a Religious life, ^ 

And throwne iuto neglect the pompous Court. 


2 IBro. He hath. 

Iaq. To him will I: out of thefe conucrtites. 

There is much matter to be hcard.and learn’d : 
you to your former Honor, I bequeath 
your patience, and your vertue, well deferues it. 
you to a loue, that your true faith doth merit: 
you to your land, and loue, and great allies: 
you to a long, and well-deferucd bed: 

And you to wrangling, for thy louing voyage 

Is but for two mcneths viftuall’d: So to yourpleafures, 

I am for other, then for daricing meazurcs. 

Du.Se. Stay, Iaques, ftay. 

Iaq. To fee no paftime, I: what you would haue, 
lie ftay ro know, at your abandon’d cauc. Exit 

Du.Se. Proceed, proceed: wec’l begin thefe rights, 
As we do truft,they’l end in true delights. Exit 

'Rof. It is not the fafhion to fee the Ladie the Epi¬ 
logue: but it is no more vnhandfomc, then to fee the 
Lord the Prologue. If it be true, that good wine needs 
no bufii,’tis true, that a good play needes no Epilogue. 
Yet to good wine they do vfe good bullies : and good 
play es proue the better by the helpc of good Epilogues: 
What a calc am I in then, that am neither a good Epi¬ 
logue, nor cannot infinuatc with you in the behalfe of a 
good play? IamnotfurniCb’dlikeaBegger, therefore 
tobeggewill not become nice. My way is to coniure 
you, and lie begin with the Women. 1 chargeyou (O 
women) for the loueyou bearc to men, to like as much 
of this Play, as pleafe you: And I charge you fO men) 
for the loue you bearc to women (as I perceiue by your 
fimpring .none of you hates them) that b»t wcene you, 
and the women, the play may pleafe. If I were a Wol 
man, I would kifleas many of you as had beards that 
pleas’d me, complexions that lik’d me, and breaths that 
I defi’de^not : And I am lure, as many as haue good 
beards, or good faces, or fwcet br«aths,wiil for my kind 
offer,when I make curt’fie,bid me farewell. Exit. 
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THE 

Taming of the Shrew. 

Bus primus. Scoena Trima. 






Enter Begger sand Hoftcs , Cbrifiophero Slj„ 

Bigger. 

Lc pneezeyou intaith. 

Hoft. A pairc of ftockcs you rogue. 

Beg . Yare a baggage, the Slue are qo 
Rogoqs. Looke in the ChronicIcSjWe came 
in with Bfychard Conqueror : therefore Pau- 
CMptllabrif ) let the world Hide: Sefla. 

Hojl. You will not pay for the glafles you hauc burft ? 

Beg . No, not a denicrc: go by S .Ieronimic, goc to thy 
cold bed, and warme ihcc. 

Hojh I know my remedie,I muft go fetch the Head- 
borough# 

*B:g. Third, or fourth, or fife Borough, He anfwerc 
him by Law* lie not budge an inch boy: Let him come, 
and kindly. Falks ajlcepc, 

Winde homes. Enter a Lordfrom hunting,with his traive. 

Lot Huntlman I charge thee,tender wcl rpy houuds, 
Brach Ttltriman, thepoore Curre is imboft. 

And couple Clowder witkwhe deepe-mouch’d brach, 
Saw’ft thou not boy how Siluer made it good 
At the hedge corner, in the couldeft fault, 

I would not loofc the doggefot tyvemic pound. 

Huntf. Why Belman is as good as be my Lord, 

He cried vpon it at the meereft lofle. 

And twice to day pick’d out the dullcft fent, 

Truftme, I take him for the better dogge. 

Lord. Thou art a Foote. W Eccho were as fleetc, 

I would eftcemc him worth a dozen fuch: 

But fup them well,and looke. vnto them all. 

Tomorrow I intendsodiuntagaine. 

Huntf. I will my Lord. 

Lord. What’s hecrc? One dead, or drunke ? See do«b 
he breath? 

i.Hun. He breath 4 my Lord. Were he not warm’d 
with Ale, this were a bed but cold to fleep lo foundly. 

Lord. Oh monftrousbeai^howijkea fw'itiehe lyes. 
Grim death, how fouleandloathfomc is thine image : 
Sirs, I will pra&ife on this drunken man. ! 

What thinke you, if he were conuey’d to bed, 

Wrap’d in fweet cloathes: Rings put vpon hfe fingers: 

A moll delicious banquet by his bed, 

And braue 3 ttendancs nccrc him when he utfkesj 
Would not the begger then forget himfelfe? 'lf_. 

i .Hun. Belceue me Lord, I thinke he cannot cfo-ofe. 

2 . H .Ic would feem ftrangcvnto him when he 

Lord. Eucn as a flatt’ring drcame,or worthies fancte. 


Then take him vp, and manage well the ieft • 

Carrie him gently to my faireft Chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton pi£tu re ,, 
Balme his foule head in warme diftjllcd waters 
And burne fweet Wood to make the lodging L 
Procure me Muficke readie when he vva&cs 8 /WtC: 
To make a dulcet and a heauenly found : ‘ 

And if he chance tofpeake, be readie ftraioht 
(Andwith alowe fubmiffiuereuerenccj & 

Say, what is it your Honor v vil command : 

Let one attend him with a filucr Bafon 
Full ofRofe-water, and beftrew’d with Flowers 
Another beare the Ewer; the third a Diaper, * 
And fay wiltpleafe yourLordfhip <jbolcy ou ’ c hands 
Some one be readie with a coftly fuite. 

And askc him what apparrel he will wcare : 
Another tell him ofhjs Hound* and Horfe 
And that lus Ladie mourncs at his difeafe* 

Pei fwade him that he hajth bin Lunaticke* 

And when he fayes he is, fay that he drearaes 
For he is nothing but a mightie Lord ; 

1 his do, and do it kindly, gentle firs, 

It wil be paftime paffing excellent. 

If it be husbanded with modeftie. 

i .Huntf. My Lord I warrant you wc w;l play our pin 
As he fhall thinke by our true diligence r 

He is no leffe then what we fay he is. 

Lord. Take him vp gently, and to bed with him, 
And each one to his office when be wakes. 

Soundtrumfttt. 

Sirrah, go fee what Trumpet 'tis that founds, 

Belike fome Noble Gentleman that meanes 
(Trauelling fome journey) to repofe him heere. m 
Enter Serttingmau. 

How now?who is it? 

Ser. An t pleafe your Honor, Players 
That offer feruiceto your Lordftiip, 

J’ vv • ri? ° , 4 ’ 

1 Enter flayers. 

Lord . Bid them come necrc: 

Now fellowes.you are welcome. 

Players. We thanke your Honor. 

Lord, j Do you intend to Ray with me to night? 
a .flayer. So pleafe your Lordlhippe to acceptor 
dutie. 

Lord. With all my heart. This fellow I remember, 
Since otice he plaide a Farmers eldcft fonne, 

’Twas where you woo’d the Gentlewoman fo well: 

I haue forgot your name: but fure that part 
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—-—"T- fitteTand naturally perform'd . • ■ 

W* 5 I thinke’ewas Soto that your hoftormeacci. 

ff^smietrue,thoudidftite,ccllent: 

..fllyou are come to me in happicr time, 

Sc rather for I haue feme fpott in hand, 

^ ru rin vour cunning can affift me much. 
r V h«c is a Lord will heare you play to night; 

I „ t am doubtfull of your modcftics, 

feaft (ouer-cying ofhis odde bchainour, 

Lr vet his honor ncuer Beard a play) 
v°i breake into fome metric palhPP, 

Ini fo offend him: for I tell you firs, 
ffvou ffiould fmilc, be growes impatient. 

FUi Fcare not my Lord, we can contain our fclues, 
\Vr c he the verieft anticke in the world. 
w *1 Go firra, take them to the Buttcrie, 

A n d ®iu'c them friendly welcome cuerie one, 
f-tthem want nothing that my houic aftoords. 

Exit o>.e with the Players • 

c; rr a eo you toBartliolmew my Page, 
^jfechimdreftin all fuites like a Ladic: 

That done, coaduft him to the drunkards chamber, 

A nd call him Madam, do him obeifance; 

Tdl him from me (as he will winmy loue) 

He beare himlelfc with honourable a&ion. 

Such as he hath obferu’d in noble Ladies 
Vnto their Lords, by them accomplifticd. 

Such dutie to the drunkard let him do: 

With foft lowe tongue, and lowly curtefie. 

And fay: What is’t your Honor will command. 

Wherein your Ladie, and your humble wife. 

May Ihew her dutie.and make knowne her loue. 

And then with kinde embracements, tempting kifles, 

And with declining head into his bofomc 
Bid him (hed tcares.as being ouer-ioyed 
To fee her noble Lord relior’d to health, 

Whofor this feuen yeares hath efteemed hitn 
No better then a poore and loathfomc begger: 

And if the boy haue not a womans guift 
Toraine a (hower ofoommanded tcares. 

An Onion wil do well for fuch a flailt. 

Which in a Napkin (being clofe conuei'd) 

Shall indefpight enforce a waxeric eie: 

See this difpacch’ci with all the haft thou canft. 

Anon lie giue thee more inftruftions. 

Exit a ferutngman. 

I know theboy will wcl vfurpe the grace, 

Voice,gate,and aftion ofaGentlewoman : 
llong to hearc him call the drunkard husband, 

Andhow my men will ftay thcmfelues from laughter, 
When they do homage rothis Ample pcafanc, 
le into counfcll them: haply my prefence 
May well abate the ouer-merrie fplcene. 

Which otherwife would grow' into extreames. 

■Inter a loft the drankurdwith attendants,feme with apparel, 
Bafon and Eroer,gr other appurtenances,& Lord. 

Beg. ForGods lake a pot offmall Ale. 
i.Ser. Wilt pleafe your Lord drink a cup of facke ? 
i.Ser. Wiltpleafe your Honor tafteof thefe Con- 
erues ? 

o.Str. What raiment wil your honor wcare to day. 
Beg. lam CjsriftopheroSly, call not meeHbnour nor 
-ordlhip: I nc re drank facke inmy life: and if you giue 
me any Confcrucs ; giue me conferues of Beefe: here ask 
me what raiment lie wcare, far I haue no more doub* 


lets then backes: no more flocking* then fegges : nicr 
no more fhooes then fcet,nay fometime more tecre then 
(hoocs, or fuch (booes as my coes looke through the o- 
ucr. leather- 

Lord. Heauenceafe this idle humor in your Honor.' 
Oh that a mightie man of fuch difeent. 

Of(uch poffeffions,and fo high efteemc 
Should be infufed with fo foulca fpirit. 

2?<g.What would you make me mad?Am not I Chrt- 
fiopher She, old Sies fonne of Burton-heath, by byrth a 
Pedler, by education a Cardmakcr, by tranfmutation a 
Bcare-hcard, and now by prefent profeffion a Tinker: 
Aske Marrtan Hacket the fat Alewife of WinCot,if (bee 
know me not: if fhe fay I am not xiiii.d. on the fcore for 
flieere Ale, fcore me vp for the lyingft knaue in Chriften 

dome. What I am noc beftraughc: here’s- 

f.Adan.Oh this it is that makes your Ladie roourne. 
2 Mar.Ob this is it that makes your feruants droop. 
Lord. Hence comes it, that your kindred fliuns your 
As beaten hence by your ftrange Lunacic. (houfe 
Ob Noble Lord, bethinkc thee of thy birth, 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banifhmenr. 

And banilh hence thefe abiett lowlic dreaine*; 

Looke how shy feruants do attend on thee. 

Each in his office readie at thy becke. 

Wilt thou haue Muficke? Harke Apollo plaies, Mufc^ 
And twentic caged Nightingales do fing. 

Or wilt thou fleepe? Wee’l haue thee to a Couch. 

Softer and Tweeter then the luftfull bed 
On purpofe trim’d vp for Semiramis. 

Say thou wilt walke: we wil beftrow the ground; 

Or wilt thou ride ? Thy horfes ftial be trap’d. 

Their harnefle ftudded all with Gold and Peaile. 

Doft thou loue hawking? Thou haft hawkes will foarc 
Aboue the morning Larke. Or wilt thou hunt. 

Thy hounds flhall make the Welkin anlwerthem 
Aod fetch fbrill ecchoes from the hollow earth. 

1 Man.Say thou wilt courfc,thy gray-houndsareas 

As breathed Stags: I fleeter then the Roe. (fwife 

2 M .Doft thou loue pidluresfwe wil fetch thee ftrait 
Adonis painted by a running brooke, 

And Cithcrea all in ledges hid, 

Which feeroe to moue and wdnton with her breath, 
Eucn as the wauing fedges play with winde'. 

Lord. Wee’l fhew thee /o,as fhe was a Maid, 

And how flic was beguiled and furpriz’d, 

As liuelic painted, as the deede was done. 

;.A/j».Or Daphne roming through a thornie wood, 
Scratching herlegs, that one fhal fwcarc fhe bleeds. 

And at thac fight lhal lad Apollo weepe. 

So workmanlic the blood and tcares are drawne. 

Lord. Thou art a Lord, and nothing but a Lord: 

Thou haft a Ladie farre more Beaucifull, 

Then any woman in this warning age. 

i Man. And til the teares that flic hath fhed for thcc, 
Like enuious floods ore.run her louely face, 

She was the faireft creature in the world, 

And yet fhee is inferiour to none. 

Beg. Am I a Lord,and hauc I iachaLadie? 

Or do I dreamer Or haue I dream’d till now? 

I do not fleepe: I lee, I heare, I fpeake: 

I fmel fweet fauours, and I feele foft things; 

Vpon my life I am a Lord indeede, 

And not a Tinker, nor Chriftophcr Site. 

Well, bringour Ladie hither to our fight,' 

And once againe a pot o’th fmalleft Ale. 
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a .Man. Wilt pleafe your mighuicfle towaCbyour 
hands: 

Oh how we ioy to fee your wit rcftor’d. 

Oh that once more you knew but what you are: 

Thefe fifteene yecres you hauc bin in a dreame, 

Or when you wak’d, fo wak'd as if you (lept. 

Beg. Thcfc fifteene yeeres, by my fay, a goodly nap. 
But did I neuer fpeake of all that time. 

i .Mem. Oh yes my Lord,but verie idle words, 

For though you lay hecre in this goodlie chamber. 

Yet would you fay,ye were beaten out of doorc, 

And raile vpon the Hoftcffc ofthe houfe. 

And fay you would prefent her at the Lcete, 

Becaufe flic brought ftone-Iug$,and no feal’d quarts: 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 

Beg. I,the womans maide ofthe houl’c. 

• .man .Why fir you know no houfc,nor no fuch maid 
Nor no fuch men as you haue reckon’d vp. 

As Stephen Slit , and old lohn Naps of Greece, 

And Peter Turph, and Henry Timpernett , 

And twentie more fuch names and men as thefe, 

Which neuer we re, nor no man cuer faw. 

* Beg.. Now Lord be thanked for my good amends. 
AtL Amen. 

Enter Lady with Attendants. 

* Beg. I thanke thee,thou fhalc not loofe by it. 

Lady. How fares my noble Lord ? 

"Beg. Marrie I fare well,for heere is checrc enough. 
Where is my wife ? 

Let* Heere noble Lord, what is thy will with her ? 
Beg. Are you my wife,and will not cal me husband? 
My men ihould call me Lord,I am your good-man. 

La .My husband and my Lord,my Lord and husband 
lam your wife in all obedience. 

Beg. I know it well, what muft I call her ? 

Lord. Madam. 

Beg- Alee Madam, or lone Madam ? 

Lord. Madam, and nothing elfe, fo Lords cal Ladies 
Beg . Madame wife, they lay that I haue dream’d. 
And fleptaboue Tome fifteene ycare or more. 

Lady. I, and the time fccmc*s thirty vnto me. 

Being all this time abandon’d from your bed. 

Beg. 'Tis much, feruants leauc me and her alone : 
Madamvndreflcyou,and come now to bed. 

Let. Thrice noble Lord, let me inti eat of you 
To pardon me yet for a night or two: 

Or if not fo, vntill the Sun be fct. 

For your Phylitians haue expreffcly charg d, 

In perill to incurre your former malady. 

That I (hould yet abfent me from your bed: 

I hope this reafon ftands for my cxcufe 

Beg. I,it ftands fo that 1 may hardly tarry folong: 
But Iwould b e loth to fall into my dreamesagaine : I 
wil therefore tarrie in defpigbt of the flsfli & the blood 

Enter a Mcffeager. 

Mef.Xouv Honors Players hearing your amendment. 
Are come to play a plcafant Comedies 
For fo your do<ftors hold it very mcete, 

Seeing too much fadnefle hath congeal’d your blood. 
And melancholly is theNurfe offrenzie. 

Therefore they thought it good you hcare a play. 

And frame your minde to mirth and merriment. 

Which barres a thoufand harm**,and lengthens life. . 
Beg. Marrie I will let them play, it is not a Comon- 
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tie, a Chriftmas gambold, or a tumbling tricke? ' 
Lady. No my good Lord it is more plcafin. ft nff 
Beg. What, houlhold ftuffc. 

Lady. It is a a kinde ofhiftory. 

Beg. WelljWe’l fee’t: 

Come Madam wife fit by my fide. 

And let the world flip,we (hall nere be yong er 

Tlourifh. Enter Lucent io, and kit man Tria 
Lnc. Trentity ifince for the great defire I had 
To fee faire Padua, nurferie of Arts, 

Lam arriu’d for fruitfull Lumhardit, 

The pleafant garden of great Italy, 

And by my fathers loue and leaue am arm’d 
With his good will, and thy good companie. 

My truftic feruant well approu’d in all, 

Heere let vs bteath,and haply inftitute 
A courfe of Learning, and ingenious ftudies. 

Pifa renowned for graue Citizens 
Gaue me my being, and my father firft 
A Merchant of great Trafficke through the world 
Vincent ids come ofthe Beutiuelij , 

Vincentids fonne.brough vp in Florence , 

It (hall become to ferue all hopes conceiu'd 
To decke his fortune with his vertuous d cedes: 

And therefore Tranio, for the time I ftudie, 
Vercueand that part ofphilofophie 
Will I applic, that treats ofhappinefle. 

By vertue fpecially to be atchicu’d. 

Tell me thy minde, for I hauc Pifa left. 

And am toBadsta come, as he that leaues 
A (hallow plalh, to plunge him in the deepe, 

And withlacietie feekes to quench his thirft,' 

7ns. diePardonato, gentlemaftermine: 

I am in all affe&ed as your felfe. 

Glad that you thus continue your refoluv, 

To fucke the fweets of fweete Philofophie, 

Oucly (good mafter) while we do admire 
This vertue,and thismorall difeipline, 
l et’s be no Stoickes, nor no ftockes I pray, 

Or fo deuote to Arifotlet checkes 
As Onid; be an out-caft quite abiur’d: 

Balke Lodgickc with acquaintaince that you haue, 
And pra£hl~e Rhetoricke in your common talke, 
Muficke and Poefic vfe, to quicken you, 

The Mathematickes,and theMetaphyficket 
Fall to them as you finde your ftomacke ferues you: 
No profit gro wes, where is no pleafure tane: 

In briefe fir, ftudie what you moft affeift. 

Lnc. Gramercies 7>4»w,well doft thouaduife, 

If Biondeio thou were come afhore. 

We could at once put vs in readinefle, 

And take a Lodging fit to entertaine 
Such friends (as time) in Padua (hall beget. 

But ftay a while,what companie is this ? 

7” ra. Mafter fome (hew to welcome vs to Tovmt* 

Enter B apt if a with his two daughters, Katerina&htoti, 
Cremita Peuttelewne, Hortentio fifter to Want*. 
Luctn. Tranio,(land by. 


Bap. Gentlemen,importune me no farther, 
For how I firmly am refolu d you know: 

That is,not to beftow my yongeft daughter, 
Before I haue a husband for the elder: 

If either efyou both loue Kathtrina, 


Becaufe 


-r^rj^^ou well, and loue you well, 

? eC i,e fliall vou haue to court her at your pleafure. 
te#U To cart her rather. She's to rough for nice. 

Or— 

rate. I pray y ou fir > ,s lt y ou , r ^ 

To make a ftale of me amongft thefe mates i 
f],r. Mates maid,how meaneyouthat ? 

VnSepuvvercof gentler milder mould. 
y Kstc I’faith fir, you fliall neuer ncedc to fcare, 
r.wi* it is not halfe way to her heart: 

But if it doubt n0t ’ h l r Car , C fll °, U W b f’x , 

ZT /-nmbe vour noddle with a three-legg d ftoole, 

Ind paint your face, and vfe you like a foole. 

//Vr. From all fuch diucls.good Lord dcliuer vs. 

Grt. And roe too, good Lord. 

7 V 4 .Huflit mafter.hercs fome good paftime toward; 
That wench is flarke mad, or wonderful! froward. 

1 Lucca. But in the others filer.ee do I fee, 

Maids milde behauiour and fobrietie. 

Peace Tranioa 

Tra. Well faid Mr, mum,and g 3 ze your fill. 
Gentlemen, that I may foone make good 
What 1 haue faid, Bianca get you in. 

And let it not difpleafe thee good Bianca, 

For I will loue thee nere the lefle my girle. 

gate. A pretty peatc, it is beft put finger in the eye, 
and (he knew why. 

%an. Sifter content you, in my ducontcnt. 

S^, to your pleafure humbly I (ubferibe: 

My bookes and inftruments (hall be my companie. 

On them to lookc, and praftife by my lclfe. 

L„c. Harke 7 f 4 »w,thou maift heare Mtnereta fpeak. 
jjor, Signior Baptijla, will you be fo ftrange, 

Sorrieam I that our good will efte&s 
"Bianca's greefc. 

Grt. Why will you mew her vp 
(Signior Baptijla ) for this fiend of hell. 

And make her bearc the pennance of her tongue. 

"Bap. Gentlemen content yc: I am rcfould; 

Coin Bianca. 

And for I know (he taketh moft delight 
In Muficke, Inftroments, and Poetry, 

Schooietnafters will I keepc within my houfe. 

Fit to inftru&her youth. If you Hortcnfto, 

Or fignior Gremio you know any fuch, 

Preferre them hither :for to cunning men, 

I will be very kiode and liberall. 

To mine owne children, in good bringing vp. 

And fo farewell: Katherinayoa may ftay. 

For I haue more to commune with Bianca. Exit. 

Kate. Why, and I truft I may go too,may I not ?i 
What (hall I be appointed houres, as though 
(Belike) I knew not what to take, 

And what to leaue? Ha. Exit 

Grt. You may go to the diuels dam: your gtiifts are 
fo good heere’s none will holde you: Their loue is not 
fo great Horttnjlt, but we may blow our nails together, 
andfaftitfairely out. Our cakes dough on both fides. 
Farewell: yet for the loue I bcaremy fweet Bianca, if 
I can by any meancs light on a fit man to teach her that 
wherein (be delights, I will wi(h him to her father. 

Hot. So will I figniour Gremio : but a word I pray: 
Though the nature of our quarrell yet neuer brook’d 
patle,know now vpon aduice, it toucheth vs both;that 
we may yet sgaine haue acceffe to our faire Miftris, and 


bchappieriuals in Bianca's loue, to labour and effeft ' 
one thing fpecially. 

grt. What’s that I pray? 

Hot. Marrie fir to get a husband for her Sifter. 

Gre. A husband: a diuell. 

Hor. I fay a husband. 

Gre. I fay, a diuell: Think’ft thou Hortenfio,though 
her father be verie rich, any man is fo verie a foole to be 
married to hell ? 

Hor. Tu(h Gremio : though it pafle your patience & 
mine to endure her lowd alarums, why man there bee 
good fellowes in the world, and a man could light on 
them, would take her with all faults,and mony enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell: but I had as lief take her dowric 
with this condition; To be whipt at the hie croflc cuerie 
morning. 

Hor. Faith (as you fay) there’s fmall choife in rotten 
apple*: but come, fince this bar in law makes vs friends, 
it lball be fo farre forth friendly maintain’d, till by hel¬ 
ping Baptijtas eldeft daughter to a husband, wee fet his 
yongeft free for a husband, and then haue too t afrefti: 
Sweet Bianca, happy man be his dole: hee that runnes 
faltcft, gets the Ring : How fay you fignior Gremio ? 

Grtm. I am agreed, and would I had giuen him the 
beft horfe in Padua to begin his woing that would tho¬ 
roughly woe her, wed her, and bed her, andridde the 
houfe of her. Come on. 

Exeunt amho. Manet Tranio and Lucent io 

Tra. I pray fir tel me, is it pofliblc 
That loue (hould of a fodainc take fuch hold. 

Luc. Oh Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

I neuer thought it pofliblc or likely. 

But fee, while idely I flood looking on, 

1 found the effcift of Loue in idlenefle. 

And now in plainneflc do confefle to thee 
That art to me as fecret and as deere 
As Anna to the Queene of Carthage was: 

Tranio 1 burne, 1 pine, I perifh Tranio , 

If I archieuc not this yong modeft gyrle: 

Counfaile me Tranio , for I know thou canft: 

Aflift me Tranto, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Mafter, it is no time to chide you now, 
Affeiftion is not rated from the heart: 

If loue haue touch’d you, naught remaines but fo, 

Redime te capt am quam qneat mimmo. 

Luc Gramercies Lad: Go forward, this contents, 
The reft wil comfort, for thy counfcls found. 

Tra. Mafter,you look’d fo longly on the maid e. 
Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all. 

Luc. Oh yes, I faw fweet bcautie in her face. 

Such as the daughter ofAgenor had, 

That made great loue to humble him to her hand. 
When with his knees he kift the Cretan ftrond, 

7V<*.Saw you no more? Mark’d you not how hir fifler 
Began to fcold, and raife vp fuch a ftorme. 

That mortal cares might hardly indurethe din. 

Luc. Tranio, I faw her corrall lips to moue. 

And with her breath (he did perfume the ayre. 

Sacred and fweet was all I faw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then ’tis time to ftirre him fro his tTance 
I pray awake fir: if you loue rhe Maide, - 
Bend thoughts and wits to atcheeue her-Thus it ftands 
Her elder fifter is fo curft and (hrew’d. 

That til the Father rid his hands of her, - 
Mafter.your Loue muft liue a maide at home. 

And therefore has he ciofely meu’d her vp, 

Becaufe 
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Becaufe fhe will not be annoy’d with inters. 

Luc . Ah Tronic what a cruell Fathers he: 

But arc thou not aduis’d,he tooke feme earc 
To get her cunning SchoolemaGers to inftruft her. 

Tra . I marry am I fir, and now us plotted. 

Luc . I haue it Tr/w/a. 

. Tra. Mafter,for my hand, 

Both our inuentions meet and iumpe in one, 

Luc . Tell me thine firfi. 

Tra. Youwill be fcho Je-mafter, 

And vndertake the teaching of the maid: 

That’s your deuicc. 

Luc. It is : May it be done ? 

Tra. Notpofliblc ; for who (Ball beare your part, 
And be in Padua heerc Vincentios fonne, 

Kecpe houfe, and ply his bookc,welcome his friends, 
Vifit his Countrimen, and banquet them ? 

Luc. Bafia, content thee: for I hauc it full. 

Wc hauc not yet bin fecne in any houfc, 

Nor can wc be diftitiguiflfd by our faces. 

For man or matter: then it followcs thus; 

Thou (halt be matter, Tranio in my fled : 

Kecpe houfc, and port, and leruant$,as'I fhould, 

I will fome other be, fomc Florentine, 

Some Neapolitan, or meaner man of Fifa% 

'Tis hatch’d, and fhall be fo : Tranio ac once 
Vncafe thee : take my Conlord hat and cloake, 

When Biondcllo comes, lie waites on thee, 

But I will charmc him fir ft to kecpe his tongue. 

Tra. So had you neede : 

In breefe Sir, fith it your plcafurc is, 

And I am tyed to be obedient. 

For fo your father charg’d me at our parting S 
Be feruiccable to my fonne (quoth he) 

Although I thiuke ’twas in another fence, 

I am content to bee Lucentio y 
Becaufe fo well I loue Lucentio. 

. Luc. Tranio be fo, becaufe Lucentio Io jcs, 

And let me be a flauc, t’atchicuc that maide, 

Whole fodainc fight hath thraPd my wounded eye. 

EnterBiondello. 

Hecrc comes the rogue. Sirra,where hauc you bin ? 

Sion. Where haue I bcenc ? Nay how now, where 
are you? Maifter, ha’s my fellow Tranio ftolne your 
cloaches, oryouftolnehis, or both? Pray what’s the 
newes? 

Luc. Sirra come hither, Vis no time to ieft, 

And therefore frame your manners to the time 
Your fellow Tranio hecrc to faue my life. 

Puts my apparrelfand my count’nancc on. 

And I for my efc3pe hauc put on his: 

For in a quarrcll fin.ee I came a fhorc, 

Ikil’d a man,and fcare I wasdeferied: 

Waite you on him, I charge you, as becomes:» 

While 1 make way from hcncc to i'auc my life: 

You vndcrftand me? 

Bion. I fir,nerea whit. 

Luc. And not a iot of Tranio in your mouth, 

Tranio is chang’d into Lucentio . 

Bion. The better for him, would I were fo too. 

Tra. So could I ’faith boy, to hauc the next wilb af¬ 
ter, that Lucentio indeedc had Baptiftas yongeft daugh¬ 
ter. Butfirra, not for my fake, but your matters, Iad- 
uife you vfc your manners difcrectly in all kind of com¬ 
panies : When I am alone, why then I am Tranio: but in 


all places elie,you matter Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio let’s go : 

One thing more refts, that thy fclfe execute. 

To make one among thefe wooers: if thou ask ne wh 
Sufficcth my rcafons arc both good and waighty, * 
Exeunt. The Prefentcrs aboue ft cakes. 7 ' 

x. Man. My Lord you nod, you do not mindr 
play. nc 

"Beg. Yes by Saint Anne do I, a good matter f Urc L. 
Comes there any more of it ? 

Lady. My Lord,’tis but begun. 

Beg. ’Tis a vcric excellent peece ofworke, Madam 
Ladic: would ’twcrc done. They fit andmarj^ 

Enter Petruchio , and hit man Grumio, 

Tetr. Verona, for a while I take my lcauc. 

To fee my friends in Padua ; but of all 
My beft beloucd and approued friend 
Hortenfio: & I trow this is his houfc: 

Hccre firra knocke I fay. 

Gru. Knocke fir? whom fhould I knocke? I st hc r 

any man ha’s rebus'd your worfhip? 

Petr. Villaine I fay, knocke me heere foundly, 

Gru. Knocke you heerc fir ? Why fir, what amlfi r 
that I fhould knocke you heerc fir. 

Petr . Villaine I fay, knocke me at this gate, 

And rap me well, or He knocke your knaues pate. 

Gru. My M r is growne quarrelfomc; 

I fhould knocke you fir ft. 

And then I know after who comes by the worft, 

Petr . Will it not be? 

'Faith firrah, and you’l nor knocke, He ring it, 

Jle trie how you can Sol,Fa y and fing it. 

He rings him by the earn 

Gru. Helpe miftris helpe, my matter is mad. 

Petr. Now knocke when I bid you : firrah villaine. 
Enter Hortenfio. 

Hor . How now, what’s the matter ? Myoldcfriend 
Cjrumio, and my good friend Petruchio} How do you all 
ac VeYona ? 

Petr. S\omov Hortenfio > come you to part the fray? 
Contutti lecore bene tr<?batto y may 1 fay. 

Hor • A Ha no fir a caja bene venuto mu It 9 honor ata fignt. 
or mio Petruchio . 

Rife Grumio rife, we will compound this quarrcll. 

Gru. Nay ’tis no matter fir,what he leges in Latine. 
If this be not a lawfull caufe forme to lcauehis fcruicc, 
looke you fir: He bid meknockc him, & rap him found- 
ly fir. Well, was ic fit for a feruant to vfc his mafterfo, 
being perhaps (for ought I fee) two and thirty, apeepe 
out ? Whom would to God I had well knockt atfirft, 
then had not Grutnto come by the worft. 

Tetr. A fencelcfle villaine : good Horten fo, 

I bad the rafcall knocke vpon your gate. 

And could not get him for try heart to do it. 

Gru. Knocke at the gate? Oheauens: fpakeyounot 
thefe words plaine ? Sirra, Knocke me heerc: rappeme 
heere: knocke me well, and knocke me foundly? And 
come you now with knocking at the gate ? 

Petr. Sirra be gone,or talke not I oduife you. 

Hor. Petruchio patience, I am Grumio't pledge: 
Why this a heauie chance twixr him and you, v 
Your ancient truflie pleafant feruant Grumio : 

And tell me now (fwcet friend) what happic gale 
Blowes you to Vadtta hecrc, from old Verona ? 

Petr. Such wind asfeattersyongmen throgh^w*>rId ; 

To 
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< (V^Tthcir fortune? farther then at borne, 

Shere finall expense grow« but m a few. 

Sor Hortenfio t bus it fund* with me. 

S F mV father i* dcccaH, 

jSl haiiethruft my fclfe into this maze, 

£ lilv to wiue and thnue, as beft I may: 
ffines inmy purfe I hauc aud goods at home, 
rj foam come abroad to fee the world. 

An rr r petruchio , fhall I then come roundly to thee, 

JJib A" “ * » 

thanke me but a little for my counfcli: 

Td vet He promife thee fhe fhall be rich, 

Fd verie rich: but th'art too much my friend, 

. d Me not wilh thee to her. 

p ( ,r Signior Hortenfio, ’ewixt fuch friends as wee, 
Few words lufhee: and therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Petrttcbio s wife : 

/.sweaith is burthen of my woing dance) 

L (jje as foule as was Florentine Loue, ^ 

^sold as SibcU, and as cutft and ftirovv’d 
bs Socrates Zentippe, or a worle: 

Shemoues me not, or not remoues at leaft 
Affeftions edge in me. Were fhe is as rough 
As are the fwclling sldnaucke leas. 
jeome to wiue it wealthily in Padua : 

Ifwealthily, then happily U Padua. 

Gru. Nay looke you fir, hee tels you flatly wkatbis 
minde is: why giuehim Gold enough, and marric him 
to a Puppctor an Aglet babic, or an old trot with nc’rc a 
tooth in her head, though flic haue as manie difeafes as 
twoandfiftie hprfcs. Why nothing comesamiffe, fo 
monic comes withall. 

Hor. Petruchio, fince we are ftept thus farre in, 

I will continue that I broach’d in ieft, 

ImPctruchio helpe thee to a wife 

With wealth enough, and yong and beautious. 

Brought vp as beft becomes a Gentlewoman. 

Her onely fault, and that is faults enough. 

Is, that flic is intollcrable curft, 

And flirow’d,and froward, fo beyond all mcafure. 

That were my ftatc farre worfer then it is, 

I would not wed her for a mineofGold. 

Petr. Hortenfio peace: thou knowft not golds effeel, 
Tell me her fathers name, and tis enough: 

For.I wdl boord her, though fhe chide as loud 
As thunder,when the clouds in Aucumnc cracke- 
Hor. H er father is SBaptiJht tJMinola , 

An affable and courteous Gentleman, 

Her name is Katherina Tninolu, 

Renown’d in Padua for her fcolding tongue. 

Tetr. I know her father, though I know not her, 
And lie knew my deccjfed father well: 

I wil not fleepe Uortenfit td I fee her, 

And thereforelet be thus bold with you, 

To giue you oucr at this firft encounter, 

Vnleffe you wil a.ccompanic cnc thither. 

Gru. J pray you Sic let him go while the humor lifts. 
A my word, and’fhc krtevy him as, wel as I do,fhe would 
thinke fcolding wouid4oe little good vpon him. Shec 
may perhaps call hiip halfe a fepre Knages, or fo: Why 
that’s nothing; and he begin on’ce,hceT raile in-his rope 
trickes. He tell yog what fir, an4fhc ftar.d him but i Si¬ 
de, he wil thro w a figure in her fa.ee^.and fa disfigure hir 
with it, that jheefhaj haucno more ties co fee withall 
then a Cat: you know him not fo, 

Hor. Tarticfwr^.,1 mufogp,iNi«li,foee, 




For in Baptiftas keepe my treafure is: 

He hath the lewd of my life in hold, 

His yongeft daughter, beautiful Bianca, 

And her with-holds from me. Other more 
Sucers to her,and riuals inmy Loue: 

Suppofing it a thing impoffible. 

For thofc defers I haue before rehcarft. 

That euer Katherina wil be woo’d: 

Therefore this order hath Bapufta tane, 

That none flial haue accefte vnto Bianca, 

Til Katherine the Curft, hauc got a husband* 

Cfru . Katherine the curft, 

A title for a maide, of all cities the worft, 

Hor. Now flial my friend Petruchio do me grace. 

And offer me difguis’d in fober robes. 

To old Baptifta as a fchoole-maftcr 
Well fccne in Muficke, to inftrueft Bianca , 

That fo I may by this deuice at leaft 
Haue leaue and leifure co make loue to her, 

And vnfuipe&ed court her by her felfe. 

Enter Gremto and Lucentio difgufed . 

Gru . Heere’sno knauerie. See, to beguile the oide- 
folkcs, howtheyoung folkeslay their heads together. 
Matter, matter, looke about you: Who goes there ? ha, 
Hor. Peace Cjrumio,\t is thcriuall of my Loue* 
Petruchto ftand by a while. 

grumio. A proper ftripling,and an amorous. 

Gremio. O very well, I haue perus’d the note: 

Hearke you fir, He haue them verie faircly bound. 

Ail bookes of Loue, fee that at any hand, 

And fee you rcade no other Lectures to her: 

You vnderftandmc. Ouerandbcfidc 
Si gnior Baptislas libc ralitie, 
lie mend it with a Largeflc. Take your paper too. 

And let me haue them verie wel perfum’d; 

For flie is fwccter then perfume it l'elfe 
To whom they go to ; what wil you rcade to her. 

Luc. What ere 1 reade to her, lie plcade for you, 

As for my patron, ftand you fo aflur’d, 

Asfirmdy as your felfe were (till in place. 

Yea and perhaps with mor^fucceffefull words 
Then you ; ynleffe you were a fcholler fir. 

Ore. Oh this learning,what a thing it is. 

Ljru. Oh this Woodcockc, what an Aflc it is. 

Parts. Peace firra. 

Hor. Grumio mum : God faue you fignior <7 ramie. 
Ore. And you arc wel met, Signior Hortenfio, 

Trow you whither I am going iToBnfnfta Afingfa 
I promift to enquire carefully 
About a fchoolemafterfor the faire Bianca , 

And by good fortune I haue lighted well 
On this yong man: For learning and bchauiour 
Fit for her turne, well read in Poetrie 
And other bookes, good ones, I warrant yc. 

Htr. 'Tis well: and I haue met a Gentleman 
Hath promiftme to helpeonc to another, 

A fine Mufician to inftnnft our Miftris, 

So dial I no whit be behinde in dutie 
To faire Bianca , fo beloued of me. 

Gre. Beloued of me,and that my deeds (hal proue, 
Gru . And that his bags dial proue. 

Hor , gremio , ’us now no time to vent our loue, 
Liftento me, and if you fpeakc me faire, 
lie tel you newes indifferent goodfor cither, 

Hecrc is a Gentleman whom by chance I met 
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Vpon agreement from vs to his lifting. 

Will vndertakc to woo curft Katherine, 

Yea, and to marrie her, if her dowrie pleafc. 

Grt. So faid, fo done,is well: 

Hortenfio, haue you told him all her faults ? 

Petr. 1 know fhe is an irkefome brawling fcold: 

If that be all Matters, I hearc no harmc. 

Cjrt, No, fayft me fo, friend ? What Countreyman j* 
Petr, Borne vci Verona t o\ABHtonios fonne: 

My father dead,my fortune lines forme. 

And I do hope, good dayes and long, to fee. 

Gre. Ohfir,fuch a life with fuch a wife,were ftrangt: 
But if you haue a ftomack e, too'taGodsname, 

You fhal haue me aflifting you in all. 

But will you woo this Wilde-cat f 
Petr, Willlliue? 

* Cm. Wil he svooher? I: or lie hang her. 

Petr. W^y came l hither, but to that intent? 
Thinkeyou, a little dinne can daunt mine earcs '< 

Haue I notin my time heard Lions tore? 

Haue I not heard the fea, puft vp with windcs. 

Rage like an angry Boare, chafed with fweat ? 

Haue I not heard great Ordnance m the field? 

And heauens Artillerie thunder in the skies? 

Haue I not in a pitched battcll heard 

Loud larums, neighing {feeds,trumpets danguc ? 

And do you tel! me of a womans tongue ? 

That giues not halfe fo great a blow to hearc. 

As wil a Chefle-nut in a Farmers fire, 

Tufh.tui'h, fearc boyes with bugs. 

Gru. For he fearcs none. 

Grim. Her t rtf 19 h e a r k c: 

This Gentleman is happily arriu'd, 

My minde prefumes for his owne good,and yours. 

Her, I promift we would be Contributors, 

And beare his charge of wooing whatfoerc. 

Gremio. And fo wc wil,prouided that he win her. 

( frn. I would I were as furc of a good dinner. 

Enter 7* rar.io braue, and B wndcllo. 
fra. Gentlemen God lauc you.Tf I maybe hold 
Yell me I befecch you, which is the readied way 
To the houfe ofSigniov Baftifta Minolal 

'Bum. He that ha’s the two faire daughters: id he you 
meane ? 

Tra, Eucnh cBiondello. 

Gre, Hcarke you fir, you meane not her to - 
Tra. Perhaps him and her fir, what haue you to do ? 
Petr. Not her that chides fir,at any hand I pray. 
Tranio. llouc no chidersfir: BimdeUofcl’s away. 
Lhc Well begun Tranio. 

Hor. Sir, a word ere you goc 
Are you a Tutor to the Maid you talke of, yea or no ? 
Tra. And if I be fir, is i t any offence ? 

Gremio. No : if without more words you will get you 
hence. 

'fra. Why fir, I pray arc not the ttreers as free 
For me, as for y ou ? 

Gre- But fo is not flic. 

Tra. For what reafon I befecch you. 1 

gre. For this reafon if you’l kno^ 

That flic’s the choife loue of Signior Gremio. 

Hor. That file’s the chofen of fignior Hortenfo. 

Tra. Softly ray Matters : Ifyou be Gentlemen 
Do me this right: hearc me with patience. 

B apt if a is a noble Gentleman, 


To whom my Father is not all vnknowne. 

And werehis daughter fairer then (heis. 

She may more Tutors haue, and nie for one. 

Faire Ladats daughter had a thoufand wooers 
Then well one more may faire Bianca haUe • * 

And fo (he Stall: Lucentio fhal make one, * 
Though Parte came, in hope to fpeed alone, 

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talke vs jii 
hue. Sir giue him head, I know hee’l proue a I if 
Petr. Hortenfio. , to what end are all thefe word ) ’ 
Hor. Sir, let me be fo bold as aske you, *' 
Did you yet euer fee Baptiftas daughter i 

Tra. No fir, but hearc Id© that he hath tw© s 

The one, as famous for a fcolding tongue. 

As is the other, for beauteous modeftic. 

Petr, Sir,fir, thcfirft’sforme, let her go by. 

Gre. Yea, lcaue that labour to great Hcrtidet 
And let it be more then esilcides twelue. * 
Petr. Sir vnderfland you thisofmc(infooth\ 
Theyongeft daughter whom you hcarkenfor * 

Her rather kerpes from all acceffe of Tutors, * 

And will not promife her to any mar.^ 

Vntill the elder fitter firft be wed. 

The yongcr then is free, and not before. 

Tranio. If it be fo fir, that you are the man 
Mutt ftcedvsail, andmeamongft the reft: 

And if yon breakc the ice, and do this feeke, 
Atchicuc the elder: fet the yonger free. 

For our accefTc, v hofe hap (hall be to haue her, 

Wil notfo gracelcfTc be,to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir you fay wel, and wel you do cenceitie 
A*d fincc you doprofeffeto be a Tutor, 

You mutt as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 

To whom we all reft generally beholding. 

Tranio. $ ir, I fhal not be flacke.in figne whereof 
Pleafeye we may contrluethisaftcrnoonc, 

And quaffe carowfcs to our Miftrcffchealth. 

And do as aduerfaries do in law, 

Striue mightily, but eate and drinke as friends. 

Cm.B ion.Oh excellent motion: fellowcs let’s be »on. 
Hor. The motions good indeed, andbeitfo, 
Petrnchiof. fhal be your Been venuto. £ xm 

Enter Katberina and'Bianca. 

Bian.G ood fitter wrong me not,nor wrong your felf, 
To make a bondmaide and a flaue of mec. 

That I difdaine: but for thefe other goods, 

Vnbinde my hands, lie pull them off my fclfe. 

Yea all my raiment, to my pctticoate, 

Or what you will command me,wil Ido, 

So well 1 know my dutic to my elders. 

Kate. Of all thy Tutors heere I charge tel 
Whom thou lou’ft beft: fee thou diffemblcnot, 
Bianca. Beleeue me fitter, of all the men aliue, 

J neuer yet beheld that fpeciall face. 

Which I could fancie, more then any other. 

Kate. Minion thou lyeft: Is’tnot Hortenfo ? 

Bian. If yoU aft’efl him fitter, heere I fweare 
He pleade for you my fclfe, but you Dial haue him. 

Katt. Oh then belike you fancie riches more, 

You wil haue Gremio to keepe you faire. 

Bian. Is it for him you do enuie me fo ? 1 
Nay then youieft, and now I wel perceiue 
You haue but iefted with me all this while: 

I prethee fitter Kate,vntie my hands 
. * “ «U ‘ 


Ka. If that be ieft, then all the rett was fo. 


Struts it 
Soto 
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Enter Baptift, 

Why how now Dame, whence growes this in- 

r iolence? > ■ 

..fland afide,poore gyrle ttie W'eepcs : 

5 W thy Needle, meddle not with her.’ 

G ° fiLcrhouHilding of a diuellifl* fpirit, ( 

Shv dott thou wrong her, that did ncrc wrong thee ? 
c , , « c cro (f e thee with a bitter word? 

Her filence flouts me, and lie be reueng’d. 

Flies after Bianca 

rtj Whatin my fight ? Bianca get thee in. Exit. 
vZ What will you not fuffer me: Nay now I fee 
c . ei5V * 0 ur creature, (he mutt haue a husband, 

. ..ft dance bar e-foot on her wedding day, 

. n 'i f or your loue to her, leade Ape* in hell. 

Talke not conic,I will go lit and weepe. 

Till 1 can finde occafion of reuenge, _ 

Bap. VVascuer Gentleman thui greeu das I f 
gut who comts heere. 

gntsr Gremio > Lucent io, in the habit of a meane man, 
petruchio mrh Tranio ,with h 16 boy 
bearing a Lute and Hookes . 


God fauc 


Gre. Goad morrow neighbour 3*ptij£a. 

B*j>. Good morrow neighbour Gremio■: 

you Gentlemen. 

Tet. And you «ood hr :prjy haue you not a daugh¬ 
ter,calM Katerinaf aire and vertuous. 

Bap- I haue a daughter fir, cal’d Katenaa. 

Gre, You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me fignior gremio, giue me lcauc.' 

I am a Gentleman of Virona fir. 

That hearing of her beautic^and her wit. 

Her affability and bafhfull modeftie : 

Her wondrous qualirics, and mildc behauiour, 

Am bold to flie w my felfe a forward gueft 
Within your houfe, to make mine eye the witnefle 
Of that report, which Ifo oft haue heard, 

And for an entrance to my entertainment, 

J do prefent you with a man ot mine 
Cunning in Muficke,and the Mathemacickcs, 

To infiruft her fully in thofe fcience?, 

Whereof 1 know {he is not ignorant. 

Accept of him, or elfcyou do me wrong, 

His name is Litio } borne in Mantua* 

Y’atc welcome fir,and he for your good fake. 
But for my daughter Katerine, this I know. 

She is not for your turne, the more my greefe. 

tet. I fee you do not meane to part with her, 
Orclfeyou like not of my companie. 

Hap. Millake me not, I fpcake but as I finde. 

Whence are you fir? What may 1 call your name. 

fet. Petruchio is rr.y name, »Antonio s fonne, 

A man well knowne throughout all Icaly. 

Hap. I know him well: you are welcome for his fake. 
Gre . Sauing your tale Petruchio , I pray let vs that are 
poore petitioners fpcake too? Hacare ,you arcncruay- 
lous forward. 

Pet . Oh,Pardon me fignior Gremio,1 would Faincbe 


Gre. I doubt it not fir. But you will curfe 
Yout wooing neighbor*: this is a guift 
Very grateful 1,1 am lure of it, to exprefle 
The like kindoefle my felfe, that haue beene 
Morckindely beholding to you then any: 


Freely giuevnto thisyong Sch'eJIcr, that hath 

Beene long ftudying at "Rhemes } as gunning 
In Greeke, Latine, and other Languages, 

As the other in Mufickc and MathematicJ<:>$: 

His name is Cambio : pray accept his feruice. 

Hap. A thoufand thankes fignior Gremio : 

Welcome good Cambio, But gentle fir. 

Me thinkes you walke like a ftranger, 

May I be fo bold, to know the caufe of your comming ? 

Tra. Pardon me fir, the boldnefleis mine owne. 
That being a ftranger in this Cittie heere. 

Do make my fclfe af utor to your daughter, 

V nto Bianca ,faire and vertuous: 

Nor is your firme refoluc vnknownc to me. 

In the preferment ofthccldcft fifter. 

This liberty is all that I requeft, 

That vpon knowledge of my Parentage, 

I may haue welcome 'mongft the reft that woo. 

And free acceflc and fauour as the reft. 

And toward the education ofyour daughters: 

I heere beftow a fimple inftrument. 

And this (mail packet of Greeke and Latine bookes: 
Ifyou accept them, then their worth is great: 

Bap. Lucentio is your name,of whence I pray. 

Tra. Of Pi fa fir, fonne to Viucentio. 

Bap. Amightiemanof?V/^by report, 

I know him well: you are verie welcome fir: 

Take you the Luce, and you the fet of bookes. 

You fhail go fee your Pupils prefcntly. 

Holla, wirhin. 

Enter a Seruant. 

Sirrah, leade thefe Gentlemen 

To my daughters, and tell them both 

Thefe arc their Tutors, bid them vfc them well. 

We will go walkea little in the Orchard, 

And then to dinner: you are parting welcome. 

And fo I pray you all to thinke your felues. 

Pet, Signior Haptifta, mybufinefle asketh hafte. 

And eueric day I cannot come to woo, 

You knew my father well, and in him me, 

Left folicheire to all hi* Lands and goods, 

Which I haue bettered rather then decreaft > 

Then tell me, if I get your daughters loue, * 

What dowrie (ball I haue with her to wife. 

Bap. After my death, the one halfe of my Lands* 

And in poffcliion twentie thoufand Crowncs. 

Fet And for that dowrie, He aflure her of 
Her widdow-hood, be it that fhe furuiue me 
In all my Lands and Lcafcs whaefoeuer, 

Let fpccialties be therefore drawne betweene ys, 

That coucnants may be kept on either hand. 

Hap. I, when the lpeciall thing is well obtain'd* 

That is her loue: for that is all in all. 

Pet. Why that is nothing: for I tell you father* 

I am as peremptoric as £he proud minded : 

And where two raging fires meete together. 

They do confumc the thing that feedes their furie. 
Though little fire growes great with little winde, 
yet extreme gufts will blow out fire and all: 

So I to her, and fo (he yeelds to me. 

For I am rough,and woo not like a babe. 

Hap. Well maift thou woo, and happy be thy fpeedt 
But be thou arm’d for fomc vnhap^ic words. 

Pet. I to the proofe,as Mountains are for windcs. 
That (hakes not, though they blow perpetually. 

Enter HerUnfio with bis beadbrokf, 

. . - -• 
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Bsp, How now my friend, why doft thou looke fo 
pale? 

Hor. For fcare I promife you, if I looke pale. 

Bap. What, will my daughter proue a good Mufiti- 
an? 

Hor. I thinke fhe’l fooDcr protie a fouidier, 

Iron may hold with her, but neucr Lutes. 

Bap. Why then thou canft not break her to the Lute? 
Hor, Why no, for fhe hath broke the Lute to me: 

I did but tell her flic miftookchej frets. 

And bow’d her hand t© teach her fingering, 

When (with a moft impatient diuellifh fpirit) 

Ftets call you thefc^ (quoth flic) lie fume with them: 
And with that word flic ftrokc me on the head, 

And through the inftrument my pate made way, 
Andthcrclftood amazed for a while, 

As on a Pillorie, looking through the Lute, 

While fhe did call me Rafcall, Fidler, 

And twangling Iacke, with twentic fuch vildc tearincs, 
As had fhe ftudied to niifvfe me fo. 

Pet. Now by the world, it is a luflic Wench, 

I loue her ten times more then ere I did. 

Oh how I long to hauc fome chat with her. 

'Bap. Wcl go with me, and be not fo difeomfited. 
Proceed in pradlife with my yonger daughter. 

She’s apt to learne, and thankefull for good turnes: 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with vs, 

Or fhall I fend my daughter Kate to you. 

Exit. Aianet Petruchio. 
Pet. Iprayyoudo. lie attend her hecre, 

And woo her with fomc fpirit when flie comes. 

Say that (he raile, why then He tell her plainc. 

She fings as fwcetly as a Nightinghalc : 

Say that (befrowne, lie fay fhe lookes as clcere 
As morning Rofes newly wafht with dew: 

Say fhe be mute, and will not lpcake a word. 

Then lie commend her volubility. 

And fay fhe vttereth piercing eloquence: 

If (he do bid me packe, lie giueher thankes. 

As though fhe bid me flay by her a wceke i 
If (he denic to wed. He crauc the day 
When I (hall aske the banes,and when be married. 

But hecrc (he comes, and now Petruchio fpeakc. 

Enter Katerina. 

Good morrow Kate , for thats your name I hcare. 

Kate. Well hauc you heard, but fomething hard of 
hearing: 

They call me Katerine, that do talke of me. 

Pet. You lye infaith, for you are call’d plaine Kate , 
And bony Kate, and fometimes Kate the cur ft: 

But Kate, the prettied Kate in Chriftendome, 

Kate of Kate- hall, my fuper-daintie Kate, 

For dainties are all Kates, and therefore Kate 
Take this of me, Kate of my confolation. 

Hearing thy mildneflc prais’d in cuery Townc, 

Thy vertues fpoke of, and thy beautie founded. 

Yet not fo deepely as to thee belongs, 

Myfelfeam naoou’d to woo thee for my wife. 

Kate. Mou’d, in good time, let him that mou’d you 
hether 

Remoue you hence: I knew you at the firft 
You were a mouable. 

Pet. Why,what’s a mouable ? 

Kat. A ioyn’d ftoole. 

Pet. Thou haft hit it: come fit on me. 

Kate. Affcs are made to beare, and fo are you. 
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M Women are made to beare, and fo are^T— 
Kate. No fuch lade as you, if me you mean? ' 
Pet. Alas good Kate,l will not burthen thee * 

For knowing thee to be but yong and light. * 

Kate. TooHghtforfuchafwaineasyoutocj 

And yet as heauie as my waight fhould be. tc ”» 
Pet. Shold be, (houid: buzze. 

Kate. Well tane, and like a buzzard. 

Prt.Oh flow-wing’d Turtle, (hal a buzard talc 

Kat. I for a Turtle, as he takes a buzard. 

Pet. Come, come you Wafpe, y’fafth y OU 
angric. eto ' 

Kate. If I be wafpifh,beft beware my fti no 

Pet. My remedy i* then to plucke it out. 

Kate. I, if the foolp could finde it where it lie 
Pet, Whoknowes not where a Wafpe At,,*' 
his fting ? In his tailc. 

Kate. In his tongue? 

Pet. Whofe tongue. 

Kate. Y ours if you talke of tales,and fo farewell 

Pet. What with my tongue in your tailc. 

Nay, come againe, good Kate, I am a Gentleman 
Kate. That lie trie. (he for1 

Pet. I fweare lie cuffe you, if you ftrike a 4 inf” 
Kate. So may you loole your armes. 

If you ftrike me, you arc no Gentleman, 

And ifno Gentleman, why then no armes. 

Bet. A Herald Kate ? Oh put me in thy bookes. 

Kate. Whatis yourCreft,aCoxcombe? 

Pet. A combldfc Cocke, fo Kate will bemy Hen 
Kate. No Cocke of mine ,you crow too like a craue 
Pet. Nay come Kate, come: you muft not loole f" 
fowre. 

Kate. It is my fafhion when I lee a Crab, 

Pet. Why hcerc’s no crab, and therefore look* not 
fowre. 

Kate. There is,there is. 

Pet. Then (hew it me. 

Kate. Had I a glalfe, I would. 

Pet. What,you meane my face. 

Kate. Well aym’d of fuch a yong one. 

Pet. Now by S. George I am too yong for you. 
Kate. Yet you are wither’d. 

Pet. 'Tis with cares, 

Kate. I care not. 

Pet. Nay hearc you Kate. Infoothyou fcapenotfo, 
Kate. Ichafeyouifltarric. Let me go. 

Pet No,not a whit, I finde you paffing gentle: 

’Twas told me you werejough, and coy,and fullen, 
And now I finde report a very liar: 

For thou art pleafant, gamefome.pafling courteous, 
But (low in fpcech: yet fweet as fpring-time flowers. 
Thou canft not frowne, thou canft not looke a fconce, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will, 

Nor haft thou plcafure to be crofle in talke: 

But thou with mildneflc entertain’d thy wooers, 

With gentle conference, foft, and affable. 

Why does the world report that Kate dothlimpe? 
Ohfland’rous world: Kate like thchazlc twig 
Is ftraight, and (lender, and as browne in hue 
As hazle nuts,and fweeter rhea the kernels; 

Oh let me fee thee walke: thou doft not halt. 

Kate . Go foole, and whom thou kcep’ft command. 
Pat. Did euer BHan fo become aGroue 
As Kate this chamber with her princely gate: 

O be thou 7)utn ,and let her be Kate, 

And 
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___ r ^bcchafte7andI>:Vwfportfull. 

^ thCn where did you ftudy all this goodly fpeech ? 
***' Tt is extemperejt .tom my mother wit. 

? etu \ vvitty mother,witlcffe clfc her fonne. 

* Am I not wife? 

Ves keepeyou warme. 

Mar rv fo I meanc lwcet Katherine in thy bed: 
C et ' ^, re fetting all this chat afide, 

And t “ et j ‘j oe tenues': your father hath confented 
T hus '«n(haH DC my wife; your dowry greed on, 

Th Tin niI1 y ° u ’ 1 vviU roarry you ‘ 

And vl 1 am a husband for your turne, 
light,whereby 1 fee thy beauty, 

Sb^ucy that doth make me like thee well, 
muft be married to no man but me, 

Enter B apt t(ta,GrAmo (Trayno. 

Pori am be am borne to tame you Kate, 

4 Jbtingy 0 U ft° rn 3 W ‘'deK'«feto a Kate 

Conformable as other houfnold Kates : 

Weere comes yoiir father, neUer make deniall-, 

1 muft and will baue Katherine to my vvitc. (daughter. 
pap' Nnvv Signior Tetruchio (ho w fpeed you with my 
v e t How but well firfhow but wellf 
It were impoffible I fliould fpeed amifle. (dumps? 

Bap- Why how now daughter Katherine , in your 

Kat. Call you me daughter? now I promife you 

You hauc flicwd a tender fatherly regard. 

To wifir me w ed to onc half 6 Lunaticke, 

A niad-cap ruffian, and a fwearing lacke. 

That thinkes with oathes to face the matter out. 

p ( t. Father/tisthus.yourlclfcandall the world 
That talk’d ofher.haue talk’d amifle of her : 

If fhe be curft, it is for pollicie, 

Forfliee’s not froward,but modeft as the Dotie, 

Shee is not hot, but temperate as the mornc , 
for patience fhcc will proue a fecond GriJJell, 
AndRomane Lttcrcce for her chaftitie : 

And to conclude, we haae greed fo well together, 

Tint vpoti fonday is the wedding day. 

Kate. He lee thee hang’d on fonday firft. (firft. 
Cjre. Hark Petruchio, fhe faies fhec’ll fee thee hang’d 
Tbs.Istliis your fpeeding?nay the godnight our part. 
Pet. Be patient gentlemen, I choofe her for my felfe, 
Iffhe and I be pleas'd, what’s that to you ? 

’Tis bargain’d twixt vs twaine being alone, 

That flic (hall ftill be curft in company. 

Itell you ’cis incredible to bcleeue 

How much fhe loues me: oh the kindeft Kate, 

Slice hung about my nccke, and kifle on kifle 
Slice vi’d fo faft, protefting oath on oath , 
Thatinatwinke fhe won me to her loue. 

Oh you are nouiccs, ’tis a world to fee 
How tame when men and women are alone, 

A meacocke wretch can make the curfteft flircw: 

Giue me thy hand Kate,l will vnto Venice 
To buy apparell ’gainft the wedding day; 

Prouide the fcaft father,and bid the guefts, 

1 will bo fure my Kztherine fhall be fine. 

Bap. I know not what to fay,but giue me your hads, 
God fend youjoy, Petruchio, ’tis a match. 

Gre.Tra. Amen fay we,we will be witnefles. 

Pet. Father, arid wife,andgenriemen adieu, 

I will to Venice, fonday comes apace, ’> - 

We willhauerings,and fhtngs,and fine array, 


And kifle me Kate,we will be married a fonday. 

Exit Petruchio and Katherine, 

Gre. Was cuer match claptvpfofodainiy? . 

Bap- Faith Gentlemen now I play a marchants pat f. 
And venture madly on a defperate Mart. 

Bra. Twas a commodity lay fretting by you, 

’Twill bring you gaine,or perifh on the fcas. 

Bap. The gaine I feekc,is quiet me the match. 

Gre. No doubt but he hath got a quiet catch: 

But now Bapttfia, to your yonger daughter. 

Now is the day we long hauc looked for, 

I am your neighbour, and was futer firft. 

Bra. And i am one that loue Bianca more 
Then words canwitneflc,or your thoughts can gueffe. 

Gre. Yongling thou canft not loue fo dearc as 1, 

Bra. Gray-beard thy loue doth freeze. 

Gre. But thine doth fric. 

Skipper ftand backe,’tis age that nonriflbeth. 

Bra. Buc youth in Ladies eyes that florifheth. 

^p.Conccnt you gentlemen,Iwil copound this ftrife 
’Tis deeds muft win theprize, and he of both 
That can affurc my daughter greateft dower. 

Shall hauc my Biancas loue. 

Say fignior Cjretnio, what can you aflure her ? 

Gre. Firft, as you know, my houfe within the City 
Is richly furnifhed with plate and gold, 

Bafons and ewers to lane her dainty hands: 

My hangings all of tirian tapeftry : 

In Iuory cofers 1 hauc ftuft my crownes: 

In Cyprus chcfta rr.y arras counterpoints, 

Coftly apparell, tents, and C anopies, 

Fine Linncn, Turky culliions bolt with pearle, 

Vallens of Venice gold, in needle worke : 

Pewter and brafle,and all things that belongs 
To houfe or houfe-keeping: then at my farme 
I haue a hundred milch-kine to the pale, 

Sixe-fcore f 2 t Oxen ftanding in my flails, 

And all things anfwerable to this portion. 

My fclfc am ftrooke in yecres I mutt confcflc , 

And if I die to morrow this is hers. 

If whil’ft I liue flie will be onbly mine. 

Bra. That only came well in: fir, lift to me, 

I am my fathers heyre and onely fonne, 

If I may haue your daughter to my wife. 

He lcauc her boules three or foure as good 
Within rich Pifa walls, as any one 
Old Signior Gremto has in Padua, 

BcfideSjtwothoufand Duckets by theyeere 
Of fruitfull land, all which fhall be her ioynter. 

What,haue I pincht you Signior C~jremic ? 

Gre. Twothoufand Duckets by theyeere of land, 
My Land amounts not to fo much in all: 

Thac fhe fhall hauc,befides an Argofie 
That now is lying in Marcellus roade: 

What,hauc I choakt you with an Argofie ? 

Bra. Gremio , ’tis knowne my father hath no lefle 
Then three great Argofies,befides two Galliafles 
And twelue cite Gallies, thefel will aflure her. 

And twice as much what ere thou offreft next. 

Gre. Nay, 1 haue offred all, I haue no more, 

And fhe can haue no more then all I haue , 

If you like me, fhe fhall h^jie me and mine. 

Bra. Why then the maid is mine from all the world 
By your firme promife, Gremio is out-vied. 

Bap. I muft confefle your offer is the beft. 

And let your father make her the aflurance, 

T Shee 
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Shec is your ownc, elfc you mu ft pardon me: 

If you fhould die before him,where's her dower? 

Tra. That's but a cauill: he is oldc, I young# 

Gre. And may not yong men die as well as old ? 

Bap. Well gentlemen, I am thus rclolu’d, 

On fonday next, you know 
My daughter Katherine is to be married: 

Now on the fonday folio wing,fhall Bianc* 

Be Bride to you, if you make this affurance: 

If not, to Signior Gremio : 

And fo I take my leauc, and thankc you both. Exit* 
Gre. Adieu good neighbour: now I feare thee not: 
Sirra,yong gamefter, your father were afoolc 
To giue thee all, and in his wayning age 
Set foot vndcr thy table : tut,a toy, 

An olde Italian foxe is not fo kinde my boy. Exit. 

Tra . A vengeance on your crafty withered hide. 

Yet I haue fac’d it with a card of ten: 

’Tis in my head to doe my maftcr good: 

I fee no reafon but fuppos’d Luccntio 
Muft get a father, call’d fuppos’d Vincentio y 
And that’s a wonder: fathers commonly 
Doe get their children : but in this cafe of woing, 

A childe fhall get a ftrc,if I faile not of my cunning.<?*/*. 


Atlus Tertia. 


Enter Lucentio y Horten tio > and Bianca. 

Lftc. Fialcr iorbeave you grow too forward Sir, 
Haue you fo foonc forgot the entertainment 
Her filter Katherine welcom'd you withali. 

Hort. But wrangling pedant, this is 
The patroneffe ofheaueniy harmony : 

Then giue me leaue to haue prerogatiue, 

And when in Muficke wc haue ipent an houre, 

Your Lecture fhall haue leilure for as much. 

Lhc . Prcpofterotis Afie that neuer read fo farre. 

To know the caule why muficke was ordain’d : 

Was it not to refrefh the minde of man 
After his ftudies,or his vfuall paine ? 

Then giue me leaue to read Philolophy , 

And while I paulc,ferue in your harmony. 

Hort. Sirra,I will not beare thefe braues of thine. 
Bianc. Why gentlemen, you doe me double wrong, 
To ftriue for that which refteth in my choice: 

I am no breeching fcholler in the fchooles, 
lie not be tied to howres,nor pointed times, 

But learnemy Leffons as I pleafe my felfe. 

And to cut off all ftrife: heere fit wc downe, 

Take you your inftrumcnt,play you the whiles, 

His Lecture will be done ere you haue tun’d. 

Kart. You’ll leaue his Ledturc when I am in tune? 

Luc. That will be neuer,tune your inftrument. 

Bian. Where left we laft ? 

Luc. Heere Madam •: Hie I hat SimoU , hie eft ftgeria 
tclltis, hie fteterat Prtami regia Celfa fenis . 

Bian. Confterthcm. 

Luc. Hie lhat , as I told you before, Stmois, I am Lu- 
centio, hieeft 1 {o nne vnto Vinccntio o(V\[a y Sigcriatel- 
las, difguifed thus to get your loue, hiefteterat , and that 
Lucentiothat comes a wooing, priatni y ismymanTra- 
nio, regia , bearing my port, celfafenis that we might be¬ 
guile the old Pancalownc. 


iar$, 
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Hort. Madam,my Inftrumcnp's in tunc. 

Bian. Let’s heare,oh fic,the treble iarres. 

Luc . Spit in the hole man,and tune againc. 

'Bian. Now Ice mce fee if I canconftcrit. Hi c r 
1 know you not, hie eftftgeria teHtu % l tru ft l44r J 
hic ft at er at prtami , take hcede he hcarevs not, Un ° 

fume not } Celfa fenis , defpairc not# * 

Hort. Madam,tisnowintunc. 

Luc. All but thebafe. 

Hort . The bale is right,’ti$ the bale knaucthat’ 
Luc. How fiery and forward our Pedant is * 
Now for my life the knaue doth court my loue* 
Pedafcule , lie watch you better yet: 

In time 1 may belecue, yet I miftruft. 

Bian. Miftruft it not, for furc *s£acides 
Was Autx cald fo from his grandfather. 

Hort. 1 muft beleeue my maftcr,clfe I prolife V( 

I fhould be arguing ftillvpon that doubt, 

But let it reft, now Litio to you: 

Good matter take it not vnkindly pray 
That I haue bcenc thusplcafant with you both. 

Hort. You may go walk, and giue me leaue a whil 
My Leffons make no muficke in three parts. Cj 
Luc. Are you fo formall fir,well I muft waite 
And w atch withali, for but I be decciu’d , 

Our fineMufitian groweth amorous, 

Hor . Madam, before you touch theinftrunient 
T o learne the order of my fingering, 

I muft begin with rudiments of Art, 

To teach you gamoth in a briefer fort, 
Morepleafant,pirhy, and effciluall. 

Then hath beene taught by any of my trade, 

And there it is in writing fairely drawne. 

Bian. Why, I am part my gamouth long agoe, 
Hor. Yet read the gamouth of Hortentio. 

‘Bian. Gamouth I am, the ground of all accord; 
j4re, to plead Hortenftos paflion : 

Beeme y Bianca take him for thy Lord 
Cfavty that lowes with all affcdlion : 

T) folre. one Clifte,two notes haue I, 

Elamiy fhow piety or I die. 

Call you this gamouth ? tut I like it not, 

Old fafhions pleafe me bed, I am not fo nice 
To charge true rules for old inuentions. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Nic\c. Miftreffc, your father prayes you leaue your 
And hclpe to dreffe your fillers chamber vp, (book*, 
You know to morrow is the wedding day. 

Bian. Farewell fweet mailers both, I muft be gone, 
Luc* Faith M iftreffe then I haue no esufe to flay. 
Hor. But I haue caufc to pry into this pedant, 
Mcthinkes he lookes as though he were in loue: 

Yet if thy thoughts Bianca be fo humble 
To caft thy wandring eyes on enery dale: 

Seize thee that Lift, if once I finde thee ranging, 
Hortenfia will be quit with thee by changing. £***• 

Enter Bapttfta y Gremio , Tranio , Katherine , Bianca, m* 
there ^attendants. 

Bap # Signior Lucent /$,this is the pointed day 
That Katherine and Petruchio fhould be married, 

And yet we heare not of our fonne in Law: 

What will be faid,what mockery will it be? 

To want the Bridc-groome when the Prieft attends 
To fpcake the ceremoniall rites of marriage? 

What fai cs Lucent to to this (hanae of ours? 

No 
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T "i„'e »y oppos’d .gjinlt mytxut 

Vnto a mad-braine rudesb/, full oflpleene, 

JJL woo’d in hafte, and mcanes to wed at Ieyfure: 

i mid you I. hc vvas 3 fr3iuickc tooIe > 

}, .w his bitter lefts in blunt bchauiour, 

And to be noted for a merry man; 

See’ll wooe a thouland, point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, inuite, and proelaime the bancs, 

Yet neuer mcanes to wed where he hath woo’d : 

Mow muft the world point at poorc Katherine, 

And fay, loe > tlierc is m3d Petrm ^ 0 % Wifc 

(fit would pleafe him come and marry her. 

* f rrf . Patience good Katherine and Baptifiatoo, 

Vpon iry life Petruchio mcanes but well, 

Whateuer fortune ftayes him from his word. 

Though he be blunt, I know him parting wile , 

Though be be merry,yet withali hc'shonrft; 
fate. Would Katherine had neuer feen him though. 

Exit weeping. 

Bsf. Goc girle,I cannot blame thee now to weepc. 
For fuch an iniuric would vexe 3 very faint r 
Much more a ihrew of impatient humour. 

' Enter Biondello. 

Bm. Matter, maftcr, newes, and fuch newes as you 
neuer heard of, 

Bap. Is it new and olde too ? how may that be ? 

2 Mon. Why, is it not newes to heard of PetruchiJs 
Bap. Is he come? (comming? 

j 3m. Why no fir. 

Bap. What then ? 

%on. He is comming. 

Bap. When will he be heere? 

Bm. When he (lands where I am, and fees you there. 
Tra. But fay,what to thine olde newes ? 

Bm. Why Petruchio is comming, in a new hat and 
an old ierkin, a paircololde breeches thrice turn’d; a 
)aire ofbootes that haue beene candle-cafes, one buck¬ 
ed, another lac’d : an olde rufty fwordrane out of the 
owne Armory,with a broken hilt,and chapeleffe:with 
two broken points : his horfe hip , d with an oldemo- 
thy faddlc, and ftirrops of no kindred : befides poffcfl 
with theglanders, and like to mofe in the chine, tion- 
)led with the Lampaffc, infedled with the faft* ions, full 
ofWindegalls, fped with Spauins, raied with the Yel- 
lowes, pall cure of theFiues, ftarkefpoylM with the 
Staggers, begnawne with the Bots, Waidm thebacke, 
and(hou!dcr-(hotten , neereleg’d before, and with a 
halfochckt Bitte,& aheadftall ot fheepes leather,which 
beingreftrain’d to keepe him from ftumbhngjhath been 
often burft.and now repaired with knots: one girth fixe 
times pecc’d , and a womans Crupper of velure, which 
bath two letters for her name, fairely fet down in (tuds, 
and heere and there pcec’d with packthred. 

Bap. Who comes with him? 

r hisLacke y> for all the world Capari- 

on d like the horfe: with a linnen dock on one leg, and 
?, er eyboot-hofe on the other 9 gartred with a red and 
ew ift 5 an old hat,& the humor of forty fancies prickt 
jnt orafeather jamonfter, a very monfter in apparelL 
l ^l a ^ r ^ ian foot-boy,or a gentlemans Lacky. 

Y r4 f * V s od hu mor pricks him to this fafhion, 
o tcntimeshegocs butmeaneapparerd. 

7?^* come^ howfocre he domes# 

JWhy fir,he comes not. 


Ap 


iou net fay hee c-omes? 


Biot*. Who, that Petruchio came ? 

Bap. I, that Petruchio came. (backc. 

No fir, I fay his horfe comes with him on his 

'Bap. Why that’s ail one. 

Bion. Nay by S.latny, 1 hold you a penny,a horfe and 
a man is more then one,andyec not many. ’ 

Safer “Petruchio and Grumio. 

Pet. Come, where be thefe gallants? who’s at home ? 
“Bap. You are welcome fir. 

Petr. And yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet you halt not. 

Tra. Not fo well apparell’d as I wifh you were. 

Petr. Were it better I fhould rufli in thus : 

But where is Kate ? where is my louely Bride ? 

How does my fatherpgentles mcthinkes you frowne 
And wherefore gaze this goodly company, 

As if they faw fomc wondrous monument, 

Some Commet, or vnufuall prodigie ? 

Bap. Why fir, you know this is your wedding day: 
Firll were we lad.fearing you would not eome * 1 
Now fadder that you come fo vnprouided: 

Fie, doff this habit,fliamc to your eftate. 

An eye-fore to our folcmne fcftiuall. 

Tra. And tell vs what occafion ofimport 
Hath all fo long detain’d you from your wife 
And fent you hither fo vnlike your feife ? 

Petr. Tedious it were to tell.and harlb to heare, 
Uufficcih I am come to keepe my word 
Though in fomc part inforccd to digreffe. 

Which at more Ieyfure I will lb cxcul'c, 

Asyoufliallwell befatisfiedwith aJJ. 

But where is Kate ? 1 flay too long from her. 

The moriTfng wcares,’tis time we were at Church. 

Tra. See not your Bride in thefe vnreuerent robes 
Goe to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pet. Not I, belecue me,thus He vifit her. 

Bap. But thus I cruft you will not marry her. (word*. 
Pet. Good footh cuen thus : therefore ha done with 
To me fhe’s marricd.not vnto my cloathes: 

Could I vepaire what flic will weare in me 
As I can change thele poore accoutrements 
’Twere well for Kate , and better for my felfe. 

But what a foole am I to chat with you , 

When I fhould bid good morrow to my Bride ? 

And leale the title with a louely kifle. Sxit. 

Tra. He hath fome meaning in his mad attire, 

We will perfwade him be it polfible, 

To put on better ere he goe toCJyirch. 

Bap. lie after him,and fee the euent of this. Exit. | 
Tra. But fir, Loueconcerncth vs to adde 
Her fathersliking, which co bring to paffe 
As before imparted to your worfliip, 

I am to gee a man what ere he be, 

It skills not much, weeleficbim to our turne. 

And be fhall b tVincentio of Pi fa. 

And make aflurance heere in Padua 
Of greater iummes then I hauepromifed,' 

So (hall you quietly enioy your hope. 

And marry fweet Bianca with confient. 

Luc. Were it not that my fellow fchoolemalier 
Doth watch Bianca’s fteps lo narrowly: 

Twere good me-thinkes to fteale our marriage, 

Which once perform’d,let all the world fijy no, 
lie keepe mine owne defpite of all the world. 

Tra. That by degrees wemeaneto lookeinto, 
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And watch our vantage in this bufineffe, 

Wee’il ouer-reach the grey-beard Grtrno, | 

The narrow prying father Minala, 

The quaint Mufician, amorous Litia, 

All for my Matters fake Lucentio. 

Enter (jretnio. 

Signior^cro/'o,came you from the Church? 
gre. As willingly as ere 1 came from fchoolc. 

Tra. And is the Bride & Bridegroom coming home? 
Gre. A bfidegroome fay you ? ’tis a groome indeed, 
A grunalling gioome.and that the girle fhall findc. 

Tra. Comer then fhc,why ’tis impoffiblc. 

Gre, Why hec’s a dcuill.a deuill,a very fiend. 

Tret. Why file’s a deuill,a dcuill.the dcuds damme. 
Gre. Tut,fhe’s a Lambc,aDoue,a foolc to him: 
lie tell you fir Lucentio ; when the Pricft 
Should aske if Katherine fhould be bis wife, 

I,by goggs woones quoth he,and lworelo loud, 

That all amaz’d the Prieft let fall the booke. 

And as he (loop’d againe to take it vp, 

This mad-brain’d bridegroome tooke him iuch a cufre, 
That downe fell Prictt and bookc,and booke and Pried, 
Now take them vp quoth he, if any lift. 

Tra, What faid the wench when he rofc againe ? 
gre. Trembled and fhookc: for why,he (lamp’d and 
fwote,as if the Vicar meant to cozen him : but after ma¬ 
ny ceremonies done, hee calls for wine, a health quoth 
he,asifhehadbeeneaboord carowfing to his Mates af¬ 
ter a (lorme, quaft off the Mulcadell,and threw the lops 
all in the Sextons face: hauing no other rcafon, but that 
hi* beard grew thinne and hungerly.and feem’d to aske 
him fops as hee was drinking: This done,hee tooke the 
Bride about the necke, and kid her lips with fuch a cla¬ 
morous fmacke, that at the parting all the Church did 
cccho: and I feeing this,came thence tor very (hame.and 
after mecl know the rout is comming, fuch a mad mar- 
ryage neuer was before: batke, harkc, I heare the min- 
ftrels play, ‘Muftcke playes. 

Enter Petruehio t KatefEianca, Ho rtenfio^Bapt ijla. 

Pffr.Gentlemcn & friends, I thank you for your pains, 
I know you thinketo dine with me to day. 

And haue prepar’d great (lore of wedding che ere. 

But fo it is, my hade dot^ call me hence. 

And therefore heere 1 meanc to take my leauc. 

Bap. Is’t poffible you will away to nights’ 

Pet. I muff away to day before night come. 

Make it no wonder: ifyou knew my bufineffe, 

You would intreat me rather goe then day : 

And honeft company,! thanke you all, 

Thathaue beheld me giue away my felfe 
To this mod patient,fwcet,and vertuous wife. 

Dine with my famcr.drinke a health to me. 

For I mud hence,and farewell to you all. 

Tra. Let vs intreat you Say till after dinner. 

Pet. It may not be. 

Gra. Let me intreat y ou. 

Pet. Itcannotbe. 

Kat. Let me intreat you. 
pet. I am content. 

Kat. Are you content to day ? 
pet. Ism content you fhall entreat me day, 

Bu t yet not day,entreat me how you can. 


Kat. Now ifyou loue me day. 

Pet. Grumto.my horfe. 

^ Gr«. 1 fir, they be ready, the Oates haue eaten tli, 
Kate. Nay then. 

Doe what thou cand, I will not goe to day, 

No,nor to morrow, not till I pleafe my felfe, 

The dote is open fir, there lies your way, 

You may be logging whiles your bootes are greeae: 
For me,lie not be gone till I pleafe my felfe, 

’Tis like you’ll proue a lolly furly groome , 

That take it on you at the firlffo roundly. 

Pet. O Kate content thce,prcthec be not angry. 

Kat. I will be angry, what had thou to doe? 
Fathcr,be quiet, he fhall day my leifure. 

Gre. I marry fir,now it begins to worke. 

Kat. Gcntlemen,forward to the bridall dinner 
I fee a woman may be made a foole 
If (he had not a (pirit to refid. 

Pet. They fhall goe forward Kate at thy command 
Obey the Bride you that attend on her. 

Goe to the fead, reucll and dominecrc, 

Carowfe full meafure to her maiden-head, 

Be niaddc and mcrry,or goe hang your felues: 

But for my bonny Kate , (he mutt with me: 

Nay, looke not big,nor ft ampe, nor (fare,nor fret, 

I will be matter of what is mine owne, 

Shee is my goods,my chattels,(he is my houfe, 

My houfhold-ftuffe.tny field,my barne, 

My boric,my oxc 5 my affe, my any thing. 

And hccre fhc (lands, touch her who euer dare, 
lie bring mine addon on the proudeft he 
That dops my way in Padua : Grumio 
Draw forth thy weapon,we are befet with thecues, 
Refcue thy Midrcffe if thou be a man: 

Feare not 1'wcet wencb,they fhall not touch thee Kelt, 
He buckler thee againd a Million. Exeunt.P.Kt, 
Tap. Nay,let them goe,a couple of quiet ones. (ing. 
Gre. Wenr they not quickly,1 fhould die with laugh- 
Tra. Of all mad matches neuer was the like. 

Luc. Mittreffe, what’s your opinion ofyourfiftet? 
Bian. 1 hat being road her felfe,fire’s madly mated. 
Gre. I warrant him Peirucbio is Kated. 

Bap. Neighbours and fricnds,though Bride&Bride- 
For to fupply the places at the table, (groomwants 
You know there wants no iunkets at the feaft : 
Lucentte , you fhall fupply the Bridegroomes place, 
And let Bianca take her fitters rcomc. 

Tra. Shall Tweet Bianca pradttfe how to brideit? 
Bap. She fhall Lucentio: come gentlemen lets got. 

Enter Grumio. Extent, 

Gru.: Fie.fie on all tired lades, on all mad Maftets,Jt 
all foule waies : was euer man fo beaten ? was euer man 
foraide ? was euer man fo weary ? I amfent beforeto 
make a fire.and they are comming after to warme them; 
now were not I a little pot,& foone hot; my verv lippo 
might freeze to my ^eech, my tongueto tberoofeotniy 
mouth,my heart in my belly, ere 1 fhould comebyatm 
to thaw me, but I with blowing the fire fhall warm*®? 
felfe: for confidering the weather, a taller man then 1 
will take cold: Holla, hoa Curtis. 

Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that calls fo coldly ? 

Gru. A piece of Ice : if thou doubt it, v ,oU 
Aide from my {boulder to my hcele, (( 
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tester 


irunbur my head and my 


Afire good 


J 


their blew coats brufh’d, and their garters of ah indiffe¬ 
rent knit, let them curtfic with their left Icggcs, and not 
prefume to touch a haire of my Madcrs horfc-taile, till 


gi 

C**‘ T c my roadcrand his wife comrmng Grume* , , . . , . - „ , 

CnT ' nhiCnrtui and therefore fire,firc, celt on no | they kiffe their hands. Arc they allrcadici 5 
Gru- uni j C.ur. They arc. 


an 1 

ot 

((he 


* ,tcr ' Is fo hot a (hrew as fhe’s reporred. 

C f‘ She was good Curtis before this frod: but thou 
, J 7(i Winter tames man, woman, and bead : font 
hathtam’d my old matter, arid my new- rtJftris, and my 

three inch foole, I am no bead. 
ru Ami hut chrec inches? Why thy home is a foot 
Son® am let the lead: Butwilr rhqii make afire, 
(hall I complaine on thee to our miftrb/ whofe hand 
being now at hand) thou fhaltfdone fecle, to thy 
Sd coinfort, for being (low in thy hot office. 

Cur. Iprethce good Grumio, tell me, how goes the 

a cold world Curtis in euery office but thine. & 
therefore (ire: do thv duty, and haue thy dune, for my 
Maderand midris ate alniptt frozen to death. 
q UY ' There’s fire readic, and therefore good Grumio 

the newes. 

Gru. Why Iackc boy, ho boy, and as much newes as 

wilt thou. ^ . 

Cur. Come,you are fofdi of coni catching. 

Gru. Why therefore fire, tor I haue caught extreme 
cold. Where’s the Cooke, is fupper ready, the houfe 
trini’djtyfhes ftrew’d, cobwebs (wept, theferuingtnen 
in theirnew fuftian, the white fine kings, and euery offi- 
cerhis wedding garment on? Be thelackcs fairewuh- 
in,thcGilswithout, the Carpets.Iaide, and cuerie 
thing in order ? 

Cm. All readie : and therefore I pray thee newes. 

GrU. Firft know my horfe is tired, my mafter& mi¬ 
rths falne out. Cttr. How? 

Gru. Oucoftheir faddlcsinto thedurr, and thereby 
hangs a tale. 

Cur. Let’s ha': good Grnmio. 

Cm. Lend thine care. 

Cur . Heere, 

Gru. There# 

Cur . This *tis to feelc a talc,not to heart a talc, 

Gru , And therefore’tis cai\l a fcnfiblet3le: and this 
Cuffewas but to knockeat your care, and bcfcech lilt 
ning;now I begin, Inprimis w> ecame downe a fowle 
hill, my Matter riding beninde my Miftris. 

Cur . Both of one horfe ? 

CJrft. What's chat to thee? 

Cur* Why a boric. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale: but hadft thou not crott ine, 
thou fhouldft haue heard how her horfe fel, and fhc vo¬ 
der her horfe: thou fiiouldttliaue heard in howmicrya 
dice, how (he was bemoil'd, how hcc left her with the 
lorfe vpon her, how he beat me becaufc her horfe fturo- 
>lcd,how (he waded through thedurttoplucke him off 
me: how he (Wore,how flic prai’d, that neuer prai’d be¬ 
fore : how I cried,how the horfes ranne away, how her 
bridle was burft : how I loft my crupper, with manic 
things ofworthy memorie, which now fhall die inobli- 
uion, and thou returnc vnexperienc’d to thy grauc. 

Cur. By this rcckning he is more (hrew than fhe. 
Gr^.I^nd chat thou and the proudeft of you all (ball 
nude when he comes home. But what talkc I of this? 

all forth Nathaniel, lofeph , Nicholai^hiUif fP alter y Su- 
gnfop and the reft; let their heads beeflickcly comb’d. 


Gru. Call them forth. 

Cun Do you bcarc ho?you muft mcete my maifter 
tocoumenance my miftris# 

Gru. Why fhe hath a face of her ownc. 

Cur . Who knowes not that? 
grv. Thou it feemes, chat cals for company to com>? I 
tenanccher. ' A 

Cun i call thorn forth to crcdit her# 

Enter four* or fue fern wgmen* . 

Gru. Why she comes to borrow nothing ofthera. 

Welcome home Grumio. 

VmL How now Grumio. or/ ] 

lof. What Grumio. 

JVichj Fellow Grumio. I 

Nat. How now old lad* 

Gru. Welcome yon: how now you: what you: fcl-> 
lew you: and thus mqchfor greeting* Now my fprucc 
companions, is all readre,and all things neatc? 

Nat. All things is readic, how neere is our matter ? • * 

0We. E’neat hand^alighted by thisiand thcreforebc 
not-Cockcs pafiTioi^filcncc, I heare my matter. 


£ntcr Petruchio and Kate. 

Pet. Where be thefe knaucs? What no man at doorc 
To hold my ftirrop, nor to take my horfe ? 

Where is Nathaniel y Gregory, Phillip. 

Pilfer. Heerc,heerefir,hecrcfir# > 

Pet , Heere fir,hecre fir,hecre fir,I»eere fir. 

You logger-headed and vnpellifht groomes: 

What? no attendance? no regard? no dutic? 

Where is the foolifh knaue I lent before ? 

Grtu Hccre fir, as loolifh as I was before^ 
ret. You pcz.aut,fwain,you horfon malt-liorfe crudg 
Did I not bid thee meete me in the Parke, 

And bring along thefe rafeal knaues with thee? 

Grumio. Nathaniels coate fir was not fully made, 

And gabrels pumpes were all vnpinkt Fth heele: 

1 here was no Linke to colour Petcrshzt* 

And Walters dagger was not come from fhcathitvg: 
There were none fine, but .Adam. Rafc y and Gregory , 
Jhe reft were ragged, old, and beggerly. 

Yet as they are, heere are they come to meete you. ? 

Pet a Corafcals ; go,andrctchmy fupper in; Ex.Ser 
Where is the life time late I led? 

Where are thofe?Sit down cKate f 
And welcome. Soud ? foud,foud, foud* 

Enter feruaqts with fupper » 

Why when I fay? Nay good fweete Kate be merrie. 

Off with my boots, you t:ogue» :you villaines, when ? 

It was the Friar of Ordersgray , 

As he forth walked on his way. 

Out you rogue, you pluck# my footc awrie, 

Take that, and mend the plucking of the other# 

Be merrie Kate : Some water heerc : what hoa* 

£nter cue with water . 

Where’s my Spaniel Troihu ? Sirra, get you hence. 

And bid my cozen Ferdinand come hither: 

One Kate that you muft krff^and be acquaint c d with. 
Where are my Slippers ? Shall I haue fome w at cr ? 

Come Kate and wafli,& welcome heartily: 
you horfon villaine, will you let it fall^ 

T j Kate 
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Kate . Patience I pray you, ’twas a fault vnwillittg. 
Pet. A horfon beetle-headed flap-ear’d knaue : 
Come Kate fit downe, I know you haue a ftomacfce. 
Will you giue thankes, fweete Kate, or elfc (hall I ? 
What’s this. Mutton ? 
i.Ser. I. 

Pet . \Vhoi>roughtit? 
peter* I. 

Pet. Tisburnt,andfois.all themeate: 

What dogges are thefe ? Where is the ralcall Cooke ? 
How durft you viilavnes bring it from the drefier 
And ferue it thus to me that loue it not ? 

There, take ic to you, trenchers, cups,and all: 

You hcedlefle iQlt-heads, and vnmanner’d flaues. 
•What, doyou grumble? lie be with you ftraight, 

Kate . 1 pray you husband benot fodifquict, 

The meate was well, if you were lb contented. 

Pet. I tell thee Kate, ’ewas burnt and dried away, 
And I expreflely am forbid to touch ic: 

For ic engenders choller,planteth anger. 

And better ’tw.erc that both of vs did faft. 

Since of our fclucs, our ielucs are cbollerick e. 

Then feede it with fuch oucr-rofted flefh: 

Be patient, to morrow’c (halbc mended, 

Andforthis night we 1 faft foe coirrpame. 

Come I wil bring thee to thy Eridall chamber. Exeunt. 
Enter Servants feuerally. 

Nath. Peter didft euer fee the like. 

Peter . He kils her in her own© humor. 
grnmio. Where is he? 

Enter Curti* a Seruant. 

Cur. In her chamber, making a lermon of contincn- 
cie to her, and railes,and fweares, and rate i, that fbee 
(poore foulc) knowes not which way to (tamd^to lookc, 
to fpcake, and fits as one new rifen from a dreame. A- 
way, away, for he is conmniifg hither. 

Enter Tetrukbio. 

Pet. Thus haue 1 politickely begun my reigne. 

And ’tis my hope to end fucceflcfully : 

My Faulconnow is ilvarpe,;mdpalTing'cmptie, 

Ana til (he ftoope, flic mult not bv. full gorg’d, 

For thentheneuer lookes vpon her luve. 

Another way I haue to man rry Haggard, 

To make her conic,and know her Keepers call: 

That is, to watch her, as we watch thefe Kites, 

That baite, and beatc,and will not be obedient: 

She cate no meate to day, nor none (hall catc. 

Laft night (he flept not, nor to night The (hall not: 

As with the meate, fomc vndefenued fault 
lie finde about the making of the. bed, 

And hcere lie fling the pillow, there the boulftcr. 

This way the Couerlet, another way the fheets : 

■I, and amid this hurlie I intend. 

That all is done in reuerend care: of her, , * 

And in condufion, (he fhal wat'di all night. 

And if flic chance to nod, lie radle and brawlc. 

And with the clamor keepc h^r ftil awake: 

This is a way to kil a Wife with kindneffc. 

And thus Ileciirbeher mad and headftrong humor: 

He that knowes betterh;ow to tame a fivrew. 

Now let him fpeakc, ’tis charity to (hew. Exit 

Enter Tranio and Hortenfio: 

Tra. Is’tpofsible friend Utfie, that m\Rv\s 'Bianca 
Doth fancie any other but Lucent it, 
t tel you fir, (he beares me ftixein band. 

Luc. Sir,tofatisfieyou in what I haue faid, 


Stand by, and marke —— 

Ent er Tianca. 

Hor. No w Miftris, profit you in what vou. j 

near t« vr 

Hor. Quieke proceeders marry, now tel m.r 
you chat durft fweare that your miftris Bianca ^ 
Lou’d me in the World fo wel 3 $ Lucentio. 

Tra. Oh defpightful Loue, vneonftant womanly 
I tel tnee Lif.o this ts wonderfull. * B< ^ 

Hor. Miftakenomore, IamnotLi/fo 
Nor a Mufitian as I feeme to bee. 

But one that fcorne to liue in this difguife, • 

For fuch a one as leaues a Gentleman, 

And makes a God of fuch a Cullion ; 

Know fir, that I am cal’d Hortenjio, 

. Tra. Signior Hortenjio ,1 haue often heard 
Of your entire affedion to Bianca, 

And fince mine eyes are witnette of her lightneffe * 
1 wil with you, ifyou be fo contented, 

F 01 fweare Bianca, and her loue for euer. 

Hor. See how they kiffe and court: Signior Lnctnti 
Heerc is my hand, and heerc I firmly vow 
Newer ro woo her more, but do forlweareKer 
As one vnworthic all the former fauour* 

1 hat I haue fondly flatter’d them withall. 

Tra. And heere I take the like vnfained oath, 
Ncucrto marrie with her, though file would int’teate 
Ficon her, feebowbeaflly flae doth court him , 1 ’ 

Hor. Would all the world but he had quite forfwoi 
For me, that I may furcly keepe minceath. 

1vvil be married to a wealthy Widdow, 

Ere three dayes paffe, which hath as long lou’d tut, 

As I haue lou’d this proud difdainful Haggard, 

A'.id fo farcwel fignior Lucent to, 

Kindneffc in women, not their beauteous looker 
Shal win my loue, and fol take my leaue. 

In refolution, as I fwore before, 

Tra. Miftris Bianca , b’cffc you with fuch grace, 

As iongeth to a Louers b.'effed cafe: 

Nay, I haue cane you napping gentle Loue, 

And haue forfworncyou with Hortenjio. 

Bian. Tran 10 you left, but haue you both forfivorm 
tnee? 

Tra. Miftris we haue. 

Luc. Then vvearc rid oiLifie. 

Tra. I’faith hce’l haue a luftie Widdow now, 

That ftialbe woo’d, and wedded in a day. 

Btan. God giue him ioy. 

Tra. I,andhee’l tame her. 

‘ Bianca . He fayes lo Tranio. 

Tra. Faith he is gone vmo the taming fchoole. 

“Bian. The taming fchoole: what is there fuch aplacei 

Tra. 1 miftris, and Tetruchio\% the mafter. 

That teacheth trickts eleuen and twentie long, 

To tame a fir re w, and ebarme her chattering tongue. 

Enter Bwidello. 

Biott. Oh Mafter, mafter I haue wntchtfo long, 
That I am dogge-wearie, but at laft I fpied 
An ancient Angel comming down* tbe hill, 

Wil feme the turne. 

Tra, What is he 'BiendtUo} 

’Bit. Mafter,* Marcastant.ora pedant, 
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fC^otvb»*.butfiwMll inappa^rcil, 
t cate and countenance filrely like a Father. 

° Inc. And what of him Tranio ? 

jfhe be credulous, and cruft my talc, 
tfe make hun glad to feeme Hincefo 
And affurancc to TSapttfla MtnoU. 

Ac ifhc were the tight Vinccntio . 

A par. Take me your loue, and then let me alone. 
Enter a Pedant, 
pel God fane you fir. 

jra* A nc * y ou y ou are wc ^ comc » 

Trauaileyou farre on, or are you at the fanbeft ? 

Tel Sir at the fartheft for a weeke or two. 

Rut then vp farther, and as farre as Rome, 

And fo.to Tripoiic, tfGod.lend me life. 

Tra. WhatCountreyman I pray? 

Ped. OiMantua. 

Tra. Of 'Mantua Sir, marrie God forbid. 

And coinc to Padaa careldTeofyour life. 
ped. My life fir? how 1 pray? for that goes hard. 

Tra. Tis death for any one in Mantua 
To come to Padua, know you not the caufe ? 

Your Alps are at Venice, and the Duke 
For priuatequarrertwixtyourDukeand him. 

Hath publife’d and proclaim’d it openly : 

Tis mcru3ile, but thac you are but newly come, 
you might haue heard it elfc proclaim’d about. 

Ted. Alas fir, it is worfe for me then fo. 

Fori haue bils for monie by exchange 
From Florence, and muft heerc cicliucr them. 

Tra. Wel fir,todoyoucourtefie, 

This vvil I do, andthisl wil aduifeyou. 

Firft tell me, haue you euer beene at Piia ? 

Ted . I fir, in Pifa haue I often bin, 
pifarenowned for graue Citizens. 

Tra. Among them know you one Vincentio > 

Ped. I know him not, but I haue heard of him s 
AMerchant of incomparable wealth* 

T r a. He is my lather fir, and footh to fay, 

In count’nance fomewhat dc^h refemble you. 

'Em. As much as an apple doth an oyfter, & all one. 
Tra. To fauc your life in this extremitie, 

This fauor wil I do you for his fake,^ 

And thinkc it not the worft of all your fortunes. 

That you are like to Sir Vincentio. 

His name and creditc fhai you vndertakc, 

And in my houfe you fhal be friendly lodg’d, 

,ooke that you take vpon you as you fhould, 
fou vndeflftand me fir : fo fhal you (lay 
Til you haue done your bufinefie in the Citic: 
f this be court’fie fir, acceptof it. 

Ped. Oh fir I do, and wil repute you euer 
The patron of my life andlibertie. 

Era . Then go with me, to make the matter good, 
'his by the way I let you vnderftand, 

/ly father is heerc look’d for eueric day, 
o paflc afiurancc of a dowrc in marriage 
Twixt me, and one Baptiftaa daughter heere: 
nail thefe circumftances lie infiiutS you, 

Go with me to cloath you as becomes you. Exeunt. 



Efit$r Kathenna and (f rv&ie, 7 


grtt. No, no forfooth I cfarc not for my life. 

Ka. The more my wrong, the more his fpitc appears. 
What, did he marrie meto famifli me ? - 

Bcggers that come vnto my fathers doore, 

Vpon intreatie haue a prefent almes, 
lfnor, clfewhere they meetc with charitie: 

But I, who neuer knew how to intreat. 

Nor ncfjcr needed that I fliould intreatc, 

Am ftanTd for meate, giddic for lacke offleepe: 

With oathes kept waking, and with brawling fed, 

And that which fpights me more then all thefe wants 
He docs it vndcr name of perfect loue : 

As who fiiould fay. ifj iliould fleepe or eatel 
Twerc deadly fickneffc, or elfc prefent death. 

I prethee go, and get me fome repaft, 

I care not what, fo it be holfome food©. 

Cjth. \Vhat fay you to a Neats foote ? 

Kate. Tis pafsing good, I prethee let me haue it. 

Grtt. I icare it is too cnollerickc a meate. 

How fay you to a fat Tripe finely broyl'd i 
Kate. I like it well, good Grumio fetch it me. 

Gru. I cannot tell, 1 teare *tis chollcricke. 

What fay.you to a peece ofBcefc and Muftard? 

Kate. A difii that I do loue to feede vpon. 

Cm. I, but theMuflfard is too hot a little. 

Kate. Why then the Beefe, and let the Muftard reft. 
Gru. Nay then I wil not, you fhal haue the Mufta^d 
Or elle you get no beefe ofGrumio. 

Kate . Then both or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
gru. Why then the Muftard without the beefe. 

Kate. Go get thee gone, thou falfe deluding {laue/ 

heats htm. 

That fecd’ft me with the verie name of meate. 

Sorrow on thee, and all the packe ofyou 
Thac triumph thus vpon my mifery : 

Go gee thcegone, Ifay. 

f 

Enter Petruchio^and Hortenjio with meate. 

Petr. How fare* my Kate, what Tweeting all a-mort ? 
Hor . Miftris.what ©heere? 

Kaxe. Faith as cold as can be. 

Pet. Plucke vp thy fpirits,looke cheerfully vpon me. 
Hccre Loue, thou feeft how diligent 1 am. 

To drelle ihy meate my felle, and bring it thee. 

I am fure fweet Kate, this kindneffe melees thankes c 
What, not a word? Nay then, thou Jou’ft it not; 

And all my paines is lorred to nopropfe* 

Heere take aw ay this difh. 

Kate. I pray you let it ftand. 

Pet. The pooreft feruice is rep^lde with thank.es. 

And fo fhall mine before you couch the meate. 

Kate. Ithankeyoufir. 

K*r. Signior Petruchio , fie you are too blame: 

Come Miftris Kate, He beare you companie. 

Petr. 2 te it vp all Hortenjio, if thou loueft mc« 5 
Much good do it vnto thy gentle heart: 

Kate eate apace; and now my honie Loue, 

Will we returne vnto thy Fathers houfe, 

Andrcuell it as brauely ns thebeft, T 

With filken coats and caps, and golden Ring$^ 

W ith Ruffes and Cuffes,and Fardingale8,and thiogi; 

\V ith Scarfcs^and Hanncs, & double change ofbrai^ry 
With Amber Bracelets,Beades,and all this knau’ry.. 

What haft thou din’d ? TheTailor ftaies thy leafure, 
Todcckethy bodie with his ruffling treafure, 

Enter Tador . 
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\ Come Tailor, let vs fee thefe ornaments. 

Enter Haberdafher. 

Lay forth the gowne. What newes with.yeu fit? 

Ftl. Hecrc is the cap your Wotfihip did befpeakc. 
Pet. Why ibis was moulded on a porrenger, 
i A Veluct difh : Fie,fie, ’tis lewd and filchy, 

Why ’tis a cockle or a walnut-fheil, 

A knackc, a toy, a tricke, a babies cap : 

Away with it, come let me haue a bigger. 

Kate, lie haue no bigger, this doth fit the time, 

' And Gentlewomen wears fuch caps as thefe. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you fhall haue one too, 

! And not till then. 

■Her. That will not be in haft. 

Kate. Why lir I troft I may haue leauc to lj5eakc. 
And lpcake I will. I am no childe, no babe, 

Ydur betters haue indur’d me fay my ininde, 

Audit you cannot,beft you flop your cares. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart, 

Or els my heart concealing it wil breake, 

And rather then it (hall, I will be free, 

Euen to the vtxcrmoft as I plcafc in words. 

Pet. Why thou faift true, rt is paltric cap, 

A cuftard coffen, a bauble, a fifteen pic, 

I loue thee well in that thou lik’ft it not. 

Kate. Loue me, or loue me nor, I like the cap, 

At»d it I will haue, or I will haue none. / 

Pet. Thy gowne, why I: come Tailor let vs fec’t. 
Oh mcrcie God, whatmas,king ftuffe is hecre ? 

Whats this? a flecue ? ’tis like demi cannon, 

What, vpand downe-carud like an apple Tart? 

Heers fnip, and nip, and cut, and flifh and flafh. 

Like to a Ccnfor in a barbers (hopper 
Why what a dcuils name Tailor cal’ft thou this > 

Her . I fee (hces like to haue neither cap ncr gowne. 
Tat. You bid memakeitordcrlicand well, 
According to the fiihion, and the time. 

Pet. Marrie and did: but if you be reirembrsd, 

I did not bid you tnarre it to the time. 

Go hop me ouer euery kennell home, 
i For you (hall hop without my cuftome fir : 

? lie none of it; heaee,make your beft of it. 

Kate, i neucr faw a better fafhion’d gowne, 

M are queint, more pleafiog, nor more commendable: 
Belike you meane to make a puppcc of me. 

Pet, Why true, be meancs to make a puppet of thee. 
Tail. She faies your Worfhip mcanes to make a 
puppet of her. 

Pet. Oh monftrous arrogance: 

Thou lycft, thou thAed, thou thimble, 

Thou yard three quarters, halfe yard, quarter, naile, 
Thou Flea, thou Nit, tlwu winter cricket thou: 
Brau’din mine owne houfe with a skainc ofebred : • 
Away thou Raggc, thou quantitie, thou remnant. 

Or ’(ball fo bc-metethec with thy yard. 

As thou fhalt chinke on prating whil’ft thou liu’ft : 

I tell thee l.that thou haft marr’d her gowne. 

Tail. Yourwerfhip is deceiu’d, the gowne is made 
luftasmy mafterhad dirciftion : • 

Grttmie gaue order how it fhould be done. 

X3ru. I gaue him no order, I gatiehim the ftuffe. 

, \ frail. Bu t how did you defire it fhotild be made ? 

Gru. Mtrrriefir with needle and thred. 

Tail. But did you not requeft to haue it cut/ 

Gth. Thou baft fac’d many things. 

Tail. I haue. 
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Crn. Face not nice : thou hfiFbfaiHta^ r ‘ 
braue not roe ; 1 will neither bee fac’d nor hrS 
vnto thee, I bid thy Maftcr cutout the o OWn ' ■ d * 

notbidbimcutittopceces.ErootbcuIicfl ’ ut *<li( 

Cm. The note lies in’s throatc if he fa V 1 c 

Tail, Inprimis,a loofe bodied gowne 1 * Q o * 

Cm Matter, ifcuer I faid loofe-bodied gowne r 
m the skirts of it, and beate me to death with a b? 


me 


: 1 faid 


a gowne. 


no 


tome ofbrowne thred 
Pet, Proceedc. 

Tai. With a fmall compart cape- 
Cm. I confeffe the cape. 

Tai. With a trunkefleeue. 

Gru. I confeffe two fleeues. 

Tai : The fleeues curioufly cur. 

Pet, I there’s the villanie. 

(jru. Error i’th bill fir, error i’th bill? I comma i 

the fleeues (hould be cut out, and fow’d vp againe*” 
that He prouc vpon thee, though thy little finger he? 
med in a thimble. b C3f ' 

Tael. This is true tint I fay, and Iliad thee 
where thou fliouidft know it. ^ acc 

Gm, I am for thee ftraight: take thou the bill eill 

me thy meat-yard, and fparc not me. ’ ° uc 

Her. God-a-mercic Grumio, then hcc (hall haue 
oddes. 

Pet. Well fir in breefc the gowne is not for me. 
Cm. You are i’th right fir,\is for my miftris. 

Pet, Go take it vp vnto thy mafters vfe. 

Gru. Villaine, not for thy life: Takevp myMiftrcfli 
gowne for thy mafters vl'c. 

Pet. Why fir, what’s your conceit in that? 

Gru. Oh fir,the conceit is deeper then you think for, 
i Take vp my Miftris gowne to his mafters vfe. 

Qlyfie, fie,fie. 

Pet. Hbrtenjio, fay thou wilt fee the Tailor paidc 
Go take ic hence, be go»e, and fay no more. 

Her. Tailor, lie pay thee for thy gowne to morrow, 
Take no vnkindneffe ofhisbaftic words: 

Awi^fay,commend me to thy maftcr. Sxit Tail 

Pec. well, come my Kate ,wc will vnto your fathers, 
Euen in thefehoneft meane habiliments: 

Our purfes fhall be proud, our garments poore: 

For 'tis the minde that makes the bodic rich. 

And as the Sunnc breakes through the darkeft clouds, 
So honor peereth in the meaneft habit. 

What is the lay more precious then the Lark# 
Becaufe his feathers are more bcautifull. 

Oris the Adder better then the Eele, 

Becaufe his painted skin contents the eye. 

Oh no good Kate: neither art thou the worfe 
For this poore furniture, and meane array. 
Iftbouaccouotedrtic(hame,lay it on me. 

And therefore frolicke, we will hence forthwith, 

To featt and fport vs at thy fathers houfe. 

Go call my men, and let vs ftraight to him. 

And bring our horfes vnto Long-lane end. 

There wil we mount, and thither waike on foots, 

Let’s fee,I thinke’tisnowfomcfeucn a clocks, 

Aud well we may come there by dinner time. 

Kate. I dare affurc you fir,’tis aimoft two. 

And ’twill be fupper time ere you come there. 

Pet. It fliall be feuen ere I go to horfe: 

Looke what I fpeakc, or do, or chinke to doe. 

You 
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- «eftiU crofting it,fir*letc alone, 

Y ° U il noc goe to day. and ere I doe, •; 

« be what acloclc I fay it is, 

ltu^ s11 p 0 t his gallant will command the funne. 


_ Trani'x the pedm dre f r lik ~ e 
rr Sirs, this is the houfe, pleafe it you that I call. 
pj i what elfe, and but I be deceiucd, 

Jtoi^- ma !" OT ' mbc ; n,c 

^8 w cntic yeares a goe in Genoa. 

^ e * r ? ;Yhere we were lodgers, at the Pegafac , 

JL\{, and hold your owne in any cafe 
^ it h fuch auftcritie as longcth to a father. 

Enterlliondelloo 

pel I warrant you : but lir here comes your boy, 

T , er e cood he were fehool’d. 

'’peare you not him: firra BiondeHo, 

No ?doeyour dutic throughlie I aduiieyou: 

Imagine ’twere the right Vinctntio. 

Tion. Tut,fearenotme. 

Tr/i. B ,J t haft thou done thy errand to Taptijta. 

Tton- I tol( * ^ irn t * iat y our f a th« was at Tttnice, 

, i t h a c you look’t for him this day in Padua. 

^Tra. Th’art a tall fellow, hold thee that to drinke, 
Here com” : c your countenance fir. 

Inter Baptifta and Lucent to : Pedant bested 
and bare beaded. 

fra. Signior Baptifta you are happilie met; 

Sir, this i« the gentleman I told you of, 

I pray you ftand good father to me now, 

Giuc me Bianca for my patrimony. 

fed Sofcfon: fir by your leauc,hauing com to Padua 
Togatherin foroc debts, qny Con Lucent to t ? 

Mademe acquainted with a waighfy caufe 
Of loue betweene your daughter and himfelfc: 

And for the good report I hears of you, 

And for the loue he bcareth to your daughter. 

And fhe to him: to flay him not too long, 

I am content in a good fathers care bio 
Tohauehim matcht,and if you pleafe to like 
No worfc then I,vpon fome agreement 
Me (hall you finde rcadic and willing 
With one confenc to haue her fo beftowed : 

For curious 1 cannot be with you 
Signior Ts aptijia, of whom I hcare fo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I haue t;o lay, 

Your plaioncffe and your fhortneffc pleafe me well: 
Right true it is your fonne Lucentio here 
Doth loue my daughter,and (he loueth him, 

Or both diffemble deepely their affe&ions : 

And therefore ifyou fay no more then this, 

Thatlike a Father you will deale with him. 

And paffe my daughter a fufficient doyver. 

The match is made, and all is done, 

Your fonne (hall haue my daughter with confent. 

Tra. I thanke you fir.whcrc then doe you know beft 
Wc be affied and fuch affurance tane. 

As fhall with either pacts agreement ftand. - 
3ap, Not in my houfe Luc tut is,lot you know x \ 
Pitchers haue cares, and I haue manic feruants, - - 3;<1 
Befides old Gremio isharkning ftill, 

Andhappilie we might b« interrupted. jsril 

Tra. Then at my lodging,and,it iak< you, 

N .'smVj 

There doth my father lie :‘andtbene$hil night vtla 55 


Wcele pafle the bufinefle priuatcly and well: 

Send for your daughter by your feruanc here. 

My Boy fhall fetch the Scriucncr prcfentlic, . 

The word is this that at ldilcnder warning, 

You arc like to haue a thin and flcnder pittance. 

Tap. It likes me well: 

Cambio hie you home, and bid Hume a make her rcadic 
ftraight: 

And if you will tell what hath hapned, 

Lnsentios Father is arriued in Padna, 

And how fhe’s like to beL#cr»r/W wife. . 

2 3iond. 1 praic the gods ihe may witball my heart, 

Exit. 

Tr#». Dallic not with the gods^but get thee gone. 
Enter Peter . 

Signior 'Baptifta, fliall I leade the way. 

We;come, one mefle is like to be your cheerc, 

Come fir,we will better it in Ptfa* 

Bap. Ifollow you. ExeUnt. 

Enter Lttcentio and Biendello. 

Bion . Cambio. 

Luc. What faift thou Btondello. 

Biond . You faw my Mafter winke and laugh, vpon 

you? 

Luc . Btondello , what of that? 

Biond. Faith nothing : but has lefc mce here behindc 
to expound the meaning or morrall of his fignes and to¬ 
kens. 

Luc. I pray thee moralize them. . . ^ 

Biond . Then thus: Baptifta is fafe talking with the 
deceiuing Father of a deceitfull fonne. 

Luc. And what of him? 

Biond. His daughters to be brought by you to the 
fupper. 

Luc. And then. 

Bk. Theold Prieft at Saint Lukes Church is at your 

command at all houres. 

Luc. And what of all this. 

Bion. I cannot tell, expeft they,are bufied about a 
counterfeit afTurancc : take you affurance of her. Cum 
pretiilegio ad hypremendumfolcm) to th’ Church take ;the 
Prieft, Clarke^and fome fufficient honeft witneffes: 
if this be not that you looke fot, I haue no more to fay, 
But bid Bianca, farewell for euer and a day* 

Luc. Hear’ft xhouBtondello. 

Biond. I cannot tarry : 1 knew a wench maried ip an 
aftetnoone as fhee went to the Garden for Parfdeyto 
ftuffe a Rabit, and fo may you fir : andfo adewfir, my 
Maftcr hath appointed me to goe to Saint Luket to^bid 
the Prieft be readie to come againft you come with your 
appendix. Exit. 

Luc. I may 3nd will, if fhe be fo contented.* 

She will be pleas’d, then wherefore fhould I douJ)t; 
Hap what hap may, He roundly goe abput her: 

It fhall goe hard if Cambio goe wjjhouc her. 

<r 

Enter Vetruchio , Kate,Hortentio l n ^ 

Tetr. Come on a-Gods namc,oncemore towardpur 
fathers: . . 

Good Lord how bright and goodly (bines the Mofine,- 
Kate. TheMoone, the Sunne.it is not Moonelight 
now. 

Pet. I fay it is the Mpone that (bines fo bright. 

Kate- 1 know it is the Sunne rlnt (hines fo bright. 
Pet. Now by my mothers fonne, and that’s mj fcLfe, 

It 
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It (hall be moonejor ftarre,orvvhat I lift, 

Ot ere I iourady to your Fathers houfe: 

Goe on, and fetch our horfes backe againc, 

Euermorc croft and croft,tibthing but croft. 

Utrt. Say as he faie*, or we (hall ncuer goe. 

Kate. Forward I pray, fince we hauc come fo farre. 
And be it moone, orfunne,orwhat you pleafe: 

And if you pleafe to call it a rufli Candle, 

Henceforth I vovve it (hall be fo for me. 

Petr. I fay it is the Moone. 

Kate. I know itische Moone. 

Petr. Nay chcuyou lye: it is the blcfled Sunne. 

Kate. Then God be blcft, it in the blcfled fun. 

But fqnne it is not,when you fay it is not. 

And the Moone changes euen as your minde : 

What you will haue it nam'd,cuen tha. it is, 

And fo itihall befo for Katherine. 

Hort. Petruchio , goe thy waies.the field is won. 
Petr. Well,forward,forward,thus the bowlelhould 
And not vnluckily again!! the Bias.- (run. 

But foft. Company is comtning here- 

Enter Vineentio. 

Good morrow gentle Miftris, where away: 

Tell me fweete Kate, and tell me trucly too, 

Haftthou beheld a frefherGentlewoman : 

Such warre of white and red within her checkcs: 

What ftars do fpangle neauen vytth luch beautie. 

As thofe two eyes become that hcauenly face ? 

Fairc louely Maide,once more good day to thee: 
Sweete Kate embrace her for her beauties fake. 

Hort. A will make the man mad to make the woman 
ofhim. i 

Kate. Yong budding Virgit?,fatrc,and frefli,& fweet, 
J Whether away,or whether is thy aboade? i 

Happy the Parents of fo fairc a childe 
-Happier the mart whom fauourable ftars 
A lots thee for his louely bedfellow. 

Petr. Why how now Kate,l hope thou art not mad, 
•This is a man old, Wrin<?kled,fad«^,withered. 

And not a Maiden>as thou faift he is. 

Kate. Pardon old father my miftakingeies. 

That haue bin fo bedazled with the funne, 

Tbateuery thing I lookc on feemeth groene : 

Now I p erceiue thou art a reuerent Father: 

Pardon I pray thee for my mad mi flaking. 

' Petr. Do good old grandfire,& withall make known 
Which way thou trauelleft,if-aIong with vs. 

We (hall be ioyfull of thy companie. 

Pin. Fairc Sir-and you my merry Miftris, 

That-with your ftrange encounter much omafde me: • 
Myhamc is call’d Vineentio, my dwelling Pifa, 

And bound l am to Padua ,there to vifite 
A fotfrieofmine^which long I haue not fecne. 

Petr. : What is his name ? 

Vine. Lucent)o gentle fir. 

Petr. Happily met, the happier for thy fonne: 

And now by Law,a« well as reuerent age, 

Timayintitle theemy louing Father, 

The lifter to my wife,this Gentlewoman, 

THy'Sonneby this hafth married: wonder not, 

Notbe not gridued, fhe is of good efteemc, ■» 

Her dowrie wealthicjand of worthie birth j i 

Befide^fo qualified, as may befeenie 
ThdS'^'oufe of ariynoble Gentleman: 1 

fei?tncimbrace with oldVinceutio, 


r A 
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And wanderwe tofee thy hcnefUb^ 

Who will of thy arriuall be full ioy ou , ’ 

Vine. But is this true, or is-it eif c vbur'ni. r 
l ike pleafant trauailors to breakcaJcft ^ a ^ r<r > 
Ypon the companie you ouertake? 

Hert\ I doe aflure thee father fo fti s 

Her. Well Petruchio , this has pur mc ; n i, S ’ 

Haue to my Widdow, and iflhcfroward 5 
1 hen haft thou taught Hortentto to be vneovvard 

Enter Biondello, Lucentioand Bt/tnea, Grem 
h out before. ’ '° 

Biond. Softly and fwiftly fir,for the Prieft; 

Luc. 1 flie Biondello; but they may chain-/ 
thee at home,thereloreleauevs. * 0 ncedc 

Biond. Nay faith. He fee the Church a vourK^' 

and then come backe to my miftris as foone as I ackc ' 
Gre. 1 tnaruaile Cambio comes not all this whilf 

Enter Petruchio, Kate, Vincentto, CjrHmio • * 
with Attendants. 

\a P c\ Sir u CrCSthe doore ’ this ls ^w^rwhoufe 
My bather* bcarcs more toward the Market-place * 
Thither muft I,and here I leauc you fir. * 

rin. You fhallnot choofcbut drinkebeforevou 
I thinkc I lhall command your welcome here* ^ 

And by all likelihood lome chcercis toward/ }( 

Grem. They're bulie within, you were bed knlrl'’ 
lowder. tKC 

Pedant Met out of the window. 

dvfgi e? ha * HC th3t kn ° cJ{es as hc woultJ do We 

Kin. h Signior Luccfoio‘within fir? 

Pid. He’s withih fir,1jut not to be fpoken withall, 
Vine: W hat ii'amaflbting him a hundred poundor 
two to make me^rie withall. r 

Ped. Keepe yttur hundred pounds to your felfe, h« 
(ball needc none fo long as 1-liue. 

Petr. Nay,I told you your fonne was well belouedin 
Padua : doe you heare fir, to Jcaue friuolous circumftan. 
ccs, I pray you tdl fignior Lucentio that his Father is 
come from Pifa, and js here at the doore to l'pcakcwith 
him. 

Ped. Thou lieft his Father is come from Padua, and 
here looking out at the window. 

Vin. Art thou His father? 

Ped. I fir,fo his mother laies,if I may belecuc her. 
Petr. Why how now gentleman: why this isflatkna. 
uerie to take vpon you another mans name. 

Peda. Lay hands on the villa ine, I beleeuea meaner 
tocofen fome bodie in thisCicie vnder my couctenance. 
Enter Biondello. 

Bio. I haue feene them in the Church together, Cod 
fend’em good (hipping: but who is here? mine old Ma- 
ftcr Vineentio : now wee arc vndone and broughtono¬ 
thing. 1 L::’.. ). 

Vin. Come hither crackhempe. ' 

Bion. I hopelinay ehoole Sir.' - 1 ’ 

Vin. Comelvidver you rogue, what haue you forgot 
mee? .onunjl am •* J 
Biond. Forgot you,no fir: I coaldnoc forget you, for 
I ncuer faw you before irtall mji lrfe. . av. cf-" 
Vine. WhMf,yiMi noroti ous yiliaine,didft thou ncuer 
feathy Miftrit^father, ymcemia'bdnth - thofc 532 .; 

Bion, What 


The 7 anting of the Shrew. 


■“what mV old worfhipfull old maftcr? yes 
he lookc, out ofthe window. 
aieC Tft f Q jndeede. Hebeatts Biondello. 
tion Helpc> hel P c > hclpe,here’s a mad man will mur- 

der fL Helpe.fonnq, helpe fignior Haptifta. 

p'cir P ree ‘ hc Katelct * ftand ai * ldc 3tld 1CC tflC Cnd 

this contr° ucrflc * 

£»ter Pedant with feruanttfBaptifia,Tramo. 

fra Sir, what arc you that offer to beatc my fer- 

ual jL What am I fir:nay what are you fir: oh immor- 

IlGo'ddesrohfine villaine, a Glkcn doubtlct, a vel- 
W hofe a fcariet cloake, and a copataine hat: oh 1 am 
uet . flC) lam vndone: while I plaiethc good husband 
at "home> my fonne and my feruaot fpend all at the vni- 

How now, what’s the matter ? 
fait. Whatisthcmanlunatickc? 
fra.' Sir,youfeeinea fober ancient Gentleman by 
ur [jjijit. but your words (hew you a mad man : why 
f,r whjc «rnes it you,ifI weare Pearle and gold:I thank 
my good Father, I am able to maintaine it. 

yin. Thy father: oh villaine, he is a Saile-makcr in 

You miftake fir, you miftakc fir, praie what do 
you thinkeishisname? 

’ y t n. His name, as if I knew not his name : I haue 
broughthim vp eucr fince he was three yeeres old, and 
his name it Tronic. 

ped. Awaie,awaie mad affe, his name is Lucentio,and 
he is mine onelie fonne and heire to the Lands of mc fig¬ 
nior Vineentio. 

yen. Lucentio: oh he hath murdred his Mafter; laic 
hold on him I charge you in the Dukes name: oh my 
fonne,my fonne: tell me thou villaine, where is my (on 
Lucentio ? 

fra. Call forth an officer: Carrie this mad knaue to 
theIaile: father Baptifia, I charge you fee that hec be 
forth comtning. 

Vtnc. Carrie me to the Iaile? 

gre. Staie officer,he (hall not go to pri fon. 

Bap. Talke not fignior gremio: I faie he (hall goe to 
prifon. 

Gre. Take heede fignior Baptifia, leaf! you be coni- 
catchtin this bufinefle: I dare fwearethis is the right 
Vineentio. 

Ped. Sweareifthoudar’ft. 
gre. Naie, 1 dare not fweare it. 

Tran. Then thou wert beft faie that I am not Lh- 
centis . 

Gre . Yes, I know thee to be fignior Lucentio. 

Bap. Awaie with the dotard, to the Iaile with him. 

Enter "Biondello , Lucentio and Biavcu. 

Vin .Thus flrangers may be haild and abufd : oh mon- 
(Irous villaine. 

Bion. Oh we are fpoil’d,and yonder he is,denie him, 
forfwcare him, or clfe wc are all vndone. 

Exit Biondello ffranio and Pedant as faft as may be* 

Luc. Pardon fweete father. Kntele. 

Vin. Liues my fweete fonne ? 

Biin. Pardon decre father. 

Bap, How haft thou offended, where is Lucentio ? 

Here’s right fonne to *thc right Vi#- 

centioy 


That hauc by marriage made thy daughter mine, • 
While counterfeit luppofes blccr’d thine cine. 

Gre . Here’s packing with a witneffe to deceiue vs all 

Vin. Where is that damned villaine Tranio , 

That fa^d and braued mc in this matter fo? 

Bvp . Why,cell mc is n<ot this my Cambio ? 

Bian. Cambio is chang’d into Lucentio. 

Luc. Loue wrought thefe miracles. Biancas Ioue 
Made me exchange my ftate with Tranio , 

While he did birarc my countenance in the towne. 

And happilic I haue arriued at the laft 
Vnco thewifhed hauen of my bliffe: 

What Tranio did,my felfe enforft him to; 

Then pardon him fweete Father for my fake. 

Vin. lie flic the villainesnofe that would haue fent 
me to the Iaile* 

Bap. But doe you heare fir, haue you married my 
daughter without asking my good will / 

Vin. Fearc not BaptijL *,wc will content you, goe to : 
but I will in to be rcueng’d for this villanic. £xit. 

Bap. And I to found the depth of this knauerie. Exit. 

Luc. Lookc not pale Bianca ^thy father will not frown. 

Exeunt. 

Cre . My cake is doug : hbuc He in among the reft, 

Out of hope of all, but my fhare of the feaft, 

Ad/e.Husband let’s fbllow,to fee the end of this adoe. 

Petr. Firft ki(Te mc Kate ,and wowill. 

Kate. What in the midft of the ftrccte } 

Petr. What art thou afnara’d of me ? 

Kate. Mo fir,God forbid.but afhanf d to kifle. 

Petr . Why then let’s home againe; Come Sirra let’s 
awaie. 

Kate. Nay, I will giuc thee a kiCTe, now praie thee 
Loueftaic. 

Petr. Is not this well? come my fweete Kate. 


Better once then ueucr, for neuer to late. 


AUus Quintus . 


Enter Baptifta^Vincentioftjremio.jbe Pedant^LucenttOiand 
Bianca. Tranio , Biondello Grumio , And tViddow : 

The Seruingmen with Tranio bringing 
in a "Banquet. 

Luc. At laft, though long, our iarring notes agree, 
And time it is when raging warre is come. 

To fmik at fcapes and perils ouerblownc: 

My iwt Bianca bid my father^wclcome. 

While I with felfcfame kindnefle welcome tinned 
Brother Petruchio ,fifler Katerina , 

And thou Hortcntio with thy louing TViddow: 

Feaft with the beft,3nd welcome to my houfe, 

My Banket is to clofe our ftomakes vp 

j^ftcr our great good cheerc: praie you fit downc, 

p 0 r now wc fit to chat as well as eate. 

Petr . Nothing but fit and fit,and eate and cate* 

Bap . Padua affords this kindnefle, fonne Petruchio. 
Petr. Padua affords nothing but what is kinde. 

Hoy. For both our fakes I would that word were true. 
Pet. Now for my life Hortentio fearcs his Widow* 
lTid. Then neuer tiuftmeiflbeaffeard. 

Petr. Youarcvenc fenciblc, and yet you mifle my 
fence: 

I mcane Hortentio is afeard of you. 

md. K* 



Exeunt. 
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\ Wid. He that is giddie thinks chc world curns round. 
Petr. Roundlie replied. 

Kat. Miftris.how meane you that? 

Wid. Thuslconceiueby him. 

Petr. Conceiues by me, how likes Hortentio that? 
Hor. My Widdow faics,thus fhe conceiues her tale. 
Petr. Veriewcll mended: kifi'c him for that good 
Widdow. 

K4/-.He that is giddie thinkes the world turnes round, 
I praie you tell me what you meant by that. 

Wid. Your housband being troubled with a ffirew, 
Mcafures my husbands forrow by his woe : 

And now you know my meaning. 

Kate. A vcric meane meaning. 

Wid. Right,] meane you. 

Kat . And I am meane indeedc, rcfpe&ing you. 

'Petr. To her Kate. 

Her. Toiler IFiddow. 

Petr . A hundred marks,my Kate does put her down. 

Hor. That’s my office 

Petr. Spoke like an Officer: ha to the lad. 

Drinbps to Hortentio. 

Bap. How likes Gremio thefe quicke witted folkcs? 
Gre. Bcleeuc me fir,they But together well. 

Biatt. Hcad,and but an haftie witted bodic. 

Would fay your Head and But were head and home. 
Vin. I Miftris Bride, hath that awakened you? 

Bian. 1,but not frighted me, therefore lie fleepe a- 
gainc. 

Petr. Nay that you fhall not fince you haue begun: 
Haue at you for a better ieft or too. 

Bian. Am I your Bird,I meane to ffiift my buffi. 
And then purfuc me as you draw your Bow. 

You are welcome all. Exit Bianca. 

Petr. She hath preuented me, here fignior Tranie } 
This bird you aim’d although you hit her not, 
Therefore a health to all that ffiot and mift. 

Tri. Oh fir, Lucent to dipt me like his Gray-hound, 
Which runs himfcltc.and catches for bis Matter. 

Petr. A good fwift fimilc,but fomething curriffi. 
Tra. Tis well fir that you hunted for your felfe: 

’Tis thought your Deere does hold you at a baic. 

Bap. Oh,oh Petrucbio, Tranio ’nits you now. 

Luc. I thanke thee for that gird good Tranio. 

Hor. Confe(re,confefle, hath he not hit you here? 
Petr. A has a little gald me I confeffe: 

And as the left did glaunce a waie from me, 

’Tis ten to one it maim’d you too out right. 

Bap. Now in good fadncfic Tonne Petrucbio, 

I tbinke thou haft the verieft ffirew of all. 

Petr. Well, I fay ho: and therefore firaffurance. 
Let’s each one fend vnto his wife. 

And he whofe wife is moll obedient. 

To come at firft when he doth fend for her. 

Shall win the wager which we will propofe. 

Hort. Content, what’s the wager? 

Luc ■ Twentie crowncs. 

Petr. Twentie crownes, 
lie venture fo much of rey Hawke or Hound, 

But twentie times fo much vpon my \V ite. 

Luc. A hundred then. 

Hor. Content. 

Petr. A match,’tis done. 

Hor. Wholliallbegin? 

Luc. That will I. 

Goe Biondelle, bid your Miftris come to me. 
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Bie, I goe! ~~ 

Bap. Sonne,lie be your hal kfBianca comes. *** 
Luc. He haue no halues: He beare it all m v feir. 
Enter Biondelle. 

How now,whatncwcs> 

Bio. Sir,my Miftris fends yon word 
That fhe is bufie,and ffie cannot come. 

Petr. How? ffie’s bufie,and fhe cannot come *l 
an anfwere ? * lsth a 

Gre. I, and a kind® one too: 

Praie God fir your wife fend you not a worfe. 

Petr. I hope better. 

Hor. Sirra Biondello, goe and intreate mv 
come to me forth with. Exit'S* 

Pet. Ohhojintreateher, nay then ffiee muft nee ? 
come. ■* 

Hor. I am affraid ipr.doe what you can 
Enter Biondtllo. 

Yours will not be entreated: Now,where’s my •> 
Bion. She faies you haue fome goodly left in ha d 
She will not come .• ffie bids you come to her. ° ’ 
Petr. Worfe and worfe, ffie will uot come*: 

Oh vildc,intollerable,notto be indur’d : 

Sirra Gr#w»e,goe to your Miftris, 

Say I command her come to me. £ 

Hor. I know her anfwere. 

Pet. What? 

Hor. She will not. 

Petr. The fouler fortune mine,and there an end. 
Enter Katerina. 

"Bap. Now by my hollidam here comes Katerina, 
Kat, What is your will fir, that you fend forme? 
Petr. Where isyourfifter,and Hortenfiot Wife) 
Kate. They fit conferring by the Parlcr fire. 
Petr. Goe fetch them Hither,ifthey denictocomc 
Swinge me them foundly forth vnto their husbands:' 
Away I fay,and bring them hither ftraight. 

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talkc of a wonder. 
Hor. Andfo it i s: I wonder what it boads. 

Petr. Marriepeace it boads, and !ouc,and qoietlift. 
An awfull rule,and tight lupremicie: 

And to be fiiort, what nor,that’s fweete and happie, 
Bap. Now faire-befall thee good Petrucbio ; 

The wager thou haft won.and I will addc 
Vnto their Ioffes twentie thoufand crownes, 
Another dowrie to another daughter, 

For ffie is chang’d as flic had neucr bin. 

Petr. Nay,I will win my wager betteryet, 

And ffiow more figne of her obedience, 

Her new built vertue and obedience. 

Enter K«te,Bianca,andWiddow. 

See where flic comet,and brings your froward Wines 
As prifoners to her womanlie perfwafion: 

Katertne , that Cap of yours becomes you not, 

Off with thatbable,throw it vnderfootc. 

Wid. Lord let me neuer haue a caufe to figh, 

Till I be brought to fuch a fillie paffe. 

Bian. Fie what a foolifh dutie call you this? 

Luc. I would your dutie were asfooliffi too: 

The wifdorne of your dutie fairc Bianca, 

Hath coft me fiuc hundred crowncs fince fupper time* 
Bum. The more foole you for laying on my dutie. 
Pet. Katherine I charge thee tell thefe bead-flr ° n 5 
TWonKBpwhat dutit they doc owe their Lords and hui- 

bands. , _ 

Wid. Come, 
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- f Come on I fay, and firftbe S in with her * 
She ffiall not 


m 


- 1 I fay ffieffiall, and firft begin with her. 
y- Fie, fie, vnknit that thretaning vnkinde brow, 

ffrtnotfconiefullglancesftomcnofee.es, 

A nd d un a thy Lord, thy King, chy Gouernour. 

T o wound iny ^ froftf doebitc t he Meads, 

H bl f ‘5 ffiv fame, as whirlcwinds ffiakc tairc budds, 

C °j'n no fence is meete or amiable. 

A" din mrtU ’d is likeafountainetroubled, , 

^ihile it is fo, no" 6 >° dry or tbirftic 
A^.^.-ne to fip, ot touch one drop of it. 

?|,J tbandis thy Lord,thy life thy keeper 

bead ’ thy • ----- Commits his body 


?5 for ffiV maintenance. Commits his b 
TotainfnU labour, both by fca and land: 

Sh the night in ftormes, the day m cold, 
thou ly’ft warme at home, fccure and Talc, 
And clues .pother tribute at thy hands. 

Rut loue, fairc lookes, and true obedience; 

Too little payment for fo great a debt. 

Juch dutie as the fubieft owes the Pr ‘ ncc * 

Euen fuch a woman oweth to her husband: 

And when ffie is fro ward, peeuifli, fullen, lowre, 
And not obedient to his honeft will, 

What is ffie but a foule contend.ng Rebel!, 
Andgraceleffe Traitor to her louing Lord? 
Iatnalham’d that women arc fo fimple, 


i 


To offer warre, where they ffiould kneclc for peace: 

Or leeke ferrule, fupremacic,and fway, ' 

When they are bound to ferue, loue, and obay. 

Why are our bodies fofc, and weake, and friiooth, 

Vnapt to toyle and trouble in the world. 

But that our fofc conditions, and our harts, 

Should wcllagrce with our externall parts ? 

Come, come, you froward and vnablewormes, 

My minde hath bin as bigge as one of yours, 

My heart as great, my reafon haplie more, 

Tobandic word for word, and frowne forfrowne; 

But now 1 fee out Launccs are but ftrawes: 

Our ftrength as weake, our weakeneffc paft compare, 
That feeming to be moft, which wc indeed leaft arc. 
Then vale your fto.nackes, for it is no boote, 

And place your hands below your husbands footc: 

In token of which dutie, ifhepleafe. 

My hand is readie,may it do himeafe. 

Bet. Why there’s a wench: Come on, andkiflemce 
Kate. 

Luc. Well go thy waies olde Lad for thou (halt ha c. 
Fin. Tis a good hearing, when children.are toward. 
Luc. But a harffi hearing, when women are froward, 
Pet. Come Katz, weec’le to bed. 

We three are married,but you two are fped. 

’Twas I wonne the wager, though you hit the white. 
And being a winner, God giueyou good night. 

Exit Petrucbio 

Horten. Now goe thy wayes, thou haft tam’d acurft 
Shrow. 

L«c.Tis a wonder, by your lcaue, ffie wil be tam’d fo. 


finis: 
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Well, thatEnds Well. 


<lA elm primus. Secern ‘Prima. 



Enteryong Bertram Count ofRoffiHion, his C4fcther } and 
Belt xa, Lord Lofty? y all in blacke. 

^Mother. 

£N deliuering my Tonne from me, I binie a fc-r 
;corudiiusbaiid. 

Rof And 1 in going Madam, weep ore my 
Others death ancw;buc I muft attend hismaic- 
fties command, to whom I am now in Ward, tmermore 
infubieftion. 

Loft You {hall find of the King a husband Madame, 
you fir a father. He that fo generally is at all times good, 
muft of neceffitie hold hisyertue to you, whofe worthi- 
neffe would ftirre it vp where it wanted rather then lack 
it where there is fuch abundance, 

MoMSThni hope is there of his Maiefties amendment? 
Laft He hath abandon’d his Pkifiticns Madam, vn- 
dcr whofe pradifes he hath pcrfccuted time with hope, 
and finds no other aduaucagc in the procefic , but oncly 
the loofing of hope by time. 

Mo. This yong Gentlewoman had a father, O that 
had, how fad a paffage tis, whofe skill was almoft as 
great as hishonefiie,haditfiretch’dfofar, would hauc 
made nature immortallyand death fliouki hauc play for 
lacke of worke. Would for the Kings fake hee were li- 
uing, I thinke it would be the death of the King* diTcafe. 
Laft How call’d you the man ycu lpeake of Madam ? 
Mo. He was famous fir in his profeflion, and it was 
his great right to be fo : CJerardde Notbon, 

Loft He was excellent indeed Madam, the King very 
latelie fpokeof him admiringly, and mournmgly : hec , 
was skilfull enough to hauc liu’ci ftil,if knowledge could 
be fet vp againft mortallitie. 

Roft What is it (my good Lord)thc King Ianguilhes 
of? 

Loft A Fifiula my Lord. 

Rof I heard not of it before. 

Loft I would it were not notorious. Was this Gen¬ 
tlewoman the Daughter of Gerarddt Nnrbon ? 

Mo . His folc childe my Lord,and bequeathed to my 
ouerlooking. I h3iie thole hopes of her good, chather 
i education promiles her difpofitions fiice inherits,which 
makes taire gifts fairer: tor where an vneleane mind car¬ 
ries vertuous qualities, there commendations go with 
pitty, they arc vertuesand traitors too; in her they are 
the better for their limplcnefie; flic dcriues her honeflie. 


and atchecues her goodncffc. 

Laftew. Your commendations Madam o^r , 
tearcs. & c,ro ®h 

Mo.’T'is the beft brine a Maiden can feafon h 
in. The remembrance of her father neuer appro!?*? 
heart,but the tirrany of her forrowes takes all li„-i l 
from her chcekc. No more of this Helen* „ 0 ‘ h ° c 

more lcaft it be rather thought you affeda t’orrowV 
to hauc -— . 

Hell. I doe affcfl a forrow indeed, butT bane ■ 

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right ofti eV°' 
excefliucgrcefethcenemictotheliuin<\ aca ‘ 

Mo. If the liuing be enemle to the greefe. t f lc „ „ 
makes itloone mortall. • 

Rof. Maddam I delire your holic wi/lier. 

How vnclciftandwethat? 

Mo. Be thou bieft Bertrams, and fucceed thy father 
n manners as in (liapc : thy blood and vertua / 
Contend for Empire in thee, and thy goodnclfe 
, Share with thy birth-right. Loueall,truftafcw 
Ooe wrong to none : be able for thine cnemie * 
Rather in power then vfe: and keepe thy friend 
Vnder thy owne lifes key. Be chcckt for filence, 

"nt neuer tax’d for fpeech. What heauen more vvil, 
That thee may furnilh, and my prayers plucke downc. 
Fallon thy head..Farwell my Lord, 

'Tis an vnfeafon’d Courtier, good my Lord 
Aduifehjm. 

Laft Hecannoc want the be ft 
That fhall atteird his loue. 

Mo. Heauen bleffe him 2 Farvvcll 'Bertram. 

A*.The beft wifiies that can be forg’d in your thoghti 
be leruants to you : be comfortable to my mother, youi 
Miftrh, and make much ofher, 

Laft Farewell prettic Lady, you muft hold the ere* 
die of your father. 

Hell. O were that all, I thinkenot on my father, 
And thefc great teares grace his remembrance more 
I hen thofe I ftied for him. What was he like ? 

I haueforgott him. My imagination 
Carries no fauour in’t but Bertrams « 

J am vndonc, there is no liuing, none, 
If5er/r^beaway. Twere all one. 

That I fhould loue a bright particuler ftarre^ 

And think to wed it, he is fo aboue me 
In his bright radience and colateralllight, 
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^Krfhimy loue thus plagues it felfe 0 
^5 that would b« mated by the Lion 
Th‘K r joue. 'TwaspreKic. thougfca plague 
M«J d ‘ e £ eueriehoufetb fit and draw - 
r ° <e hed browcs>« hawking eie, his tthles 
B'< arC J ^table: heart too capeable 
In •, line and criok^ ofhis fweet fauo.Ur. 

0f* uerl LiftiHdrre, and my idolatrous fancie 

JgXEEj*®• ■ who hterW 

Enter Parrs lies. ■ 

, eocs with him*14owe him for his lake, 

? n rJct I know him a notorious Liar, 

S' him . * COWJ ’ 

Jf thev take place, when Vertuesftdely bones 

^ a f -Meakei'thcold wind : withall.full oftewe fee 
r ldwifcdomewaigheingon fuperfluoUi follie. 
f 0 , SaueyoufaireQueene. 

Jltl. And you Monarch. 
par. No, 

Tlel. And no. . . . . , 

pm, Are you meditating on virginitie* 
tj'i T. you haue fome ftaine of fouldier in you: Let 
m«as"keyou a queftion. Man is encode to vng.muc, 
how may webarracado it againft him ? f 

til B«beSilrt,*andour virginkie though vali* 
intjinthe defence yet is weak: vnfoldtov* lome war- 

There is none: Man fetting downc before you, 

willvnderroine you, and blow you vp. 

Hit. Bleffe our poore Virginity from vnderminer* 
,nd blowers vp. Is there no Military policy how Vir- 

bi ° wne dow " e ’ Ma . n wil1 
quicklierbe blowne vp: marry in blowing him downc 

acaine, with the breach your felues made.you lofe your 
Citty. Itisnotpoliticke, in the Common-wealth of 
Nature,to prefetue virginity. Loffe of Virgmitic, is 
rationall encreafc, and there was neuer Virgin gee, till 
virginitie was firR loft. That you were made of,is met- 
talltomakc Virgins. Virginitie, by bceing oncelolt, 

nay be ten times found: by being eucr kept, itis euer 

loft: ’tis too cold a companion: Away with’t. 

Hel. I will ftand fork a little, though therefore I die 

a Virgin. ■ . 

Tar. There's little can bee faide In^t, 'tis againft the 
rule of Nature. To fpeake on the part of virginitie, is 

toaccufe your Mothers; which is moft infallible difo- 

bedience. He that hangs himfelfe is a Virgin: Virgini¬ 
tie murthers it felfe,and fhould be buried in highwoyes 
out of all fanftified limit, asadefperate Offcndrefle a- 
gainftNature. Virginitie breedes mites, much like a 
eefe, confumcs it felfe to the very payring, and 10 
a with feeding his owne ftomacke. Befides,Virgini» 
is peeuifh, proud, ydle, made of felfe-loue, which 
:he moft inhibited fintie in the Cannon. Keepe it n6t, 
ucannotchoolebut loofeby’t. Out with’t: within 
1 yeare it will make it felfe two, which is a goodly jn- 
cafc, and the principall it felfe not much the worfc. 
way with’t. 

V.1 O non m t/rU. AMn /2 m .a I a /.f. < f t A la mm Aiim t. 


Par. Letmcefec . Marry ill, to like him that ne’re 

it likes. ’Tis a commodity wil lofe the glofle with lying: 
The longer kepc, the leffe worth: Off with’t while ’tis 
vendible. Anfwerthetimeof requeft, Virginitie like 
an olde Courtier, weares her cap out of fafhion, richly 
futed, but vnfuteable, iuft like the brooch & the tooth¬ 
pick, which were not now: your Date is better in your 
Pye and your Porrcdge, then in your chceke: and your 
virginity, your old virginity, is like one of our French 
wither’d pcares, it lookes ill, ic eates drily, marry’tis a 
wither’d pcare : it was formerly better, marry yet ’tis a 
withered pearc: Will you any thing with it f 

Hel. Nat my virginity yet 
There fhall your Mafter haue a thoufand loues, 

A Mother,ond a Miftrcffe, and a friend, 
APhenix,Captaine,andan enemy, 

A guide, aGoddeflc, and aSoueraignc, 

A Counfellor.a Traitorefle, and a Dear?: 

His humble ambition, proud humility: 

His jarring, concord: and his difeord,dulcet* 

His faith, his fweet difafter: with a world 
Of pretty fond adoptious chriftendomes 
That blinking Cupid goflips. Now fhall he: 

I know not what he fhall,God fend him well. 

The Courts a learning place, and he is one. 

Par. 'What one ifaith? 

Hel. That 1 wifh well,’tis pitty. 

Par. What’s piety? 

Hel. That wifhing Well had not a body in’t. 

Which might be felt, that wc the poorer borne, 

Whofe bafer ftarres do fhut vs vp in wifhes. 

Might with effeffs of them follow our friends. 

And fhew what vve alone muft thinke, which neuer 
Recurnes vsthankes. 

Enter Page, 

Pag. Monfieur Parrolles, 

My Lord cals for you. 

Par. Little He Hen farewell, if I can remember thee,I 
will thinke of thee at Court. 

Hel. Monfieur Pat tiles, you were borne vndjjj; a 
charitable ftarre. 

Par. Vnder Mars I . 

Hel. I efpecially thinke, vnder Mars. 

Par Why vnder Marsi 

Hel. The warres bath fo kept you vnder,'that you 
muft needes be borne vnder Mars. 

Par. When he was predominant. 

Hel. When he was retrograde I thinke rather. 

Par. Why thinke you fo? 

Hel. You go fo much backward when you fight. 

Par. That’s for aduantage. 

Hel. So is running away. 

When fcare propofes the fafetie: 

Butthecompofition that your valour and feare makes 
in you , is a vertue of a good wing , and Hike the 
wearewell. 

Part!! I am fo full of bufinefies, I cannot anfwere 
thee acutely : Iwillreturne perfeft Courtier, in the 
which my inftrudfion fhall ferue to naturalize thee, fo 
thou wilt be capeable of a Courtiers councell, andvn- 
derftand what aduice fhall thruft vppon thee, elfe thou 
dieft in thine vnthankfulncs,and thine ignorance makes 
thee away, farewell: When thou haft leyfure, fay thy 
praiers: when thou haft none, remember thy Friends: 

V a Get 
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v'ict thee a good husband, and vfe him as hcyfes chce J 
So farewell. t ; \ , 

Hel. Our remedies ofc in our fclues do lye. 

Which we aferibe to heauen: the fated skye 
Giues vs free fcope, onely doth backward pull 
Our flow defignes, when we our felues are dull. 

What power is ic,which mounts my loue fo hye. 

That makes me fee, and cannot feede mine eye ?* 

The mightieft fpace in fortune, Nature brings 
TS toyne like, likes; and kiffe like natiue things. 
Impoflible be ftrangc attempts to thofe 
That weigh their paines in fence, and do fuppofe 
What hath bcene, cannot be. Who euet ftraue 
To (hew her merit, thatdid miffe her loue ? 

(The Kings difeafe) my proieft may deceiue me. 

But my intents ate fixt, and will not leaue me. Exit 

Flourifb Cornets. 

Enter the King of France with Letters , and 
• • diners Attendants. 

King. The Florentines and Senoys are by ch’eares, 
Haue fought with equall fortune, and continue 
A brauing warre. 

l-Lo.G- Sotisreported fir. 

King* Nay tis moft credible, we heererecciue it, 

A certaintie vouch’d from our Cofin Aujlria, 

With caution, that the Florentine will moue vs 
For fpeedie ayde: wherein our deereft friend 
Preiudicates the bufine(Te,and would feeme 
To hauevs make deniall. 

1. Lo.C. His lousand wifedome 
Approu’d fo to your Maiefty,may pleade 
For ampleft credence. 

King. He hath arm’d our anfwer, 

And Florence is deni’de before he comes: 

Yet for our Gentlemen that meane to fee 
The Tufcan fcruice, freely hauc they leaue 
To ftand on either part. 

2 . L 0 .E. It well may ferue 

A nurflerie to our Gentrie, who are ficke 
For breathing, and exploit. 

King. What’s he comes heere. 

Enter 'Bertram i Lafew,and ParoBes. 

I .Lor.Cf. It is the Count RofignoB my good Lord, 
Yong Bertram. 

King. Youth, thou beat’ft thy Fathers face, 

Franke Nature rather curious then in haft 
Hath well compos’d thee Thy Fathers morall parts 
Maift thou inherit too: Welcome to Paris. 

Ber. My thankes and dutie are your Maieftiesi 
Kin. I would I had that corporall foundneffe now, 

As when thy father,and my felfc, in fricndlhip 
Firft tride our fouldierfhip : he did looke farre 
Into the feruice of the time, and was 
Difcipled of the braueft. He lafted long, 

But on vs both did haggifti Age fteale on. 

And wore vs out of aft: It much repaires me) 

Totalkeof your good father; in his youth 
He had the wit,which I can well obferue 
To day in our yong Lords: but they may left 
Till their owne fcorne rcturne to them vnnoted 
Ere they can hide their leuitie ia honour: 

So like a Courtier, contempt nor bittemclTe 



Wercmhispride,or Iharpoeffe; ifttaT^T 
H«s equall hadawak’d thetn,andhis honour ,* 
C.ocke to it felfe, knew the true minute when r ' 
Exception bid him fpcake: and atthis time • !: 

His tongue obey d bis hand. Who were bel 0w w 
He vs d as creatures of another place, QltB > 

Aud bow’d his eminent top to theit low rankes 
Making them proud of his humilitie, 5 
In their poore praife he humbled: Such a man 
Might be a copie to thefe yonger times j 
Which followed well, would denaonflrateth—. 
But goers backward. Che ® n ^ 

Ber. His good remembrance fir 
Lies richer in your thoughts, then on his tonjbe- 
So in approofe liues not his Epitaph, 

As in yourroyall fpeech. 

King.W ould I were with him he would aim' 
(Me thinkesl hearehim now) his plaufiue word ■ 
He fcattet’d not in eares, but grafted them * 

To grow there and to beare : Letmenotliue 
This his good melancholly oft began ’ 

On the Cataftrophe and hecleofpaftime 
When it was out: Let me not Hue (quoth heft 
After my flame lackes oyle, to be the fnuffe J 
Of yonger fpirits, whofe apprehenfiuefenfes 
All but new things difdaine j whofe Judgements a Ie 
Mccre fathers of their garments; whofe conftancie, 
Expire before their fashions: this he wilh’d. 

I after him, do after him with too: 

Since I nor wax nor honie can bring home 
I quickly were diflolued from my hiue * 

To giue fomc Labourers roome. 

. L. 2 .S. You’r loued Sir, 

They that lcaft lend it you, {hall lackeyou firft. 

Kin. I fill a place I know’t: how long ift Count 
Since the Phyfitian at your fathers died ? 

He was much fam’d. 

Ber., Some fix monethsfincemy Lord. 

Kin. If he wereliuing.I would try him yet. 

Lend me an arme: the reft haue wornc me out 
With feuerall applications : Nature and fukneffe 
Debate it at their leifure. Welcome Count, 

My fonne’s no deerer. 

Ber. ThankeyourMaiefty. £*,•, 

Flourijh. 

Enter Counttffe , Steward t and Clownt. 

Conn. I will now heare, what fay you of this gentle* 
woman. 

Ste. Maddem the care I haue had to euen your con. 
tent, Iwifh might be found ip thcKalcnderof mypaft 
endeuours, for then we wound our Modeftie, and make 
foule thcclearneffe of our defcruipgs,whcnof our felues 
'Wepublilb them. 

faun. What doe’s this knaue heere ? Getyou gone 
firra: the complaints I haue heard ofyou Ido not all be* 
leeue, 'tis my flownefle that I doe not: For I knowyou 
lacke not folly to commit them. Sc hjue abilitie enough 
to makcfuch knaueries yours. 

Clo. ’Tis not vnknown to you Madam, I am a poore 
fellow. 

Com. Well fir. 

Clo. Notnaddam, 

Ti* not fo well that I am poore/ chough manic 


Alts JVell that ends JVell. 
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fdMifi^yVwueyo ur Ladilhip, 

ef^- 0C to the world, isht the woman and w 

«> 11 ioC ’vvfttthou needes be a begger ? 

T\ doe beg your good will in this cafe. 

t°' Tn what cafe? ... i . 

cfc and mine owne : feme* ■* "» 

C "' A1 thinke I fhall-neuer haue the blefting of God, 

'fi’taoe bodic: forthe y fa y b3rncs 8te blel ~ 

r 11 mc thy reafon why thou wiltmarre ? 
w ‘ MV poore bodie Madam requires it,I am driucn 
71 and hee muft needes goethat the dwell 
fln bytnen«i’> 

**£ Is this all your worlhips reafon? 

(It Faith Madam I Haue other holie reafons, inch as 
the world know them ? 

ri 1 haue bcene Madam a wicked creature, as you 

udallflefh and blood arc,and indeedc 1 doc mavrie chat 

joiay rep h e f ooner t g cn thy wickednelTe. 

Clo lam out a friends Madam, and I hope to haue 

ftiendsformy wiucs fake. 

Cm. Such friends are thtne enemies knaue. 

, ' y 2IC {hallow Madam in great friends, for the 
tmauei come to doe that for me which I am a wearie of: 
h, that eres my Land, fpares my teame, and giues mec 
eauem lnne the crop: if I be his cuckold bee’s my 
Jrudee: he that comforts my wife, is the chenfher of 
Ificlhand blood ; bee that cherifhes my 
blood,loues my flefh end blood; he that loues my flefh 
and blood is my friend:«go,he that kiffes my wife is my 
friend :ifmen could be contented to be what they are, 
there were no feare in marriage , for yong Charhon the 
Puritan,and oldPoyfam the Papift, how fomere their 
heartsare feuer’d in Religion, their heads arc both one, 
they may ioule horns together like any Deare i’ch Herd. 

Con. Wilt thou euer be a foule mouth’d and calum¬ 
nious knaue? , r , , , , 

Clo. A Prophet I Madam, and I fpcake the truth the 
next waie,for 1 the Ballad willgffpcatc, which men full 

true{hallfinde,yourmarriage eomes bydelfinie, your 

Cutkow lings by kinde. 

Con. Get you gone fir.lle talke with you more anon. 
Stew. May it pleafe you Madam, that hee bid Fle'Jen 
come to you, of her I am to fpeake. 

Con. Sirra tell my gentlewoman I would fpcake with 
her, Hellen I meane. 

Clo. Was this faire face thecaufe.quoth ftie. 

Why the Grecians facked Troy, 

Fond doue,done, fond was this King Vriams ioy, 
Withthat (lie fighed as flic flood Jbts 
And gaue this fentence then, among nine bad if one be 
good, among nine bad if one be good, there’s yet one 
good in ten. 

Com. What,one good in tenne? you corrupt the fong 
fitra. 

Clo. One good woman in ten Madam,which is a pu¬ 
rifying ath’fong: would God would ferue the world fo 
all the yeere, weed finde no fault with the tithe woman 
ifl were the Parfon,oneinten quoth a? and wee might 
haue a good woman borne but ore euerie blazing ftarre, 
or at an earthquake, ’twould mend the Lotteriewcll, a 
man may draw his heart out ere a plucke onei 

Com. Youlc begone fir kcauc,and doe as I command 
[ you? 


Clo. That man flhould be at womans command, and 
yet no hurt done,'though honeftie be no Furitan, yet « 

it will doe no hurt, it will wcare the Surplis of humilitie i' 
ouer the blacke-Gownc of a bigge heart : I am go¬ 
ing forfooth. the bufinefle is for Helen to come hither. 

& Exit. 

. Com. Well now. 

Stew. 1 know Madam you loue your Gentlewoman 

intircly. 

Com. Fa ith I doe: her Father bequeath’d her to mee, 
and fhc her felfe without other aduantage, may lawful- 
lie make title to as much loue as fhcc findes, there is 
more owing her then is paid, and more thallbepaid 
her then flieele demand. 

Stew. Madam, I wasverie late more neerchcrthen 
I thinke fliee wifht mee’, alone fhec.was, and did 
communicate to her felfe her owne words to her 
ownc eares, fheethought, I darevowc for her, they 
touche not anie ftranger fence, her matter was, fhee 
loued your Sonne; Fortune fliee laid was no god- 
defle, that had put fuch difference betwixt their t wo 
eftates; Loue no god, that would not extend his might 
onclie, where qualities were lcuell, Queene of Vir¬ 
gins , that would fuffer her poore Knight furpris’d 
without refeue in the firft affauh or ranfome after¬ 
ward: This fliee deliuer’d in the moft bitter touch of 
forro w that ere I heard Virgin exclaime in,which I held 
my dutie lpeedily to acquaint you withall, fithencem 
the lofle that may happen, itconcernes you fomcihiug 
to know it. 

Com. You haue difeharg’d this honeftlie, kcepe it 
to your felfe, manic likelihoods inform’d mee of this 
before, which hung fo tottring in the ballance, that 
I could neither beleeue nor mifdoubt : praie you 
leaue mec, ftall this in your bofome, and I thanke 
you for your honeft care: I will fpcake with you fur¬ 
ther anon. Sxit Steward, 


Enter Hellen, 

Old.CoM. Euen fo it was with me when I was yong: 
If euer we are natures, thefe are ours,this thorne 
Doth to ourRofe ofyouth righlie belong 
Our bloud to vs, this to our blood is borne, 

It is the (how, and feale of natures truth. 

Where loues ftrong paffion is impreft in youth. 

By our remembrances of daies forgon. 

Such were our faults, or then we thought therii none, 
Hereieis ficke 011 ’t, I obferue her now. 

Hell. What is your pleafurc Madam ? 

Ol.Cou. You know Hellen I am a mother to you. 
FJelt. Mine honorable Miftris. 

Ol.ffoH. Nay a mother, why not a mother? when I 
fed a mother 

Me thought you faw a ferpent, what’s in mother, 

That you ftarc at it ? I fay I am your mother. 

And p uc you in the Catalogue ofthofe 
That were enwombed mine,’tis often feene 
Adoption ftriues with nature,and choife breedes 
A natiue flip to vs from forraine feedcs: 

You ncre oppreft me with a mothers groane. 

Yet I expreffe to you a mothers care, 

(Gods mercie maiden) dos it curd thy blood 
To fay I am thy mother? what’s the matter. 

That this diftempered meffenger of wet ? 

Ij_ l 
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M.(Well that ends Well. 


The manic colour dlris rounds thine eye? 

.. r Why .that you are my daughter ? 

Hell. That I am not. * 

Old.Con. I fay I am your Mother, 

Hell. Pardon Madam. 

The Count R&Jilhotj cannot be my brother i 
I am from humble*he from honored name • 

Nonotevpon my Parents, his all noble, 

My Mafter,tny deere Lord he is,and I 
His feruant liue, and will his vaffall die; 

He muft not be my brother. 

Ol.fiu. Not I your Mother. 

Hell. You arc my mother Madam.would you were 
So that my Lord y our fonne were not my brother 
Indeede my mother, or were you both our mothers 
I care no more for, then I doc for heauen, * 

So I were not his lifter,canc no other. 

But I your daughter,he muft bemy brother. 

7 CS Hell**,you might be my daughter in law, 
God ihield you meane it not, daughter and mother 
So ftriue vpon your pulfc ; what pale agen ? 

My feare hath catchtyour fondneffe) now I fee 
The miftric of your louelinefle.and finde 
Your fait teares head, now to all fence ti* grofie: 

You lone my fonne,inuention is alham'd 
Againft the proclamation of thy paftion 
To fay thou dooft not: therefore tell me true. 

But tell me then ’tis l'o, for lookc, thy chcckes’ 

Confeffe it ’ton tooth to th’othcr.and thine ciea 
See it fo grofely (howne in thy behauiours, 

That in their kinde they fpeake it, onely finne 
A ndhellilhobftinacie tycthy tongue 
That truth (hould be fufpeaed, fpeake,ift fo? 

If it be fo,you haue wound a goodly clewe: 

If it be not, forfweare’t how ere I charge thee. 

As heauen (hall worke in me for thine auaile 
Totellmetruelie. 

Hell. Good Madam pardon me. 

Con. Do you loue my Sonne? 

Hell. YourpardonnobleMiftris. 

Com. Loue you my Sonne ? 

Hell. Doe not you loue him Madam? 

Com. Gpe not about;my loue hath in’c a bond 
Whereof the world takes note: Come, come,difclofe : 
The ftate of your affe 6 lion,for your paflions 
Haue to the full appeach’d. 

Hell. ThenlconfelTe 

Here on my knee,before high heauen and you, 
That-before you, and next vnto high heauen,1 loue your 
Sonne: 

My friends were poorc but honeft/o’s my loue: 

Be not ofFended,for it hurts not him 
That he is lou’d of me ; I follow him not 
By any token of prefumptuous fuite. 

Nor would I haue him,till I doe deferue him. 

Yet neucr know how that defert (hould be: 

I know I loue in vaine, ftriue againft hope 7 
Yet in this captious,and intcmible Siuc. 

I ftil! poure in the waters of my loue 
And lackc not to loofc (till; thus Indian liko 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
The Sunnc that lookes vpon his worfliipper. 

But knowes ofhim no more. My deereft Madam, 

Let not your hate incounter with my loue, 

'or louing where you doe; but ifyeur felfc, 

Whofeagcd honor cites; a vertuous youth. 


tar n! * 1 C * namc ot “King, — 

Wt(hchaftiy,and loue dearcly.that your L>i aH 

Was both her fclfe and loue,0 then gi Ue pittl . 
To her whole ftate is fuch,that cannot choofe 
But lend and giuc where (he is fure to loofc • 

I hat . «, no ‘ to that, her fearch implj.. 
But riddle like,hues fwcetely where (he dies 1 

Cm. Had you not lately an intent,fp eak * 
l o goe to Pam} 

Hell Madam I had. 

Con. Wherefore?tell true. 

Hell. I will tell truth, by grace it felfe I f wear . 
You knowmy Father left me fome prefeription* 
Of rare and prou’d effe<fts, fuch as his reading 
And manifeft experience, had colle&ed 6 
For generall fouaraigntie: and that he wil’d me 
In heedefull'ft referuation to beftow them 
As notcs,whofc faculties inclufiue were, * 

More then they were in note:Amongft thereft 
There is a remedic,approu’d,fct downc * 

To cure the defperate languifliings whereof 
The King is render’d loft. 

Con. This was your motiue for Paris, was : t r n , 4 
Hell. My Lord,your fonne,made me to think 
Elfe Parts, and the medicine,and the King, 

Had from the conuerfation of my thoughts 
Happily beeneabfent then. 

Con. Butthinkeyou HeBen, 

It you (hould tender your fuppofed aide. 

He would recciue it ? He and his Phifitions 
Arc of a minde, he,that they cannot helpc him: 
They .that they cannot heipe, how (hall they credit 
A poore vnlearned Virgin, when theSchooles 
Embowel’d of their doctrine, haue left off 
1 he danger to it felfe. 

Hell. 1 here’s (omething in’t 
More then my Fathers skill.which was the greac’ft 
Ot his profeffion, chat his good receipt 
Shall \or my legacic be fanftified 
Bych luckicft (tars in hcaueoj and would your honor 
But gmcmcleaue to trie fucccfle, I'de venture 
The well loft life ot mino^on bis Graces cure. 

By fuch a day,an houre.** 

C§u. Doo’ft thou belccue’t ? 

Hell, I Madam knowingly, 

Cou. Why He lien thou (halt haue my leaue and lou 
Meanes and attendants,and my louing greetings 
T ° c hoie of mine in Court, He ftaie at home 
And praie Gods blcffing into thy attempt: 

Begon to morrow, and be fure of this, 

What I can heipe thee to,tbou (halt not mifle. Sm 

ABhs Recmdus, 


Enter the King with dinersyong Lords,taking leant fer 
the Florentine wane '.-fount, Rojfe,and 
Parrolles. Florifb Cornets. 

Xing. Farewell yong Lords,thefc warlike principles 
Doe not throw from you,and you my Lords farewell: 
Share the aduice betwixt you, if both gaine, all 
The guift doth ftrctch it felfc as tie rcceiu’d. 

And is en oughfor both. 

Lord.6, ’Tis our hope fir. 


<±AlisWelljtbatSndsWell'. 
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ircturne 


t? 


„--rr^dioul<h« s » to r< 

grace in health. 

A» d fina X nf, it cannot be; and yet my heart 

„ n f e ffe he owes the mallady 
W' 11 h life befiege: favwell yong Lords, 

Tf , j |i ue or die, be you the fonnes 
h ,thv French men: let higher Italy 
° fvV ? bated that inherit but the fall 
0T e laft Monarchy) fee that you come 

^ th oc honour, but to wed it, when 

Not L°r,eftaucftant (hrinkes: finde what you feeke, 
Tbeb r L may cry you loud: I fay farewell. 

Thl ? r Health at your bidding ferue your Maiefly. 
Sr Thofe girlcs ofltaly.wke heed of them, 
*£ 0 ur French,laeke language to deny 
J£y demand : bewareof being Captiues 

our hearts receiue your warnings, 
r \ Farewell, come hether to me. 

/ g. Oh my fwcet Lord^you wil ftay behind vs. 

Pair. ’Tis not his fault the fpark. 
t U E Oh’tisbraue warres. 

Parr Moft admirable,I haue fccne thofc warres. 

' I am commanded here.and kept a coylc with. 


Tooy oun S ,an£l thc ncxt r r J c ’ and t0 ° earIy> 

1 farr. And thy minde (land too t boy, 

Ste l2 1 (haTftay here the for-horfe to a fmocke, 
Creeking my ft looes 011 theplaine Mafonry, 

Till honour be bought vp, and no fword worne 
Rut one to dance with: by heauen Jlc ftcale away, 
j i,,G. There’s honour in thc theft. 
p arr . Commit it Count. 
i.Lo.E.l am your acceffary,and fo farewell. 
fyfi I grow to you,& our parting is a tortur’d body. 
\,Lo.<j. Farewll Captainc. 
t,Lo.E. Sweet Mounfier ParoEes. 
parr. Noble Heroes; my fword and yours are kmne, 
(rood fparkes and luftrous, a word good mettals. You 
fliall finde in the Regiment of theSpinij, oneCaptatne 
Spmie his ficatrice, with an Emblemc of warre hecre on 
his (iniftercheekc; it was this very fword entrench’d it: 
fay to him I liue,and obferue his reports for me. 

Lo.G. We (hall noble Captaine. 

Parr. Mars do ate on you for his nouices , what will 
yc doe ? 

Ro f. Stay the King. 

Parr. Vfe a more fpacious ceremonic to the Noble 
Lords,you haue reftrain’d your felfe within the Lift of 
too cold an adieu: be more expreffiue to them 5 tor they 
wearethemfelues in the cap of the time,thetc do mufter 
ttue gate; eat, fpeake, and moue vnder the influence of 
the moft receiu’d ftarre, and though thedeuillleade the 
meafure, fuch are to be followed: after them, and take a 
more dilated farewell. 

Rojf. And I will doe fo. 

Parr. Worthy fellowes, and like to prpoue moft fi- 
newiefword-men- Exeunt. 

Enter Lafew. 

L.Laf. Pardon my Lord for mce and for my tidings. 

King. Ilefeetheetoftandvp. (pardon, 

L,Laf. Then heres a man (lands that has brought his 
I would you had kneel’d my Lord to a*k« me mercy. 
And that at my bidding you could fo (land vp. 

King. I would I had, fo I had broke thy pate 


And askt thee mercy for’t. 

Laf. Goodfaith a-croflc.butmy good Lord ’tis thus. 
Will you be cur’d of your infirmitie? 

King. No. 

Laf. O will you eat no grapes my royall foxc ? 

Yes but you will, my noble grapes, and if 

My royall foxc could reach them:I haue feen a medicine 

That’s able to breath life into a done. 

Quicken a rocke,and make you dance Canari 
With fprightly fire and motion, whofe fimplc touch 
Is powcrfull to arayfe King Tipper., nay 
To giue great fharlemaine a pen in’s hand 
And write to her a loue-line. 

King. What her is this? 

Laf. Why dodlor (he: my Lord,there’s onearriu’d, 
If you will fee her: now by my faith and honour. 

Ifferioufly I may conuay my thoughts 
In this my light dehuerancc, I haue (poke 
With one, that in her fexe, her yeercs.profeftlon, 
Wifcdome and conftency,hach amaz’d mce more 
Then I dare blame my weakeneffe: will you fee her ? 

For that is her dcmand.and know her bufineffe? 

That done.laugh well at me. 

King. Now good Lafew, 

Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 
May fpend our wonder toOjOr take off thinc 
By wondring how thou tookft it. 

Laf. Nay.Ilefityou, 

And not be all day neither. 

King. Thus he his fpeciall nothing cucr prologues. 

Laf. Nay, come yoar waies. 

Enter He lien. 

King. This hafte hath wings indeed, 

Laf. Nay, come your waics. 

This is his Maieftie, fay ycur minde to him, 

A Traitor you doe looke like, but fuch traitors 
His Maiefty feldome fcares, I am Crejfeds Vncle, 

That dare leaae two together,far you well. Exit. 

King. Now faire one,do’s your bufines follow vs ? 

Hel. I my good Lord, 

Cerardde Narhon was my father, 

In what he did profefle, well found. 

King. 1 knew him. 

Hel. The rather will I fpare my praifes towards him, 
Knowing him is enough; on’s bed of death. 

Many receits he gaue me, chicflicone , 

Which as the deareft iffue of his praftice 
And of his olde experience, th’onlie darling. 

He bad me ftorevp,a$atriplecye, 

Safer then mine ownc two: more deire I haue (b. 

And hearing your high Maieftie is toucht 
With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour 
Of my deare fathers gift, (lands cheefe in power, 

I come to tender it, and my appliance, 

With all bound humbleneffe. 

King. Wethanke you maiden. 

But may not be fo credulous of cure, 

When our moft learned Do&ors leaue vs, and 
The congregated Colledge haue concluded, 

That labouring Art can neuer ranfotne nature 
Froiji her inaydible eftate: I fay we muft not 
So ftaine our iudgement, or corrupt our hope. 

To proftitute our paft-curc malladie 
Toempericks, or to diffeuer fo 
Our great felfe and our credit, to efteeme 
A fcnceleffe heipe,when heipe paft fence we deemed 

Hel. 
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HeU. My dutie then (hall pay roc for my paincs: 

I will no more enforce mine office on you, 

Humbly intreating from your royall thought*, . 

A modeft one to bcare me backe againe. 

King. I cannot giue thecleffe to be cal’d gratefull 
Thou thoughtft to helpc me, and fuch thankes I giue. 
As one necre death to thofc that wifh him Hue: 

But what at full I know, thou knowft no part, 

I knowing all my pcrill.thou no Art. 

EtB. What 1 can doe, can doc no hurt to try, 

Since you fee vp your reft ’gainft rcmcdic: 

He that ofgrcateft woikes isfiniffier. 

Oft does them by the weakeft minifter: 

So holy Writ, in babes hath judgement fhowne. 

When Judges hauc bin babes; great flouds haueflowne 
From Ample fourccs : and great Seas haue dried 
When Miracles hauc by the grcat’ft bccne denied. 

Oft expectation failes, and moll oft there 
Where mod it promilcs : and oft it hits, 

Where hope is coldeft, and defpairemo’ft fhifts. 

King. I mull not heare thee,fare thee wel kind maidc. 
Thy paines not v*’d, mud by thy lelfe be paid. 

Proffer* not tooke.rcape thanks for their reward. 

Hel. Infpired Merit fo by breath is bard. 

It is not fo with him that all things knowes 
As ’tis with vs, that fquare our guefle by fhowes: 

But mod it isprefumption in vs, when 
The help ofheauen we count the a<Sf of men. 

Deare fir, to my endeauors giue confcnt. 

Of heauen,not me,make an experiment. 

I am not an Impoftrue, that proclaime 
My felfe againft the leuill of mine aime, 

But know I tuinke,and thinke I know mod furc. 

My Art is not paft power,nor you paft cure. 

King. Art thou fo confident? Within what fpace 
Hop’ft thou my cure f 

Hel. The greateft grace lending grace, 

Ere twice thfc horfes ofthefunne fhall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diurnall ring. 

Ere twice in raurke and occidentall dampe 
Moift Hefperut hath quench’d her fleepy Lampe: 

Or foure and twenty times thePylots glafle 
Hath told the theeuifh minutes, how they pafle: 

What is infirme,from your found parts fhall flic. 

Health fhall liue free, and fickeneffe freely dye. 

King. Vpon thy certainty and confidence, 

What dar’ft thou venter ? 

' Hell. Taxe of impudence, 

A ftrumpetsboldnefle, a divulged fhame 
Traduc’d by odious ballads: my maidens name 
Seard otherwise, ne worfeof worrt extended 
With vildeft torture, let my life be ended. 

Kin. Methinks in thee fome blefled fpirit doth fpeak 
HispoWerfuIl found, within an organ wcake: 

And what impoffibiiity would flay 
In common fence, fence faucs another way; 

Thy life is deere, for all that life can rate 
W orth name of life, in thee hath eftimate: 

Youth, beauty,wifedome, courage, all 
That happines and prime, can happy call: 

Thou this to hazard, needs muft intimate 
Skill infiuite, or monftrous defperate. 

Sweet praClifer, thy Phyficke I will try, 

That roinifters thine owne death ifl die. 

Hel. Ifl breake time,or flinch in property 
Of what I (poke, vnpittiedlet me die, 


M s IVell that ends Well. 


^P.ut if I helpc, what doe you promife me, 7 * 

' *. Kip. Make thy demand. 

Hel.: But will you make it euen ? 
kin. I by my Scepter,and my hope,ofheI pe . 
Hel % Then lhalc thou giue me with rh»i • . 
What hutband in thy power I will command"^^ 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 1 
To choofcfrom forth the royall bloud ofFra 
My low and humble name to propagate nCC * 
With any branch or image of thy ftatc: 

But fuch a one thy vaffall,whom I know 
Is free for me to aske,thce to beftow. 

T /"':„^ crc «* my hand, the premifes obferu’d 
I hy will by my performance fhall be feru’d: ’ 
So make the choice of thy owne time, for I 
Thyrefolv’d Patient,on thee ftill relye: 

More fhould I queftion thee, and more I muft 
Though more to know, could not be more to’truft 
From whence thou cam’ft,how tended on but reft 
Vnqueftion’d welcome, and vndoubted bleft 1 
Giue me fome helpc hcere hoa, if thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed fhall match thy deed. 

Horijh. * £x 

8nter Countejfe artel Clowne. 

Lady. Comeonfir,I fhallnGwputyoutothel!.;,, 
of your breeding. 1 nc 8 

m _▼ _ • n ft .. 


Clown. I will (hew my felfe highly fed, an dI 0 « 
taught, I know my bufinefle is but to the Court. 

Lady. To the Court, why what place make ioufi 

ciall,when you put off that with fuch contempt bu 
the Court? x * 

Clo. Truly Madam, if God haue lent a man any ni 
ners, hee may eafilic put it off at Court: hec that «nn 
make a lcgge,pur off’s cap, kiffe his hand, andfayj 
thing has neither legge, hands, lippe, nor cap ; and j, 
deed fuch a fellow, to fayprccifcly, were not for tl 
Court, But forme, I haue an anfwcrc wvill ferue all men 
L*dj. Marry that's a bountifull anfwere that fits i 
queftions. 

C 1 *- h like a Barbers chaire that fits all buttockes 
the pin bu ttocke, the quatch -buttecke, the brawn but 
tocke, or any buttocke. 

Lady. Will your anfwere ferue fit to all queftions? 

C'lo. As fit as ten groacs is for the hand of an Actur 
ney, as your French Crowne for your taffety punke, a 
Tibs ruih for Terns fore-finger,as a pancake for Shroue 
tuelday, a Morris for May-day, as thenaileto his hole 
the Cuckold to his home, as a fcoldingqueaneto; 
wrangling knaue, at the Nun* lip to the Frier* mouth 
nay a* the pudding to his skin. 

Lndj. Hauc you, I fay, an anfwereoffuch ficneffefoi 
all queftions? 

Clo. From beloW your Duke, to beneath your Con- 
liable, it will fit any queftion. 

Lndy. It muft be an anfwere ofmoft monftrous fire, 
that muft fit all demand*. 

Clo. But a triflle neither in good faith, iftheleirnec 
fhould fpcake truth ofit: heere it i$,and all that belong! 
tot. Askemeeiflam a Courtier, it fhall doe you no 
barme to learne. 

Cady. To be young againe if we could : I will beta 
foole in queftion, hoping to bee the wifer by your an- 
fwer. 

Id), 
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ioff: more,-, 

. ». 


- 7 ^ ! or# y you fir.afe you a Courtier. 

JJ O l ord fir theres a fimple putting; 

• hundred of them. s. - r 

P 0 * 6 ’ cir I am a poore freind of yours, that lotfesyou. 

ill oLord fir,thicke,vhickc,fp»enot me 

r T thinke fir, you can fcace none of this homely 
0 Lord fir jnay put me too’t, I warrant you. 

t’ y 0 u were lately whipcfir as I thinke- 
cu OLord fir, fpare not me. 

r? Doe you crie OLord fir at yodt whipping, and 

. t oot me ? Indeed your O Lord fir, is very fequenc 
«out whipping : you would anfwere very-well to a 
Wnnine ify° u were but bound too't. 

Inere had worfe liicke in my life in my O Lord 
,. j fee things may ferue long, but not ferue cuer. 
flt 'y J play the noble hufwite with the time,to enter- 

fiinei’t fo merrily with a foole. 

Clo, OLord fir, why t'nere’t ferue* well agen. 

It. And end fir to your bufinefle: giue Hellen this. 
And vrge her to a prefent anfwcr backe, 

Commend me to my kinfmen, and my fonne, 

This is not much . 

Clo. Not much commendation to them. 

Lt. Not much imployement for you, you vnder- 

fruitfully.Tam there, before my legegs. 

U. Haft you agen. Exeunt 

Enter Count, La few,and Parollet. 

Ol.Laf. They fay miracles are paft, and we haue our 
philofophicall perfons, to make modernc and familiar 
things fupernaturall and caufelcfle. Hence is it, that we 
make trifles of terrours.enfconcing our felue* into Tee¬ 
ming knowledge, when we fhould fubmic our felues to 
anvnknownefeare. 

Par. Why ’tis the rareft argument of wonder, that 
bath (hot out in our latter times. 
tpf. And fo’tis. 

Ol.Lof Tobc relinqtiilhtofthcArtifts. 
far. So I fay both of Galen and Par ace lfin. 

Ol.Lafi. Of all the learned and authenticke fellowes. 
Par. Right fo I fay. 

Ol.Laf. That gauc him out incurcabl e. 

Tar. Why there ’tis.fo fay I too. 

Ol.Laf. Not to be help’d. 

fa,r. Right,#* ’twere a man aflur’d of a- 

Ol.Laf. Vncertainelife,and fure death. 
tar. Iuft, you fay well: fo would I haue laid. 

Ol,Laf. I may truly fay,it is a noucltic to the world. 
Par. It is indeede if you will haue it in fhc wing,you 
fhall reade it in what do ye call there. 

Ol.Laf. A (hewing of a heaucnly effetft in an earth¬ 
ly Aftor. 

“Par. That’s it, I would haue faid, the verie fame. 
Ol.Laf. Why your Dolphin b not luftier: fore tnee 
I fpeake in refpeft- 

Tar. Nay’cisftrange,’tis very ftraunge, that is the 
breefe and the tedious ofit, and he’s of a moft facineri- 
bus fpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the——— 
Ol.Lafi. Very hand ofheauen. 

Par. Ifa I ray. 

OLLaf. In a moft wcake—-— ■ • 
tar. And debile minifter great power, grear tran- 
cendence,which fhould indeede giue vs a forther vfe to 


be made, then alone the recou’ry of the king,aa to bee 
OldLaf. Generally thankfull, 

Enter King, Hellen, and attendants. 

Tar. I would haue faid it, you fay well: heere comes 
the King. 

Ol.Laf. Luftique, as the Dutchman laics: He like a 
maidc the Better whil’ft I haue a tooth in my head:why 
he’s able to lcade her a Carranto. 

Par. Mor dtt vinager, is not this Helen i 
Ol.Laf. Fore God 1 thinke fo. 

King. Goe call before mee all the Lords in Court, 

Sit my preferuer by thy pacients fide, 

And with this hcalthfull hand whofe banifht fence 
Thou haft repeal’d, a fecond time receyue 
The confirmation of my promis’d gyifc. 

Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter $or^ Lords. 

Faire Maide fend forth thine eye,this youthfull parccll 
Of Noble Batchellors, (land at my bellowing, 

Ore whom both Soueraigne power, and fathers voice 
I haue to vfejthy franke election make. 

Thou haft power to choofe, and they none to forfake. 

Hel. To each of you, one faire and vertuousMifttis; 
Fall when louc pleafe, marry to each but one. 

Old Lafi, l’dc giue bay curtail, and his furniture 
My mouth no more were broken then thefe boyes. 

And writ as little beard. 

King. Perufe them well: 

Not oneof thofe, but had a Noble father. 

Sbe addrejfies her to a Lord. 
Eel. Gentlemen, heauen hath through me, rettor'd 
the king to health. 

Ad. We vnderftand it, and thanke heauen for you. 
Hel. I am a fiinplc Maide, and therein wealthieft 
That I proceft, I Amply am a Maide: 

Pleafe it your Maicftic, I haue done already : 

The blufhes in my cheekes thus whifper mee. 

We blufhthat thou fhouldft choofe, but be refufed; 

Lee the white death fit on thy cheeke for euer, 

Wec’l nere come there againe. 

King. Make choife and fee. 

Who (buns thy loue, fhuns all his loue in mee. 

He\. Now T)ian from thy Altar do I fly. 

And to imperiall louc, that God moft high 
Do my fighes ftreame: Sir,wil you heare my fuite ? 

i. La.And grant it. 

hel. Thanke* fir,all the reft is mute. 

OLLaf. I had rather be in this choife, then throw 
Amef-ace for my life. 

Hel. The honor fir that flames in your faire eye*. 
Before I fpeake too threatningly replies: 

I.oue make your fortunes twentic times aboue 
Her that fo vvifhes, and her humble loue. 

j. Lo. No better ifyou pleafe. 

Hel , My wifh recciue. 

Which great loue grant, and fo I take my leaue. 

Ol.Laf. Do all they denie her ? And they were fons 
of mine, I’de haue them whip’d, or I would fend them 
to’th Tutke to make Eunuches of. 

Hel. Be not afraid that I your hand fhould take, 
lie neuer do you wrong for your owne fake: 

Bleffing vpon your vowes, and in your bed 
Finde fairer fortune, if you euer wed. 

Old Laf. Thefe boyes are boyet of Ice, they’le none 
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haueheere : fure they arc baftards totheEnglifh, the 
French ncre got em. 

La. You arc too young, too happie, and too good 
To make your felfc a fonne out of my blood. 

^.Lord Faire one, I thinkc not fo. 

Ol.Lord There's one grape yet, I am fure thy father 
drunke wine. But ;f thou belt notanaffe, I am a youth 
offourteere: I hauc knowne thee already. 

Hel, I dare not fay I take you, but I giue 
Me and my feruicc,eucr whiltt I liue 
into your guiding power •• This is the man. 

King. Why the®young 'Bertram take her fliee’s thy 
wife. 

Ber.M.y wifemy Leigc? I fhal befeech your highnes 
In fuch a bufines, giue me leaue to vfe 
The hclpe of mine owne eies. 

King. Know’ft thou not 'Bertram what fliee ha’s 
done for mee ? 

her. Yes my good Lord, but neuerhope to know 
why Iihouldmarrieher. 

AW.Thou know'ft ilicc ha’s rais’d me from my lick* 
ly bed. 

Ber. But followes it my Lord, to bring me downe 
Muft anfwer for your raifmg? 1 knowe her well: 

Shee had her breeding at my fathers charge: 

A poore Phyfiiians daughter my wife ? Difdaine 
Rather corrupt me cucr. 

King Tis onely title thou difdainft in her,the which 
I can build vp : ftrange is it that out bloods 
Ot colour, waight,and heat-, pour’d all together. 
Would quite confound diftinflion: yet Bands off 
Indifferences fo mi ghtie. if fhe bee 
All that is vertuous ( faue what.thou diflik’ft) 

A poore Philitians daughter, thou diflik’ft 
Of vertue for the name: but doc not fo: 

From lowed place, whence vertuous things proceed. 
The place is dignified by th’ doers deede. 

Where great additions fweli’s, and vertue none. 

It is a droplied honour.Good a lone, 

Is good without a name? Vilencfle is fo: 

Th? propertie by what is is, fliould go, 

Not by the title. Shee ts young, wife, faire, 

In thefe, to Nature fhce’simmediate heire: 

And thefe breed honour: that is honours fcornc. 

Which challenges it felfc as honours borne, 

And is not like the fire: Honours thriue. 

When rather from our a£U wc them deriuc 
Then our fore-goers: the meere words, a flaue 
Debolh’d on euerie tombe, on cuerie graue: 

A lying Trophee, and as oftisdumbe, 
iVhercduft, and damn’d obliuion is the Tombe. 

Of honour’d bones indeed, what fhould be faide ? 

If thou canft like this creature, as a maid*, 

I can create the reft: Vertue, and fhee 

Is her owne dower: Honour and wealth, from nice, 

Ber. I cannot loue her, nor will ftriue to doo’t. 

King. Thou wrong'ft thy fclfe, if thou fhold’ft ftriue 
to choofe. 

Hel. That you are well reftor’d my Lord.I’mc glad: 
Let the reft go. 

King. My Honor’s at the ftake, which to defeat# 

I muft produce my power. Hecre, take her hand. 

Proud fcernfuH boy, vnworthiethis good gift. 

That doftin vile miiprifion {hackle vp 
My loue, and her defert: that canft not dreams. 

We poizing vs in her dcfe&iue fcale. 


Shall weigh thee to the beatnTrfhatii^^^ 

It is in Vs to plant th, De Honour, wh«e ° tkn ^ 

Wepleafeto haue it grow. Checkethy com* 

Obey Our will, which trauailes in thy 
Beleeue not thy dtfdainc, but prefentlie ' 

?,fu th i. n u °FT f ? tUnes that °hedient right 
Which both thy dutie owes, and Our power cW 
Or I will throw thee from my care for cucr 
Into the Baggers, and the careleffe lapfe 
Of youth and ignorance: both my reuenge and u., 
Loofing vpon thee, in the name of iuftice, 6 

Without all termes ofpittie. Speakc.thine anf wer 

c , Pardon my gracious Lord :for I fubmic 
My fancie to your eies, when I confider 
What great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid it: I finde that {he which late 
Was in my Nobler thoughts, moft bafe: is now 
The praifed of the King, who fo ennobled 
Is as'twere borne fo. 

King. Take her by the hand. 

And tell her fhe is thine: to whom I promife 
A counterpoize : If not to thy eftate, 

A ballance more repleat. 

Ber. It3kc her hand. 

Kin. Good fortune, and the fauour of the Kins 
Smile vpon this Contra#: whofe Ceremonic * 
Shall feeme expedient on the now borne briefe 
And be perform’d to night: the folemnc Fcaft * 
Shall more attend* vpon the coming fpace, 
£xpc#ing abfent friends. A» thou lou’ft her, 

Thy loue’s to me Religious :e!fe,do’s erfe. £ xm 

Parodes and Lafewfiaj behind, eommen. 
ting ofthu wedding. 

Laf. Do you hearc Monficur? A word with you. 

Par. Yourpleafurefir. 

Laf. Your Lord and Matter did well to makehis re¬ 
cantation. 

Par. RccantationfMy Lord? ray Mafter? 

Laf. I: Is it not a Language I fpeake i 

Par. A moft harfh one, and not to bee vnderftoade 
without bloudie fuccecding My Matter i 

Laf. Are you Companion to the Count RoJtilM 

Par. To any Count, to all Counts? to whatismau. 

Laf. To what is Counts man: CouDtsmaiflerisof 
another ftile. 

far. Youarctooold fir: Lciitfawfieyou. you are 
too old. 

Laf. I muft tell thee firrah, I write Man : to which 
title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

Laf I did thinkc thee for two ordinaries : to bet a 
prettie wife fellow, thou didft make tollerable vent of 
thy traucll, it might pafle: yet the fcarffes and the ban¬ 
nerets about thee,did manifoldlie diffwsde me from be. 
lecuing thee a veffell of too great a burthen. I hauenow 
found thee, when I loofethce againe.I care not: yet art 
thou good for nothing but taking vp, and that th’ ourt 
fcarce worth. 

Par. Hadft thou not the priuiledge of Antiquity vp¬ 
on thee. 

Laf. Do not plundge thy felfc to farre in anger,leaft 
thou haften thy triall: which if, Lordhauemercieen 
thee for a hcD, fo my good window of Lettice fait thee 
well, thy cafrroent 1 neede not open, for I look through 
thee. Giue me thy hand. 

Par. My Lord,you giue me moft egregious indignity, 

I af 


(*All\ Welljhat Ends Well. 


"ffT\ with all my heart, and thou art worthy of it. 

* ' i haue not n»y Lord deferu’d it. 

L l Yes good faith, cu’ry drammeofic, and I will 
hare thee a fcruplc, 

°°Par. Welh I fhallbe wifer. 
laf.Edn as foone as thou can’fly for thou haft to pull 
(inacke a’th contrarie. If cucr thou bee’ft bound 
• C *hv skarfc and beaten, thou fhall finde what it i s to be 
'yd of thy bondage, Ihauea defire to holdcmyac- 
P t °. [Jtjn ce with th.ee.orrathcr my knowledge, that I 
qU %yinthcdefau!t,hcis a man I know. 
p.r. M/Lord you do me moft infupportablc vexati* 

oB * e j would it were hell paines for thy fake, and my 
ore doing cternall: for doing I am paft, as I will by 
P,° j n what motion age will giue me leaue. Exit. 
1 p af . t Well, thou iiafta fonncfiiall take this difgrace 
offme; feuruv, old, filthy, feuruy Lord: Well, I muft 
be patient, there is no fettering of authority. He beatc 
Wbymyliferifl catl meetehim with anyconucni- 
cncc and he were double and double a Lord. Ilehauc 

no mote pittie ofhis age then I would hauc of-He 

b*ate him, and if I could but meet him - 
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agen. 


Enter 

laf-. Sirra,your Lord and matters married, there’s 
oewes for you : you hauc a new Miftris. 

Pat. Imoft vnfamcdly befeech your Lordfliippc to 
makefomcrcfe-ruation of your wrongs. He is my good 
Lord, whom I ferue aboue is my matter. 

laf. Who? God. 

Pur. I fir. 

laf The deuill it is, that’s thy matter. Why dooeft 
thou garter vp thy armes a this fafhion?Doft make hofe 
ofthyflecues i Do other feruants fo ? Thou wert belt fee 
thy lower part where thy nofe ftands. By mine Honor, 
ifl were but two houresyonger, Tdebeate thee: mec- { 
think’ft tlieu art a generall effcncc, and cuery man fliold 
bcatc thee: I thinke thou waft created for men to breath 
themfclues vpon thee. 

Par. This is hard and vndefetued meafure my Lord. 
Laf. Go too fir, you were beaten in Italy for picking 
akerncllouc ofaPomgranar, you are a vagabond, and 
no true traueller: you are more fawcic with Lordcs and 
honourable perfonages, then the Commifsionof your 
birth and vertue giucs you Heraldry.You arc not worth 
another word, clle Tdc call you knauc. I leaue you. 

Exit 

Enter Cotint RoJfiUiott. 

Par. Good, very good, iris fo then: good, very 
good, let it be conceal’d awhile. 

Rof Vndone, and forfeited to cares for euer. 

Par. What’s the matter fweet-heart ? 

PspfsiR. Although before the folcmnc Pricft I hauc 
fworne, I will not bed her. 

Par. What? what fweet heart ? 

Rof O my Varrolles, they hauc married me: 
letothc 71^rf#warre$,and neuerbed her. 

T , * >4r# Ftmccis a dog-hol^ and it no more merits, 

The tread of a maos foot : too*th warres. 

There sletters fromroymother: Whatth’im- 
>ort is, 1 know not yet. 

Par. I that would be knowne: too’th warrs my boy, 
tooth warres: 1 J> 


He weareshishonorinaboxevnfcene. 

That hugges his kickie wickic heare at home. 

Spending his manlie marrow in her armes 
Which fliould fuftaine the bound audhigh curuet 
Of Marfes fieric ftccd: to other Regions, 

France is a ftablc, wee that dwell in’t lades. 

Therefore too’ch warre. 

Rof. It fliall be fo. He fend her to my houfe 
A cquaint my mother with my hate to her. 

And wherefore I am fled: Write to the King 
That which 1 durft not fpeake. His prefent gift 
Shall furnifti me to thofe Italian fields 
Where noble fclJovvcs ftrike: Warres is no ftrife 
To thedarkc houfe,and the detected wife. 

Tar. Will this Caprichio hold in thce,art fore? 

Rof. Go with me to my chamber, and aduice me. 

He fend her ffraight away: To morrow, 
lie to the warres, flie to her Angle forrow. 

Par. W r hy thefe bals bound, ther’s noife in.it. Tis hard 
A y ong man maried, is a man that's mard : 


Therefore away, and leaue her braueiy: go. 
The King ha’s done you wrong : but hufh 'tis fo. 


wrong : 

Snter Helena and Clorvne. 


Exit 


Hel. My mother greets me kindly, is flic well? 

flo. She is not well, but yet fhe has her health, flic’s 
very metric, but yee fne is not well: but thankes be «i- 
ucn fnc’s very well, and wants nothing i’th world : but 
yet flic is not well. 

Hel. If fhe be verie wel, what do’s fhe ayle,that flic’s 
notverie well? 

Clo. Truly file’s very well indeed,but for two things 

Helm What two things ? 

Clo. One.that (he’s not in hcauen, whether God fend 
her quickly : the other, that flies in earth, from whence 
God fend her quickly. 

Enter Parolles. 

Par. B’efleyou my fortunate Ladie. 

Hel. I hope fir I haue your good will to hauc mine 
owne good fortune. 

Par You had my prayers to leade them on, and to 
keepe them on, haue them ftill. O my knaue, how do’s 
my old Ladie ? 

f/o. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her money, 
I would fhe did as you fay, J 

Par. Why I fay nothing. 

Clo. Marry you are the wifer man: for many a mans 
tongue fiiakes out his matters vndoing: to fay nothing, 
to do nothing, to know nothing, and to haue nothin^ 
is to be a great part ofyour title, which is within a vede 
little of norhing. 

Par. Away,th*art a knaue. 

Cl°. You {hould haue faid fir before a knaue, th’arca 
knaue.that’s before me tharta knaue: thishadbeene 
truth fir. 

Tar. Go too, thou art a wittle foole, I haue found 
thee. 

Clo. Did you finde me in your fclfe fir, or were you 
taught to finde me? 1 

Clo. The fearch fir was profitable,' and much Foole 
may you find in you,euen to the worlds pleafurc,and the 
encrcafc of laughter. 

Par. A good knaue ifaith,and well fed. 

Madam, my Lord will go awaie to night. 
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A- Verie ferrious bufinefl'e call’s on him: 

Th e g rC at prerogatiue and rite of loue. 

Which as your due time claimes, he do’s acknowledge. 
But puts it off to a compell’d reftraint: 

Whofc want, and whofe delay, is ftrew’d with fweets 
Which they diftill now in the curbed time, 

To make the comming hourc oreflow with ioy, 
Andpleafure drown e the brim. 

Hel. What’s his will elfe? 

Par. That you will take your inftant leaue a’th king, 
And make this haft as your ownc good proceeding, 
Strengthned with what Apologic you thinke 
May make it probable neede. 

Hel. What more commands hee ? 

Por. That hauing this obtain’d, you prefentlie 
Attend his further pleafure. 

Htl. In euery thing I waite vpon his will. 

Par. I (hall rcporc it fo. Exit Par. 

Hell. I pray you come firrah. Exit 

Enter Lafew and 'Bertram. 

Laf But I hope your Lordfhippe thinkes not him a 
fouldier. * 

Ber • Yes my Lord and of verie valiant approofe. 

Laf. You haue it from his owne dcliucrancc. 

Btr. And by other warranted teftimonie. 

Laf. Then roy Diall goes not true, 1 tooke this L arke 
for a bunting. 

Ber.I do allure you my Lord he is very great in know¬ 
ledge, and accordinglie valiant. 

Laf Ihau* thenfinn’d 3gainfthis experience, and 
tranfgreft againft his valour, andmyftate that way is 
dangerous, fince !cannot yet find in my heart to repent: 
Hecre he comes, I pray you make vs freinds, I will pur- 
fucthc amitic. 


Enter Parollts. 

Par. Thelc things (hall be done fir. 

Laf Pray you fir whofc his Tailor ? 

Par. Sir? 

Laf OI know him well, I fir, hec firs a good workwo¬ 
man, a verie good Tailor. 

Ber. Is flice gone to the king ? 

Par. Shecis. 

Ber. Will ftiee away to night? 

Par. As you’le haue her. 

Ber. I haue writ my letters, casketted my treafure, 
Giuen order for our horfes, and to night, 

When I fiiould take pofTcffion of the Bride, 

And ere I doe begin. 

Laf A good Trauailcr is fomething at the latter end 
oft dinner, but on that lies three thirds , and vfes a 
known truth to pafle a thoufand nothings with, fhould 
bcc once hard, and thrice beaten. God faueyou Cap- 
taine. 

Ber. Is there any vnkindnes betweene my Lord and 
youMonfieur? 

Tar. I know not how Ihauc deferued to run intomy 
Lords difpleafure. 

Laf You haue maJe (hifttorun into’c, bootes and 
fpurrrs and all '.like him that leapt into the Cuftard, and 
out ofityou’le runne againe, rather then fuffer queftion 
for your refidencc. 

Ber. Itroay beeyou hauemiftakenhim my Lord. 

Laf. Andfrialldocfoeuer, though I tookchim at’a 
i prayers. Far* you well my Lord, and beleeue this of 


All’s WeU that ends Well. 


me there can be no kernellin this liginNiir~r7' 
thu man is his eloathes ; Truft himnoti-' ‘ 0ll! 


heauic confcquenee: I haue kept of them 
their natures. Farewell Monfieur, I haue fpok' 
of you, then you haue or will to deferue at mv T , 
we muft do good againft euill, y na Hbi 

Par. An idle Lord, I fweare. i 
Ber. I thinke fo. 

Par. Why do you not know him? 

Ber . T a, I do know him well, and com mon f 
Giucs him a worthy pafle. Hcere comes roy dog P 

Eater Helena. 

Hel. I haue fir as I was commanded from vo U 
Spoke with the King, and haue procur’d his lL e 
For prefent parting, onely he defires 
Somepriuatefpeech with you. 

Ber. I (hall obey his will. 

You muft not meruaile Helen at my courfe. 

Which holds not colour with the time, nor docs 
The miniftration, and required office 
On my particular. Prepar’d I was not 
For fuch a bufineffe, therefore am 1 found 
So much vnlciled : This dtiucs me to intreateyou 

That prefendy you take your way for home. 1 3 

And rather mufc then aske why I intreateyou, 

For my rcfpetfts are better then they leemc, * 

And my appointments haue in them a neede 
Greater then fhewes it fclfe at thefirft view, 

To you that know thcm not. This to my mother 
Twill be two daies ere I (hall fee you, fo 
I lcauc you to your wifedomc. 

Hel. Sir, 1 can nothing fay, 

But that I am your mod obedient feruant, 

Ber. Come, come, no more of that;. 

Hel. And euer (hall 

W ith true obleruance fccke to eckc out that 
Wherein toward me my homely ftarres haue faild 
To equall my great fortune. 

Ber. Let that goc: my haft is verie great. Farwcll: 
Hie home. 

Hel. Pray fir your pardon. 

Ber. Well, what would you fay? 

Hel. I am not worthieof the wealth I owe, 

Nor dare I fay ’tis mine : and yet it is, 

But like a timorous theefe, mod fame would ftealc 
What law does vouch mine owne. 

Ber. What would you haue ? 

/A/.Sometliing, and fcarfe fo much: nothing indeed, 

I would not tell you what I would my Lord: Faith yes, 
Strangers and foes do funder, and not kifle. 

Ber. I pray you ftay not, but in haft to horle. 

Hel. I (hail not breakc your bidding,good my Lord: 
Wherearcmy other men? Monfieur,far well. Exit 

Ber. Go thou toward home,where I wil neuer come, 
Whilft I can (hake my fword, or heare the drumme: 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Brautly, Coragio. 

nA&us Tertiur, 


Oy 


Flour fit . Enter the Thtkf af Florence, the two Frenehm *, 
with a troope efSonldiere . 

Duke .So that from point to point,now haue you heard 


The 
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r^n^ailrcafonsofthiswarre,' 

decifion hath much blood let forth 
thirds after. 

And r!rd. Holy feetnes the quarrcll 
1 ^ ur Graces part: blacke and fcarefull 
Vpony oul ^ er 

Oiithe °PP° e £ ore we meru aile much our Cofin France 
n/* Id in fo >“ft 3 bufinefl'e, (hut his bofojne 
our borrowing prayers. 

Ag Good my Lord, 

JJe,fons ofour ftate I cannot yeelde, 
it, a common and an outward man, 

8ut 'preat figure of a Counfaile frames, 
o^felfevrahle motion, therefore dare not 
? y Jvvhac I thinke of it, fince I haue found 
Mvfelfc in my tncertaine grounds to faue 1 

i s often as Igucft- 
h D «ke. Beithispleafure. 

P 3utlamfurctheyongerofotirnature, 

T w furfet on their eafe, will day by day 

fotne hcere for Phyfrcke. 

C Duke. Welcome (hall they bee: 

And ah the honors that can fly c from vs, 
shall on them fettle: you know your places well, 
Wben’better fall, for your auailcs they fell, 

To morrow to th the field. 


Flour fb. 


Enter Coitntcffc and Clowne. 

CViwf.Ithath happen’d all, as I would haue had it, fauc 
thathe comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth I take my young Lord to be avc- 
tie melancholy man. 

Cstmte By what obleruance I pray you. » 

Cle . Why he willlobke ypponhisboote, and fing,: 
mend the Ruffe and fing, aske queftions and fing, picke 
his teeth, and fing: I know a man that had this trickcof 
melancholy hold a goodly Mannor for a fong. 

Lad. Let me fee what he wrices,and when he meanes 
to come. 

Clow. Ihauenomindeto/>£e//finccl was at Court. 
Our old Lings, and our libels a’ch Country, are nothing 
like your old Ling and your Isbels a'tb Courtuhc brains 
ofmy Cupid’s knock’d out,andI beginne to loue, as an 
eld man louts money, with no ftomackc. 

Lad. What haue we hecre ? 

Clo. In that you haue there. exit 

A Letter. 

Ihwfentjett a daughter.in-Law, fhee hath recottered the 
King , and vndoae me : / h tue wedded her, not bedded her, 
anafworneto make the not eternad. Ton [ball heare I ant 
runne away, know it before the report come. If there bee 
bridth enough in the world , I will bold a long difiance. My 
duty to yoyo. Tour unfortunate fonnf, 

Bertram. 

This is not well rafli and vnbridJed boy, 

Toflye the fauours of fo good a King, t 
Topluckehis indignation on chy head, 
lythemilprtfingofaMaidetoo vertB'ops ' 

c or the contempt of Empire. 

Enter dime. 

Clow. O Madam,yonder is heauic newes yvithinbe* 
tweene two fouldiers', and my yong Ladie.. 

La. What is the matter. 

Clo. Nay there is fome,£on)fort in tfienewes, fome. 
comfort^our fonn^ kild fo foone as I thoght 


" ■ V ' 


La. Why (bould he be kill’d ? < 

(flo. So fay I Madame, ifhe runne away, as I hear* he 
does, the danger is in (landing too’t, that’s the lode of 
men, though it be the getting of children. Hecre they 
come will tell you more. For roy part I onely heare your 
fonne was run away. 

Enter Hetlen and two Gentlemen . 

Trench E. Saue you good Madam. 

Hel. Madam,my Lord is gone, for cuer gone. 

French G. Do not fay fo. 

La. Thinke vpon patience,pray you Gentlemen, 

I haue felt lo many quirkes ofioy and greefe. 

That the firft face of neither on the ftart 
Can woman me vntooY. Where is my fonne I pray you? 
Fren.G. Madam he’s gone to ferue the Duke ofFlo- 
rence, 

We met him thitherward, for thence we came j 
And after fome dilpatch in hand at Court, 

Thither we bend againe. 

Hel . I.ooke on his Letter Madam,here's my Pafport. 

When thou canfiget the Ring upon my finger, which newer 
(hall come off, and [hew mee a childe begotten of thy bodie, 
that I am father too,thtn\.all me husband', but in fuch a(thef 
1 write a Newer. 

This is a dreadfull fentence. 

La. Brought you this Letter Gentlemen? 
i-G. I Madam, and tor the Contents lake are (orric 
for our paines. 

OldLa. Iprethee Ladiehauea betterchcere. 

If thou engrofieft, all the greefes are thine, 

Thou robft me of a moicy: He was my fonne. 

But I do waft) his name out ofmy blood, 

And thou art all my childc. Towards Florence is he? 
Fren G.l Madam. 

La. And to be a fouldier. 

Fren.G. Such is his noble purpofe, and btleeu’c 
The Duke will lay vpon him all the honor 
That good conuemcnce claimcs; 

Z/rf. Returnc you thither. 

Fren.E. I Madam.withthe fwifreff wingoffpeed. 
Hel. Till I haue no wtfe, I haue nothin r in franco 
’Tis bitter. • 

La. Findeyou that there? 

Hel. I Madame. 

Fren.E. Tis but the boldnefle of his hand haply,which 
his heart was not contenting too. . ~ \ 

Lad. Nothing in France, vntill he haue no wife: 
There’s nothing hecre that is too good for him 
But onely (he, and (he deferucs a Lord 
That twenty fuchrude boyes might teodvpon, 

And call her Hourely Miftris.. Who was with him ? 

Fren.E. A feruant onely, and a Gentleman: which I 
haue fometime-knowne. 

La. Faro lies was it not? 

Fren.£., I my good Ladle, hee. ’ • 

La. A verie tainted fellow, and fullbf wiekednefle, 
My fonne corruptsa well dcriued nature 
With his inducement. 

Fren.E. Indeed good Ladie the fellow has a deale of 
that, too much, which hokis him much to haue. 

La. Y’are welcome Gentlemen, I will ifitreate you 
when you fee my fonne,, to tell hirti that his fword can 
neuer winne the honor that he loofes : mere lie intreate 
_ X yo u l 
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you written tobcarealong. 

Frtn.G. We feme you Madam in that and all your 
worthieft affaires. J 

L*. Not fo, but as we change our courtefies, 

Will you draw neere? g xit 

He J.' ^*81 haue no wife Ibaue teething* France. 
Notr t ,ag in France Tntill he has no wife • 

Thou (halt hauc none ReJfiHion, none in France, 

Then haft thou all againe: poorc Lord, is’t I 
That chafe the* from thy Countrie, and expofc 
i hole tender limbes of thine, to the euent 
Gf c ^ e n° ne *fp»ring warre ? And is it I, 

That driue thee from the fportiue Court,where thou 
Was’t (hot at with faire eyes, to be the marke 
Offmoakie Musket* ? O you leaden meflengers, 
a hat ride vpon the violent fpeedeoffire, 

Fly with falfe ayme, moue the ftill-peering aire 
That flogs with piercing, do not touch my Lord: 

Who euer (hoots ac him, I fet him there. 

Who euer charges on his forward breft 
I am the Caitiffc that do hold him too't. 

And though l kill him not, I am the caufe 
! His death was f© effe<fted: Better ’twere 
I met the rauine Lyon when he roar’d 
With lharpeco»ft:aint of hunger: better'twere, 

■ That all thcmilencs which nacure owes 
Were mine at once. No come thou home RofftlUon, 
Whence honor but of danger winnes a fcane, 

: As oft it loofesall. I will be gone: 

My being heeie it is, that holds thee heuce, 

Shall I ftay hecrc to doo’t ? No, no, although 
The ayre of Paradife dtd fan the houfe, 

And Angles offic'd all: I will be gone, 

That pittifull rumour may report my flight 
Toeonfolatethineeate. Comcnighc, end day. 

For with the darke (poore theefe) He ftcale away. Sxit. 

Fleur ifk. Enter the Duke ofFlorence , Roffittion, 
dr-m and trumpet s,foldiers i Farr tiles. 

r D*kf. The Generali of onr horfe thou art,and wt 
i Great in our hope, lay our beft loue and credence 
j Vpon thy promising fortune. 

1 Ber. Sir it if i 

A charge to© heauy for my ftrength, but yet 
Wee’l ftriue to bearc it tor your worthy fake, 

To th’cxtreme edge ofhazard. 

Duke. Then j^o thou fonh, • 

And fortune play vpon thy profperous helme 
As thy aufpicious miftris. . - 

Ber. This very day 

Great Mars I put my felfc into thy file, 

Make me but like my thoughts, and I (hall prouc 
A loner of thy drumme, hater of loue. Exeunt ennes 


Mi Well that ends Well. 


Enter Count ejfe^r Steward. 

La. Alas! and would you take the lettcf of her: 
Might you not know fhe would do, as (he has done. 
By fending me a Letter. Reads it agen. 


3 IK;! 


f M 


■ a!"' ?d Letter*! h ' 

I am S. liquet Ptlgrlm, thither gone : 
Ambitions (qhc hath [o in me offended, ' • 3 

That bar e-foot plod l the cold ground vpon 
Wiit hfainted vow my faults to hone amended. 


^ r J'tf»riu7tfat from the tloodie ~comfirfZZr~~~ 
bereft UHoffer your diarefome, my £ ’ 
XltJJc htm at home in peace. Wbitil I from fane 
His name with zealous ferueur fanShfig : J 3 

Ms taken labours bid him me forgitte : 
l his deffightfuU Innofent him forth, 

From Courtly friends, with Camping foes to line 
Where death and danger dogges the heeles of worth 
He is too good and faire for death , and enee 
Whom l rnyfelfe embrace , tofet him free. * 

Ah what fharpe ftmgs are in her mildeft word, > 
Rynaldo , you did neucr lacke aduice fo much * 

As letting her pafie fo: had I fpoke with her 
1 could haue well diuerted her intenta, * 

Which thus fhe hath preuented. 

Ste. Pardon me Madam, 

If I had giuen you this atoucr-nighr. 

She might hauebeeneore-tane: and*vet fhe 
Purluite would be but vaine. Wnter 

La. What AngdlftiaU 
Bkfl'e this vnworthy husband, he cannot thriue 
Vnleffe her prayers, whom heauen delights zohL 
And loues to grant, repreeue him from the wrath ? 
Oi greateft Iufticc. Write, write Rjnatdo 
To this vnworthy husband of his wife, * 

Let cueric word waigh heauie of her worrh 
That he does waigh too light: my greateftwe-r. 
Though little he So fait i!. fa do wnt (h3 r ' 
Difpatch the moft conuenicnt meffenger 3 
Wnen haply he (hill hcarc that (he U gone 
He will returnc, and hone I may that ftiee * 
Hearing fo much, will fpeede h« foote againe 
Led hither by pure loue: which of them both’ 

Is deereft to me, 1 haue no skill in fence 
T o make diftin^ion: proujde this Meflenger: 

My heart is Heauie, and mine age isweake, 

Grcefe would haue tearea, and forrow bids me fpeakc 

Em 

A Tucket afarre off. • 

Ester old WlJdov of Florence, ber daughter t Vdlm« 
and Utfariana, with other 
Citizens . 

Bnddop. Nay come, 

For if they do approach the Cuty, 

We (ball loofe all the fight, 

Diana. They fay, the French Count ha* done 
Moft honourable fcruicc. 
fVid. It ia reported. 

That he has taken their great’ft Commander, 

And that with his ownehand he flew 
The Dukes brother: we haue loft our labour. 

They are gone a contrarie ways harke, 
you may know by their Trumpets. 

UWaria. Come lets returne againe. 

And fu ffice our fclues with the report of it. 

Well Diana, take heed of this French Earle, 

The honor of a Maide is her name. 

And no Legacic i$ fo rich 
Aihontftic. 

' Widdew. Ihauc told my neighbour 
How you haue beene foliated by a Gentleman! 

His Companion. 

.. M* 

- _ muwZm , —-' 



Ms Well that ends mil. 


\ knovTthat knaue, hang him,one ParoHes, 
fit Scerheisinthofe fuggeftions for theyoung 
.Ware of them Diana ; their promifcs entile- 
E « caches, tokens, and all thefe engines oflu ft, are 
^ thine* they go vnder s many a maide hath beene 
by them, and the mifericis example, thac fo 
•hie(hew«* in the wracke ofmaiden-hood, cannot 
C , et 11 that diffwadc fucce(fion,but that they are limed 
° f u hetwigges that threatens them. Ihopclnecde 
rl aduife y°“ further, but I hope your owne grace 
n °n Lne you where you are, though there were no 
father danger knowne, but the modeftie which is fo 

s You (hall not neede to fearc me. 

U Enter He lien, 

arid. I hope fo: looke here comes a pilgrimj know 
. )ye ar my houfe, thither they lend one another, 
Jequeftion her. God faue y©u pilgrim, whether are 

bound? , 

lltl. To S. laques la grand. 

Where do the Palmers lodge, I do befeech you? 
fVid. At the S.Francis hecrebefide the Port. 

Ed. I* this the way? A march afarre. 

yil imarrieift. Harke you, they come this way : 
If you will tarrie holy Pilgrime 
But till the troopes come by, 

IwillconduiSyou where you (hall be lodg’d. 

The rather for I thinke I know your hoftefle 

Asampleasmyfelfe. 

Eel. Isityour felfe ? 

wii Ifyou (hall plcafefo Pilgrime. 

Eel. Ithankeyou, and will ftay vpon your leifure. 
y/jd. you came I thinke from France } 

Eel. Ididfo. 

mi. Heere you (hall fee a Countriman ofyours 
That has done worthy feruice. 

Eel. His name Iptay you? 

Die. The Count Reffiilion: know you fuch a one? 

Bel. But by the earc that heares moft nobly of him: 
His face I know not. 

Tie. What fomere he is 
He’s brauely taken heere. He ftole from France 
As'tis reported: for the King had married him 
Againft his liking. Thinke you it is fo ? 

Eel. I furely metre the truth,I know his Lady. 

Due. There is a Gentleman that femes the Count, 
Reports but courfely of her. 

Eel. What’s his name? 

Via, Monfieur Parr oiks. 

Eel. Oh I belecue with him. 

In argument ofpraife, or to the worth 
Of the gtcat Count himlelfc, fhe is too meane 
Tohaue her name repeated, all her deferuing 
Is a referued honeftie, and thac 
Ihauenot heard examin’d. 

Dtan. Alas poore Ladie, 

’Tis a hard bondage to become the wife 
Ofadetefting Lord. 

Wid. I write good creature,wherefoere fhe is. 

Her hart waighes fadly: this yong maid might do her 
A (hrewd turne if (he pleas’d. 

Hel. How do you meane ? 

Way be the amorous Count folicites ber 
In the vnlawfullpurpofe. 

Wii, Hedoesindeede, 

. id brokes with all that can in fuch a fuite 



Corrupt the tender honour of a Maide: 

But (he is arm’d for him, and kcepes her guard 
In honefteft defence. 

Drumme and Colours. 

Enter fount %effiiion t Parrolles , end the whole Armie. 

UUar. The goddes forbid el(e. 

tvid. So, now they coroe: 

That is Anthonie the Dukes eldcft fonne. 

That Efcaltu. 

Hel. Which is the Frenchman ? 

Di*. Hce, 

That with the plume, ’ds a moft gallant fellow, 

I would helou’d his wife :if he were honefter 
He were much goodlier.Is’t not a hand lorn Gentleman 

Hel., I like him well. 

Di.'Tn piety he is not honeftryonds that fame knaue 
That leadcs him to theie places: were 1 his Ladie, 

I would poifon that vile Rafcall. 

Hel. Which is he ? 

Dia. That lacke an-apes with fcarfes. Why is hce 
melancholly? 

Hel. Perchance he s hurt i’th bauaile. 

“Par. Loofe our drum ? Well. 

Mar. He’s (hrewdly vexe at fomething. Looke he 
has (pyed vs. 

Wid. Marrie hang you. 

Mar. And your curtcfie, for a ring-carrier. Exit. 

Wid. The troope is paft: Come pilgrim, I wil bring 
yoUjWherc you (hall hoft: Of inioyn’d penitents 
There’s fourc or fiue, to great S. deques bound, 

AIrcadie at my hou(e. 

Hel. I humbly thanke you: 

Pleafc it this Matron, and this gentle Maide 
To eate with vs to night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me. and to requite you further, 

I will beftow forac precepts of this Virgin, 

Worthy the note. 

Both, Wec’l take your offer kindly* t Exeunt # 

Enter Count Tfojfillion and the Frenchmen , 
as at firfi. 

Caf.E. Nay good my Lord put him too’t: let him 
hauc his way. 

Cap.G. Ifyour Lordfhippe findehimnotaHilding, 
hold me no more in your refpeft. 

Cap.E. On my life my Lord,a bubble. 

Ber. Do you thinke I am fo farre 
Deceiued in him. 

Cap.E. BelceueicmyLord, in mine owne direft 
knowledge, without any malice, but to fpeake of him 
asmykinfman, hee’s a moft notable Coward, an infi¬ 
nite and endleffc Lyar, an hourely promifc-breaker,the 
owner of no one good qualitic,worthy your Lordfbips 
entertainment. 

Cap.G. It were fit you knew him, leaft repofing too 
farre in his vertue which he hath not, he might at fome 
great and truftie bufineffe , in a maine daunger, fayle 
you. 

Ber. I would I knew in what particular aflion to try 
him. 

Cap. Cj. None better then to let him fetch off his 
drumme, which you hcarehim fo confidently vnder- 
taketodo. 

C.£, I with a troop of Florentines wil fodainly (ur- 
X i prize 






























































































prize him; fuch I will haue whom I am fuse he.kno.wes 
not from the cnemje : wee will binde and hoodwiake 
him fo, that he Ihall luppofe no othct.but that he is cat* 
ried into the Leager of the aduerfaries, when we bring 
him to ourowne tents: be but your Lordfhip prefent 
at his examination, if he do not for thepromifeof his 
life, and in the higheft compulfion of bafe feare, offer to 
betray you, and deliuer all the intc! ligcnce in his power 
againftyou, and that with the cliuinc forfeitc of his 
foule Ypon oath, neuer tiuft rv.y iudgetnent in ante 
thing. b 

p f° r die loue pflaughtcr, let him fetch his 
drumme, nc fayes he has a ftrasagem for*t: when your 
Lordfhip fees the bottpoie of this fiicccftc in’c, and to 
what mettle this counterfeyt.lump of ours will bemcl- 
tedifyougiue him notlohn drummesentcrtaincmen^ 
your inelifting cannocbc remoued. Hecrc he comes. 

. ^ ? * # , ^ r A * 0 f ? # >« e ^ ■ * . ,■ *. j . * hc * . 

Enter Parrollet. 

CdptE. O for the loue of laughter hinder not the ho¬ 
nor ofhis defigne, let him fetch off his drumme in any 

hand. * 

Btr. How now Monfieur?This drumme nicks fore* 
ly in your difpofition. 

Cap.G. A pox on’t, let it go, ’tisJjut a d-.umme. 

Par. But a drumme: Iff but a drum net A drumfo 
loft. There was excellent command, to cl' rg.emwith 
our horfe vpon out owne wings, and to re: < our owne 
fouldicrs. 

That was not to be blam’d in the command 
of the feruice : it was a difafter of warre that Cajar him 
felfc could not bauepreuented, if he had beene there to 
command. . 

Ber. Well, wee cannot greatly condemnc our fuc- 
ceffe: fome diftionor wee had in the Ioffe of that drum, 
but itis notto be recouered. 

Pdr. It might haue beene recouered. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recoueted, but that the merit of fer¬ 
uice is fildome attributed to the true and exatf perfor¬ 
mer, I would hauc that drumme or another, or hie ia- 
eet . 

, Why ify ou baue a ftomacke,too’t Monfieur: if 

youtninkeyour myftericin ftratagem, can bring this 
iaftrument of honour againc into his natiue quarter, be 
magnanimious in the enterprize and go oh, J vyjl grace 
the attempt for a worthy exploit: if you fpcede well in 
it, the Duke fhall both fpeake of it, and extend royou 
what further becomes his greatneffe. euen to the vtmoft 
pliable of your worthineffci 
. Pdr. By thei\and of a fouldier I will vndertake it. 

Ber. But you muft not now (lumber in it. 

Tar. He about it this eucning, and I will prefcntly 
pendowne my dilemma’s, encourage my felfe in my 
certaintie, put my felfe intomy mortoll preparation ; 
and by midnight lookc to hcarc further from me. 

"Ber. May I bee bold to acquaint his grace you are 
gone about it. 

Par'. Ikno w not what the fucceffe wil be my Lord, 
but the attempt I vow. 

Ber . I know th’att valiant. 

And to the pofsibility of thy fouldierfhip, 

Will Cibfcribe for thee: Farewell, 

Tar. I loue not many words. . 

€*p.£. Nomorethcna fifh loucs water.. Js not this 



aftrang,e fellow my Lpr4,,th*tfo eotifid*rithA^~ 
vndertake this bufineffe, whichhc knowes l. ' me * 1 

d ®nc, damne* bimfclfe todo, dares betterh°] to 
then to doo’t. • “ €rb «d» to 


c *p G? do not know him my Lord« 
certaine itis thathc will ftealc himfelfe i nt o 
uour, and for a weeke efcapea great deale 0 f^ mf 
ties, but when youfinde him out, you baue h' d ' rc011 
ter. ..." *1 . : -. JK lm cuc ra 

Ber. VVhydoyouthinke bewillmakchod 
all of this,tliat foferiouflieheedooes a< jd r efT t- ' 

vnto? ‘ Ic nmifeii 

Cap.E. None in the world, but returne with 
uention, and clap vpon you two or three prohshi ? 9 
but we haue almoft imboft him, you lhall fee h f 
night; for indeede lie is not for your Lor^A; 
fpea. 1 J ' or<SUll PP«t r c 

Cap.G. Weelc make you fomefporx withth c 
ere we cafe him. He was firftfmoak’d by the old r 
Ldfew, when his difguife and he is parted; tel] • 

a fprat you (hall findc him, which you ffiall fJ?J■ 1 

ric night. thls Vfc 

Cap.S. Imuftgolookemy twigges 
He (hall be caught. * 

Ber. Your brother he (ha;! go along with me 

Cap.G. Adtpleafc your Lordlhip, ]| c I eau ' 

Ber. Now wil I lead you to die houfe and ( h. 

The Laffc I fpoke of. jndfllCw ^ 

Cap.S. But you lay flie’s honeft. 

Ber. That’s all the fault : Hpoke with ftirfeutonce, 
And found her vy*odrous cold, bm I fent to h cr 
By this fame Coxcombc that we haue i th wi nc ] e 
Tokens and Lc tiers,whichthe did rtfend 
And this is all I hauc done: She’s a fair* creature 
Will you go ice her? * 

Cdp.E. With all my heart my Lord. f m 


£»ttr HetteH t dndnrM<m, 


^ . 


■a v u n • 

Hel. If you mifdoubt me that I am not fiiee i 
I know not how I lliall affureyou further, ’ > 

But 1 fliall loofe the grounds I worke vpon. 

mi. Though my eftate be falne.I was well borne, 
Nothing acquainted with thefe bufineffes. 

And would not put my reputation now 
In any ftaining a£h - n< ' •' 

Hel. Norwouldltvifh you. > 

Firft giue me truft, the Count he is my husband, 

And what to your fwornc counfaile I haue fpolcea, 

Is fofrom word to word sand then you cannot 
By the good ayde that I of you fhall borrow, 
Erreinbeftowingit. 

Wid. I fiiould bclceue you. 

For you haue fiiew’d me that which well approaet 
Y’are great in fortune. 

Hel. Take this purfeofGold, 

And let me buy your friendly helpe thus fatre, 
Which I will ouer-pay, and pay againe 
When I haue found it.The Count he wocayour 
>4.ci> daughter, 

Layes downs hit wanton fiedge before her beautie, 
Kefolue to carrie her: let her in fine confenc 
As wee'l dired her how 'tis beftto bcare its 
Now his important blood will naught denic. 

That fttee’l demand: a ring the Countie wearbs, 
That downward hath fuccccdcd in his houfe 

Fron 
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Cnee the firfi fa c hfr wore it. This Ring he holds 
? moft rich choice: yet in his idle fire, 
rl buv his will, it would not feeme too deere, 
cj oV veterepe nt ed after. 

N ow I fee the bottdme of your purpofe. 
tifl. You fecit lawfull then,itis no more, 

Rut that your daughter ere file feemes as vvonne,; 
Delire* this Ring; appoints him an encounter j 
ilfine deliuer* me to fill the time, 
u £ r felfe moft chafiiy abfenc: after 

To marry her, He adde three thoufand Crownes 
Tevshatispaft already. 

Hrti Ihaueycelded: 

juftrua my daughter how fhc fiiall perfeuer, 

That time and place with this deceue io lawfull 
May proue coherent. Euery night he comes 
\VithMufickes of all forts.and longs compos’d 
Toher vnworthioeffe: It nothing ftcedsvs 
To chide him from ourecues, for he pcrfills 
As rfhis life lay on’t. 

Htl. Why then to night 
Let vs affay our plot, which if it fpeed. 

Is wicked meaning in a lawfull deede j 
And lawfull meaning in a lawfull a&, 

Where both not finne, and yet a finfull fa£t. 

But let’s about it. 

<*AHus Quart us. 


gntcr me of the Frenchmen, with fine orfixe other 
fonldiers in dmbttjh. 

i,Lori £.He can come no other way but by this hedge 
corner: when you fallie vpon him, fpeake what terrible 
Language you will: though you vndcrftand it not your 
felues, no matcer: for we mull not feeme to vndcrftand 
him, vnleffe fome one among vs, whom wee muft pro¬ 
dace for an Interpreter. 

i .Sol. Good Captaiue, let me be th’Jnterpreter. 

Lor. E. Art not acquainted with him? knowes he not 
thy voice? 

i .Sol. No fir J warrant you. 

Lo.E. But what linfie wolfy haft thou to fpeake to vs 
againe. 

i .Sol. E’n fuch as you fpeake to me. 

Lo.E. He muff thinkevs fome band of ftrangers, i’th 
adaerfaricscntertainmenc. Now he hath a fmacke of all 
neighbouring Languages : therefore we muft euery one 
>e a man ofhis owne fanci«;not to know what we fpeak 
one to another: fo we feeme to know,is to know ftraight 
ourpurpofe: Choughs language, gabbldenotigh, and 
’oodenough. As for you interpreter, yon muft feeme 
very politicke. But couch boa, heerc hce comes, to be¬ 
guile two houtes in a flcepc,and then to returne Be. lwear 
thelierhefQrgcs. 


Enter PdrteBes. 

Pdr. Ten# docke f Within thefe three hourcs ’twill 
time enough to goe home. What ftiall I fay I haue 
done 1 1t muft becavcryplaufiuej iBufentiQn' thatt carries 
it. They beginne to fmoake mee, and difgraces hauc of 
late, knock d too often at my doore: J finde my tongue 
is coo foole-hardie,. but my heart hath the feare of Marsr 


before it, and ofhis creatures, not daring the reports of 
my tongue* 

Lo.E. This is the firft truth that ere thine own tongue 

wasguiltieof. 

Par. What the diuell fiiould raoue mee to vndertake 
the rccouerie of this drumme, being not ignorant of the 
impoflibility, and knowiag I had no fuch purpofe ? I 
muft giue my felfe fome hurts, and fay I got them in ex¬ 
ploit : yet fi ght ones will not carrie it. They will fay, 
came you off with fo little ? And great ones I dare not 
giue, wherefore what’s the inftance. Tonguc.I muft put 
you into a Butter-womans mouth, and buy my felfe ano¬ 
ther of Baidzatho Mule, if you prattle nice into thefe 
perilles. 

Lo.E. Isicpoffibleheihouldknowwhatheeii, and 
be that he is- 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments wold ferue 
the turnc, or the breaking of my Spanifli fword. 

Lo.E. We cannot affoord you fo. 

' Pdr. Or the baring of my beard, and to fay it was in 
ftratagem. 

Lo.E. ’Twould not do. 

Par. Or to drowne my doathes, and fay I was ftript. 
Lo.E. Hardly ferue. 

Par. Thoughlfworellcaptfrorothe windowofthe 
Citadel!. 

Lo.E. Howdeepe# 

Par, Thirty fadome. 

Lo.E. Three great oathes would icarfe make that be 

bcleeucd. 

Par. I would I had any drumme of the enemies, I 
would fwearc I recouer d ir. 

Lo.E. You fhall hcarc one anon. 

Pdr. A drumme now of the enemies. 

jilarum within. 

Lo E. Three* movoufw, cargo,cargo,cargo, 
jlll. Cargo,cargo } cargo t villidndaparcorbo , cargo , 

Par. O ranfomc, ranl'ome. 

Do not hide mine eyes. 

Inter. B oskos thromuldo bos\os. 

Par. I know you are the ^//a^wRegimenr, 

And I fhall loole my life for Want of language. 

If there be heerc German or Dane, Low Dutch, 

Italian,or French, let him fpeake to me, 

Iledifcouerthat, which Ihal vndo the Florentine. 

Int. Boskps vanvado , I vndcrftand thee, & can fpeak* 
thy tongue : Kerelybonto fir, betake thee to thy faith, for 
feuenteeneponyardsareatthy bolome. 

Far. Oh. 

Inter. Oh pray, pray,pray, 

(JManha reUanra dtilcbe. 

Lo.E. Ofcorbidnlchos voliuorco. 

Int. The Generali is content to fpare thee yet. 

And hoodwinkt as thou art, will leade thee on 
To gather from thee. Haply thou mayft informe 
Something to fstue thy life. 

Par. O'let me Hue, 

Andallthefecretsefourcampelle {hew, 

Their force, their purpofes: Nay, lie fpeake that. 

Which you will Wonderat. 

Inter. But wilt thou faithfully ? 

Par. ifldonot, damne roc. 

Inter, Acer do lint a. 

Come on, thou are granted fpace. Exit 

vifhort jilarnmwithin. 

x 3 
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L ' E ‘ Goieil the Count Ref’hon and my brother. 
We haue caught the woedcocke, and will keepehim 
Till we do heare from them. (mufled 

Sol. Captainel will. 

L.E‘ A will betray vs all vnto our felues» 

Informe on that. 

Sol. So I will fir. 

L.E. Till then lie keepe him darke and fafely lockt. 

Exit 

Enter Bertram, and the Maiit called 
Diana. 

Ber. They told me that your name was Font]tell. 
Dio. No my good Lord, Diana .. 

Ber, Titled Goddcfle, 

And worth it v/ith .addition: but faite foule, 

In your fine frame hath loue no qualitie? 

If the quicke fire of youth light not your minde, 

You arc no Maiden but a monument 
When you are dead you fhould be futh a one 
As you are now: for you are cold and fterne. 

And now you fhould be as your mother was 
When your fweet felfe was got. 

Dia. She then was honeft, 

Ber. So Ihould you be. 
j Dta. No: 

My mother did but dutie, furh(my Lord) 

As you owe to your wife, 

Ber . No more a’that: 

I prethec do nor. firiue againft my vo t wes: 

I was compel! d to her, but 1 loue t’ncc 
By Ioues ownc fweet conftraint, and will for euet 
Do thee all rights of ferutccu 
Dia. Ifoyoufetuevs 

Till we feme you: But when you haue our Rofes, 

You barely Icauc our thorr.es to prickeour lclucs. 

And mocke vs with our bareneiTe. 

Ber. How.baue I fworne. 

Did. Tis not. the many oathes that makes the truth. 
But the plaine fingle vow, that is vow’d true : 

What is no: holie, thac we fweare not by, 

But take the high’ft to wicneffe: then pray you trII me. 
If I fhould fweare by Ioues great attributes, 

I lou’d you deerely, would youbeieeue my oathes, 

When I did loue you ill > This ha’s no holding 

To fweare by him whom Iproteft toloue 

That I will vvotke againft him. Therefore your oathes 

Ate words and poorc conditions, but vnfeal'd 

At left in my opinion. 

'Ber. Change it, change it: 

Be not fo holy cruell: Loue is holie, 

Andmyintegriticnc’re knew the crafts 

That you do charge men with : Stand no more oft) 

But giue thy felfe vnto my ficke defires, 

Who then recouers. Say thou art mine, andcuer 
My loue as it beginnes. lira 11 fo perfeuer. 

Dm.I fee that men tnakerope’s in fuch a fcarre, 

Th8t wee’l forfake our fellies. Giue me that Ring. 

2?er. He lend it thee my deere; but haue no power 
To giue it from me. 

Die. Will you not my Lord i 
Ber. It is an honour longing to our houfe, / 

Bequeathed downc from manic Anccftors, 

Which were the grcaccft obloquie i’th world. 

In me to loofe. ., \ 

Di,ve. M ine Honors fuch a Ring, 

My chaftitits the Ievvcll of our houfe. 


All's Wellthatends Well. 


Bequeathed downefrom many Anceftors 
Whtch were the greateft obloquie i’th world 
In mee to loofe. Thus your owne proper wifed 
Brings in the Champion honor on my p arr 
Againft your va ine affault. . “ * 

Ser. Hccrc, take my Ring, 

Kodlt 1 f h ‘ co "' , ' lnoc ‘ e * t "'y<k». 

lie order take, my mother fhall not heare. 

Now will I charge you in the band of truth 
When you haue conquer’d my yet maiden, bed 

Kemaine there but an houre,norfpeaketome • 

My reafons arc moft ftreng, and you(hall L, , 

When b«ke again, .hii Km g (lull be dcliulrt. ^ 
And on your finger in the night, lie put ° * 

Another Ring, that what in time proceeds 
May token to the future, our paft deeds. * 

Adieu till then, then faile not: you haue wonne 
A wife of me, though there my hope be dene 
Ber. A heauen on earth I haue won by wooino A 
2b.Forwjiich.liue long to thank bJhbeZtt 
You may fo in the end. aiBl 

My mother told me iufj how he would woo 
As iffhc fate in’s heart. She fayes, all ip en ’ 

Haue the like oathes : He had fwome to niarrie 
When his wife’s dead : therforc He lye with him 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen arc lb braid. 
Marry that will,Iliue and die a Maid : ’ 

Onely in this difguife, I think’t no finne. 

To cofen him that would vniuftly winne. £ xj 

Enter the two l rench Captaimer, and fonse two tr thru 
Sotildwvrs. 

Cap.g, You haue not giuen him his mothers letter. 
Cap e. I haue delm’rcd it an houre fince,there is foil 
thing in’t rhat ftings his nature: for on the reading j t 
nc chang’d almcft into another man. 

Cap.G. He hasmuch worthy blamelaid vponMm 
for making off fo good a wife, and fo fweet a Lady. ’ 
Cap.E. Efpccially, hec hath incurred the tuerlaftinp 
difpicafurc of the King, who hadeuen tun’d his bounty 
to ling happineffc to him, I will tell you a thine, but 
you ftiall let it dwell darkly with you. 

Cap.G. When you haue fpoken it tis dcad.andlim 
the graueofit. 

Cap.E. Hee hath peruerted a young Gentlewoman 
hecr*! in Florence, of a moft chaftc renown, & this night 
he fieftieshis will in the fpoyle of her honours hee hath 
giuen her his monumcntall Ring, and thinkes himfeife 
made in the vnehaftc eompofition, 

Cap.G. Ndw God delay our rebellion aswearcour 
fclues, what things are wc. 

Caf .E, Mcerdy our owne trairouri ♦ Atid as in the 
common courfe of all treafons, wc ftill fee them rcoeale 
themfehres, till they auainc to tbiir abhorr’d ends: fo 
he that in this action contriue* againft his ownc Nubi¬ 
lity in his proper ftrearoe, orc-flowrs himfeife. 

Cap.G. Isirnot meant danirtable in vs, to be Trum¬ 
peters of our vnlawfiill intents? Wc (hall northenham 
his compim yitoihighc? 


.3m or* 


C*f.E. .Nottill after:roiA{igte: / fejr biers dieted i 
biahoure. . *; •> r » siaornl o; ;.y* \ ' { f 

: C4p. C.That approaches apace t Iwould gladly hat 
him feeJiis company anathomifty^ihit hee might cal 
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-r~^^^iudgcments^b«eiu fo curioufly 
*°! e VL ,[,is counterfeit. 

heM ‘J Wc wi n noC meddle with him till he come; 

. f- refence muft be the whip of the other. 
yy 1° the'meanetime, what Heare you of thefe 

^ I heare there is an ouerture of peace. 

r’r Nav 1 affurc you a peace con eluded« 

E. What will Count Rojftllion do then ? Will he 
CA L higher, or rcturne againc into France ? 

Ot.G.l perceiue by this demand, you arc not alto- 

°/b'Lenc be'forbid fir, fo ftiould I bee a greit 

G.'*Sir, his wife fonye. two months fince fledde 
r Stis houfe’, her ptctence is a pilgrimage to Saint Ja - 
which holy vndcrcaking with moft au- 
frcfsnainwnie (he accoropliflat: and there refiding, 

! ‘ demefleofher Nature, became as a prey to her 
Ireeft * in fine,madc a groane ot her laft breath, & now 

lie lings in heauen. 

CaPoE. How is this luflincd? 
ch.G. The ftronger part of it by her ownc l etters, 
which makes her ftoric true, euen tothepoynt of her 
Lth* her death it felfe, which could not be her office 
t0 fay,is come: was faithfully confirm'd by the Rcitor 

° f Hath the Count all this intelligence ? 

Crt.c, I, and the particular confirmations, point 
from point, to the full arming of the veritie. 

(apE. I am heartily forric that heel bee gladdeof 

CaP<(j 4 How mightily fometimes^wernake vs ^Qm- 
forts of our lolfcs. 

Cap.E, And how mightily fome other times, wee 
drownc our gaine in tcarcs, the great dignitie that his 
valour hath here acquir’d for him, fliall at home be cn- 
coumred with a fhame as ample. 

CapoGo The webbe of our life,is of a mingled yarnc, 
good and ill together: our venues would bee proud, if 
our faults whipt them not, and our crimes would dif- 
paiieif they w ere not chcrilh’d by our venues. 

Enter a MeJJenger* 

How now? Where’s your maftcr ? 

Ser . He met the Duke in the ftrect fir, of whom hee 
hath taken a folemne leauc : his Lordflhippe will next 
morning for France. The Duke hath offered him Let¬ 
ters of commendations to the King. 

C/tp.E. They fhall bee no more then ncedfull there 0 
if they were more then they can commend* . 

Enter Count 

They^nnpi fwectc foe the flings tart- 
ncflejhcere’shis Lordftiipnow* How now-my Lord, 
i’ftnoc after midnight? 

y JB,er* I haue tonight difpatch’d fixteene bufinelTes, a 
jponeths lcngth.a peece^ by an abftraft of fucceflc : I < 
haue congied with the Duke, done my adieu with his 
.necfeftj buried a wife, mourn’d for her, writ to my La- 
die mother, I am returning, ente* tain’d my Conuoy, & 
betwcenc thefe mainc parcels of difpatch, affe&ed ma¬ 
ny nicer needs: the laft was the greateft,butchat I haue 
not ended yet* 

Ifthe bufineffe bee of any difficulty, and this 
naorning your departure hence, it requires haft of your 


Locdftiip. 

Ber. I meanethebufineffeisnot ended, as fearing 
to heare of it hereafter: but fhall wc haue this dialogue 
betweene the Foolc and the Soldiour. Gome, bring 
forth this counterfee module, ha s dectiu’d mec, like a 
double-meaning Prophcficr. 

Cap. E. Bring him forth, ha*s fate i’th ftockes all night 
poorc gallant knaue, 

Ber. No matter, his hfceles haue deferu’d it, in vfur* 
ping his fpurresfo long. How does he carry himfeife? 

Cap.be. I haue told your Lordfhip alreadic : The 
ftockes carrie him. Butto anfweryoiiasyou would be 
vnderftood, hee weepes like a vVcnch that had fhed her 
milke, he hath confeft himfeife to Morgan, whom hee 
fuppofes to be a Friar, fro the time of his remembrance 
to this very inftant difafter of his fetting i'ch ftockes : 
and what thinfcc you he hath confeft ? 

r £er , Nothing of media's a? 

Cap. E. Hjsconfeffion is taken, and it fhall bee read 
to his face, if your LorcHhippe be in’c, as I bclecue you 
arc, you muft haue the patience to heare it. 

Enter Par odes with his Interpreter. 

Ber. A plague vpon him,muffcld;he can fay nothing 
of me: hufhffiufh. 

Cap.G. Hoodman comes : Portctartarojfa. 

Inter. He calles for the tortures, what will you fay 
without cm. 

Par. 1 will confeflc wli 2 t I know without conftraint, 

If ye pinch me like a Party, I can lay no more. 

7«f. Bosko finwHrcho. 

Cap. Boblibinio cbicurtmirco. 

Int. You area merciful! Generali : Our Generali 
bids you 8nfwer to what I ftiall askc you out of a Note. 

Par. Andtruly,as I hope to Hue. 

/#r.Fiift demand of him, how m3nyhorfc the Duke 
isftrong. What fay you to that ? 

Par. Fiue or fixe thoufand, but v*ry weake and vn- 
ferukeable: the cioopes are all fcatcercd,and the Com¬ 
manders verie poore rogues, vpon my reputation and 
credit, and as 1 hope to hue. 

Int. Shall I fee downe your anfwcr fo i 

Far. Do, He take the Sacrament on ; c,how & yvhich 
way you will: all’s one to him. 

Ber. What a paft-fauing flaue is this ? 

Cap.G• Y’arc decciu’dmy Lord, this is Mounficur 
Parrolles the gallant militarift, that was his owne phrafe 
that had the whole theorickc of warre in the knot oi his 
fc^vfe, and the pra£life in theichape of his dagger. 

Cap.E. I will neuer tvuft a man againe, for keeping 
hi$ fword cleane, nor bclecue he can haue eueric thing 
in Kim, by wearing his appar’rell neatly. 

Int. WdJ, that’s fee downe. 

Par. Frue or fix thoufand horfc I fed, I will fay true, 
or thcreabovits let downe, for lle fpeake truth. 

Cap.G. He>very necre the truth in this- 

Ber. But I con him no thankes for’c in the nature he 
delivers ic. 

Par. Poore rogues, I pray you fay# 

Lit. Well.that’s fee downe# 

Tori 1 humbly thanke you fir, a truth’s a truth, the 
Rogues are maruailous poorc# 

Inter p. Detnaund of him of what ftrength they area 
foot. What fay you to that? 

Tar. By my troth fir, if I were to hue this prefent 
houre, I will tell true. Let me fee, Spmio a hundred & 
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fittie, Sehafhan fo many, Cor ambus fo many, laques fo 
many ; Guilt ian, fofvto, Ledowicke, and Graft/, two hun- 
drcd fiftie each: Mine owne Company, Cbitopher, Vau- 
moud, Bentij, two hundred fiftie each: i'o thauhe mufter 
file, rotten and found, vppon my life amounts not to fill 
teene thoufa^ pole, halfe of the which, dare not fliake 
the fnott from off their Caflockcs.lcaft they (hake them, 
feloestopeeces. ' 

'Btr. What ftiall be done to him { 

Cap.G. Nothing, but let him haue thankes. Demand 
of him my condition : andvwhatcrcditel haue with the 
Duke. 

Int. Well that’s fee downe ; you fhall demaund of 
him, whether one Captaine Domains bee i’th Campc, a 
Frenchman: whar his reputation is with the Duke, what 
his valour, honeflie, and expertnefle in warres: or whe¬ 
ther he thinkesit werenot polfiblc with wcll-waighing 
fummes of gold to corrupt him to a reuolt. What fay you 
to this/ What do you know of it ? 

Par. I beleech you let me anfwer to the particular of 
the incergatorics. Demand them fingly. 

Jut. Do you know this Captaine Domains > 

Tar. I know him,a was a Botchers Prentize in Paris , 
from whence he was whipt for getting theShricucs fool 
with childc, a dumbe innocent that could not fay him 
nay. 

< B* r . Nay, by your leaue hold your hands, though 1 
know his braincs are forfeite to the next tile that fals\ 

Int. W ell, is this Captaine in the Duke of Flo icnccs 
campe ? 

Par. Vpon my knowledge he is, and lowfie. 

Cap.G. Nay looke not lo vpon me ; we fhall heare of 
your Lord anon. 

Int . What is his reputation with the Duke ? 

Par. The Duke knowes him for no other,but a poore 
Officer of mine, and writtoinee this other day, to torne 
him out a’th band. Ithinkelhauehis Letter in mv poc¬ 
ket. • 

Int. Marry we’ll fearch.. 

Par.In good fadnefl'e I do not know, either it is there, 
or it is vpon a file with the Dukes other Letters, in my 

Tent. 

/»f.. Heere’tis, heere's apaper,fhall I readeit to you? 
Par. I do not know if it be it or no. 

Ber. Our Interpreter do’s it well. 

C<ff.G. Excellently. 

Int. Dian,tbe Counts afools,and full of gold. 

Par. That is not the Duke* letter fir : thstisanad- 
uertifement to a proper maide in Florence, one Diana, to 
take hcede of the allurement of one Count RojfiUton , a 
foolifh idle boy : but for all that very ruttifh. I pray you 
fir put it vp againe. 

Int. Nay, lie rcade it firft by your fauour* 

Par. My meaning in '1 1 proteft was very honeft inthe 
behalfc ofthe maid: tori knew the young Count to be a 
dangerous and lafciuious boy, who is a whale to Virgi¬ 
nity, and dcuours vp all the fry it finds. . 

Ber. Damnable both-fidcs rogue. 

Int.hit. When hejwearet oathes,bidhim drop gold, and 
take it: 

sifter he /cores, beneuer popes the fcore: 

Halfe won is match well made, match andwell make it , 

He r.erepayes after■ debts, take it before, 
si adfay afmldier ( D ian) tcldthee this : 

Aden are to mtll with, hopes are not to kis. 


All’s Well that ends Well. 


Foreount of this, the Counts a Foote ll^ntwft - 

We popes before, but not when he does owe it. * 

Thine as he vow’d to thee in thin* ... , 
ParoIUs ff * 

ri™k'a b ' WWpt,b “‘ kth * MIS 

C,«p.E. This is your deuoted friend fir them 

Linguift, and the army-potent fouldier * 

Ber. I could endure any thing before but. r 
now he’s a Cat to me. Ut4C *fta B 

Int. I perceiue fir by your Generals lookes Wi ,n. 

Pc fame to hang you, * 

Par. My life fir in any cafe: Not that I am a fr li( i 
dye, but that my offences beeing many, I WO uM 
outthe remainder of Nature. Let meliuefi r ; n 
on, i’th fiockes,or any where, fo I may liue. * 0 * 
Int. Wce’le fee whatmay bee done , fo’you CO nf.(r 

freely: therefore once more to this Captaine Dm • 
you haue anfwcr’d to his reputation with the TVl***' 

to his valour. What is his honeflie ? Ke ‘ Mt 

Par. He will ficale fir an Egge out of a Cloifi.. 
rapes and rauifhments he paralcls Neffus. Hee Dr li* 
Vt keeping of oaths, in breaking em he is ftronL? * 1 
Hercules. He will lye fir, with fuch volubilitie that 
would thinke truth were a foole: drunkenneffe Is his h° 
vertue, for he will befwine-drunke, ahd in hiifl cepe k 
does little harme, faue to bisbcd-cloathes about L 
but they know his conditions, and lay him in draw 
haue but little more to fay fir of his honefty, he ha’seu 

rie thing that an honeft man fhould not haue; what' 

honeft man fhould haue, he has nothing. * * 

Cap.G. 1 begin to louc him for this. 

Ber. For this defeription of thine honeflie ? A « 0 . 
vpon him for me, he’s more and more a Cat. * 
Int. What fay you to his expertnefle in warref 
Par. Faith fir, ha s led the drumme before the Eng. 
lilh Tragedians: tobelychira I will not, and moteoflfii 
fouldierfhip I know not, except in that Country, he hit 
the honour to be the Officer at a place there called Mill, 
end, to in ft rudi for the doubling offiles. I would doethc 
man what honour I can, but of this I am not certainc. 

Cap.G. He hath out-viilain’d villanie fo farre,that the 
raritic redeemes him. 

Ber. A pox on him.he’s a Cat frill. 

Int. His qualities being at this poore price, Incetle 
not to aske you, if Gold will corrupt him to reuolt. 

Par. Sir, for a Cardceue he will fell the fee-limplcof 
hi* faluation, the inheritance of it, and cut th’intailefrom 
all remainders, andaperpetuallfucccfsionfor itpetpt- 

tually. 

Int. What’s his Brother, the other Captain Dumb) 
Caps. Why do’s he aske him ofrae ? 

Int. What’s he ? 

Par. E’nc a Crow a’th fame neft : not altogether ft 
great as the full in goodnefle, but greater a great deileit 
euill. He excels his Brother for a coward,yct his Brothel 
is reputed one of the beft that is. Ina retreate hee out. 
runnes any Lackey; marrie in comming on, hee hs’s the 
Crampe. 

Int. Ifyour life be faued,will you vhdertake to%«trtJ 
the Florentine. 

Par. I, and the Capcaine ofnis horfe,Count ReftHin 
Int. Ifewhifper with the Generali, andknewe hii 
pleafure. •' 

Par. lie no more drumming, a plague of all druramei 
onely to feeme to deferue well,and to beguile the fupp®' 

ficiot 


ndtWdl. 


«fthat Iafciuions yong boy the Count,haue I run 
^ tl0 °hi* danger y« whowoald haue fufpeded an am- 
'"'^'vvhere Iwa* ^ , 

b “/\ There is no remedy fir, but you muft dye : the 
erall ftyes.you that haue fo traitoroufly difeouerd 
h ftcrets ofyour army, and made fuchpcftiffcrous rc- 
'^tioftnen very nobly held, can ferue the world for 
P or .. nr ft vfc: therefore youmufr dye. Comcheadcf- 
"“Jl'ithhi.boj. 

per O Lord fir let me Hue, or let me fee my death. 
M, That fhall you, ai>d take your lcauc of all your 

f'boke about you, know you any hecrc ? 

Cfiwt. Good morioyc noble Captaine. 
le.E. Godhleficyon Captaine Parotlct. 

Csp.G' God faue you noble Captaine. 
lo.E. Captain, what greeting wifl.you to my Lord 
, Si#}! W tor France. ( , 

Cst‘G. Good Captaine will you giuc me a Copy of 
tbefonnet you writ to Diana in behalfe of the Count 
vMioti,W& 1 were not a verieCoward, l’decompcll 
it of you. but faryou well. Exeunt. 

Jot. You arevndone Captaine all but your fcarfr, 

that has a knot on’t yet. 

par. Who cannot be cruth’d with a plot ? 
htcr. if you could finde out a Countrie where but 
women were that had receded fo muchfhame, you 
might begin an impudent Nation. Fare yee well fir, I 
am for France too, v. e fii al 1 fpeakeof you there. Exit 

par. Yet am I thankfiill: if my heart were great 
Twould burft at this s Captaine lie be notnore. 

But I will eate, and drinkc, and Ikepc asfoft 
As Captaine (hall. Simply the thing I am 
Shall make me Hue: who knowes himfclfe a braggart 
Let him feare this; for it will come to pafle, 

Thateuery braggart (hall be found an Afle. 

Ruftfword, coole blullies, and Parrolles liue 
Safeftinlhamc: being fool’d,by fool’rie thriue; 

There’s place and tr.eaues for cuery man aliue. 

lie after them. Exit 

V. KPJ * - 

Enter Hellen, M'iddow,and Diana. 


Hel. That you may well perceiue I haue not 
wrong'd you. 

One of the gteateft in the Chrifrian world 
Shall be my fiiretie: for whofe throne ’tis necdfull 
irel can perfeft mine intents, to kneele. 

’imewas, I did him adefired office 
)eere almoft as hi* life, which gratitude 
Through flintie Tartars bofome would peepe forth; 
And anfwer thankes. I duly am inform’d. 

His grace is at "Marcella, to which place 
We hauecontienient conuoy: you muft know 
I *tn fuppofed dead, the Army breaking, 
Myhusbandfiies him home, where heauen ayding, 
And by tHeieaue of my gpod Lord the King, 
WeeTbe beforeour welcome 
Wtd. Gentle Madani, 

You neuer had a feniant to whofe truft 
Yotir bufines was more welcome. 

Hel. Nor your Mifrris 

Euer a friend, whofe thought* more truly labour 
o recompence your Idee: Doubt not but heauen 

A*Lk. r ,ur ■? bc Y our diughtw*dower,! 

As it hath fartdher to be my motiuc 


And helper to a huaband. But O ftrange men, 

That can fuchfweet vfc make of what they hate. 
When fawde trufting of the cofin’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy night, fo luft doth play 
With what it loathes, for that which is away, 

But more of this hecreafcer: you Diana, * 

Vndcr my poore inflations yet muft fuffer 
Something in my behalfe. 

Dia. Let death and honeflie 
Go with your impofition*, l am yours 
Vpon your will to fuffer. 

Hel. Yet I pray you: * 

Cut with the word the time will bring on fummer 
When Briars fhall haue leaue* as well as thornea/ 

And be n» Iwcer asfiharpe: we muft away, 

OurAVagon is prepar’d, and time reuiues vs. 

All’s well that ends well, ftillthe fines the Crownej 
What ere the courfe, the end is the renoWne. Exeunt 


ffed 



Enter Clorvne, old Lady, and Lafew. 

Laf. No,no, no,yourfonnewasmifledvmha!hipt 

nffata fellow there, whofe villanous faffron wold halie 
made all the vnbak’d and dowy youth of a nation in hi» 
colour: your daughrer-in-law had beene allu'e at’t^iis 
houre, and your fonne hecre at home, more aduanc d 
by the King, then by that red-taii’d humble Bee I fpeik 

La. I would I had not knowne him, it waschedcatln 
of the moft vertuous gentlewoman , that euer" Nadire 
had praife for creating. If /he had pertaken of my flefh 
and coft mee the deereft groancs of a mother, I could 
not haue owed her a mere rooted loue. 

Laf. Twas a good Lady, 'twas a good Lady. Wee 
may picke a thouland fallet* ere wee lighcon filch ano¬ 
ther hcarbe. 

Clo. Indeed fit fhc was the fweete Margcrom ofthe 
fallet, or rather the hearbe of grace. : \t 

Laf. They arc not hearbes you knaue,the}' are nofe- 
bearbes. 

Clowns. I am no great Uabuchadntxstr fir, I haue n6t 
much skill in grace. 

Laf. Whether doeft thou profefle thy fclfe, aknaue 
or a foole? 

Clo. A foole fir at a woman* feruiee, and a khaiie at a 
mans. 

Laf. Yourdiftindlion. 

Clo. I would coufen the man of his wife, and do his 
fcruicc. 

Laf. So you were a knaue at his fcruice indeed. 

Clo. And I would giue his wife my bauble fi r to doe 
her feruiee, 

-Laf. I willfubfcribeforthee, thou art both knaue 
and foole. 

Clo. At your fcruice. 

Laf. No,no,no. " ‘ 

Clo. Why fir, iflcannot ferue you,I can ferue as 
great a prince as you are. 

Laf * Whofe that,a Frenchman? 

Clo. Faith fir a has an Englifh maine, but hj* fifno- 
mieis more hotter in France chen there. 

Laf. What prince is that? ’ jr ' 

Laf. Hold thee there’s my purfc, I giue thee not this 
tofuggeft thee from thy mafter thou talk'd off, ferue 
ImnniU* 

Clow 
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Clo. I am a woodland fellow fir, that alwaies loued 
a great fire, and themafterl fpcakof euer keeps a good 
fire, but fure he is the Prince of the world, let his No- 
bilitie remaine in’s Court. I am for the houfe with the 
narrow gate, which I take to be too little for pompeto 
enter: fome that humble themfelucs may, but the ma¬ 
nic will be too chill and tender, and theylebee for the 
flo wrie way that leads to the broad gate, and the great 
fire. 

Ltif. Go thy waies, I begin to bee a wearie of thee, 
and I tell thee fo before, bdeaufe I would not fall out 
with thee* Go thy waycs,le:my horfesbewei look’d 
too.without any trickes. 

Clo. If I put any trickes vpon cm fir, they (hall bee 
lades trickes, which are their ownc right by the law of 
Nature. 

Laf. A forewd knaue and an vnhappie. 

Lady. So a is. My Lord that’s gone made himfelfe 
much fport out ofhim, by his authoritie hee remaines 
heere, which he thinkes is a pattent for his faweinefle, 
and iadeede he has no pace, but runnes where he will. 

Laf. I like him well, tis not amifle:and I was about 
to tellyou, finccl heard of the good Ladies death, and 
that my Lord your fonne was vpon his rcturne home. I 
moued the King my matter to fpeake in the bchalfc of 
my daughter, which in the minoritie of them both, his 
Maieftie out ofafclfe gracious remembrance did firfl 
propofe, his Highneffc hath premis’d me to doe it, and 
toftoppe vpthedifplcafure he hath concerned againft 
your fonne, there is no fitter matter. How do’s your 
Lady (bip like it? 

La. With veriemucb content my Lord, and I wifo 
it happily cffe<fted. 

Laf. His Highnefle comes poft from Marcellas, of as 
able bodie as when he number’d thirty, a will be heere 
to morrow, or I am dccciu’d. by him that in l'uch intel¬ 
ligence hath feldome fail'd. 

La. Ir reioyces me, that I hope I fhallfce him erel 
die. I haue letters that my fonne will be heere to night: 

I foall befeech your Lot dfoip to remaine with mce, till 
they meete together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners I 
might fafely be admitted. 

Lad. Younecdcbut pleadeyour honourable priui- 

ledge. 

Laf. Ladie,ofthatlhauemadcabold charter, but 
I thanke my God, it holds yet. 

Enter Clovsne . 

Clo. O Madam, yonders my Lord your fonne with 
a patch of veluet on’s face, whether there bee a fear vn- 
dcr’torno,theVeluetknowes, but’tis a goodly patch 
ofVeluet,hisleft cheekeisa cheeke of two pile and a 
halfe, but his right cheeke is worne bare. 

Laf. A fcarre nobly got. 

Or a noble fearre, is a good liu'rie of honor, 

So belike is that. 

fie. But it is your carbinado'd face. 

Laf. Let vs go fee 

your fonne I pray you, I long to talke 
With theyong noble fouldier, 

Clovonc. ’Faith there’s a dozen of em, with delicate 
fine hats, and moft courteous feathers, which bow the 
head, and nod at eueric man. 

Exeunt 


mus w ell that ends Well. 



Snttr fallen, tViddow, and Liana » ,r 
two Attendants. ^ 

Mu ft wear your fpirits low 8 , w^ca^m 
But fincc you haue made the daies and niX ; 

To weare your gentle limbes in my affayres SaS ° nt > 
Be bold you do fo grow in my requital] * 

As nothing canvnrooteyou. Inhappje t : m 
£nter agcntlc Aftringef. 

This man may helpt me to his M a ,eftie scare 

If he would fpend his power. God fauc vou L 
Cent. And you. 1 nr ‘ 

bel. Sir,I haue feeneyou in the Court 
Cent. I haue beene fometimes there rance ' 
Hel I do prefume fir, that you are not faW 
From the report that goes vpon your goodnZ 
And therefore goaded with moft foarpeoccaSn 
Which lay nice manners by, I put yo „, Co ‘ on, » 

The ylc of your owne venues, for the which 
I foall continue thankefulJ. 

Gent. What’s your will? 

Hel, That it will pleafe you 
To giue this poore petition to the King 
And ay dc me with that ftore ofpower you haue 
To come into his prefence. 

Gen. The Kings not heere. 

Hel. Not heere fir? 

Gen. Not indeed. 

He hence remou’d laft night, and with more haft 
Then is hisjrfe. 

^<d. Lord how we loofe our paines. 

Hel. All’s well that end* well yet, * 

Though time feeme fo aduerfe, and meanes vnfit; 

I do bcfcech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marrie as I take it to RoJftHion, 

Whither I am going. 

Hel. I do belecch you fir. 

Since you aVe like to fee the King before me 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand, * 

Which I prefumc ihall render you no blame 

But rather make you thanke your paines for it 

I will come after you with what good fpeede’ 

Our meanes will make vs meanes. 

Gent . This lie do for you. 

Hel. And you ihall findeyour fclfe to be well thank 
what e re falles more. We rouft to horfe agaipe Go to 
prouide. ’ ’ 6 

Enter flortne and ParroSes. 

Par. Good M r Lauatth giue my Lord Left* thiiltt 
ter, I haue ere now fir beene better knowne to yoiijwht! 
1 haue held familiaritie with freiher cloathes: but I an 
now fir muddied in fortunes mood, and imell foiucwhi 
ftrong of her ftrong difpleafure. 

Cle. Truely, Fortunes difpleafure is but flurcifh ifi 
fmell fo ftrongly as thou fpeak’ftof; I will hencefoottl 
eatenoFifh of Fortunes butt’riog. Prc thee alow thi 
winde. 

Par. Nay you needenoc to ftopVour nofc iirslipaki 
but by a Metaphor. 

Cla. Indeed fir, if your Metaphor ftinke, I willft«| 
my noie, o r againft any mans Metaphor.Prethe get the 
further* fw 


All's IViill that ends JVelL 
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' P^avVoufi r deliuer me this paper. 

Jf* fob prethee ftaud away; a paper from fortunes 
C \ le to giue to a Nobleman. Looke heere he 

jgiM* 

Enter Lafew. 


rf, e reisapurre of Fortunes fir, or of Fortunes 
C t not a M uleat, that ha’s falne into the vncleane 
tS*r“7-fher difpleafure, and as he fayesis muddied 
W p ra y you fir, vfe the Carpe as you may, for he 
, !,ke a poore decayed, ingenious, foolilh, rafcally 
lookl tdaeoittiehisdlftreffe mmyfmilcsof comfort, 
him to your Lordihip. 

My Lord I am a man whom fortune hath cruel¬ 
ly f 1 l f And what would you haue me to doe ? ’Tis too 
. moaire her miles now. Wherein haue you played 
fkniue with fortune that foe foould fcratch you, who 
r- rivifrisa good Lady, and would not haue knaucs 

t c Z^ncr,’,.C U d,cu,f.ry.,: Ltuhe 
luftices make you and fortune friends j I am for other 

b tfi’befeechyour honour to hearc mce one tingle 

you begge a (ingle peny more: Come you ihall 

ha’t faue your word. 

Ur. My name my good Lord is ParroHes. 

I/. Youbeggc more then word then. Cox my paf- 
fion, giue me youc hand: How does your drumme? 

Per. Omygood Lord, you were the firft that found 

m If. Was I infooth? And I was the firft that loft thee. 
Par. It lies in you my Lord to bring me in fome grace 

for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out vpon thee knaue, doeft thou put vponmee 
« once both the office ofGod and the diuel: one brings 
theein grace, and the ether brings thee out. The Kings 
comming I know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, inquire fur- 
ther after me, 1 had talke ofyou laft night, though you 
ate a tbolc and a knaue, you foall cate, go too,follo w. 
Par. I praile God for you. 

■flmijh. Enter King, old Lady, Lafeve, the two French 
Lords , wttb attendants. 

Kin. We loft a Iewell of her, and our eftcemc 
Was made much poorer by it: but your fonne. 

As mad in folly, lack’d the fence to know 
iereftimation home. 

Old La. ’Tis paft my Liege, 

And Ibefeechyour Maieftie to make it 
^acurall rebellion, done i’th blade of youth, 
iVhen oyle and fire, too ftrong for reafons force, 
Ore-beares it, and burnes on. 

Kin. My honour’d Lady, 
haue forgiuen and forgotten all. 

Though my reuenges were high bent vpon him. 

And watch'd the timeto foooce. 

Laf. This I muft fay, 
utfirft I begge my pardon: the yong Lord 
Did to his Maiefty, his Mother, and his Ladie, 

Offence of mighty note? but to himfelfe 
The gieateft wrong of all. Heloftawifc, 

Whofe beauty did aftonlfo the furucy 

Of richeft eies 1 who he words all eates tooke captiue, 

Wbo(« dccte perfeftion, hearts that fcotn’d to ferue, c; 


Humbly call’d Miftris. 

Kin. Praifing what is loft, 

Makes the remembrance decre. Well,call him hither. 
We are reconcil’d, and the firft view foall kill 
All repetition: Let him not aske our pardon. 

The nature of his great offence is dead. 

And deeper then obliuion, we do burie 
Th’incenfing rcliques ofit. Let him approach 
A ftranger, no offender; and inforroc him 
So ’tis our will he fiiould. 

Gent. I foall my Liege. 1 

Kin. What fayes he to your daughter, 

Haue you fpoke ? 

Laf. All that he is, hath reference Co your Highnes. 
Kin. Then foall we haue a match. I haue letters fent 
me, that fees him high in fame. 

Enter fount Bertram . 

Laf. Helookes wellon’e. 

Kin, I am not a day of fcafon, 

For thou maift fee a fun-foine, and a haile 
In me ac once: Buc to the brighteft beames 
Diftra&cd clouds giue way, lo ftand thou forth. 

The tiineisfaireagaine. 

* Ber. My high repented blames 
Deere Soaeraigoe pardon to me. 

Kin. All is whole. 

Not one word more of the confinned time, 

Let’s take the inftant by the forward top : 

For we are old, and on our quick’ft decrees 
Th’inaudible, and noifcleflc foot of time 
Steales, ere we can cffcift them. You remember 
The daughter of this Lord ? 

'BerA Admiringly my Liege, at firft 
I ftucke my choice vpon her, ere my heart 
Durft make coo bold a herauld of my tongue: 

Where the inipreflionofmine cyeenfixing, 

\Contempt his fcornfull Perfpeftiue did lend me. 

Which warpe the line, of euerie other fauour. 

Scorn’d afairc colour, or expreft it ftolne, 

Extended or contrafted all proportions 
To a moft hideous obieft. Thence it came. 

That foe whom all men prais’d, and whom my feife, 
Since I haue loft, haue low’d; was in mine eye 
The duft that did offend it< 

Kin. Well excus’d: 

That thou didft lone her, ftrikes fome fcores away 
From the great compt: but louc that comes too late. 
Like a remorfcfull pardon flowly carried 
To the great fender, turnes a fowre offence. 

Crying, that’s good that’s gone: Our rafo faults; 

Make triuiall price of ferious things we haue. 

Not knowing them, vntill we know their graue. 

Oft our difpleafurcs to our felues vniaft, 

Dcftioy our friends, and after weepe their duft: 

Our owne loua waking, cries to fee what’s don,e 
While foamefullhate (leepes out theafternoone. 

Be this fweet Helens knell, and now forget her. 

Send forth your amorous token for fairt Maudlin, 

The maine confents are had, and heere wee’l ftay 
To fee our widdowers fecond marriage day : 

Which bettltr then the firft, O deere heauen bleflc. 

Or, ere they meete in me, O Nature ceffe.' 

Laf. Come on my fonne, in whom my houfea name 
Muft be digefted: giue a fauour from you 
T o fparkle in the fpirits of my daughter. 

That 
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That (he may quickly come. By my old beard," 

And eu’ne haire that’s on’t, Helen that’s dead 
Was aTweet creature: fuch a ring as this, 

The laft chat ere I tooke her leaue at Court 
I faw vpon her finger. 

Her. Hers it was not. 

. No . w P^yyoulet mcfccit. For mine eye. 
While I was fpcakingj ofc was fatten'd too’t: 1 

r ™ mc » and whcn 1 gauc it Hellen, 

1 bad her if her lortunes eucr ftoode 

Neceflitied to helpe, that by this token 

I would releeue her. Had you that craft to reaue her 

Of what fhould ftead her moft ? 

Ber> My gracious Soueraignc, 

How ere it plcafcs you to take it fo. 

The ring was neuer hers. 

Old La. Sonne,on my life 

I haue feene her wearc it, and flic reckon’d it 
At her lines rate. 

Laf. I am lure I faw her weare it. 

Her. You are decern'd my Lord, flic neuer faw it : 
in Florence was it from a cafcmcnc thrownc mce. 

Wrap d in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Ot her that threw it: Noble flae was,and thought 
I flood mgag’d . but when I had fubfenb’d ° 

To mine ownc fortune, and inform’d her fully 
I could not anfwer in that courfc of Honour U 
As flic had made the ouerture, (lie ceaft 
In hcauic fatisfa&ion, and would neuer 
Rcceiue the Rir>g againc. 

Km. P lattes himfelfc. 

That knowes the tin<51 and multiplying med cine. 

Hath not in natures myftcrie more (cicnce, 

Then I haue in this Ring. ’Twas mine, ’twas Helens , 
Whoeuergaucityou: then if you know 

That you are well acquainted with your fclfe, „r 

Confefle twas hers, and by what tough enforcement 
Yougotitfromher. She caU’d theSamts to furetie. 
That fhe would neuer put jt from her finger, 

Vnlefle flic gauc it co your felfe in bed, ° 

Where you haue neuct earne r or lent kws 
V pon her great difaftcr. 

Her. She neuer law it. 

Kin. Thou fpeak’ft it falfcly; as I Iouemine Honor, 
And mak’ft conncdlurall fcarcs to come into me. 

Which I would iaine (hut out, ifit (hould proue 
That rhou art io inhumane, ’twill not prpuefo : 

And yet I know not, thou didft hate her deadly. 

And /he is dead, which nothing but to clofc 
Her eyes my felfe, could win me to beleeuc. 

More then to fee this Ring. Take him away. 

My fore-paft proofes, how ere the matter fall 
Shall taze my feares of little vanicie, 

Hauing vainly fear’d too little. Away with him, 

Wee’l lift this matter further. 

Ber. Ifyou (hall proue 

This Ring was euer hers, you (hall aseafie - 

Proue that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 

Where yet (he neuer was. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King. I am wrap d in difmall thinkings. 

(fen. Gracious Soueraigne, 

Whether I haucbccnc too blame or no, I know not 
Here's a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath fot foure or fiue rcmoucs comclhort 
To tender it her felfe. I vndertooke it, * 


Ms Well that ends Well. 


S heere attending: her bufineffc lookes in her 
With an importing vifage, and (he told n, e 
5 a fwc « vcrball breefc, it did conccrne 
i our Highnefle with her felfe. 

A Letter. 

Aead^lblttfh to (ay ,t, he wonne me.New u th.r $**> 
fUlien a IP’iddower , hit verves are ferft,,ted to 
honors payed to htm. Heefiolefrem Florence"', 
leaue, and lfollow him to his Comm treyf or ]„a ■ 
it mo, O King, inyeu it heft lies, etherwifi,* p e T 
tifhes, and apeere Maid is vndone. J ™ c,r fa* 

Gofpcedily, and bring againe the Count. ' 
Enter Hertram. 

I am a-feard the life of Hellen (Ladiej 
Wasfowly fnatcht. 

Old La. Now iuftice on the doers. 

King. I wonder fir, fir, wines arc monfters to vou 

And that you flye them as you fweare them LordE* 

\ ct you defire to marry. What woman’s that ? P ’ 

Enter mddowJ)iam, andParrolles. 

Dia. I am my Lord a wretched Florentine, 
Deriued from the ancient Capilct, 

My fuitc as I do vnderfhnd you know. 

And therefore know how farre I may be pittied. 

L vyid .'} am hcr Mother &> ™hofc age and honour 
Both luffer vndcr this complaint we bring, 

And both (hall ceafc, without your remedie. 

v King, Come her her Count, do you know theft Wo¬ 
men ? 

Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will denie, 

But that J know them, do they charge me further > 

Dsa. Why do you looke fo ftrange vpon your wife r 
Ber. She’s none ofmine my Lord. 

Diet. If you (hall marrie j 

^ ou giueaway this hand, and that is mine, 

You giue away heauens vowes, and thdfe are mine: 
You giueaway my lelfe, which isknowfle mine: 

For I by vow am fo embodied yours, 

That (he which marries you, muft marrie me, 

Either both or none. 

Laf. your reputation conies too fhort'fbnny daugh¬ 
ter, you are no husband for her. 

Her. My Lord, this is a fond and defp rate creature, 
Whom fometime I haue laugh’d with: Let your highnes 
Lay a more noble thought vpon mine honour, 

Then for to thinke that I would finke it heere. 

Kin. Sir for roy thought*, you haue them il to friend, 
Till your deeds gaine them fairer: proue your honor, 
Then in my thought it lies. 

Dion. Good my Lord, 

Aske him vpon hi* oath, if bee do a thinke 
He had not roy virginity. 

Kin. What faift thou to her? 

Ber. She’s impudent my Lord, 

And was a common gamefter to the Campe. 

Dia. He do’* me wrong my Lord: If I were fo, 

He might haue bought me at a common price. 


dA lls 1V(ell, that Ends]Veil. 


—^w^himTObehold this Ring, 

a0 l Lh refpea and ricli validity 
n-^Icke s P ar alell: yet for all that 
Sgaue it w a Commoner a’th Campe 

l« be °°Hc blufhes, and ’tis hit: 
offixeprecedingAnceflors thatlcmmc 
c IVer’dbyteftamentto’thfequenctfluc 

Con , . u/ nc owed and worne. This is his wife. 

That RinoV athoufand proofes. 

T V<I "Me thought you fatde _ 

A one heere in Court could witneffe it. 

j did roy Lord, but loath am to produce 
c 0 bad an inflruroent, his tv'-mes Panodes. 

■ i n r Ifavvtbe man to day. tfman he bee. 

Finde him, and bring him hether. 
v,r Wbat of him: 

He’s quoted for a moft pe fidious flaue 

With all the fpots a’th world, taxt and dcbofh'd, 

Whofc nature fickens: but to fpcake a truth. 

Am I, or that or this for what he’l vttcr. 

That will fpcake any thing. 

Kir. She hath that Ring ofyours. 

Rof. I thinke fhe has; certainc it is I lyk’d hcr, 
Andboorded hcri’th wanton way of youth: 

She knew her diftance,and did anglefor mee. 

Madding my eagerneffe with her reftrainc, 

Asall impediments in fancies courfe 
Atemctiues of more fancie, and in fine, 

Hcrinfuite cotr.ming with her modernc grace, ) 

Subdu’d me to her rate, fhe got the Ring, 

And I had that which any inferiour might 
At Market price haue bought. 

Din. I muft be patient: 

You that haue turn’d off a firft fo noble wife. 

May iuftly dyetme. I pray you yet. 

Since you lacke vertue,I will loofe a husband) 

Send for your Ring, I will returnc ic home. 

And giue me mine againe. 

Rof. I haue it not. 

Kir. What Ring was yours I pray you ? 

Dian. Sir much like the fame vpon your finger. 

Kin. Knowyou this Ring, this Ring was his oflate. 
Dia. And this was it I gaue him being a bed. 

Km. The ftory then goes falfe,you threw it him 
OutofaCafement. 

Dia, I haue fpokc the truth. Enter Parollts. 

Rof. My Lord, I do confeffe the ring was hers. 

Kin. You boggle fhrewdly,eucry feather ftartsyou: 
s this the man you fpeake of? 

Dia. I, my Lord. 

Kin. Tell me firrah, but tell me true I charge you, 
ot fearing the difpleafure of your maftcr: 

Which on your iuft proceeding, lie keepc off, 

! him and by this woman heere, what know y ou ? 

Par. SopleafeyourMaiefty, my mafter hath bin an 
lonourable Gentleman. Trickeshce hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen haue. 

Kin, Come, come, to’th’purpofc : Did heeloue this 
woman ? 

Par. Faith fir he did loue her, but how. 

Kin. How I pray you? 

l* r - JJ e M loue hcr fir,as a Gent, loues a Woman. 
How is that? 

Par. He lou’d her fir, and lou’d her not. 

>»• As thou art a knaue and no knaue, what an equi- 
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uocall Companion is this ? 

Par. I am a poore man, and at your Maiefties com¬ 
mand. 

Laf. Hee’s a good drumme my Lord, but a naughtie 
Orator. 

D/,«r. Do you know he promift me marriage? 

Par. Faith I know more then He fpeake. 

Kin. But wilt thou not fpeake all thou know'ft ? 

Par. Yes fopleafeyour Maiefty : I did goe beiwecne 
them as I faid, but more then that he loued her, for in- 
deede he was madde for her, and talkt of Sathan, and of 
Limbo, and of Furies, and I know not what: yet I was in 
that credit with them at that time, that I knewe of their 
going to bed, and of other motions, as promifing her 
marriage, and things which would aeriue mee ill will to 
fpeake of, therefore I will not fpeake what I know. 

Km. Thou haft fpoken all alreadie, vnlefle thoucanft 
fay they are maried, but thou art too fine in thy euidence, 
therefore (land afide. This Ring you fay was yours. 

Dia. I my good Lord. 

Kin. Whcredidyou buy it?Orwhogaueicyou ? 

Dia. It was not giiicn me, nor I did not buy it. 

Kin. Who lent it you? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

Kin. Where did youfinde it then ? 

Dia. I found it not. 

Kin. Ifit were yours by none of all thefe waves, 

How could you giue it him ? 

Dia. I neuer gaue it him. 

Laf, This womans an eafiegloue my Lord, (he goes 
off and on at pleafure. 

Kin. This Ring was mine, I gaue it his firft wife 
Dia. It might beyours or hers for ought I know, 

Kin. Take hcr away, I do not like her now, 

Toprifon with her: and away with him, 

Vnlefle thou telft me where thou hadft this Ring, 

Thou died within this hourc. 

Dia. lie neuer tell you. 

Kin. Take her away. 

Dm. Ileputinbailemyliedge, 

Kin. 1 thinke thee now fome common Cuftomer. 

Dm. By loue ifeuer I knew man ’twas you. 

King. Wherefore haft thou accufde him ai this while* 
Dia. Becaufche’sguiltie,aod he is not guilty : 

He knowes I am no Maid, and heel fweare too’t: 
lie fweare I am a Maid, and he knowes not. 

Great King I am no ftrumpet, by my life, 

1 am either Maid, or clfe this old mans wife. 

Kin. She does abufe our cares, to prifon with her. 

Dia. Good mother fetch my bayle. Stay Roy all fir. 
The Ieweller that owes theRing is fent for, 

An-d.he.0iaU furety me. But for this Lord, 

Who hath abus’d me as he knowes himfelfe. 

Though yet he neuer harm’d me, heere I quit him. 

He knowes himfelfe my bed he hath defil’d. 

And at that time he got his wife with childe: 

Dead though flie be, (he feeles her yong one kicke: 

So there’s my riddle, one that's dead is quicke. 

And now behold the meaning. 

Enter Hellen and fViddow.. 

Kin. Is there no exorcift 
Beguiles the truer Office of mineeyes ? 

Is’treall that I fee ? 

Hel. No my good Lord, 

Y ’Tis 
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Tisbutthe fhadovvof a wife you fee. 

The name,and not the thing. 

Bsf Both, both,0 pardon. 

Hel. Oh :ny good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
I found you wondrous kinde, there is your Ring, 

And looke you, heeres your letter: this it (ayes. 

When trom my finger you can get this Ring, 

And is by me with childe. Sic. This is done. 

Will you be mine now you arc doubly wonne? 

Ref Iffhe my Liege can make me know this clearly, 
lie loue her dearely, cuer, cuer dearly. 

Hel. Ifit appearc not plaine, and prouc vntrue. 
Deadly diuorce ftep betwccnc me and you. 

O my deere mother do I fee you liuing ? 

Laf. Mine eyes fmeI10nions,I (ball wcepeanon: 
Good Toni Drummc lend me a handkerchcr. 

Sol thanke thee,waitc on me home, lie make fport with 
thee: Let thy curtfies alone, they are feuruy ones. 


zAlls Well, that Ends Well. 


Let vs from point to point this 

To make the cucn truth in pleafure flow: ftt!c 

If thou beeft yet a frefh vneropped flower 
Choofe thou thy husband,and Ilcpay thyd 0 \ 
For I can guefle, that by thy honeft ayde, ' er * 
Thou keptlt a wife her felfe, thy felfe aMaide 
Of that and all the progrefle more and leffe 
Refolduedly more leafure fliall expreffc: * 

All yet feemes well, and ifit end fo racete 
The bitter paft, more welcome is the fw-eet 

flattrtjh, 

T He Kings a Begger , new the Play is done t 
Ad is wed ended, if this finite he wonne 
That you exprejje Content-jehich we willpay > 

With firift to pleafiyon , day exceeding day : 

Ours be your patience then , and jours our parti, 

Tour gentle bands lend vs, and take our Ww.Exeunt 


FINIS. 





TwelfeNight, Or what you will. 


Jehu Trimus, Scam Trima. 


Enter Orfino Duke of Illyria, Curio,and other 
Lords. 

Dufa 

FMufickebc the food of Lone, play on,I 
Giue me excefle of it: that furfetting. 

The appetite may ficktn,and fo dye. 

- That llraine agen, it had a dying fall: 
n cam e ore my care, like the fweet found 
That breathes vpon a banke of Violets; 

, 3 l , n0 and gming Odour. Enough, no more, 

T,sootfo fweet now, as it was before. 

OfpiritofLoue,how quickeand frefli attthou. 

That notwithftanding thy capaeitic, 

Recciucth as the Sea. Nought enters there, 

Ot’what validkyi an d pitch lo ere. 

But flics into abatement, and low price 
Eutnina minute; fo full of fliapes is fancie, 

That it alone,tsbighfantaflicall.. 

Cu. Will you go hunt m y ^ or< a ? 

What Curio ? 

Cu. The Hart. 

Du. Why lo Ido,theNobleft that I hauc t 
0 when mine eyes did fee Oliuta firft. 

Me thought (he purg’d the ayre of pcftilence; 

That inftant was I turn’d into a Hart, 

And my defires like fell and cruell hounds. 

Ere fince purfue me. How now what ncwes from her 

Enter Valentine* 

Val Sopleafemy Lord, I might not be admitted* 

But from her handmaid do returnc this anfwer: 

The Element it felfe, till leuen y cares heate, 

Shall not behold her face at ample view : 

ButlikcaCloyftreflc fhewill vailed walke. 

And water once a day her Chamber round 
With eye-offending brine: all this to fealon 
Abrothers dead loue, which (lie would keepe frefh 
And lading,in her fad remembrance. 

Du. O (lie that hath a heart of that fine frame 
Topay this debt of loue but to a brother, 

How will fhe loue, when the rich golden fhaft 
Hath kill’d the flockeofall affeftions die 
That liue in her. When Liuer, Braine, and Heart, 

Thcfe foueraignethroncs, are all fupply’d and fill’d 
Her fweet c perfections with one felfe king : 

Away before me, to fweet beds of Flowres, 
Lone-thoughts lyc rich, when canopy’d vvith bowres. 

Exeunt 


Seen a Secundd. 


Enter Viola , a Captaine^andSaylors* 

Vio. What Country (Friends) is this ? 
fop. This is Illyria Ladie. 

Vio. And what (hould I do in Illyria? 

My brother he is in Elizium, 

Perchance he is not drown’d : What thinke you faylors ? 
Cap* It is perchance that you your felfe were faued. 
Vio* Omy poore brother,and fo perchance may he be. 
Cap . True Madam, and to comfort you with chance, 
Affure your felfe, after our fhip did fpltt. 

When you, and thofe poore number faued with you. 
Hung on our driuing boate: I faw your brother 
Mod prouidentin perill,bindehimfelfe, 

(Courage and hope both teaching him the pradtife) 

To a fttong Mafic, that lin’d vpon chefea : 

Where like Orion on the Dolphines backe, 

I faw him hold acquaintance with the waues. 

So long as I could fee. 

Vio. For faying fo, there’s Gold : 

Mineowueefcape vnfoldeth to my hope, 

Whereto thy fpeech ferues for authorise 
The like of him. Know’ft thou this Countrey ? 

fop . I Madam well, fori was bred and borne 
Not three houres trauaile from this very place; 

Vio . Who gouerncshecre? 

Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name. 

Vio. What is his name? 

Cap . Orfino. 

Vio 9 Orfino ; I haue heard my father namahim. 

He was a Bacchellor then. 

Cap. And fo is now, or was fo very late ; 

For but a month ago I went from hence. 

And then "ewas frefh in murmure (as youknow 
What great ones do, the lefle will prattle of,) 

That he did feeke the loue of faire Oliuta . 

Vio. What’s fhee ? 

Cap. A vertuousmaid, the daughter of a Count 
That dide fome twelucmonth fince, then leauing her 
In the prote&ion ofhis fonne, her brother. 

Whofhortlyalfo dide: for whole dccrcloue 
(They fay) fhe hath abjur’d the fight 
And company of men. 

Vio » O that I feru’d that Lady, 

And might not be deliucrcd to the world 
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Till I had made mine owncoccafion mellow 
What my eftateis. 

Cap That were hard to compafle, 

Becaufe Hie will admit no kindc of fuite. 

No not the Dukes. 

Vio- Thfcrc is a faire bchaniour in thee Captaine, 

And though that nature, with a beauteous wall 
Doth ott clo le in pollution : yet of thee 
I will belceue thou haft a minde that fuites 
\v ith this thy ta>re and outward charra&cr. 

J prethee (an^ lie pay thee bounteoufly ) 

Concealc me what I am, and be my ay de. 

For fuch difguife as haply fliall become 
The forme of my intent. lie ferae this Duke, 

Thou fhaltprefcnt me as an Eunuch to him, 

It may be worth thy paines: for I can ling, 
i^And fpeaketo him in many forts of Muficke, 

1 hat will allow me very worth his feruice. 

What elfe may hap, to time I will commit, 

Oneiy fhape thou thy filcnce to my wit. 

Cap. Be you his Eunuch,and your Mute lie bee, 
VVTi^n my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 

ZJio. I thanke thee • Lead me on. Exeunt 


Scana Tertia . 


Sun r Sir Toby, and Maria. 

SirTo Whataplaguemcanesmy Neecctotakethe 
death other brother thus? I am furecare’san enenueto 
life. 

Afar. By my troth fir Toby, you muft come in earlyer 
anights : your Cofin, my Lady, takes great exceptions 
to your ill houres. 

To. Why let her except, before excepted. 

Afa. I, but you muft confine your felfe within the 
model! limits of order. 

To. Confine? lie confine myTelfc no finer then I am: 
thefe cloatnes are good enough to drinke in, and fo bee 
thefe boots too : and they be not, let them hang them- 
felues in their owne ftraps. 

7Ha. That quaffing and drinking will vndoe you : I 
heard my Lady talkeofityefterday : and of a foolifh 
knight that you brought in one night here,to be hir woer 

To. Who, Sir Andrew Agtie-cheche ? 

Afa . I he. 

To. He’s as tall a man atany’s in Illyria. 

Afa. What’s that to th’purpofe ? 

" To. Why he ha’s three thoufand ducates a yearc. 

Ma. I, but hee’l haue but a-^eare in all thefe ducates: 
He’s a very foole, and a procli^iH. 

7~0.Fie,thac you’l fay fo: heplayes o’th Viol-de-ga*H. 
boys, and fpeaks three or four languages word for word 
without booke,& hath all the good gifts ©f nature. 

Afa. He hath indeed, almoft naturall: for befides that 
he’s a foole, he’s a great quarrellcr: and but that hce hath 
thegiftofa Coward, to allay the guff he hath in quarrel¬ 
ling,’tis thought among the prudent, he would quickely 
haue die gift of a graue. 

Tob. By this hand they are fcoundrels and fubftra- 
£tors that fay fo ofhim. Who are they ? 

Afa, They that addemoreour,hee’s drunke nightly 
in your company.. 

To, With drinking healths to my Necce: lie drinke 


Tmlfe fh(jgI)t,or, Wh atyou mil. 




to her as long as there is a paflaee in muTk ——- 
In Mjyria : he's a Coward and a Coyft r jii° t L’ & 
drinke to my Neece. till his braines turne ' vil1 
parifii top. What wench? CafiiUanovulJt^ K. 
Sir Andrew Ague face. * ' ° r ‘ ler fCo S] 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

And. Sir Toby 'Belch, How now fir Tobt m i i 
To. Sweet fir Andrew. ^ 

And, Blefle you faire Shrew. 

Afar. And you too fir. 

Tob. Accoft Sir Andrew, accofi. 

And. What’s that? 

To. My Nccces Chamber-maid. 

And. Good miftris Mary , accoft. 

To, Youmiftakeknights Accoft, is front U t 

her, woe hcr,aflayle her. er > ^orj 

And. By my troth I would not vndcrtakclie • 
company. Is that the meaning of Accoft? rmtllii 

Ma. Far you well Gentlemen. 

To. And thou let part fo Sir Andrew. Wou ],U 
mightft neuerdraw fwotdagen. t " ou 

Ami . And you part fo mifiris, I would I miolun. 

foo“ar ! Fl " c Udy - doey “ 

t Afa. Sir, Ihauenotyouby’thhand. 

An. Marry but you (hall haue, and heeres myhand 
Ma. > Now fir, thought is free: I pray you bring yo , 
hand co ch Buttry barre, and let it drinke. 6 
h An f Wherefore (Tweet-heart?) What's yourMeta. 

t Afa. It’s dry fir. 

•And. Why I thitike fo: I am not fuch an affe, b ut ] 
can keepe my hand dry. But what’s your ieft ? 

Afa. AdryicftSir. 

And. Are you full of them? 

Ma.l Sir, 1 haue them at my fingers ends: marrvnon 
I let go your hand,! am barren. ExitTtok 

To. O knight, thou lack'll a cup ofCanarie.-whendid 
I fee thee foput dovvne? 

oAn Neuer inyouiTifc I thinke, vnlefleyoufeeCa. 
narie put me downe: mec thinkes foinetimcs I haueno 
more wit then a Chriftian, or an ordinary man ha’s :butl 
am a great eater of beefc, and J belceue that does harm: 
to my wit. 

To. Noqueftion. 

An. And I thought that, l’de forfweare it, lie tide 
home to morrow fir Toby. 

To. Pur.cjtioy my decre knight? 

An. What iipttrquey?Do,or not do? Iwouldl had 
bellowed that time in the tongues, that I haue in fencing 
dancing, and beare-bayting; O had I but followed the 
Arts. 

To. Then hadft thou had an excellent head ofhaire. 
An. Why,wouldthathauemendedmy hairef,. ^ 
To. Paftqueftion,forthoufeeftit will not code raj 
An But it bccoms we wel enough,doll not? (nature 
To. Excellent,it hangs like flax on a diftaffei & I hope 
to fee a huiwife take thee between her legjs,& fpinitoff. 

tAn .Faith lie home to morrow fir Toby,your niece’.''.i 
not be feene,or if fhe be it’s four to one,lhc’lnon8oftnei 
the Count himfelfe here hard by, wooes her, 

To. ,Shee’l none o’th Count,fhc’l not match aboue kit 
degree,neither in eftate,ye 3 tes,nor wit: I haue heardkt: 
fweart. Tut there’s life in’t man. 

M 


- . Tje fta^moncth longer. I am a fellow o’th 
cl\ muidci’th world: I delight in Maskcs and Re- 

^«thcfc kicke-chawfes Knight i 
As any man in Illyria, whatfoeuer be be, vndcr 

T fofmy betters, & yet I will not compare with 

tbcdcg^ j 
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For they (hall yet belye thy happy yeeres. 

That fay thou art a man : Dianas lip 
Is not more fmooth, and rubious: thy final! pipe 
Is as the maidens organ, Ihrill, and found. 

And all is fcmblatiue a womans part. 

I know thy conftellation is right apt 
For this affayre : fome foure or fine attend him. 

All if you will: for I my felfe am beft 
When leaft in companie: profper well in this. 

And thou (halt Hue as freclyasthy Lord, 

To call his fortunes thine. 

Vio. llcdomybcft 


Scena Quinta. 


an i d, What is thy excellence in a galliard, knight ? 

W faith, I can cut a caper. 
a- 'and I can cut the Mutton toot. 

I thinke I haue the backc-tricke, fimply a 

^SS/rSorVar^hefe things hid ? Wherefoi eVaue Towocyout Lady ryetabarrefull ftrife, _ 
fo- .j a curtaine before ’em? Arethey liketo take Who crcl woe,mylelfe wouldbchis wile. 
:b fl C |t-e niillris Mals pnftui e ? Why doll thou not goc 
r lK h in a Galliard, and ebrnehome in a Carranto ? 

W alkc Ihould be a Iigge: I would not fo much 
^watcrbutinaSinke-a-pacc : What dooefttnou 
JSm3 ? is it a world to hide venues in ? I did thinke by 
Uentconffitution of thy legge, it was form’d vn- 

fSarre of a Galliard. 

dcr ' , j ’ t is llrong, ami it does indifferent well in a 

- -j colour’d flocke. Shall we fit about fomc Reucls ? 

fo. What fiiall we do elfe: were we not borne vnder 

Til 'yj Taurus? That Tides aild heart. 

To. No fir, K is leggs and thtghes : let me fee thee ca¬ 
per. Ha, higher : ha,ha ; excclleat. Exeunt 


Exeunt, 


Scena Quarta . 


Enter f^alextine, and Viola in mans attire, 

YaI. It the Duke continue thcle fauours towards you 
Ctftno ,youarc iike to be much aduanc’d,hc hath known 
youbut three dayes, and already youareno ftrangcr. 

Vio. You either fcare his humour, or my negligence, 
thacyou call in queftion the continuance of his louc. Is 
hcincotiftaht fir, in his fauours. ZJal, No belceue 
Enter T)uke, Cur to,and Attendants. 

Vio, I thanke you : heere comes the Count. 

Duly. Who faw Cefario hoa ? 

Vio. On your attendance my Lord hcerc. 
du Stand you a-while aloofe. Cejario , 

Thouknowft no leflc, but all: I haue vnclalp’d 
Tothce rhe booke euen of my feevet foule. 

Therefore good youth, addreffc thy gate vnto her* 

Be not deni’de acccffe, ftand at her doorcs, 

And tell them, there thy fixed foot (ball grow 
Till thou haue audience. 

Vis. Sure my Noble Lord, 

Ifftie be fo abandon’d to her forrow 
A*ic is fpoke,flic neuer will admit me. 

7)#, Be clamorous,and leape all ciuill bounds,’ 

Rather then make vnproficcd returne, 

Vio. Say I do fpeakc with her (my Lord)what then ? 
Du . O then, vnfold the pafsion ofmy loue. 

Surprize her with difeourfeofmy deere faith; 

It (hall become thee well to aft my woes: 

She will attend it better in thy youth, v 
Then in a Nuntio*s of more graue afpeft. 

Vio, I thinke not fo, my Lord. ^ 

Du, Deere Lad,belceue it; 


Enter Maria.andClowne, 

Ma, Nay, either tell me where thou haft bin,or 1 will 
not open my lippes fo wide as a brifslc may enter,in way 
of thy cxcuie: my Lady will hang thee for thy abfence. 

0o, Let her hang me : hee that is well hang’de in this 
world, needs to feare no coloihs. 

Ma, Make that good. 

Clo. He (hall fee none to feare. 

Ma, A goodJcnton aniwer: I car. tell thee where j 
faying was borne, ofl feare no colours. 

Clo. Where good Marjl 

Ma, In the warrs,& that may you be bold* to fay in 
your foolerie. 

Ch, Well,Godgiuethem wifedomethat hiueit: & 
thofe chat arcfooles,let them vfe their talents. 

Til a. Yet you will bchang’d for being fo leng abfent, 
or co be turn’d away: is not that as good as a h inging to 

you? 

Ch. Many a good hanging, preuents a bsd marriage: 
and for turning away, let lummerbeare it out. 

Til a. You are refolucc then ? 

Clo. Not fo neycher, but lam refolu*J on two points 

hu. That if one breakc,the other will hold:or if both 
breake,your gaskins fall. 

Ch. £ pc in good faith, very apt: well go thy way, if 
fir Toby would leaue drinkmg,tbou wert as witty a piece 
of Sues ficfb,as any in Illyria. 

Ma. Peace you rogue, no more o’that: here comes my 
Lady : make your excufe wifely, you were beft. 

Enter Lady Oliuia , with Maluolio « 

Clo. Wit,and’c be thy will, put me into good fooling : 
thole wits that thinke they lianc thee, doc very oft proue 
fooles ; and I that am fure 1 heke thee, may pafle for a 
wife man.For what faics Quinapalfti,Bcu er a witty foole, 
then a tooldh wit. God blefle thee Lady. 

01. Take the foole away. 

Clo. Do you not heare fellowes,take away the Ladic. 

Ol. Go coOjy area dry foole: lie no more ofyou:be- 
fidesyou grow dif-honeft. 

0 o* Two faults Madona,that drinke & good counfell 
wil amend : for giuc the dry foole drink, then is the foole 
not dry: bid the difboneft man mend himfelf,if he mend, 
he is no longer diftioneft; if hce cannot, let the Botcher 
mend him: any thing that’s mcnded,i$ but patch’d:vertu 
that tranfgrefles, is but patcht with finne, and fin that a- 
mends, is but patcht with vcrtuc. If that this fimple 
Sillogifroc will ferue, fo: if it will not, what remedy ? 

Y 3 As 
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As there is no true Cuckold but calamity, .lb beauties a 
flower ; The Lady bad take away the foolc, therefore 1 
fay againe, take her away, 

Ol. Sir,I bad them take away you. 

Clo. Mifprifionin the higheft degree, Lady, Cttcttlltu 
non facit monachum : that’s as much to fay, as I weare not 
motley in my braine : good MaAona, giuc mee leauc to 
proueyou a foole. 

01. Can you do it ? 

Clo. Dcxtcrioufly, good Madona. 

Ol m Make your proofe. 

Clo . I muft catechize you for it Madona, Good my 
Moule ofvertuc anfwer race. 

01. W ell fir, for want of other idleneffe,Ile bide your 
proofe. 

Clo. Goad Madona, why mournft thou ? 

Ol. Good foole, for my brothers death. 

Clo. I thinke his foule is in hell, Madona. 

OL I knowTusToulc is in heauen, foole. 

Clo. Themorefoole(Madona > ) to mournefor your 
Brothers foule, being in heauen. Takeaway the Foole, 
Gentlemen. 

Ol. What thinke you of this foole Mahtolio , doth he 
not mend? 

Mai. Yes, and fhall do, till the pangs of death fhake 
him : Infirmity that decaies the wife^ doth euer make the 
better foole. 

Clow. God fend you fir, a jpeedic Infirmity, for the 
better incrcaling your folly : Sir Toby will be fworn that 
I am no Fox, but he wil not pafle his word for two pence 
that youare no Foolc. 

OL How fay you to that Maluotio} 

Mai. I maruell your Ladyfiiip takes delight infuch 
abarren rafcall: I faw him pne down the other day,with 
an ordinary foolc, that has no more braine then a Hone. 
Lookeyou now, he's out of his gard already : vnlcs you 
laugh and minifter occafion to him, he is gag’d. I proteft 
I takethefe Wifemen, thatcrow fo at thele let knuicof 
fooles, no be:ter then the foolcs Zanies. 

OL O you are ficke of feife- louc Malnolio, andtafie 
with a diftempe r ’d appetite. To be generous, guitleffe, 
and offree difpofinon, is to take thole things for Bird- 
bolts, that you deeme Cannon bullets : There is no flan- 
der in an allow d foole, though he do nothing but rayle; 
nor no rayling, in a knownc dilcreet man, though hce do 
nothing butreproue. 

Clo. Now Mercury indue thee with leafing, for thou 
fpeak’ft well of foolcs# 

Enter Maria. 

CMar. Madam, there is at the gate, a young Gentle¬ 
man, much defires to fpeakc with you. 

OL From the Count Orfino, is it ? 

Ma I know not (Madam) ’tis a fairc young man, and 
well attended. 

OL Who of my people hold him io delay i r 
Ma. Sir Toby Madam, your kinfman. 

Ol. Fetch him off I pray you, he fpeakes nothing but 
madman: Fie on him. Go you Maluolto ; Ifitbca*fuic 
from the Count, I am ficke, or not at home. What you 
will, to difmifie it. Exit Malno. 

Now you fee fir,how your fooling growes old, & peo¬ 
ple diflike it. 

Clo. Thou haft fpoke for vs (Madona) as if thyeldcft 
fonncfhould be a foolc: who fc fcull, Ioue crammc with 
braines, for heerc he comes. Enter Sir Toby # 

One ofthy kin has a mo ft wcake Pia - mater. 


Tyvelfe ZN^ight, or, Whatyou mil. 
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atelyby 




Ol. By mine honor halfe drunkc. WWiTir 
gateGofin? tls he attl, t 

To. A Gentleman. 

Ol. A Gentleman ? What Gentleman? 

To. ’Tis a Gentleman heerc. A plague o*th P r 
herring: How now Sot, ‘ 

Clo. Good Sir Toby. 

Ol. Cofin, Cofin, how haue you come foea 

this Lethargic? 

To. Lctcherie, I defie Letcliery : there’s on 
gate. c at 

Ol. I marry, what is he? 

To. Let him be the diuell and he will I cam 
me faith fay I. Well, it’s all one. ’ not: gi»e 
Ol. What’s a drunken man like, foole ? ^ Av 
Clo. Like a drown’d man, a foole, and a mad I 
One draught aboue heate, makes him a foole thef^ 0 ' 

maddeshim, andathirddrowneshim. ec ° Dl! 

Ol. Go thou and feekethe Crowner andl,rlv 
o’my Coz*: for he's in the third degree of drint- 
drown’d : go looke after him. ' ” Ws 

Clo. He is but mad yet Madona, and the fool.«., 
looke to the madman. 

Enter Malnolio. 

f MaI Madam, yond young fellow fweareihce wit 
fpcake with you. I told him you were ficke.he takes 

him to vndcrftandfo much.andthcicforecomes tof °i 

with you. 1 told him you were afleepe, he fee™ toU 
a fore knowledge of that too, and therefore comes 
fpeakc with you. What is to be Laid to him Ladie W 
fortified againft any deniall. 1 ' 

OL Tell him, he fhall not fpeakc with me. 

Mai. Ha's bccnc told fo: and hee fayes hee’l ftand at 
your doore like a Sheriffes poft, and be the fupporter to 
a bench, but hce'l fpeakc with you. 

OL What kindc o’nun is he ? 

Mai. Why ofmankinde. 

Ol. What manner of man? 

Mai. Of veric ill manner: hee*l fpeake withyou,wi 
you,or no. 

Ol. Ofwhat perfonage, and yeeres is he? 

Mai. Not yet old enough for a mai^r.or yong enough 
for a boy : as a fqualh is before tis a pefcod,or a Codling 
when tis almoft an Apple: Tis with him in flandingwa- 
ter, betweene boy and man. He is verie* wclhfauour’d, 
and he Ipcakes verie fhrewifhly : One would thinke his 
mothers milke were fcarfe out of him. 

OL Let him approach: Call in my Gentlewoman.' 
Mai. Gentlewoman,my Lady calles. hit. 

Enter Maria. 

01. Giue me my vaile: come throw it ore my face, 

W ce’l once more heare Or fines Embattle. 

Enter Violent a. 

Vio. The honorable Ladie of the houfe, which is (he? 
OL Speake to me, I fhall anfwer for her: your will 
Zlio. Moft radiant, exqui|ite,and vnmatchablebeau. 
tie. I pray you tell me if this bee the Lady of the houfc, 
for Ineuerfawher. I would bee loath tocaft away my 
fpcech : for befides that it is excellently wcllpend,I hauc 
taken great paines to con it. Good Beauties, let nieefu- 
ftaineno fcorne; I am very comptible, euen to the lcaft 
finifter vfage. 

OL Whence came you fir? A , 

Vio. I can fay little more then I haue ftudied, & that 
queftion'soutof my part. Good gentle one, giuemee 
modeftaffurancc,if you be the Ladie of the houfe, that 


Twelfe IhQght, or, JVbatyouvoilL 


2 <>9 


^TT^eedeinrnyfpeech 

°Vi/ V Are vou a Comedian > 
r No n>y profound heart : and yet (by the verie 
/"• l e c m Hce. I fweare) I am not thatl play.Are you 

P . i Sic of the houfe £* 

tbe , If I do not vfurpe my felfe, I am. 

? V Moft certaine, ifyou are (he, you do vfurp your 
M r f* what is yours to beftowe, is, not yours to re- 
‘ C C But this is from my Commiffion : I will on wilh 
fer “f’ecch in y cur praife, and then fhew you the heart of 


nsyme&g® 


01 , Come to what is important in’t: 1 forgiueyou 

tllC ^ al Alas, I t°°5tc great paines to fludieit, and 'tis 

? °oTh\) the more like to be feigned, I pray you keep 
• • I heard you were fawey at my gfites^Sc allowd your 
11 m ro3C h rather to wonder at you, then to heare you. I f 
^ be not mad, be gone :.if you hauc reafon, bebreefe : 
’dsnot that time ofMoone with me, to make one in lo 
s disiOguc. 

5 VuZ Will you hoyft fay le fir,here lies your way. 

Vio* No good fwabber, I am to hull here a little lon- 
Soroc mollification for your Giant, fweete Ladie; 


gcr# 

D 


cell fnc your minde, I am a mefienger. 

0/. Sure you hauc fomehiddeous matter to dcliucr, 
when the curtcfie of it is fo fearefull. Speake your office. 

y’io. It alone conccrnes your care: I bring no oucr- 
cure of war re, no caxacion of homage; I hold the OlyfFc 
in my hand: my words are as full of pcace,as matter. 

OL Yet you began rudely. Whatareyou? 

What would you: 

Vio. The rudenefle that hath appear’d in mce, haue I 
learnd from my entertainment. What I am, and what I 
would, are as fecret as maiden-head: to your cares, Di- 
uinity; to any others, prophanation. 

OL Giuc v* the place alone, 

Wc will heare this diuimtie. Nov; fir,what is ycur text? 
Vio. Moftfwect Ladie. 

Ol. A comfortable do&rine, and much may bee faide 
ofic. Where lies your Text? 

Vio. In Orfinoes boiome. 

OL Inhisbofome? In what chapter of his bofome? 
Vio. To anfwer by the method ,in the firft ofhis hart. 
OL 0,1 haue read it: it ishercfie.Haue you no more 
to fay? 

Vio . Good Madam, let me fee your face# 

01, Haue you any Commifsion from your Lord, to 

negotiate with my face: you are now out ofyour Text: 
but we will draw the Curtain, and (hew you the pifture. 
Looke you fir, fuch a one I was this prefent: Ift not well 
done? 

Vio . Excellently done, ifGod did all. 

01. Tisingrainefir, 'twill endure winde and wea¬ 
ther. 

Vio. Tis beauty truly blent, wbofe red and white. 
Natures ownc Tweet, and cunning hand laid on: 

Lady, you are the cruclTft fhee aliue, 

Ifyou will leade thefe graces to the grauc. 

And leaue the world no copie. 

OL O fir, I will not be to hard-hearted : I will giuc 
out diuers fcedules of my bcautic. 1 1 fhalbe Inuentoried 
and euery particle and vtenfile labelTdtomy will: As, 
Itcmtwo lippes indifferent redde. Item two grey eyes, 
with lids to them; Item,one necke, one chin, & fo forth. 
Were you fenc hither to praife me? 


Vio. Ifeeyou what you 3re, you are too proud: 

But ifyou were the diuell, you are faire: 

My Lord, and maftcr loues you : O fuch loue 
Could be butrccompenc’d, though you were crown’d 
The non-pareil of bcautic. 

Ol. How docs he loue me? 

Vio 9 With adorations, fcrtill tearcs, 

With g^oanes that thunder louc, with fighes of fire. 

Ol. Your Lord does kno w ray mind,I cannot loue him 
Yet I fuppofe him vertuous, know him noble. 

Of great cftace, offrefn and ftainlefle youth; 

In voyces well divulg'd, free, lcarn’d,and valiant, 

And in dimenfion, and the ihape of nature, 

A gracious perion; But yec I cannot loue him : 

He might hane tookc his anfwer long ago. 

Vio. Ifl didJoucyouinmymaftcrsflamc, 

With fuch a luffring, fuch a deadly life: 

In your deniall, I would finde no fence, 

I would not vndei ftand it. 

Ol. Why, what would you? 

Vio. Make me a willow Cabinc at your gate. 

And call vpon my foule within the houfe, 

Write loyall Cantons of contemned loue, 

And fing them iowd euen in the dead erf night: 

Hallow your name to the reuerberate hillcs, 

A nd m ike the babling Gofsip of the aire, 

Cry out Oliuia: O you fhould not reft 7 

Betweene the elements of ayre, and earth, 

But you fihould pittie me. 

Ol. You might do much: 

What is your Parentage ? 

Vio . Abouc my fortunes, yet my ftate is well: 

I am a Gentleman. 

OL Get you to your Lord: 

I cannot louc him : let him fend no more, 
VnIcfle(perchance)you come to me againe. 

To cellmc how he takes it: Fare you well: 

I thanke you for your paines: fpend this for mee. 

Vio . lamnofccdepoaft, Lady; keepeyour purfe. 
My Mafter,not my ielfe, hckesrccompcnce. 

Loue make his heart of flint, that you fhalloue. 

And let your feruour like my mailers be, 

Plac’d in contempt: Far well fayre crucltie. Exit 

Ol. What is your Parentage? 

Aboue my fortunes, yet my (tate is well; 

I am a Gentleman. lie be lworne thou art. 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy iimbes, atftions, andfpirit. 

Do giue thee fiue-fold blazon : not too faft : fofc, foft, 
Vnlefle the Matter were the man. How now? 

Euen fo quickly may one catch the plague ? 

Me chinkes I feele this youths perfeftions 
With an inuifible, and lubtle ftealth 
To creepe in at mine eyes. Well, let it be.. 

What hoa, Maluolto. 

Enter tJMaluolio. 

MaL Heere Madam, at your feruite. 

OL Run after that famepeeuifh Meflcnger 
The Countes man: he left this Ring bchinde him 
Would I, or not: tell him, lie none ofit. 

Defirc him not to flatter with his Lord, 

Nor hold him vp with hopes, lam not for him: 

If that the youth will come this way tomorrow, 
lie giue him reafons for’t: hie thee Malnolio. 

Mai. Madam, I will. Exit. 

Ol. I c!q I know not what, andfeare to finde 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind« 2 


Fare 
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Fate, fbew thy force, our fclues we do not owe, 

What is decreed, nuift be: and be this fo. 

finis, Afttss primus, 


Secundus , Selena prima. 


Enter Antonie & Sebaftian. 

Ant. W ill you ftay no longer : nor will you not that 
I go with you. 

Scb. By you? patience, no: my ftarres fhine darkely 
ouerme;the malignancieof my fate, might perhaps di- 
ftemper yours; therefore I (hall craueofyouyour lcaue, 
that I may bearc my euils alone. It were a bad recom- 
pence for your louc, to lay any of them on you. 

An. Let me yet know of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb. Nofootbfir: my determinate voyage ismeere 
extrauagancie.But I perceiuc in you fo excellent a touch 
of modettie, that you will not extort from me, what 1 am 
willing to keepe in : therefore it charges me in manners, 
the rather to exprefic my fclfc you muft know of mee 
then Antonio , my name is Sebaftian (which I call’d kodo- 
rigo) my father was that Sebaftian of <JMeff aline , whom I 
know you haue heard of. He left behinde him, my fclfe, 
and a fifter, both borne in an houre : if the Hcanens had 
becne pleas’d, would we lud fo ended. But yon fir, al¬ 
ter’d that, for fome houre before you cooke me from the 
breach of the fca, was my fifter drown'd. 

A*t. Alas the day. 

Seb. A Lady fir, though itjwas faid fhee much refem- 
bled me,was yet of many accounted beautifuhbut thogh 
I could not with fuch cftimable wonder* ouer-farre bc- 
leeue that, yet thusfarre I will boldly publ.fh her, Ibec 
boreaminde that enuy could not but call faire : Sheeis 
drown’d already fir with fait water, though I feeme to 
drowne her remembrance againc with more. 

Ant. Pardon me fir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb . O good Antonio y forgiuc me your trouble. 

Ant. If you will not murther me for my louc, let nice 
be your feruant. 

Seb. ifyou will not vndo what you haue done, that is 
kilIhim,whom you haue rccoucr’d, dehreic not. Fare 
ye well at once, my bofomcisfull of kindneffe, and I 
am yet lo nccrc the manners of my mother,that vpon the 
leaft occafioq more, mine eyes will tell talcs of me: I am 
bound to the Count Orfino’s Court,farewell. Exit 

Ant. The gentleneffc of all the gods go with thee: 

I haue many enemies in Orfino’s Court, 

Elfe would I very (hortly fee thee there: 

But come what may, I do adore thee fo, 

That danger (hall leeme fport, and I will go. Exit . 


Scoria Secunda . 


£nter Viola and CMaJuolto, at fetter all doores. 

Mai. W etc not you cu’n now, with the Countcffc O- 
liteia ? : ' 

Vio. Euen now fir, on a moderate pace, I bane fince a- 
riu’d but hither. -r 

Mai Shcreturnes this Ring to you (fir) you might 
hauefaued meetup paines, to haue taken it away your 
feltc.Shc adds morcouer,that you fhould put your Lord 


into a defperate affurance, the will none ofhinuA^ 
thing more, that you be neucr fo bardie t© come a p • R ' 
in his affaires, vnleffc it bee to report your Lordi .S 101 
ofthistrcceiue it fo. * takm 

Wo. She tooke the Ring of me, He none of it. 

Mai. Come fir, you pecuiflily threw it t 0 her • 
her will is, it fhould be fo return’d: If it bee worth 
ping for, there it lies, in your eye; if not, bee it hi© u° 
findesit. chai 

V'o. I left no Ring with her: what meanes this Lad* 
Fortune forbid my out-fidc haue not charm’d her • ^ 
She made good view of me, indeed fo much. 

That me thought her eyes had loft her tongue, 

For fhe did fpeakc in ftarts diftratedly. 

She loues me furo, the cunning of her pafsion 
Xnuites me in this churlifh meflenger: 

None of my Lords Ring ? Why he fent her none • 

I am the man, it it befo, astis, 

Poore Lady, fhe were better Ioue a dreame: 

Difguife, I ice thou art a wickednefle. 

Wherein the pregnant encmie does much. 

How eafie is it, for the proper iaife 
In womens waxen hearts to fet their formes : 

Alas, O frailtie is th4caufe,not wee, 

For fuch as we arc made, if fuch we bee: 

Fhw will this fadge? My matter loues her deerely, 

And I (poors monikr) fond afmuch on him: 

And (bc(miftakcn) feemes to dote on me: 

What will become of this ? As I am man, 

My ftate is defperate for my maifters louc: 

As I am woman (now alas the day) 

What thriftlcfle fighes {ballpoore Oliuta breath? 

O time, thou muft vntanglc this, not I, 

It is too hard a knot for me t’vnty. 


Sccena Tertia. 


Enter Sir Toby , and Sir Andrew. • 

To . Approach Sir Andrew ; notto beea beddeafter 
midnight, is to be vp betimes, and Default furpre^hou 
know’ft. 

And. Nay by my troth I know not; but I know, to 
be vp late, is to be vp late. 

To . A falfc conclufion: I hate it as an vnfill’d Cannc. 
To be vp after midnight, and to go to bed then is early: 
fothat to go to bed after midnight, is to gocto bed be. 
times. Does not our liues confift of the foure Ele¬ 
ments? 

And. Faith fo they fay, but I thinkeit rather confifts 
of eating and drinking. 

To . Th’art a fchollcr $ let vs therefore eate and drinke # 
Marian I fay, a ftoopc of wine. 

Enter Clowne. 

And. Hecre comes the fooleyfaith. 

Clo . How now rny haits: Did you ncucr fee the Pic¬ 
ture of we three? 

To. Welcome afle, now let’s haue a catch. 

And. By my troth the foole has an excellent bread. I 
had rather then forty Shillings I had fuch alegge* andlo 
fwcet a breath to fing,as the foole has. Infooth thou wall 
in very gracious fooling laft night, when thou fpok ft of 
PigrogromitHs, of the Vapiins pafsing the Equinoftialof 
Queubtu : *twa$ very good yfaith; I fenc thee fixe pence 


Twlfe or, What you mil. 
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ioi ft fdHnmpcucostliy gratillity: for Maluoliosnok 

WhiP-ftocke My Lady has a white band, and the 
' S °° Jon are no bottle-ale houfes. 

M cr " )U Fscellent: Why this is the beft fooling, when 
jjn* ^ ^ fon 

^y^Cooic'on, there is fixe pence for you. Let’s haue 

i (o f‘ Therc ’, a teftrill ofme too: if one knight giue a 
^ Would you haue a loue«fong, or a fong of good 

lift i Aloue fong, aloue fong. 

V it T rare not for good lite. 

■d n ' ’ ' Clownejings. 

0 Mifirit mine where are you rowing i 
0jhj and heare, your true hues coming, 
jbat can (mg both high and low. 

Trip ho further prett ieftveettng. 
harneys end in letters meeting, 

£utry wif e mans f onKe 
Jr,. Excellent good, ifaith. 

7«. Good, good 

( ; 0 what is hue, tu not hcereafter, 
prefect mtrlh , hath prelent laughter : 

What's to come, tsjltll vnfure. * 

Ink lay there lie, no pleat ie, 

7 hen come kjff e me Jweet and twenties 
Youths a flujfe will not endure. 
j n< a mellifluous voy ce, as 1 am true knight, 

ft. A contagious breath. 

An. Very fwcet, and contagions ifaith. 

To. To heare by the nofe,it is dulcet in contagion . 1 
But (ball we make the Welkin dance indeed ? Shall wee 
rowzethenight-Owle in a Ca.ch.that willdrawe three 
foulesout of one Weauer ? Shall we do that ? 

Jd. And you loue me, let’s doo’t: I am dogge at a 

Catch. 

Clo. Byrlady fir, and fome dogs will catch well. 

An. Moftcertaine: Let our Catch be, 7 hon Knaue. 
Clo. Hold thy peace, thou knight. I fnall be con- 

Irain’d in’t, to call thee knaue, Knight, 

Jn. 'Tis not the fir ft time I haue conftrained one to 
call me knaue. Begin foole: it be fms,Hold thy peace. 

Ch. I fliali neuer begin if I hold my peace. 

An, Good ifaith-.Comebegin. Catchfung 

Enter CAlarta. 

Mar. Whatacarterwalling doeyoukeepeheere ? If 
yLadic haue not call'd vp her Steward Maluolio , and 
)idhim turne you out ofdoorcs, ncuc< truft me. 
fo, My Lady’s a Catayan, we are politicians, TsUluolios 
aPeg-a-ramfie, and Tbreemcrry men be wee . Am not I 
confanguinious? Am I not of her blood : tillyvally. La- 
die, There dwelt a man in Tdabylon, Lady,Lady. 

Clo . Beftirew me, the knights in admirable fooling. 
An. I,he do 9 9 well enough if he be difpos’d, andfo 
do I too; he does it with a better grace, but I do it more 
natural!. 

To. O the twelfeday of December. 

Mar. For the louc o’God peace. 

Enter Malmlto. 

KMal. My mafters are you mad? Or what are you? 
Haue you no wit, manners, nor honeftie, but to gabble 
like Tinkers at this time of night? Doyeemakean Ale- 
houfe of my Ladies houfe, that ye fqueak outyour Cozi¬ 
er* Catches without any mitigation or remorfe of voice? 
Is there no refpeft of place, perfons, nor time in you ? 


To, We did keepe time fir in our Catches. Snecke vp 

Mai. Sir Toby , I mutt be round with you. My Lady 
bad me cellyou, that though (be harbors you as her kinf- 
man, flic’s nothing olly’d to yourdiforders. Ifyou can 
feparate your fclfc and your mifdemeanors, you are wel¬ 
come to the houfe: if not, and it would pleale you to take 
leaue ofher, flie is very willing to bid you farewell. 

To. Farewell decrc heart, fince I muft needs be gone 

Mar. Nay good Sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes do (hew his dayes are almoft done. 

Mai. Is’teuenfo? 

To. But I will neuer dye. 

Clo . S'wToby there you lye. 

Mai. This is much credit to you^ 

To. Shall l bid him go. 

Clo. What and if yon do ? 

To. Shad I bid him go, andfpare not f 

Clo . O noyioyio,no, joh dare not. 

To. Ouco’tunefir, yelye: Arc any more then a Stew¬ 
ard ? Doftthou thinke becaufc thou art vertuotw, there 
/hall be no more Cakes and Ale ? 

Clo. Yes by S, Anne, and Ginger fliall bee hotte y'ch 
mouth too. 

To. Th’arti’th right. Goe fir, rub your Chainc with 
crums. AftopeofVVine^f</4rM. 

<JMd. Millris Mary, if you priz’d my Ladies fauour 
at any thing more then contempt, you would not giue 
meanes for this vnciuill rule; lhe fliall know ofitby this 
hand. Exit 

Mar. Go fhakeyour cares. 

yin. ’Twere as good a deede as to drink when a mans 
ahungrie, to challenge him the field, and then tobreakc 
promife with him, and matte a foole of him. 

To. Doo’c knight, He write thee a Challenge: or lie 
dcliucr thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

tear. Sweet Sir Toby be patient for to night: Since 
the youth of the Counts was to day with my Lady, flic is 
much out of quiet. For Monlieur Malaolio,Ict me alone 
with him: If i do not gull him into an ay word, and make 
him a common recreation, do not thinke I hauewitcce- 
nough to lye ilraight m my bed : 1 know I can do it. 

To. PofTefie vs, poflefle vs, tell vs Something of him. 

Mar. Marrie fir, fometimes he is a kinde ofPuritane. 

An. OjifI thought that, Idc beate him like a dogge. 

To. What for being a Puri tab, thy exquifite reaion, 
decre knight. 

An. 1 haue no exquifite rcafon for’t,but I haue reafon 
good enough. 

‘Mar. ThediullaPuritane thatheeis, or anything 
conftantly but a time-pleafer, an affcdlion’d Afie, that 
cons State without booke,and vtters it by great fwarths. 
The beft perfwaded ofhimfelfe: fo cram’d(as he chinkes) 
with excellencies* that itis his grounds of faith, that all 
that looke on him, loue him: and on that yice in him,will 
my reuengc findc notable caufe to worke. 

To. What wilt thou do? 

Mar. I will drop in his way fomeobfeure Epiftlei of 
louc, wherein by the colour of his beard, the fhape of his 
legge, the manner of his gate, the expreffure of his eye, 
forehead, and completion, he fhallfinde h.inafdfe moft 
feelingly perfonated. 1 can write very like my Ladie 
yourNeecc, on a forgotten matter wee can hardly make 
diftintionof our hands. 

To. Excellent,! fmcll a deuicc. 

An. I hau’t in my nofe too. 

T?. He fhall thinke by the Letters that thou wilt drop 
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that they come from jmy Ncece, aadt that dice’s in loue 
with him. 

UUar. My purpofe is indeed a horfe of that colour. 

An. And your horfe now would make him an Affe # 

eJMar. A(fe,I doubt not. 

An. O twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royall I warrant you: I know my Phy- 
fickc will worke with him, I will plant you two, and let 
the Foole make a third, where he (hall findethe Letter: 
obferue his conftrudlion ofit: For this night to bed, and 
dreameon theeuent: Farewell. Exit 

To. Good night Penthifilea. 

An, Before me flic’s a good wench# 

7#. She’s a beagle true bred, and one that adores me: 
what o’that? 

An. I was ador’d once too. 

T 9 . Let's to bed knight; Thou hadftneede fend for 
more money. 

An. If 1 cannot rccouer your Nccce, I am a foulc way 
out. 

To. Send for money knight, if thou haft her noti’th 
end, call me Cut. 

An. If I do not, neuer trnft me, take it how you will. 

To. Come, come. He go burne fome Sackc,tis too late 
to go to bed now: Come knight,ccmc knight. Exeunt 


Tvpelfe jfigiot, or } Wbatyou mil. 


Scena Quarta. 


An cider then her felfe, fo weare*. flic to him- 
So lwaycs flic leuell in her husbands heart: 

For boy, howcucr wc do praifeour felues, 

Our fancies are more giddie and vnfirme, 

More longi ng, waucring, fooner loft and worne 
Then womens are. J 

Vi*. 1 thinke it well my Lord. 

‘Du. Then let thy Loue be yonger then thy f c ]f. 
Ot thy affeftion cannot hold the bent: 5 

For women are asRofes, wbofefaire flowre 
Being once difplaid, doth fall that verie howre.' 

Ft*. And fo they are : alas, that they are fo: 

To die, eucn when they to perfection grow. 

Enter Curie dr Clowne. 

Du. O fellow come, the long we had laft night: 
Maike it Cefario, it is old and plainc ; 

The Spinfters and the Knitters in the Sun, 

And the free maides that wcaue their thred with bont 
Do vfe to chaunt it: it is filly footh, 

And dallies with the innocence of loue, 

Like the old age. 

Clo- Are you ready Sir ? 

Duk. Iprcthce fing. Mtlf , 

TkeSeng. 

fome away* come away death, 

And in fad cypreffe let me be laide* 

Fye away, fie away breathy 
lamflame by a fatre crueU rnaide : 

Trly fhrowd of white fluckyill with Ew,0 prefer? ft 
tJMy part ofdeath no one fo true didfbare it , 


Enter Duke, Viola , furio,and others* 

Dtf.Giue me fome Mufick;Now good morow frends. 
Now good Cefario , but that pcece of fong, 

That old and Anticke fong we heard laft night; 

Me thought it did relecue my paflton much. 

More then light ayres, and recollc&cd termes 
Ofthefe molt b riskc and giddy-paccd times. 

Come, but on e verfe. 

Cur. He is not hccre (fo plcafe your Lordfhippe) that 
fliould fing it ? 

Du* Who was it? 

Cur. Fefie the Ieftermy Lord, a foole that the Ladie 
Oliuiaes Father tookc much delight in • He is about the 
houfe. 

Du* Seekc him out, and play the tunc the while. 

hlufickcplayes. 

Come hither Boy, ifcuer thou (halt loue 
In the fweec pangs ofit, remember me: 

For fuch as I am, all true Loucrs arc, 

Vnftaid and skittifh in all motions elfe, 

Saue in the conftant image of the creature 
Thar isbelou’d. Howdoft thou like this tune? 

Vto # 1 1 giues a verie cccho to the featc 
Where loue is thron’d. 

Du. Thou doftfpeakemafterly. 

My life vpon’t, yong though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaidvpon fomefauour chaticloucs: 

Hath it net boy ? 

Vio. A little, by your fauour. 

Du. What kinde of woman ift i 
Vio. Ofyour completion. 

Du, She is not worth thee then# Whatyearcsifaith? 
Vio. About your yceres my Lord. 

Du. Too old by heauen: Lccftill the woman take 


Not a flower, not a flower fweete 
On my blacke coffin, let there be flrewnt : 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 

My poore corpes , where my bonesfi;all be tbreme: 

\ A thoufand thoufind fighes to ftuejay me o when 

. Sad true louer neuer find my grant ,to weeps there , 

Du. There’s for thy paines. 

Clo. No paines fir, I take plcafurc in firg’mg fir. 

Du. He pay thy plealurc then. 

Clo . Truely fir, and pleafure will be paide one time,or 
another. 

Du. G iuc me now leaue, to Icaue thee. 

Clo. Now the melanchelly God protet thee, and Ac 
Tailor make thy doublet of changeable Taffiua, for thy 
minde is a very Opall. I would haue men of fuch confian- 
cie put to Sea, that their bufinefle might be euery thing, 
and their intent eueric where, for that’s it, that alwayea 
makes a good voyage of nothing. Farewell. Exit 

Du. Let all the reft giue place; Once more Cefario, 
Get thee to yond fame foueraigne crucltic : 

Tell her my loue, more noble then the world 
Prizes not quantitie of dime lands. 

The parts that fortune hath beftow’d vpon her: 

Tell her I hold as giddily asFortune: 

But ? tis that miracle,and Qucene of Iems 
That nature prankes her in, attracts my foulc. 

Vio. But if (he cannot loue you fir. 

Du. It cannot be foanfwcr’d. 

Vio. Sooth but you muft. 

Say that fome Lady, as perhappes there is, 

Hath for your loue as great a pang of heart 
A s you haue for Oltuia : you cannot loue her: 

You tel her fo: Muft (he not then be anfyvcr’d ? 

Du. There is no womans fides 

Can 


Ttoelfe Slight, or. Whaty ou m il. 

r'wdethebeatiag of f° ftron S 4 P afl5 ® n * 

C fl0 j n th eiuemy heart: no womans heart 
H 0 * f t0 hold fo much, they lacke retention 
s ° b, &loue may be call’d appetite, 

A US ’ f.on of the Liuer, but the Pallat, 

S°Xfferfurfcc,cloymcnt, and reuolt,! 

^ is all as hungry as the Sea, 
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\,‘ndiecft as much, make no compare 
A nd c *‘ t hat loue a woman can beare me, 

Shatl owOMa. 

t)it> I but I know. 

C What doft thou knoW J 

V Too well what loue Women to men may owe: 

r Stbey are as true of hcc^t, as we. 

My Father had a daughter lou’d aw 
Ask might be perhaps, were I a woman 

tlhouldyour l.ordlhip. ^ 

V And what’s her hiftory i 
fto, Ablankemy Lord : fhe neuer tol 
o.. , et concealment like a worme 1 th bur 
Lie on her damaske cheeke : flic pin’d an thought, 
with a grccne and yellow roelaocholly, 

Sh/fatelikePatience on a Monument 

<milireat°reefe. Was not this loue indeede? 

Wenien nTay fay more fwearemore but indeed 
Ourflievvos ate more then will: for ftill weprouc 
Vlnch in our vowes, but little in our loue. 

Du Eut di’de thy fifter ofher loue my Boy ? 

Vi9 [ I am all the daughters of my Fathers houfe, 
And all the brothers too: and yet I know not. 

Sir, fliall I to this Lady? 

j)„, ] that’s the Theame, 

Toherin hafte: giue her thislewell: fay, 

Mylouecan giue noplace, bidenodenay 


exeunt 


Scena Quinta . 


Enter Sir Toby, Sir ^Andrew,and Fabian, 

To. Come thy waves Signior Fabian. 

Tab. Nay lie come: if I loofe a fcruple of thisfport, 
let me be boyl’d to death with Mclancholly. 

To. Wouldft thou not be glad to haue the niggard¬ 
ly Rafcally fhcepe-biter, come by fome notable fhamc? 

Fa. I would exult man: you know he brought me out 
o’fauour with my Lady, about a Beare-baiting hcere. 

To. To anger him wee’l haue the Beare againe, and 
wc will foole him blacke and blew, fliall we not fir An¬ 
drew ? 

An* And wc do not, it is pittie of our liues. 

Enter Maria. 

To. Heere comes the little viliainc; How now my 
Settle of India? 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box tree: Maluolios 
commingdownethiswalkc, he has heenc yonder i’the 
Sunne praftifing bchauiour to his own fhadow this halfe 
houre: obferue him for the loue of Mockcrie: for I know 
this Letter wil make a contempladuc Ideot of him.Clofe 
in the name ofieafting, lye thou there: for hcere comes 
the Trowt, that muft be caught with tickling. Exit 
Enter Maluoho. 

Mai. ‘Tisbut Fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 
told me fhe did affeft me, atid I haue heard her felf come 
thus neere, that fliould fheefancie, it fhould bee one of 
my compleftion. Befides fhe vfesnie with a more cx- 


lookehowimagi- 


alted refpe<ft, then any one elfe that foliowes her. What 
fliould I thinke on’t? 

To. Heerc’s an ouer-weening rogue, 

Fa. Oh peace: Contemplation makes a rare Turkey 
Cocktf of him, how he iets vnder his aduanc'd plumes. 
And. Slight I could fobeatc the Rogue. 

To. Peace I fay. 

Mai* To be Count Maluotio* 

To. Ah Rogue. 

An. Piftoll him, piftollhim# 

To. Peace, peace. 

Mai . There is example for’t: The lady of the Stra- 
chy> married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

An. Fie on him Iezabel. 

Fa . O peace, now he’s deepely in 
nation blowes him. 

Mai. Hauing bccnc three moneths married to her, 
fitting in my ftatc. 

To. O for a ftonc-bow to hit him in the eye. 

CMal. Calling my Officers about me, in my branch’d 
Vcluct gownc : hauing come from a day bedde* where I 
haue left Oltuia fleeping. 

To. Fire and Brimftone. 

Fa. O peace, peace. 

Mat. And then to haue the humor of ftate: and after 
a demure trauaileof regard: telling them I knowemy 
place, as I would they fliould doc theirs: to askc for my 
kinfman Toby* 

To. Boltesand (hackles# 

Fa. Oh peace, peace, peace, now, now. 

OWai. Scauenofmy people with an obedient ftart, 
make out for him : I frowne the while, and perchance 
windevp my watch, or play with my fome rich Jewell: 
Toby approaches; curtfies there to me. 

To. Shall this fellow liuc ? 

Fa. Though our filencebe drawnefrom vs with cars* 
yet peace. 

Mai. I extend my hand to him thus: quenching my 
familiar fmile with an auftcre regard of control!# 

To. Ancfcdo’snot Toby takeyouablow o*thc lippes, 
then? 

Mai. Saying, Cofinc Tcby, my Fortunes hauing caft 
me on your Necce, giue me this prerogatiue of fpeech. 
To. What, what? 

7 Mai. You muft amend your drunkennefle • 

To* Outfcab. 

Fab. Nay patience, or we breakc the fine wes of our 
plot f 

Trial. Befides you wafte the treafure of your time, 
with a foolifh kmght. 

And. Thai’s mee I warrant you. 

Mai. One fir Andrew. 

And* I knew ’twas I, for many do call mee foole. 
Mai. What e-rployment heue we hcere ? 

Fa. Now is the Woodcocke neere the gin. 

To. Oh peare, and the fpirit of humors intimate rea¬ 
ding aloud to him. 

Mai. By my life this is my Ladies hand: thefe bee her 
Vf r y C*' herZA, and her T s* and thus makes (bee het 
great P's. Ic is in contempt of queftion her hand. 

An. Her CV, her V’s y and her T's: why that ? 

Mai. T 0 the vnknewne beiorid , this , and my good VPiJhes : 
Her very Phrafcs: By your leaue wax. Soft,and the im- 
preflure her Lucrcce , with which (he vies to icale : tis my 
Lady: To whom fhould this be ? 

Fab . This winnes him, Liuer and all. 

Mai. 
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Mai. Ione knows / lone, but who, Lips do not mootte t no 
man mufl know. No man mud know. Whac followcs ? 
The numbers alter d : No man <nuft know. 

If this fhould be thee Maluoho i 
To. Marrie hang theebrotke, 

Mai. I may command where l adore , but fleece like a Lu - 
crejfe knife : 

With bloodleffeJiroke my heart doth pore, CM. 0. A.I. doth 
/way my life. 
i Fa. A fuftian riddle. 

To. Excellent Wench, fay I. 

Mai. lM.O.A.I. doth fway my life. Nay but firft 
Jet me fee, let me fee, let me fee. 

Tab. Wtaucfifoapoyfonh.asfoedrefthim? 

To. And with what wing the ftallion chcckes at it ? 

Mat. I may command,where I adore : Why (lice may 
'command me; I feruc her, fhe is my Ladie. Why this is 
euidenc to any formal! capacitie. There is no obllru&ion 
in this, and the end : What foould that Alphabetical! po» 
(ition portend, if I could make that rcfemble iometbing 
in me ? Softly, M.O.A.I. 

To O I, make vp that, he is now at a cold fent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry vpon’c for all this, though it bee 
asrankeasaFox. 

Mai. M. Malttolio, M. why that begins my name. 

Fab. Did not 1 fay he would worke it out, the Curie 
is excellent at faults. 

"Mai. Til. But then there is no confonancy in the fequell 
that fuft'ers vndcr probation : A. (liould follow, but O. 
does. 

Fa. AndO (hall end, I hope. 

To. I, or lie cudgcll him, and make him cry 0. 

Mai. And then /. comes behind. 

Fa. I, and you had any eye behinde you, youi might 
fee more dctra&ion at your hecles,then Fortunes before 
you. 

Mai. M,0, /^,AThis (Imulation is not as the former: 
and yet to crufli this a little, it would bow to mee r for e- 
uery one ot tbefe Letters arc in my name. Soft ,here fol- 
Iowes profe : Ifthis fall into thy hand, reuolae. In my ftars 
I am aboue thee, but be not affraid of greatnefle: Some 
are become great, fome atcheeues grearnefle, and) fomc 
haue greatnefle thruft vppon cm. Thy fates open theyr 
hands, let thy blood and fpirit embrace them, and to in- 
vre thy felfe to what thou art like to be : caft thy humble 
(lough, and appeare frefh. Beoppofitewitha kinfman, 
futly with feruants: Let thy tongue tang arguments of 
date; put thy felfe into the tricke of fingularitie. Shee 
thus aduifes thee, that fighes for thee. Remember who 
commended thy yellow (lockings, and wifo'd to fee thee 
e?tier erode garter'd : 1 fay remember, goe too, thou art 
made if thou dcfir’ft to be fo: If not, let me fee thee a fte- 
ward foil, the fellow of feruants, and not woorthie to 
touch Fortunes fingers Farewdll, Shee that would alter 
feruices with thee, tht fortunate vnhappy daylight and 
champian difeouers not more : This is open, I will bee 
proud, I will teade pollticke Authours, I will baffle Sir 
Toby, I will walh offgrofle acquaintance, I wilhbe point 
deuife, the very man. I do notnow foole my felfe, to let 
imagination iademce ; forcuery reafon excites to this, 
that my Lady loucs me. She did commend my yellow 
(lockings oflate, (hec did praife my legge being crofle- 
garter’d, and in this fhe manifefts her felfe to my loue, & 
with a kinde ofiniunflion driues mee to thefe lubites of 
icr liking. I thanke my ftarres, I am happy : I will bee 
ftrangc, flout, in yellow (lockings, and crofle Garter’d, 


TyelfeJKigbt, or , Whatjou mil. 


euen with the fwiftnefle of putting on.^ouT'lTr' 
flarres be praifed, Hecrc is yet a poftfeript. ri, d n 
not choofe but know who I am. If thou enter tatlfl mY i Ca> 
J a fP eare in th Jfating, thy fmtles become thee well °tl ‘ 
fae m my prefence fill [mile, deero myfweete, IpretL , 

I thanke thee, I will fmile, I wil do cuery chm« t W i 0 
wilt haue me. 0 natt !>< 

Fab, I will not giue my part of this fport f ora /*■ 
on ofthoufands to be paid from theSopny. * enl 

To. I could marry ^iis wench for this deuice 

An. So could I too.# 

To. And aske up otherdowry with her, butfriM, 
therieft. • M * uuac han ( 

Ent erA fari.i. 

An. Nor I neither. 

Tab. Heere.coages my noble gull catcher. 

To. let thy foote o’my nccke. 

% n ’ y fr " d0 ™"‘" ly ' t ' ipi “ a bt « 

An. Itaith,or I either ? 

Fob. Why, thou haft put him in fuch a dreame. tin 
when the image of it leaner him,hc muft run mad. * 

Ma. Nay but fay true, do’s it worke vpon him? 

To. Like Aqua vite with a Midwife. 

. 7i l ar ‘ Ify GU will then fee. the fruites of the fport mai l 
his firft approach before my Lady: hec will come to he 
in yellow (lockings, and ’cisa colour flic abhorres an < 
crofle garter’d, a fafhionfhee detefts: and hee vvillf m j| ( 
vpon her, which will now be fo vnfuteablc to her difp 0 . 
fition, being addicted to a nnelancholly, as (heeis, that ii 
cannot but turn him into a notable contempt: if you wi 
iec it follow me. 

To. To the gates ofTartar, thou mod excellent diuel 
of wit. 

And. He make one too. p rm 

Tints Alhufecmdu 



Enter "Viola and Clowne. 

Vio. Saue thee Friend and thy Mufick: doll thouIiue 
by thy Tabor? 

Clo. No fir, I liue by the Church. 

Vio. Art thou a Churchman? 

(lo. No fuch matter fir, I do liue by the Church: For, 
I do liue at my houfe, and my houfc dooth (land by the 
Church 

Vto. So thou maiftfay the Kings lyes by abegger, ifa 
b®gg er dwell ncer him : or the Church (lands by thy Ta¬ 
bor. if thy Tabor (land by the Church. 

Clo. Youhaue (aid fir :To feethisage : A fentence is 
but a chru’rill gloue to a good witte, how quickely the 
wrong fide may be turn’d outward. 

Vio. Nay that’s certaine: they that dally nicely with 
words,may quickely make them wanton. 

Clo. I would therefore my lifter had had noname Sir. 

Vio. Why man ? 

Clo. Why fir, her names a word, andtodallie with 
that word, might make my fifter wanton: But indeede, 
words are very Rafcals, fince bonds difgrac’d the®. 

Vio. Thy reafon man ? 

Ck 
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foee 

arc 


_—^r~aTrvjcanycel«i you none without wordes, 
0‘‘ T r °, lC erownc fo falfe, I am loath to proue ( rca- 

hem. 

with c ^^ r * nt t j 10U art a mcrr y fellow, and car’d for 

nothing* ^ p 0 f ir> i do care for fomethingrbut in my con- 
Ido noc care for you: if that be to care for no- 
feience ir> ^ j j t wou lii make you inuifible. 
thing lir > nQt thou the Lady Oliuia’s foole? 

V i°Ho indeed fir, the Lady Oltuia has no folly, fo 
It’ ne no foole fir, till foe be married, and fooles a 
h hLbands, as Pilchers are to Herrings, the Hu(- 

> C u.hiaoer I am indeede not her foole,buthir cor- 
bands the j 

tP| E°I ftw theelate at the Count Or finds. 

/ Foolery fir, does walke about the Orbe like the 
• fliinescuery where. 1 Would be forry fir, but the 
p Un ’ufliould be as oft with your Maftcr, aswa-itn :ny Mi- 
l°° 'lthinke I faw your wifedomc there. 

y i0 fjjy, and thou pafle vpon me. He no more with 
Jr Hold'there’s expences for thee. 

Clo Now Ioucin his next commodity of hayre, lend 

chc ^ b 3 y n iy troth lie tell thee., Iam almoft fickefor 
one, though I would not haue it grow on my chinne. Is 

hvLady within ? ' ^ 

Clo Would not a paire of thelc haue bred fir ? 

Vio, Yes being kept together, and put to vie. 

Clo,l would play Lord Famiarm of Phrjgia fir,to bring 
iCrtfjiAfi to this Trojha- 
Vio, I vndciftand you fir, tis well begg’d. 

Clo. The matter I hope is not great fir; bcgging,buta 
beeper: Crejfida w T as a begger. My Lady is within fir. I 
wifrconftcr to them whence you come, who you are,and 
whac vou would are out of my welkin, I might fay Ele¬ 
ment, but the word is oua- worne. exit 

Vto, This fellow is wife enough to play the foole, 
Andto do that well, cranes a kinde of wit: 

He muft obferue their mood on whom heiefts. 

The quality of perfons, and the time : 

And like the Haggard, checke at cuery Feather 
That comes before his eye. Thisisa practice, 
Asfulloflabour as a Wife-mans Art: 

For folly that he wifely fhewes, is fit; 

But wifemens folly falne r quite taint their wit. 

Fnler Sir Toby and Andrew. 

To. S^ue you Gentleman. 

Vio . And you fir.i 

And, Dicuvon guard Moufieur. 

Vio, Et vohzj ou fie vojlre femittirc . 

An. I hope fir, you are, and I am yours. 

To. Will you incounter the houfc, my Ncece isdefi- 
rousyou fhould enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio , I am bound to your Ncece fir, I meane flic is the 
lift of my voyage. 

To. Tafte your legges fir, put them to motion. 

Vto. My legges do better vnderftand me fir,then I vn- 
derftand what you meane by bidding me taftc my legs. 
To, I meane to go fir, to enter. 

Vio » I will anfwcr you with gate and entrance, but wc 
arepreuented. 

Enter O/iuia , and Gentlewstnan. 

Moft excellent accomplifh’d Lady, the hcauens raine O 
doursonyou. 

And. That youth** a rare Courtier, raine odours,wel. 
to. My matter hath no voice Lady,but to your owne 


moft pregnant and vouchsafed eare. 

And, Odours,pregnant, and rouchfafed : He get’em 
all three already. 

01, Let the Garden doore be fliut, and Icaue meeto 
my hearing. Giue me your hand fir. 

Vto. My ducie Madam, and moft humble feruicel 
OU What is your name? 

Kto. Cefario is your feruants name, faire Princefle. 

OU My feruanc fir i *Twas neucr merry world. 

Since lowly feigning was call'd complement: 
y’are feruanc to the Count Orfino youth. 

Fio. And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours: 
your feruants feruant, is your feruant Madam. 

OU For h im, I thinke not on him : for his thoughts, 
Would they were blankes, rather then fill'd with me. 

Vio, Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his bchalfe. 

Ol. O byyourleauelprayyou. 

I bad you neuer fpeake againe ofhim; 

But would you vndertake another fuite 
I had rather heare you, to folicit that. 

Then Mnficke from the fphcarcs. 

Vie . Deere Lady. 

Ol. Giue me Icaue, befeech you?: I did fend, 

1 After the laft enchantment you did heare, 

A Ring in chace ofyou. So did I ahufs 
My felfe, my feruanc, and I feare me you : 

Vnder your hard conflru&ion muft [ fit, 

To force that on you in a fhamefull cunning 

Which you knew noneofyour:. What might ycro think? 

Haue you not fet mine Honor at the ftake, 

And baited it with all th’vnmuxled thoughts 

That tyrannous heart can think^To one of your receiuing 

Enough is fhewne,a Ciprefie, not a bofome. 

Hides my heart: fo let me heare you fpeake. 

Vio . Jpittieyou. 

Ol. That’s a degree to loue. 

Vio . No not a grize: for tis a vulgar proofc 
That vene oft we piety enemies. 

Ol. Why then me thmkcs 'tis time to fmile agen: 

O world, how apt thepoorc are to be proud ? 

If one fhould be a prey, how much the better 
To fall before the Lion, then the Wolfe ? 

Clocke fir ikes. 

The clocke vpbraides me with the waftc of time: 

Be noc affraid good youth, I will not haue yoil, 

And yet when wit amfy outh is come to harueft, 
your wife is like to reape a proper man : 

There lies your way, due Weft. 

Vio. Then W eft ward hoe : 

Grace and good difpoficion attend your Ladylhip : 
you ! nothing Madam to my Lord, by me : 

OU Stay: I prethce tell me what chou thinkft of me ? 
Vio. That you do thinke you are not whac you are. 

OU If I thinke lo, I thinke the fame of you. 

Vio . T hen thinke you right: I am not what I am. 

Ol. I would you were, as I would haue you be. 

Vto. Would it be better Madam, then I am ? 

I vvifh it might, for now I am your foole. 

OU O what a deale of fcorne, lookes beautifull ? 

In the contempt and anger ofhis lip, 

A murdrous guilt fhewes not it felfe more foone. 

Then loue that would feeme hid: Loues night, is noone. 
Cefirto , by the Rofcs of the Spring, 

By maid-hood, honor, truth, and cuery thing, 

I loue thee fo, that maugre all rhy pride, 

Z Nor 
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^or wit, nor reafon, can my paflion hide: 

D o not extort thy rfcafons from this claufe. 

For that I woo, thou therefore haft no cauie: 

But rather reafon thus, with reafon fetter; 

Loue fought, is good : but giucn vnfought, is better, 
ZJto* By innocence I fyveare, and by my youth, 

I hauc one heart, one bofome, and one truth. 

And that no woman has, nor ncuer none 
Shall miftris be of ic, faue I alone. 

And fo adieu good Madam, neuer more. 

Will I my Matters tcarcs to you deplore. 

OL Yet come againe: for thou perhaps mayft nioue 
That heart which now abhorres, to like his loue. Exeunt 


Twtfe J\i£bt, or . What, youmll. 


ScosnaS ecunda. 


Enter Sir Toby y Sir Andrew y and Fabian. 

And . No faith, He not ftay a iot longer: 

To. Thy reafon deere venom, giue thy reafon. 

Fab. You muft needcs ycelde kyour reafon. Sir An¬ 
drew i 

And. Marry I faw your Neece do more fauonrs Co the 
Counts Seruing-man, then euer {lie beftovv d vpon mec; 

1 faw’t i'th Orchard. 

To. Did (he fee the while, old boy, tell me that. 

And. Asplaineaslfeeyounow. 

Fc\b. This was a great argument of loue in her toward 

you. 

And. S’hght; will you make an AfTe o’me. 

Fab. I will proue it legitimate fir, vpon the Oathes of 
iudgement, and reafon. 

7o. And they haue beene grand lurie men/ince before 
Noah was a Saylor. 

Tab. Shee did (hew fauour to the youth in your fight, 
onely to exafpcrace you, to awake your dormoufe valour,* 
to put fire in your Heart, and brimlrone in your Liuer : 
you fhould then haue accofted her, and with fome excel¬ 
lent iefts, firc-new from the mint, you flhould haue bangd 
the youth into dumbenefle : this was look’d for at your 
Land, and this was baulkc: the double gilt of this oppor¬ 
tunity you let time wafh off, and you are now fayld into 
the North of my Ladies opinion, where you will han^ 
like an yfickle on a Dutchmans beard, vnlefle you do rc- 
deeme it, by iome laudable attempt, either of valour or 
policie. 

tAnd. And’cbcany way, it muft be with Valour, for 
policie I hate’: I had as liefe beaBrownift, asa Politi¬ 
cian, 

To. Why then build me thy fortunes vpon the bafis of 
valour.Challenge me the Counts youth to fight withihim 
hurt him in cleucn places, my Nccce fhall take note of it, 
and afliirc thy iefle, there is no loue-Brokcr in the world, 
can more preuaile in mans commendation wich woman, 
then report of valour. 

Fab. There is no way but this fir Andrew. 

An. Will either of you beare me a challenge to him? 
To, Go, write it in a martial hand, be curft and briefer 
it is no matter how wittic, fo it bee eloquent, and full of 
inuention: taunt him with the liccnfc of Inke : if thou 
thou'ft him fome thrice, it fhall not be amiffe, and as ma¬ 
ny Lyes, as will lye in thy (heetc of paper, although the 
fhcctc were bigge enough for the bedde of Ware in Eng¬ 


land, let ’em downe, go abotnit. LetcherTb' 
nough in thy inke, though thou write with n 
no matter : about it. ° olc *pei 

And. Where flial! : fincleyou? 

To. VVce'l call thee at the Cubiculo: Q 0 

* E“eit S * 

Fa. This is a deere Manakin to you Sir TL. 

To. I hauc beene decie to himlad, fome , 

firong, orfo. ' CtVVot ho U fa n 

Fa. We fliall haue a rare Letter from him. u 
notdehuer’t. ^ 

To. Neuer truft me then : and by all mea fi . 
the youth to an anfwer. j thinke Oxen and w • 0,1 

cannot hale them togetker.Fot Andrew a,nc-r opej 

and you finde lo much blood in his Liuer a. ^f. re °P' n (i 

footeofa flea, lie eatc the reft ofth’anatoniy ' C "8 t k 

Fab. And his oppofit the youth beares in hisr 
great prefageot cruelty. v, ' a §c# 


COlUgj 


Enter Maria. 

To. Looke where theyoungeft Wren of nine , 

Mar. It you defire the fplcene, and will w"' 
* cIucs into flitches, follow me ;yond w&lMaltf- y °‘ 
ned Heathen, a verie Rcnegatho; for there is no 
chat meaner to be faued by bclceuing rightlv 11 
beleeue fuch impofliblepaffages of groffeneffe 
yellow ftockings. * nccst 

To. And crofle garter’d ? 

Mar. Moft villanoufly: like a Pedant that 
School, iU Church. i hee dotfd hi m KLtS 
rer. He does obey eucry point of the Letter that I aT 
to betray him : He docs finite his face into more y 
ti,en is in the new Mappe, with the augmentation oft 
Indtcs: you haue not feene fuch a thing as tis: I can bare 
lyforbearehurhng things ar him, I know my Ladie wi 
ft. ike him: if flaec doe, hce’l fmile, and take’e for a ■>!, 
fauour. 6" 

To. Come bring vs, bring rs where he is. 

Exeunt Omm 



Enter Sc baft tan and Anthonio. 

Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you, 

But fince you make your pleafurc ofyour paints, 

I will no further chide you. 

Ant. I could not flay behindeyou :my defire 
(More (harpe then filed fleelc) did fpurre me forth, 
And not all loue to fee you (though fo much 
As might haue drawnc one to a longer voyage) 
But iealoufie, what might befall your rraucll’ 
Being skillcfle in thefeparts : which to a ftranger, 
Vnguidcd, and vnfriended,often proue 
Rough, and vnhofpitablc. My willing louc,t 
The rather by thefe arguments offearc 
Set forth in your purfuite. 

Seb, My kinde Anthonio i 
I can no other anfwer make, but thankes, 

And thankes t and euer oft good turnes. 

Are fhuflfel’d off with fuch vneurrant pay: 

But were my worth, as is my confciencefirme. 



."rt^dd finde better dealing : what’s to do? 

You (h p ec reliques of this Townc ? 

SW* g To morrow fir, beft firft go fee your Lodging ? 
fl \ am not weary, and ’tis long to night 
rvoulet vs fatisfie on r eyes 
JP r ^L memorials, and the things of fame 
Y j 0 rc nowne this City. 

T" * 1 * Would youl’d pardon me: 

not without danger walke thele ftreetes. 

1 d0 0 „. Tea-fieht ’gainft the Count his gallies, 

°” c . e | mc feruice, of fuch note indeede, 
l u vereltanehccre.it would fcarfe be anlwcr’d. 
ci Belike you flew great number of his people. 

A»t Tb offence is not of fuch a bloody nature, 
the quality of the time, and quarrell 
J, oh t well hauc giutn vs bloody argument: 
frainht hauc fince bene anfwcr’d in repaying 
What wetookefrom them, which forTraftiques fake 
" ofto four City did. Onely my felfe flood our, 
for which ifl be lapfed in this place 
I (hall pay deere. 

Seb. Do not then walke too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me: hold fir, here’s my purfe, 
in theSouth Suburbcs at the Elephant 
Is beft to lodge: I will befpeake our dyer. 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the To wne, there fhall you haue me. 

Seb. Why I your purfe? 

Ant. Haply your eye fhall light vpon fome toy 
You haue defire to purchafc: and your ftore 
I thinke ia not for idle Markets, fir. 

Seb. He be your purfe-bearer, and leaue you 
Foranhoure. 

Ant. To th’Elephant. 

Seb. I do remember. Exeunt. 



orJVhatyou mil. _ 2 Gy 

If it plcafe the eye of one, it is with mc as the very true 
j Sonnet is :Pleafe one, and pleafe all. 

MaU Why how doeft thou man ? 

What is the matter with thee ? 

Mai. Not blackc in my mindei, though yellow in my 
legges : le did come to his hands, and Commaunds (hall 
be executed. I thinke vve doe know the fweet Romanc 
band. 

Ol. Wilt thou go tobed Maluo/io? 

Ttial. To bed/* I fwecc heart, and lie come to thee. 
Ol. God comfort thee: Why doft thou fmile fo, and 
kiffe thy hand fo oft f 

Mar. How do you Maluoito ? 

Malao. At your requeft : 

Yes Nightingales anfwere Dawes. 

Mar. Why appeare you with this ridiculous bold- 
nefie before my Lady. 

A7aL Be not afraid of greatnefie: *cwas well writ. 

OL What meanft thou by that (JMahtolio ? 

Trial. Some are borne great. 

OL Ha? 

Mai. Some atcheeue greatnefle. 

Ol. What layft thou ? 

Mai. And fome haue greatnefle thruft vpon them. 

OL Heaucn reftore chce. 

Mai. Remember who commended thy yellow ftock¬ 
ings. 

Ol. Thy yellow dockings? 

MaL And wifti’d to ice thee crofle garter’d. 

OL Crofle garter’d ? 

c Mai. Go 100 , thou arc madc,«ifthou defir’ft to be fo. 
Ol. Am I made? 

Mai . If not, ler mc lee thee a fcruanc 
Ol. Why this is verie Midfommcr madnefle. 

Enter Servant. 


Scoena Quart#. 


Enter Oltuia and Maria. 

OL I haue fent after him, he fayes hec’l come: 

How (balll feaft him ? What beftow of him ? 

Foryouth is bought more oft, then begg’d, or borrow’d. 
Ifpeake too loud : Where’s Maluolio, he is fad,and ciujll, 
Andfuites well for a feruant wich my fortunes, 

Where is Maluolio ? 

Mxr . He’s comming Madame: 

Butin very ftrange manner. He is furepofleft Madami 
OL Why what*$ the matter,does he raue ? 

HUr. No Madam, he does nothing but lmile:your La- 
dylhip were beft to haue fome guara about you, if hee 
come/or furc the man is tainted ins wits. 

Ol. Go call him hither. 

Enter Maluolio. 

Iamasmadde as hee, 
hfadandmetry madnefle equallbec. 

How now Maluolto ? 

^ Mai. Sweet Lady, ho, ho. 

Ol. Smil ft thou ? i fent for thee vpon a fad occafion. 
Mai. Sad Lady, I could be lad : 

This docs make fome obltrudion in the blood : 

This croflc-gartering,but what of that ? 


Ser. Madame, the young Gentleman of the Count 
Orftno s is return’d, I could hardly entreatc him backe : he 
attends your Ladyfhips pleafure. 

OL lie come to him. 

Good Maria y let this fellow be look d too. Where’s my 
Cofine Toby, let fome ot my people haue a fpeciall care 
of him, I would not haue him milcariic for the halfe of 
my Dowry. exit 

Mai. Oh ho, do you comeneere me now : noworic 
man then fir Toby to looke to me. Tins concurres direct¬ 
ly with the Letter, fhe fends him on purpofe, that I may 
appeare ftubborne to him : for (lie incites me to that in 
the Letter. Caft thy humble (lough fayes the : beoppo- 
fice with aKinfman, furly with feruants, let thy tongue 
langer with arguments of ftate, put thy felfe into the 
cricke of Angularity; and confcqucntly lettsdowne the 
manner how: as a fad face, a rcuerend carriage, a flow 
tongue, in the hahite of fome Sir of note, and fo foorth. 
I haue lymde her,but itis loues doing,and loue make me 
thankefull. And when flic went away now, lctthisFel- 
low be look’d too : Fellow ?not (JMalttolio^ norafter my 
degree,.but Fellow. Why cucry thing adheres togithcr, 
that no dramme of a fcruple, no fcruple of a Temple, no 
obftacle, no incredulous or vnfafe circumftance: What 
can be laidc ? Nothing that can be, can come betwcenc 
mc,and the full profpeCIofmy hopes. Well loue, not I, 
is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked. 

Enter Toby y Fabian y andMaria* 

Z 2 To. 
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TV. Which way is hec in the name of fan&ity. If all 
the diuels of hell be drawne in little, and Legion himlclfe 
polfeft him, yet lie fpeake to him. 

Fab. Hcerc he is, heere he is: how ift with you fir ? 
How ift with you man ? 

Mai. Go off, I difeardyou: lctmcenioymypriuate: 


TiVel/effigk, or, IFhatyotmill. 


go off. 

c> 


I 


Mar. Lo^how hollow the fiend fpeakes within him; 
did not I tell you ? Sir Toby , my Lady pray cs you to hauc 
a care of him* 

Md. Ah ha, does Hie fo ? 

To. Go too, go too: peace, peace, wccmuftdcale 
gently with him; Let me alone. How do you Mdnolid ? 
How ift with you ^ What man,defie the diuell: confidcr, 
he’s an enemy to mankinde. 

Md. Do you know what you fay? 

Uttar. La you, and you fpeake ill of the diuell, how 
he takes it atheart. Pray God he be not bewitch’d. 

Fab. Carry his water to th’wife woman. 

Trlar. Marry and it (lull be donctomorrow morning 
if I hue. My Lady would not loofe him for more then ile 
fay# 

Mai , How now miflris? 

Mar. Oh Lord. 

To. Prechechold thy pcacc,chisis not the way: Doc 
you not fee you mo ic him? Let me alone with him. 

Fa. No way but genclcricffe, gently,gently; the Fiend 
is rough,and will not be roughly vs’d. 

To. Why how now my bawcock?how doft y chuck? 

Md, Sir* 

7V ibiddy,come withme. Whar man, tis not for 
grauiry toplayaccherrie-pitwith fathan Hang him foul 
Colliar. 

Ttfar. Get him to fay his prayers^ good fir Toby gette 
him to pray. 

Md. My prayers Minx. 

Mar. No I warrant you, he will not heart of godly- 
nefle. 

Md. Go hang your felues all: you ire ydle fiiallowc 
things, I am not of your element, you (hall knowc more 
heercafter# Exit 

To. Iftpofsible? 

Fa. If this were plaid vpon a ftage now, I could con- 
demne it as an improbable fi&ion. 

To His very genius hath taken the; infc&ion of the 
dcuiceman. 

Mar . Naypurfue him now,leaft the deuice take ayre, 
and taint. 

Fa. Why we Hull make him mad indeede. 

M*ir. The houfe will be the quieter. 

To. Come, wecT haue him in a darke room & bound. 
My Necce is already in the beleefe that he’s mad: we may 
carry it thus for our pleafure, and his pennance,til our ve¬ 
ry paftime tyred out of breath, prompt vs to haue mercy 
on him: at which time,we wil bring thedeuicc to the bar 
and crowns thee for a finder of madmen: but fee,but fee. 

Enter St* Andrew, 

Fa. More matter for a May morning. 

An. Heere’s the Challenge, readc it: I warrant there’s 
vinegar and pepper m’t. 

Fab. IftfofaWcy? 

And. I, ift? I warrant him: do but read# 

To. Giue me. 

Touthyvhatfoeuer thou art, thou art bat a feuruyfellow. 

Fa. Good,and valiant. 

To. W onder notytor admire not in tby minde why I doe cat 


thee fo % for I wiRJhcvp thee no reafonfoft. ‘ - 

F*' A good note,that kcepes you from the hi ^ 
To. Thou comfi to the Lady Oliuia,4hdin m c.i ** 0t 
thee kindly : hut thou lyefi in thy throat, that is ueitU -I 
/ challenge thee for. e 

Fa. Very breefe, and to exceeding good fen c 
To. I mil way-lay thee going home , where if $6. ,7*7* 
to kill me . 1 

Fa. Good. 

To. Thou ki/fi me like a rogue and* vtllainey 

Fa. Still you keepeo’thwindie fide of the La 

Toh. Fartheewell, and God haue mercie vpon 
foules. He may haue mercie vpon mine, hut my hen- , 
andfo looke to thy felfe. 7 hy friend at thou vjeii % * 
fworneenemie , Andrew Aguc-cheeke. 

To. Jfchis Letter mouc h,m not, hi s legeec 
lie giu’thim. SS S can »ot: 

Mar. Yonmayhaueveriefitoccafionfot’c.) •. 
infome commerce with my Ladie, and w ,u i,*' 3 " 0 

depart. ■> 4n « t 

To. Go fir Andrew: fcout mee for him ar ft,, 
of the Orchard like a bum-Baylie : fo foone as cu ^ 
feeft him, draw, and as thou dra w’ft, fwearc hornbi r 
t comes to paffe oft, that a terrible oath, withafwi ’ * 
ring accent fiiarpely twang’d off, giucs jnanhoodeS 
approbation, then eucrproofe it felfe would haue hi 

him. Away. Jtn 

And. Nay let me alone for fwearing. - 

To. Now willnot l del uer his Letter: forthebcU 
OUI ot the yongGentleman, giucs him ou: t0 beef G 1 
capacity, and breeding: his employment betweene V 
Lord and my Neecc, confirmes no ieffe. Therefore 4 
Letter being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no terre 
in theyouth : he will finife it comes from a Clodde-pole 
But fir, I will deliucr his Challenge by word ofni 
fet vpon Ague-cheeke a notable report ofvalor, and drim 
the Gentleman (as I know his youth will aptly rccchieii 
into a moft hideous opinion of his rage, skill furic ant 
impetuofitie.This willfo fright then, both, that they wi 
kill one another by the looke, like Cockatrices. ’ 

Enter Olitiia and Viola. 

. ^ Heere he comes with your Neece,giuc them wy 
till he take leauc, and prefently after him. 

To I wil meditate the while vpon fome horrid meffagi 
for a Challenge. 

Ol. I haue faid coo much vnto a hart offtone, 

And laid mine honour too vnehary on*c: 

There s fomething in me that reproues my fault; 

But fuch a hcad-ftrong potent fault ic is, 

That it but mockes reproofe. 

Vio. With the fame hauiour that your paflion beatei. 
Goes on my Matters greefes. 

OL Heere, wearethis Iewell for me,tisrnypifhire: 
Refufe it nor, it hath no tongue, to vex you: 

And I bcfeech you come againe to morrow# 

What (hall you aske of me that lie deny, 

That honour (fau’d^ may vpon asking giue. 

Vto. Nothing but this, your true loue for my waftcr* 

Ol, How with mine honor may I giue hiiiHhat, 
Which I haue giuen to you, 

F’to I will acquit you# 

Ol. Wellcome againe to morrow: rar-thee-vvcll, 

A Fiend like thee might bearc my foule to hell. 

Enter Toby and Fabian , 

To. GcntIeman,God faue thee. 
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defence thou baft, betake the roo’c :ofwkat 
f* J ' ones arc thou haft done him,I knowe not: 

< £t nt«cept«fullofdef P ight, bloody a* the Hun- 
but thy inter h ‘ at t he Orchard end: difmount thy tucke, 
t ^y preparation, for thy aflaylant is quick, skil- 

^’^v.umiftake fir I am furc.no mart hath any quar- 
. ffl y remembrance is very free and cleere from 
,cl110 |T e ofoffcnte done to any man. 

findcit oiherwife I afture you : therefore, if 
;• ufe M any price, betake you to your gard: 
y° u ^ 9 ^nofite haih in him what youth, ftrength, skill, 
10 uS! «n fernifti man withall. 

>ni r Tor -v vou fir what is he? 

■ ip is (enfeht dubb’d with vnhatch’d Rapier, and 

T°‘ ” on fide : ration,buthcisadiiic)lin priuate brail, 

oncarpe- es ha|{) h c diuorc’d three, and his inccnfe- 
f ° UC5 !this moment i»fo implacable, that fatistaftion 

"’'Toone, but by pangs of death and fepulcher: Hob, 

CJ i !h-tWord : giu’t ortake’t. 

iwillretiirne againe into the houfe, anddeflrc 
( onduft of the Lady. I am no fighter, I haue heard 
(Lt kindeofmen, that put quarrells purpofelyon o- 
£, to tafie'heir valour i belike this is a man ot that 

n o : his indignation deriues it felfe out of a ve- 
Joa,patent iniurie, therefore get you on, and giue him 
h sdefire* Backe you fhall not to the houfe, vnleffcyou 
i.rtakethar. with me, which with as much fafetie you 
might anfwer him: therefore on, orflrippe your fword 
ftarke naked; for meddle you muft that’s ccttain,orfor- 
fvseue to we«e iron about you. 

F 10 . This is as ynciuill as ftrangc. I bciccch you doc 
me this courteous office, as to know of the Koighc what 
my offence to him is: it is fomething of my negligence, 

nothing of my purpofe. 

To. / will do: fo. Sigmour Fabian, ftay you by this 
Gentlemau,till nsy returne. Exit Toby. 

Fio. Pray you fir, do you know of this matter ? 
fab. 1 know the knight is incenft againft you, euen to 
amortall arbitremenr, but nothing of the circumftance 
oiorc. 

Fit, I befcech you what manner of man is he? 

Nothing of that wondcrfull promife to read him 
by bis forme, as you are like to finde him in the proofe of 
his valour. He is indeede fir, the moft skilfull, bloudy,^. 
fatall oppofite that you could pofsibly haue found in anic 
partoflllyria: will you walke towards him, I will make 
yourpcace with him, ifl can. 

Vi$. 1 (hall bee much bound to fyou for’t: I am one, 
that had rather go with fir Prieft, then fir knight: I care 
not who knowes fo much of my mettle. Exeunt. 

Enter Toby and Andrew. 

To. Why man hee $ a veric diuell, I haue not feen fuch 
a firngo: IhadapafTe with him, rapier/cabberd,and all: 
and hc giucs me the ftucke in with fuch a mortall motion 
thatitisineuicablcrandonthcanfwer, hc payes you as 
furely,asyour feete hits the ground they ftep on. They 
fay,he has bin Fencer to the Sophy. 

And. PoxotTtillenot meddle with him. 

To. I but he will not now be pacified, a 
fabm can (carfe hold him yonder. 

An. Plague on’t, and I thought hc had becne valiant, 
and fo cunning in Fence, I’de haue feene him damn’d ere 
I’dchaue challeng’d him. Let him let the matter flip, and 


Ile giue him my horfe, gray Capilct. 

To . He make the motion : (land heere, make a good 
ftie.w on’t, this (hall end without the perdition of foules^ 
marry He ride your horfe as well a s I ride you. 

£nter Fabian and f^tola. 

I hauehis horfe? to take vp the quarrell, I haue perfwaded 
him the youths a diuell. 

Fa. He is as horribly conceited of him : and panes, & 
lookes pale,as if a Bcarc were at his heelcs. 

To, There’s no remedie fir,he will fight with you for*s 
oath fake: marriehee hath better bethought himof his 
quarrell, and hec findes that now fearfe to bee worth tal¬ 
king of: therefore draw for the fuppottancc of his vowe, 
he protefts he will not hurt you. 

no. Pray God defend me: a little thing would make 
me tell them how much I Jacke of a man# 

Fab, Giue ground ifyou lee him furious. 

To. Come fir Andrew , there’s no remedie, the Gen¬ 
tleman will for his honors fake haue one bowt with you: 
he cannot by the Duello auoide it: but hee has promifed 
me, as he is a Gentleman and aSoldiour,he will not hurt 
you. Comeon,too’t. 

Ami. Pray God he keepe his oath. 

Enter Antonio, 

Vio. I do aflure you tis againft my will. 

Ant. Put vp your lword : if this yong Gentleman 
Haue done offence,! take the fault on me : 

If you offend him, I for him defie you. 

To. You fir? Why 3 what areyou ? 

Ant . One fir, tli3t for his lone dares yet do more 
Then you haue heard him brag to you he vs ill# 

To. Nay,if you be an vndertakcr,13m for you. 

EnterOjf/ccrs. 

Fab. O good fir Toby hold: hcerc come the Officers* 
To. lie be with you anon. 

Vio. Pray fir,put yoor (word vp ifyou plcafe* 

And. Marry will I fir: and for that I promis’d you He 
be as good as my word, Hee will bcareyoo cafily, and 
raincs well. 

t.Of This is the man, do thy Office, 
a of. Anthonio y I arreft thee at the fuic of Count Orfino 
An. You do miftakc me fir. 

1 .Of. No fir, no iot: 1 know your fauour Well t 
Though now you haue no fea-cap on your head : 

Take him away, he knowes 1 know him well. 

Ant. I mutt obey. This comes with feeking you: 

But there’s no remedie, 1 (hall anfwer it; 

What will you do : now my neccffitie 
Makes me to aske you for my purfe. It greeues mee 
Much more, for what I cannot do for you r 
Then what bcfals my felfe : you Sand amaz’d. 

But be of comfort. 

2 Of. Come fir away. 

Ant. I mud entreat of you fome of that money. 

Vio. What money fir? 

For the fayrt kindneffe you haue fibew’d mcheere, 

And part being prompted by your prefent trouble. 

Out of my Icane and low ability 
Ile lend you fomechir^g: my hauing is not much, 
lie make diuifion of my prefent withyou :j 
Hold, there’s halfe my Coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now, 

Ift podible that my deferts to you 

Can Uckc perl wafion. Do not tempt my nailery^ 

Leaft chat it make me fo vnfound a man 
As to vpbraid you with thofc kindrieffes 

r Z * That 
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That I hauc done for you, 

Vto. I know of none. 

Nor know I you by voyce, or any feature : 

1 hate ingratitude more in a map. 

Then lying, vainneffc, tabling drunkennefle, 

Orany taint oi .t(ce• vvhofc fttoeg corruption 
Inhabites our fissile blood, 

Ob ho§ 40 n chemfelue^. 

2 •Off. Comefirjl prayyou.go. 

Ant, Lft mefpeakeaUu-le* This youth that you, fee 
mjlatch'd onebaife outfcf the iaives ofdeathj (heere, 
Rjeleeu d him with fuch fan&itieof loue; 

5 And to his iiojag^ which nie thoughc did pvomife 
jMofit venerable worth, did I deuocion. 

(What’s that to ys, rhe time goes by: Away. 

Ant. But oh, how vildc an idoll proucs this God : 
{Thouha ftScbtJitan done good feature, fhaenc# 
j kt N a cure,; here’s n o bl anj (h b u t the m i n d c : 

•None can be call'd deform’d, but the vnkinde. 

Vertue is beauty, but the beauteous euiJl 
A,ce empty trunkes, ore-flourlfti’d by the dcu'ill. 

i. Off. The man growes mad,away with him: 
i Come, come fir. 

Ant . Leadcmeon. Exit 

Fio. Me thirikes his words do from fuch paisianflye 
That hebelceues himlelre, fo do not 1 : 

Prouc true imagination, oh prone ttue, 

That I dccre brother, be now.tanc for you. 

To, Come hither Knight, come hither Fabidtn ; Weel 
whifper ore a couplet or two of moft fage fawes. 

Fto. Heaiim’d Sebajhan : liny brother know 
Yet huing m my glafle : euenfuch, and fo 
In fauour was my Brother, and he went 
Still in thisfafhjon, colour, ornament. 

For him I imitate : Oh if ic prouc, 

Tempcftsarrkinde, and fait wanes freih in loue. 

To. A very difhoncflpaltry boy, and more acoward 
then a Hare, his tbfhonefty appeares, in leauing his frend 
heere in neceflity, and denying him: and for his coward- 
fhipaske Fabian. 

Fab, ACbward,amolVdeuout Coward, religious in 
it. 

And, Slid He after him againe,and beajtehiro. 

To . Do,criffehim foundly,but neuer draw thy lword 

And, And I do not. 

Fab. Come, let's leetheeuenr. 

To. I dare layany money, twill be nothing yet. Exit 


Qmrtus^ Sernaprima. 


" ■ Enter Sebajlt4n and fclmnt. 

Clo. Will you make me belecuc,that I am not fent for 
m? • 

Sek G&iho, go tpo, thou arc a foohfo fellow, 
Lctmebccleereof thee.- t 

Clo. Well held out yfaith : No, I' donotknow you, 
nor I am not fent to._you by my Lady, to bid you come 
fpcake wich her : nor yourname is not Mafter Cefarie, 
nor this is not my nofe neytber: Nothing that is fo*is fo. 

Seb. 1 prethee vent tti^ folly lomc-where elfc, thou 
know'ftronift. 

Clo. Vent my folly \ Hte’bas heard that word of fomc 
! gr^t man, and now applyes it to a foole. Ventmyfot- j ; 


T\wlfeJN^gh } w, What you ■mil. 


you: 


yet 


ly: I am affraid this great lubber the Worldwiil' 
Cockney : I prethee now vngird thy Hrangene. 
me what I foall vent to my Lady ? Shall I vent r ’ 
thou art comming ? 0 “* r that 

Stb. J prethee foolifogreeke depart from n)e , 

money for thee, if you tarry longer, 1 fhall o ’ thcre< 
paimenc. 1 » 1Ue vvorf c 

Clo. By my troth thou haft an open handahef w 
men that giue foolesmoney, get theml'clues a e a 
port, after fouretccnc yearcs purchafc. !c - 

Enter Andrew, Toby, and Fabian. 

And. Now fir, hauc I met you again • ther e c 
Seb. Why there’s for thee, and there,and thcr, “ 

Are all the people mad ? * 

To Hold fir, or lie throw your dagger o- Pr |,.t 
. Clo. This will I tell my Lady flight,1 would J? 
in lomc of your coats for two pence. 01 

I , To. Come on fir, hold. 

An. Nay let him alone, lie go another way to^, 
with him: He hauc an a&ion of Battery agaifui 1 ■ 
there beany law in Illyria:though I ftroke him fir?’ ‘ f 
it s no matter for that. 

Seb. Let go thy hand. 

To Come fir, I will not let you go. Comemy Vn „ 

louldier put vp your yron : you arc well fleflwl r ' 
on, < “°» 

Seb. 1 wilfbefreefiom thee. Whatwot)l<jfttt 
If thou dar’ft tempt me further, draw thy i’word. ^ n0Wr 
To. What, wbat ? Nay then I rauft ha ue an Ounc 
twool this malapert blood ftomyou. 111 

Enter Qhuta. 

01 . Hold Toby, on thy life I charge thec-bold. 

To. Madam. 

01 . Will ic be euer thus i Vngracious wretch 
pit for the Mountaines, and the barbarous Caues’ 
Where manners nere were preach’d routofmy fio’ht 

Be not offended, dccre Cefarie : 0 

Rudesbey begone. I pretheegentle friend, 

Let thy rayrewifedome, net thy pafsion fway 
In this vnciuill, and vniuft extent 
A gsinft thy peace. Go with me to ray Itpufc, 

Ana hearc thou there how many frtTulefi'e pranltcs 
1 his Ruffian hath botch’d vp,that thou thereby 
Mayft imileat this :The>u ftialt not choofebut got: 

Do not denie, beftirew his foule for mce. 

He ftarted one poore heart of mine, in thee. 

Seb. W hat rcllifh is in this r How runs the fircame? 
Or I am mad,or elfe this, is a drearne: -, r . 

Let fancie ftill my fenfc in Lethe fleepe. 

It it be thus to dreame,ftilUet mefleepe. ; rr ; • 
O/.Nay come I prethf^would thoud’.ft berul’d by tr.t 
Seb. Madam,Iwill. 

Ol. O fay fo, and fo be. Exrni 


no oi 


pc c 


SceenaSecunda. 

• .* ii. 


mo- 


. ' tff L.T 

Enter MfrinrtndClowne., 

Mar. Nay, I prethee put on this gown, & this beard, 
make him beleeue thou art fir Tof at the Curate, doeit 
quickly. ile call fir Toby, the whilft. 

Clo, Well, He put it and I will diffembk my ; 

in’t, and i would I were the firft that etier -difletnbled W 

fuch 


Twelfe Slight, or. What you mlL 

,„ ne __ f enough to becornTthT^ 

ifl ^ cIl3g °H nor leane enough to bee thought a good 
,furia> 011 T ’ 0 be faid an honeft man and a good houf- 
Stud» eIlt:D - . . -e-u —- 
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fairely, as to fay, a carefull man, & a great 
ltccp« 0 ^ Competitors enter. 

Enter Toby. 


fcholl'-’f- 


^ Touc bleffo thee M. Parfon. . 

lm Mts fir Toby : for as the o <1 herm. t o Trap 
°'J x m pen and mke, very wittily foyd to a Neece 
,atn rnrboiicke, that tharls, is : fo l being M.l arfon, 
P«fon ; fot wliat is that, but that ? and is, but is ? 

To him fit Top**-■ .. 

?i 0 J Whafhoa, I fay, ‘ ifca?c in this pnfon.' 

J Theknaue counterfcrt well: a good knaue. 

. To- inc ' Malmlio within. 

%i .i who dais there ? , ” ... , 

Ch. 5it Tty** the Curate, who comes to v.fit Maine- 

good fir Tepas gocto my 

U *Ci, Ont hyperbolical! fiend, how vcxcit thou this 
^, n ?Talkeft thou nothing hit of Ladies l 
r d , Well faidM. Parfon. - 

Md. Sir Topas ,neuer was man thus wronged, good 
Gr 7>Mtdo not think el am mad : they hauc layde mee 
Ln-c in hideous darkneffe. , 

Clo Fyc thou diftioneft fathan: T call t’nce by the 
moll modeft termes. for iafnonc of tlrofo gentle ones, 
that will vfe the diucll himlelte with curtefie: layft tnoti 
that hotifeisdarke? 
c Mai. As hell fir Topar. 

Clo. Why it hath bay Wir.dowes tranfparant as ban- 
cadocs, and the clcere ftores'towatd t he South north,are 
ssluflrousasEbony: and yet complaincft thouot ob- 

lltuftion? .. ,., r . 

Mai. I am not mad fit Topas, I fay to you this heuie is 

Clo, Madman thou erreft: I fay there is no darkneffe 
but ignorance, in which thou art more puzel’d then the 
y£nyptians In; iheirfoggc. 

Mai I |by this houfe is as darke as Ignorance, thogh 
Ignorance were as davke as hpll; andltay there was nc- 
rer man thus abus’d, T am no more madde then you are, 
make the triall ofitinany corrftant queftion'f 
Clo. What.is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning 
VVildc-fowiff? ' 

Mai. That'thc fould of our grandam, might happily 
in'nabiteabifd. ’ 

Clo. What thinkft thou of his opinion ? 
hial. I tbinkc nobly of,the foule,and no way aprouc 
lis opinion. 

Clo. Fare thee well f r^tialiie thoii ftfll hi 'darkenefle; 
hou fir alt hold ch’opinion of Pythagoras, ere! will allow 
if thy wit’s, and fc a rr- to kilt a Woodcbcitc, left thou dii- 


I Ulr • A* 1y IliU ll UAV.|vlilUC ill 4 

Clo . Nay I am for all waters. ♦ 

Alar. Thou migktft bkoc done this Without thy’berd 
id gowne, he fees thee noc. 

To, To him in thine oWne'voyce, and bring nit word 
)W thou findft him :'J'vvolfljj we were'weft t'i’ddc of fhly 
nuery. If he may bcccoiuicniently deliucr’d, J would 
: were,fori am now fofa’rrein offence with my Nice's, 
iat I cannot pffffue with any fafety this fport the vppe- 
lOt.Conieby and by to fny Chamber. Exit 


Clo. Hey Robin, iolly Robin, tell me how thy Lady 
does. 

Mai- Foole. 

Clo. My Lady is vnkind,/wv//#. 

Trial. Foole. 

Clo. Alas why is foe fo ? 

Mai. FooleJ fay. 

Clo. Shelouesanother. Whocalles, ha? 

Mai. Good foole, as euer thou wilt deferue well at 
my hand,helpemcto a Candle, andpen,inke,and paper: 
as I am a Gentleman, I will liue to bee chankefull to chee 

for’e. 

Clo. M . c JHalttolto ? 

dMal- 1 good Foole. 

Clo. Alas fir, how fell you befides your fiuc witts ? 

Mall. Foole, there was neuer man fo notoriouflie a- 
bus’d: I am^s well in my wits (foole) as thou art. 

Clo. But as well: then you arc mad indccde,ifyoube 
no better in your wits then a foole. 

Aial. They haue heere propertied me : keepe mecin 
darkeneffe, fend Miniftcrs to me, Affes, and dot all they 
can to face me out of my wits. 

Clo. Admfcyou what you fay: cheMinifteris heere. 

< JMaluolio , Main olio, thy wittes the heauensreftore : en- 
deauour thy fclfe to fleepe, andleaue thy vaine bibble 
babble. 

A-fal. Sir Topas. 

Clo. Maintamc no words with him good fellow. 

Who I fir, not T fit. God buy you good fir Topas: Mar¬ 
ry Amen. I will fir, I will. 

Mai. Foole, foole, foolCl fay. 

Clo. Alas fir be patient. What fay you fir, I am foent 
forfpeaking to you. 

Mai. Good foole, helpeme to foihe light, and fomt 
pap’eh, I tell thee I am as well in my wittes, a3 any man in 
Illyria. . ___ 

Clo. Well-a-day, that you were fir. 

Mai. By this hand I am : go.od foofo, feme inke,pa- 
per, and light: and cohuey wliiit I wilffetdowne to my 
Lady: it fhall aduantage thee more, then euer the bea¬ 
ring of Letter did. 



7 Hal. ljeieeue me i am not, i ten uiec true. 
(7.'.Nay,]Iencrcbelccuea madman till I fcchis bra 
I will fetch you light, apd paper,andi'nke. 

Mai. Foole, lie rtnoite inn thefiightft degree : 

I prethcc"l>e goue. 

Clo. I am gone fir, and anon fir, 
lie b$ with you agajne; 

In a tryce, like to the old vice, . 
yoiif needeto fuftaihe. 

Who with dagger of lUfifiih.hts rage ant] his wrath,' 
mm'i, to the dwell: ' ;wc - - * V A 
■ ;dad, 

Vftyla 


tins 


Like a 



Exit 


r-n-r* 


- i - Sl yij . r —rrr 


tu rr." 


Scana 

m brie t>1i 




Enter Stbaftian. 

This is the ayre, that is the gloripus Sunne, 
Thispearle flic gaue me,! do Feel’c^ndiee’t, 
And th6Sg\i tis wonder that enwraps the thus, 


Yet 
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Yet 'r is not madncffc. Where's A»thmo then, 

I could not findc him at the Elephant, 

Yet there he was, a nd there I found this credite. 

That he did range the townc to feeke me out. 

His councell now might do me golden leruice. 

For though my foule difputcs well with my fence, 

That this may be fomc error.but no madnefic, 

\ et doth this accident and flood of Fortune, 
farre exceed all inftance, all difeourfe. 

That i am readie to diftruft mine eyes. 

And wrangle with my reafon that perfwadcs me 
To any other truft, but that J am mad. 

Or elfe the Ladies mad; yet if 'twere fo. 

She could not Iway her houfe, command her followers. 
Take, and giue backc aftayres, and their difpatch, 

With fuch a fmooth, difcrcet, and liable bearing 
As I percciue (he do’s: there’s fomething in’t 
That is decciueable. But heerc the Lady comes. 

Enter Oliuia, and Prieff. 

Ol. Blame not this hafte of mine: if you meane well 
Now go with me, and with this holy man 
Into the Chantry by: there before him. 

And vnderncath that confecrated roofe, 

Plight me the full a durance of your faith. 

That my mod iealious, and too doubtfull foule 
May liue at peace. He lhall conceale it. 

Whiles you are willing it fltall come ro note, 

What time we will our celebration keepe 
According to my birth, what do you fay ? 

Seb, lie follow this good man, and go with you. 

And hauing fworne truth, eucr will be true. 

0/.Then lead the way good father,& heauens fo (Line, 
That they may fairely note this a£te of m ine. Exeunt. 

Finis Achti Quanta. 


c Fttelfe, c J\(jfrbt > orjybat^ y ou mil. 

Why this is excellent 



Enter Clmnt and Fabian, 

Fab, Now as thou lou’ftmc, let me fee his Letter. 

Clo. Good M.Fabian, grant me anotherrequeft. 

Fab. Anything, 

Clo, Do not defire to fee this Letter. 

Fab, This it to giue a doggc,and in recontpence defire 
Jmy doggeagaine. 

inter Duke, Viola, ffurio, and Lords . 

Duke. Belong you to the Lady 0/»«/4,friends? 

Clo. I fir, we arc fomc of her trappings, 

Duke. I know thee well: how doeft thou my good 
I Fellow ? 

Clo. Truely fir, the better for my foes, and the worfe 
for my fricnds.i 

Du. Iuft the contrary : the better for thy friends. 
fflo. No fir,the worfe. 

Du. How can that be? 

Clo. Marry fir,they praife me, and make an afle of me, 
now my foes tell me plainly, I am an Afle; fo that by my 
foes fir, I profit in the knowledge of my felfc, and by my 
J friends I am abufed: fo that conclufions to be as kifies,if 
lyour foure negatiuesmale your two affirmatiues, why 
[ then the work for my friends, and the better for my foes. 


gold, 

Won 


ihy 



•• 7 suioiivtvuivtit, 

Clo. By my troth fir, no: thouehit oleafi* 
one of my friends. ^ 

Du. Thou fhalt not be the worfe for me tho • 

Clo. But that it would be double dealing 
you could make it another, ° ** 

Du. O you giue me ill counfell. 

Clo. Put your grace in your pocket fir f or >k: 

and let your flcfli and blood obey it. * S Gn <C, 
Du. Well, IwillbefomuchafinnertoU, a . 
dealer: there’s another. cr to be a do«bl c 

Clo. Priwo , fecundo, tertio, is a good play , n j l 
faying is, the third payes for all: the triplex fir • the °^e 
tripping meafure, or the belles of S. Hemet fi r * ** 1 8 0o< 
you in mindc, one, two, three. * raa y put 

Du. You can foolc no more money out of m 
throw: if you will let your LadyknowIamherrr at r t,t,is 
h " “ l ° n 6»' 11 ' W i. m, y 

Clo. Marry fir, lullaby to your bountie till I 

gen. I go fir, but I would not haue you l0 think L 
my defire of hauing is thefinneofcouctoufnefl; i ‘ hlt 
you % fir, let your bounty take a nappe, I will 

Exit 

Enter Anthonio and Officers. 

Vio. Here comes the man fir, that did refeuem,. 
Du. That face of his I do remember well 
yet when I faw it laft, it was befmear’d * 

As blackc as Vuican, in the fmoakc ofwarre: 

A bawbling Veffell was he Captainc of, 

For flullow draught and bulke vnprizable, 

With which fuch fcathfull grapple did he mike 
With the mofl noblc bottotne of our Flecte, ’ 

That very enuy, and the tongue oflolfc 
Cride fame and honor on him: What’s the matter? 

I Offi. Or ft no., this is that At.tbottio 
That tookc the Phoenix, and her fraught from Candy 
And this is be that did the Tiger boord, ‘ 

When your yong Nephew Turn loft his Iegge; 

Heerc in the ftreets, defperate offhamc and Hate 
In priuate brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindndlc fir, drew on my fide 
But in conclusion put ftrangefpeech vpon me, ‘ 

I know not what ’twas, but diftraftion. 

Du. Notable Pyrare,thou falc-waterTheefe, 

What foolifh boldnefle brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou in termes fo bloudic, and fo dccrc 
Haft made thine enemies ? 

Ant. Orjbto: Noble fir. 

Be pleas’d that I (bake offthefe names you giue met; 
Anthonio neuer yet was Theefe, or Pyratc, 

Though I confefte, on bafeand ground enough 
Or finds enemic. A witchcraft drew me hither: 

That moft ingratefull boy there by your fide, 

Fi om the rude leas enrag’d and foamy mouth 
Did 1 redeemer a wrackcpafthopehc was: 

His life^ gaue him, and did thereto addc 
My loue without retention, or reflraint. 

All his in dedication. For his fake i 
Did J expofemy felfc (purefor his*loue) 

Into the danger of this aduerfe Townc, 

Drew to defend him, when he wasbefet: 

Where being apprehended, his falfc cunning 
(Not meaning to partake with me in danger) 

Taught him to face me out of his acquaintance. 


Am 


Twife Ihf ight, nr, Wbntjou will. 


2 7? 


„—-—“Iwentie yeeres remoued thing 
And would winke : denide me mine owne purfc, 

had recommended to his vfe, 

^Ufean hourc before. 

N« bll 5“c,n.hist*> 

when came he to this Towne ? 

P*' V j av my Lord : and for three months before, 

not a minutes vacancic, 
fS v and night did we keepe companie. 

Both ; £ntCT Oltuid and attendants* 

Heerc comes the Councdle, now heauen walkes 

r !wfcPow. fellow thy words arc madneffe,' 
Krtemontbes this youth hath tended vpon mee, 

^ nre of that anon. Take him afide. 

^ni What would my Lord, birr that he may not hauc, 
Oliuia WV fecmeferuiccablcf 
you do not keepe promife with me. 

V Madam: 

Hu Gracious Oltuia. 

rt/ What do you iay CcfaKo} Good my Lord. 

My Lord would fpeake,my dutie huflies me. 

01 if it be ought to the-bid tune my Lord, 

It is as fat andfuliome to mine care 
As howling after MufidU. 

T)u. Still focruell? 

Ol. Still fo conftant Lord. 

D* What to perueifenefle i you vnciutll Ladie 
Towhofeingrate, and voaufpicious Altars 
M V {oule the faithfull’ft .offrings haue breath d out 
That ere deuotion-tender d. What fhall I do? 

Ol Euen what it pleafe my Lord,that dial bccom him 
dtt. Why fhould I not, (had I the heart to do it) 
Liketo th’Egyptian theefe, at point ofdcatb 
Kill what I loue : (a fauage iealoufie, 

Thatfometime fauours nobly) but heare me this: 

Since you tonon-regardance caft my faith, 

And that I partly know the inftrument 

That ferewes me from my true place in your fauour : 

tine you the Marble* b re lied Ttrant ft ill. 

But this your Minion, whom I know you loue. 

And whom, by heauen I fwearc, I tender deercly. 

Him will I teare out of that cruell eye, 

Where he fits crowned in his mafters lpight. 

Come boy with me,niy thoughts arc npe iniuiichicfc: 
Ilefacrificc the Lambethat I do loue. 

To fpight a Rauens heart within a Doue. 

Vio. And Imofiiocund,apt,and willinglie, 

To do you reft, athoufand deaths would dye. 

01. Where goes ffefano i 
Ho. After him I loue. 

More then I loue thele eyes, more then my life. 

More by all mores, then ere I fhall loue wife. 

Ifl do feigne, you witnefles shone 
funifh my life, for tainting of my loue. 

01. Aye me detefted, how am I beguil’d ? 

Lfa.Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
01. Haft thou forgot thy fclfe i Is it fo long? 

Call forth the holy Father. 

Du. Come, away. 

01, Whether my Lord ? Cefario , Husband, flay. 

D». Husband ? 

Ol. I Husband. Can he that deny ?i 
Da. Her husband, firrah ? 

Vto. No my Lord,noti. 

Ol. Alas, it is the bafenefle of thy fcarc. 


That makes thee ftrangle thy propriecy; 

Fearc not Cefario , take thy fortunes vp. 

Be that thou know’ft thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fcar’ft. 

Enter Priefi. 

O welcome Father: 

Father, I charge thee by thy rcucrence 
Heerc to vnfoid, though lately we intended 
To keepe in darkened, what occafion now 
Reucales before 'tis ripe: what thou doft know 
Hath newly paft,between* this youth, and me, 

Priefi. A Contract of eternal! bond ofloue, 

Confiim d by mutuall ioynder ofyour hands, 

Attcficd by the holy clofe of lippes, 

Strcngthned by cnterchangcment of your rings, 

And all the Cercmonie of this compact 
Seal’d in my fun&ion, by my teftimony: 

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my graue 
I haue trauail d but two houres. 

T)u. O thou diflembling Cub: what wilt thou be 
When time hath fow’d a grizzle on thy cafe ? 

Or will not elfe thy craft lo quickcly grow, 

T hat thine owne trip flaall be chine ouerthrow : 

Farewell, and take her, but diredt thy feete. 

Where thou, and I (henceforth) may neuer meet: 

Pio. My Lord, I do proteft. 

Ol. Odono: fweave. 

Hold little faith, though thou haft too much feare. 

Enter Sir Andrew. 

J»d. For the loue of God a Surgeon, fend one pre- 
fcntly to fir Toby. 

Ol. What’s the matter? 

And. Has broke my head a-crofle, and has giuen Sir 
Toby a bloody Coxcombe too : for the loue ofGod your 
belpc, I had rather then forty pound I were at home. 

Ol. Who has done this fir Andrew ? 

And. The Counts Gentleman, one Cefario: we tookc 
him for a Coward, but hce’s the verie diuell.incardinatc. 

Du. My Gentleman Cefariol 

And. Odd's lifelings heerc be is: you broke my head 
for nothing, and thac chat I did, I was fet on to do’t by fir 
Toby. 

Vio. Why do you fpeake to me, T neuer hurt you: 
you drew your i'word vpon me without cau!e,i 
But I befpakc you faire, and hurt you not. 

Enter 7'cby and Cl owne. 

And. If a bloody coxcombe be a hurt, you haue hurt 
me: I thinke you fet nothing by a bloody Coxecombc. 
Heere comes fir Toby halting, you fhall hcarc more: but if 
he had not beenein drinkc, hec would hauc tickel’d yon 
other gates then he did. 

Dm. How now Gentieman?how ift with you ? 

To. T h at’s all one,has hurt me,and there’s th’cnd on’t: 
Sot, didft fee Dickc Surgeon, fot ? 

Clo. O he’s drunke fir Toby an houre agone : his eyes 
were fet at eight i'th morning. 

To. Then he’s a Rogue,and a paffy meafures panyn : I 
hate a drunken rogue. 

Ol. Away with him ? Who hath made this hauockc 
with them? j 

And. He helpe you fir Toby , becaufe we’ll be dreft to¬ 
gether. 

To. Will you helpe an Afic-head, and a coxcombe,8c 
a knaue: a thin fac’d knaue, a aull ? 
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O/. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be look’d coo. 
Enter Sebaftian. 

Seb. I am forry Madam I hauc hurt your kinfman: 

But had it beenc the brother of my blood, 

I mull haue done no lefle with wit and fafety. 

You throw a Grange regard vpon me, and by that 
I do perceiue it hath offended you : 

Pardon me (iweet one) 'euen for the vovves 
We made each ocher, but fo late ago. 

Dti* One face, one voice, one habic,and two perfons, 
A natural! Peripe&iuc, that is, and is not. 

Seb. Anthomo : O my deere Anthonio , 

How+iaue the hourcs rack’d, and tortur’d me, 

Since I haue loft thee ? 

AScbaftian are you ? 

Sib. Fear’ft thou that Anthonio ? 

Ant, How hauc you made diuifion ofyour felfe, 

An apple cleft in two, is not more twin 
Then thefe two creatures. Which is Scbaftian ? 

Ol. Moft wondcrfull. 

Seb. Do I ftand there ? I ncuer had a brother: 

Nor can there be that Deity in my nature 
Of heere,and euery where. I had a fiftcr. 

Whom the blindc waues and furges hauc deuour'd: 

Of charity, what kinneareyou to mef 

What Countreyman? What name? What Parentage ? 

"Vie. Ot Tdeffaline : Sebafttan was my Father, ° 

Such a Scbaftian was my brother coo; 

So went he fuited to his watery tombe: 

If fpirits can aflame both forme and fuite, 

You come to fright vs. 

Seb A fpirit I am indeed. 

Bat am in chat dimenfion groflely clad,^ 

Which from the wombe I did participate. 

Were you a woman, as the reft goes euen, 

I ftiould my teares let fall vpon your cheeke. 

And fay, thrice welcome drowned Viola. 

Vio. My father had a moalc vpon his brow. 

Seb, And fo had mine. 

Vio, And didc chat day when Viola from her birth 
Hadnumbred thirtceneycarcs. 

Seb, O chat record is liuely in my foule, 

Hefiniflied indeed his mortal! a die 

That day that made my litter thirteeneyearcs^ 

Vio. If nothing lets to make vshappic both, 

But this my mafeuline vfurp’d attyre : 

Do not embrace me, till each circumftance, 

Of place, time, fortune, do co-hereand iumpc 
That I am VioU , which to confirme, 

He bring you to a Captainc in this Towne, 

Whcralyemy maiden weeds: by whofegentlehclpe 
I was preferu’d to ferue this Noble Count: 

All the occurrence of my fortune fince 
Hath beene betweene this Lady, and this Lord* 

Seb, So comes it Lady,you hauc becne miftookc: 

But Nature to her bias drew in that. 

You would haue bin contracted to a Maid, 

Nor are you therein (by my life) deceiu’d. 

You arc betroth’d both to a maid and man. 

Du. Be not amaz’d, right noble is his blood: 

If this be fo, as yet the glafle feemes true, 

I fhall haue fharc in this moft happy wracke, 

Boy, thou haft laidc to me a thoufand times, 

Thou neuer fliould’ft loue woman like to me. 

Vio . And all thofc fayings, will I ouer fweare, 

And all thole fwearings keepc as true in foule. 


c r\velf e ZhQ ghtj or , What you will. 


'ore 


As doth that Orbed Continent, the fire 

That feuers day ftom night, 

£>«. Giuemethy hand. 

And let me fee thee m thy womans wcedes 

Vio. The Captainc that did brine me fi‘ft„ „ 

Hath my Maidcs garments: he vpon fo me Afl 
Is now in durance, at Mahtoho's fuite, C l ° n 
A Gentleman, and follower of my Ladies 

Ot. He /ball inlargc him: fetch OWuIhoU, hit L 
And yet alas, now I remember me, nuhcr i 

They fay poorc Gentleman, he’s much difWl 
Enter Clonne with a Letter, <t»d Fabian 
A moft extra&ing frenfie of mine owne 
From my remembrance, clearly banifln his 
How does he fi rah ? 

C/ Truely Madam, he holds 'BeUebubu the ft, 
well as a man in his cafe may do: has hecrc w rit ? end 
you I Ihould haue giuen’t you to day morning r “ Ct 

madmans fcpiftles arc no Gofpels, foiuk.il, 8 ' Buta > 
when they are deliucr’d. F » Ksk,lle ‘,not mil( 
Ol. Open’t, and read it^ 

C/o. Looke then to be well edified.when rft* c , 
deliucrs the Madman, the Lord Madam F °° lc 
Ol. How now,art thou mad ? 

C/o No Madam, I do butreade madnefle • 
Udyn,if will h, u , ic „ I, ough. .0 b tc , you '4 W 

Ol. Prcthee reade i’thy right wits. 

Qo. So I do Madona : but to reade hisrightwir. • 
reade thus therefore, perpend my PrincelVc, and " 

Ol. Readityou,firrah. 

, T * b ' , By thc Lord MacJam > you wrong o>e a 

the world (hall know it: Though you haue pucCi 

darkenefle andgmenyour drunken Cofi.teioTtt! 

yet haue 1 the benefit of my fenfes as well as your Ladl 
Ibip. I haue your owne letter, that induced mee to t 
iemblance 1 put on; with the which I doubt not but 
do my iclfc much right, or you much fltame: think 
me as you plcafr I leaue my duty a little vnthouchtt 
andfpeakeoutofmyiniury. The madly v:d mLL 
Ol. Did he write this i 
Clo. I Madame. 

Dt*. This fauours not much ofdiftratfion 
.. °J‘ Scchirn deliuer’d bring him hither: 

My Lord, fo pleafeyou thefe things further thought or 
To thinke me as well a fifter,a* a wife, 6 

One day fhall crowne th’allianceon’c,Yo pleafeyou/ 
Hecre at my houfe, and at my proper coft. 

Du. Madam, I am moft apt t’embrace your offer; 
Your Mafter quits you: and for your feruice done him, 
So much againft the mettle of your fex. 

So farre bencathyour fofeand tender breeding 
And fince you call’d me Mafter, for fo lon^ ; 

Hecre is my hand,you fhall from this timeVe 
your Matters Miftris. 

Ol. A fitter, you are fhe. 

Enter Maluolio. 

Du, Is this the Madman ? 

Ol. I my Lord, this fame: How now THaIuoUo } 
Madam, you haue done me wrong, 
Notorious wrong. 

Ol, Haue I Maluolio ? No. 
ifylal. Lady you haue, pray you perufc that Letter. 
You muft not now denie it is your hand, 

Write from it ifyou can,in hand,or phrafe. 


Twelfe Slight, or > Whatyou will. 


- •cnotVO“ tfe3lc > n0t y° Ut ,nuent,0n * 
oM’ Z none of this. Well, grant it then, 

yoO«" ia y. he modeftic ofhonor, 

A° dtC tauc giuen me fuch cleare lights offauour, 
Whyy e °co h cne failing, and croflc-gartcr’d to you, 

B jd m bellow ftockings, and to frownc 

T ° FU f,rA, ant3thcIigl ] tCrP , COpIe; 

^i o-thisinan obedient hope, 

A" d f ifvou fuffer’d me to be impr.fon d, 
VVby in ad^efanfe, v ifued by the Pried, 

1 j, r he moft notorious gecke and gull, 
A u dnl re d inuent ion plaid on ? Tell me why ? 

That , !L Mahioho, this is not my writing, 

01 t co^fcffcmuchliketheCharraacr: 

Th0U§h of aueftion, tis UMarias hand. 

Ido bethinke me, it was fliec 
A ndnc !, e thou waft mad; then cam’ftin failing, 
r fuch formes, which heere were prefuppos’d 
And "’ L,in thc Letter: prethee be content, 

V P onC r ’ aicC hath moft flirewdly paft vpon thee: 

TblSp i,. n we know the grounds,and authors of it, 
Sf tVV flialtbeboth thc Plaintiffc and thcludge 

°« Madam heare me fpcake, 

» let no quarrell, nor no braule to come, 

} d tbe condition of this prefent houre, 
liichlbauewondred at. In hope it (hall not, 

Moft freely I confeffe my felfe, and Toby 
Set this deuice againft Maluolto heere, 
Vnonfomeftubborne and vneourteous parts 
We had concern'd againft him. Maria writ 
The Letter, at fir Tobjes great importance, 

Inrecoropence whereof, he hath married hem 
How with a fportfull malice it was follow’d. 

May rather plucke on laughter then reuenge, 

Ifthat the iniurics be iuftly weigh’d. 

That hauc on both (ides paft. ^ 

OL Alas poore Foolc,how haue they bafFcFd thee f 
d Why fome are borne great,fome atchieuc great- 
nefTc,and fome haue greatnefle throwne vpon them. I 
wasjone fir,in this Entcrludc, odc fir Topas fir, but that s 
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all one: By the Lotd Foolc, I am not mad: but do you re¬ 
member, Madam, why laugh you at fuch a barren rafcall, 
and you fmilc not he’s gag’d: and thus the whirlegigge 
of time, brings in his reuenges. 

Mai. lie be reueng’d on thc whole packe ofyou ? 

Ol. He hath bene moft notorioufly abus’d. 

Du m Purfue him, and entreate him to a peace : 

He hath not told vs of the Captaine yet. 

When that isknowne,and golden time conuents 
A folemnc Combination (hall be made 
Of our deere foules, Meanc time iweet fifter. 

We will not part from hence. Cefario come 
(For fo you fliall be while you are a man:) 

But when in other habites you are feene, 

Orfintfs Miftris, and his fancies Queene* Exeunt 

Slovene jinge. 

When that I was and a little tine boy , 
with hejy ho } the winde and the raine : 

A fooltfh thing was but a toy , 
for the raine it raineth euery day* 

But when I came to mans eflate> 
with heyho y &e. 

Cain ft Knattes and Theeues men [hut their gate, 
for the raine Cm 

Hut when I came alas to wine, 
with hej he>&c. 

*By [daggering could / neuer thrive, 
for the raine foe* 

*But when I came vnto my beds, j 
with hey ho,&c. 

With tofpottes ft ill had drunken heads s 3 
for the rainej&'C. 


A great while ago the worldbegon , 
hej ho, (frc. 

But that’s all one, our Play is done , 

and wee lftriue to pleafeyou euery day . 


















































































































dABus Primus. 


Sccena ; Trima . 



gntcr Camilto and Anbidamw. 


i'p yo u fhall chance(C/»w/.7c)to vifit 'Bohcmia.o n 
the likcoccafion whereon my feruices arc now 
* on-foot, you (hall fee(as I haue faid)great dif- 
f er cnce betwixt our Bohcmta, and your Sicilia . 
Q m I thinke, this comming Summer, the King of 
,lid meaner to pay 'Bohemia the Vifitation, which hee 

Wherein our Entertainment (hall flaame vs:wc 
II be iuftified in our Louc*: for indeed— 

Cm. ’Befeechyou--- 

Mh.Ve rely I fpcake it in the freedome of my know- 
«: we cannot with fuch magnificence— in fo rare— 
now not what to fay—Wee will giue you flccpie 
inkes, that your Senccs (vn-intclligenc of ourinfuffi- 


freely. 

Jrch. 'Belecuc me, I fpcake as my vnderfianding in- 
ftrufts me,and as mine honeftie puts it to vttcrance. 

Cm. Sicilia cannot fliew himfelfc oucr-kind to Bobe- 
tniA: They were craynM together in their Child-hoods; 
and there rooted betwixt them then fuch an affedtion, 
which cannot chulebut braunch now. Since their more 
mature Dignitics,and Royall Nece(Tities,made feperati- 
on of their Socictie, their Encountcrs(though not Pcrfo- 
nall) hath been Royally attornyed with enter-chan^c of 
Gifis,Lettcrs,louingErnbafTies,that they haue feem’d to 
be together,though abfcnt:(liookc hands,as ouer a Vaft; 
and embrac’d as it were from the ends of oppofed Winds. 
TheHeauens continue their Loues. 

Arch. I thinke there is not in the World,eithcr Malice 
or Matter, to alter it. You haue an vnfpeakable comfort 
ofyouryoung Prince MamiHitu: ic is a Gentleman of the 
greateft Promifc,that cuer came into my Note. 

Cm . I very well agree with you,in the hopes of him: 
it is a gallant Child; onc,that (indeed)Phyfiek* the Sub¬ 
ic*^ makes old hearts freflh: they that went on Crutches 
erche was borne,defirc yet their lifc.to fee him a Man. 
Arch. Would they elfc be content to die ? 

Cm.Y es;ifthcre were no other excufc,why they fhould 
defire to Hue, 

ArchAf the King had no Sonne, they would defirc to 
i'-*co'i Crutches rill he had one. Exeunt. 


Sccena Secunda. 

Enter LeonteSyHerm/one^UmiHiw^olixettefyCamillo. 
Pol. Nine Changes of the Watry-Scarre hath been 


The Shepheards Note,fince we haue left our Throne 
Without a Burthen: Time as long againe 
Would be fill'd vp(my Brother)with our Thanks, 

And yet wc fhould,fdrperpetuitie, 

Goe hence in debt: And therefore,like a Cypher 
(Yet {landing in rich place) I multiply 
W ith one we thanke you,many thoufands moe. 

That goe before it. 

Leo. Stay your Thanks a while. 

And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir,that’s to morrow : 

I am queftion’d by my feares,of what may chance* 

Or breed vpon our abfence,that may blow 
No fneaping Winds at home,to make vs fay. 

This is put forth too truly: bclides, I haue flay'd 
To tyre your Royalties 

Leo. We are tougher (Erother) 

Then you can put vs to'c. 

Pol. No longer flay# 

Leo . One Seuc’night longer. 

Pol. Very tooth, tomorrow. 

Leo. Wee’le part the time betweene s thenrand in that 
lie no gaine-faying. 

Pol . Prcflc me not (’befeechyou) fo: 

There is no Tongue that moucs;none,none i’th* World 
So foonc as yours,could win me: fo it fhould now* 

Were there ncceflitie in your rcqueft,although 
*Twere necdfull I deny’d it. My Affaires 
Doc cuen drag me home-ward: which to hinder, 

Were (in your Loue) a Whip to me; my flay, 

To you a Chargc,and Trouble: to fauc both. 

Farewell (eur Brother.) 

Leo. Tonguc-ty’d ourQueene? fpeakeyou. 

Her. I had thought (Sir)to haue held my peacc,vntill 
You had drawne Oathcs from him 3 not to flay: you(Sir) 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him,you arc fure 
All mBohemias well: this fatisfadtion. 

The by-gone-day proclaym’d, fay this to him. 

He's beat from his befl ward. 

Leo . Well (HAyHermione. 

Her . To tell,he longs to fee his Sonne,werc flrong: 
But let him fay fo then,and let him goe; 

But let him fweare fo,and he fhall not flay, 

Wce’l thwack him hence with Diftaftcs. 

Yet of your Royall prefence,lie aduenture 
The borrow of a Wecke. When at Bohemia 
You take my Lord, lie giue him my Commiffion, 

To let him there a Monetb,behind theGcft 
Prefix'd for’s parting: yet (good-deed) Leontes , 

1 louc thee not a Iarre o’th’ Clock.bchind 

A a ~ Whit 
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What Lady (he her Lord, You le flay * 

Pol, No,Madame. 

Her . Nay, but you will ? 

Pol, I may not verely. 

Her. Verely? 

You put me off with limber Vowes: but I, 

Though you would feek t’vtifphcre the Stars with Oaths, 
Should yet fay, Sir,no going ; Verely 
You fhall not goe; a Ladycs Verely * is 
As potent as a Lords# Will you goe yet ? 

Force me to keepe you as a Prifoncr, 

Not like a Gueft: fo you fhall pay your Fees 

When you depart,and faue your Thanks. How fay you ? 

My Prifoner? or my Gueft ? by your dread Verely, 

One of them you fhall be. 

Pol, YourGueft then,Madanie: 

To be your Prifoner,(hould import offending; 

Which is for me,leffc eafie to commit, 

Then you to pumfli. 

Her. Not your Gaolerthen, 

But your kind Holteffe# Come, lie queftion you 
Of my Lords Tricks,and yours,when you were Boycs: 
You were pretty Lordirigs then * 

Tol. We were (faire Queene) 

Two Lads,that thought there was no more behind, 

But fuch a day to morrow,a$ to day. 

And to be Boy eternall. 

Her. Was not my Lord 
The veryer Wag o’ch’two ? 

Pol. We were as twyn’d Lambs,that did frisk i’ch’Sun, 
And bleat the one at ch’other: what we chang’d, 

Was Innoccnce,for Innocence: we knew not 
The Doftrine of ill-doing, nor dream'd 
That any did: Had we purfu'd that life. 

And our weake Spirits ncVe been higher rear’d 

Wit h ftrooger blood,wc fhould haue anfwcr’d Heaucn 

Boldly,not guilty; the Impofitioii clear’d, 

Hercditane ours. 

Her , By this we gather 
You haue cript fince. 

Pol. O my molt facred Lady, 

Temptations haue fince then been borne to’s: for 
In thofe vnfledg’d dayes,was my Wife a Girle; 

Your precious Iclfc had then not crofs’d the eyes 
Of my young Play-fellow. 

Her a Grace co boot : 

Of this make no conclufion,leaft you fay 
Your Qucene and I are Deuils: yet goe on, 

Th’offcnces we haue made you doe,wee’lc anfwcrc, 

If you firft finn’d with vs: and that with vs 
You did continue fault; and that you flipc not 
With any,but with vs. 

Leo . Is he woon yet ? 

Her. Hee’le flay (my Lord.) 

Leo. At my rcqueft.hc would not: 

Hermionc (my dcareftj thou neuer fpoak’ft 
To better purpofe. 

Her . Neuer? 

Leo . Neuer,but once. 

Her. What? haue I twice laid well? when was’t before? 

I prethce tell me: cram’s with prayfe,and make’s 
As fat as tame things: One good deed,dying tonguelcfle. 
Slaughters a thoufand wayting vpon that. 

Our prayies are our Wages. You may ride’s 
W’th one fofc Kiffc a thoufand Furlongs,ere 
With Spur wc heat an Acre# But to th’Goale: 


My laftgood deed,wastocntrcathUft^T 
W.hat was my firft* it ha’s an elder Sifter 
Or I miftake you: O,would her Name wer f r 
But once before I fpoke to th’purpofe ? whe > f ‘ 
Nay,let me haue’t: I long. 

Leo. Why,that was when 
Three crabbed Moneths had fowr’d themfe] u 
Ere I could make thee open thy white Hand- ** ^ 
A clap thy felfe.my Louej thcn didft thou V L. 

I am your* for cuer« ter » 

Her. Tis Grace indeed. 

Why lo-you r.ow;I haue fpoke to th’ purpofe,„• 
The one,foreuer earn’d a Royall Husband • tVVlCC: 
Th'other.for fome while a Friend# 

Leo. T 00 hot, too hot: 

To mingle fricndfhip farre.is mingling bloodj 
I haue Tremor Cordis on me : my heart daunce * 
But not for ioy; not ioy. This Entertainment 
M ay a free face put on: dcriue a Libertie 
From Heartincfle/rom Bountie/ertileBofom 
And well become the Agent:’tmay ; lg raunt . C| 
But to be podling Palmes,and pinching Fingers 
As now they arc,and making praflis’d Smiles ’ 

As in a Looking-Glafle; and then tofigh as 
The Mort o’th’Deere: oh,that is entertainment * 
My Bofome like, not, nor my Browcs. Afafe 
Art thou my Boy ? H4> 

Mam. J,my good Lord# 

Lee . Tfecks: 

Why that’s myBawcock:what?has’t fmutch'dthvNt 
They fay i t is a Coppy out of mine. Come Captain, 
Wc mull be neat; not ncat,but cleanly,Captain ' 
A nd y et the Steere,the Heycfcr.and the Calfc 
Are all call’d Neat. Still Virginalling 
Vpon his Palme? How now (you wanton Calfc) 

Art th.*u my Calfc? ' 

CMam. Yes,ifyou will (my Lord .) 

2>v.Thou wane’ll a rough paflij&thcfoootithulbi 

To be tulljlikc me: yet they fay we are 
Almoftas likeaiEggcs; Womenfayfo, 

(That will fay any thing.) But were they falfe 
Aso’re-dy’d B]acks,as Wind,as Watcrsjfalfe 
As Dice are to be wilh’d.by one that fixes 
No borne’t wixt his and mine; yet were it true 
To fay this Boy were like me. Come(Sir Page) 
Looke on me with your Welkin eye: fweet Villain, 
Moll dear ft,my Collop: Can thy Dam,may’t be 
Affc&ion? thy Intention ftabs the Center. 

Thou do’ft make poflible things not fo held, 
Communicat ft with Dreamcs(how can this be?) 
With what’s vnreall: thou coaltiue art. 

And fellow’ft nothing. Then ’tis very credent, 

Thou may’ft co-ioync with fomethir.g.and thou do’ll, 
(And that beyond Comniiflion) and I find it, 

(And that to the infe&i on of my Braincs, 

And hardning of my Browes.) 

Pol. What mcanes Sicilta ? 

Her. He fomething feemes vnfctlcd. 

Pol. How? my Lord ? 

Le*.What chccrc? how is'twith you, beft Brother? 
Her .You look as ifyou held a Brow of much diftraftiofl 
Are you mou’d (my Lord ?) 

Leo . No, in good earneft. 

How fometiroes Nature will betray it’s folly? 

It’s tendernefte ? and make it felfe a Paftime 
To harder bofomes ? Looking on the Lynes 
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— oZt.c face.me thoughts I did requoyle 
Of * y e eres, and faw my felfe vn-breech’d, 

TWCOt Ireene Veluec Coat; my Dagger muzzcl d, 

(Ut fhould bite it’s Mafter, and fo prouc 
Ornaments oft do’s) too dangerous: 

( As 1 i-Aiie thought)! then was to this Kcrnell, 
^c'uafh this Gentleman. Mine honeft Friend, 
you cake Egges for Money? 

^[.L, No (my Lord) Ilehght. 

fl y ou vvilhwhy happy man be’s dole. My Brother 
. rife fond of your young Princess we 
Doeleemttobcofours? 

Pol. if at home (Sir) 

He’s all my Exercifc.my Mirth,my Matrer; 

Nowmv fworne Friend,and then mine Enemy; 

VlvPatalicemv Souldier: Statef-m3n; all: 

u c makes a Inly v* day,lTiort as December. 

And with his varying child-nefte, cures in me 

Thoughts, that would thick my blood, 
le°o. So Hands this Squire 

Offic’d with me: We two will W3lkc(my Lord) 

, |1C I leaue you to your grauer Reps. Hermione, 

How thou lou’il vs,(hew in our Brothers welcome} 

Let what is deaie in Sicily.be cheapc: 

Next to thy felfe, and my young Rouer,hc’s 
Apparant to my heart. 

lUr. If you would feeke vs, 

VVeaieyouisi'drGardcn . fHaJTs attend you there? 

Ito. Toyourowne bents diipofeyou.-you'lc be found, 
Bs you beneath the Sky: I am angling now, 

(Though you perceiuc me not how I gitic Lyne) 
Geetoo,goe too. 

How flie holds vp the Neb* the By II to him ? 

Afidarmcs her with the boldneffe of a Wite 
To her allowing Husband. Gone already, 

Ynch-tlmk knee-deepc;ore head and eares a fork’d one. 
Goephy(Boy)phy: thy Mother playes, 2 nd I 
Play too;but fo diigrac'd a parc,whofc iflhe 
Will hifle me to my Grauc; Contempt and Clamor 
Will be my Knell. Goe pIay(Boy)pIay,there haue been 
(Or I am much decciu’d) Cuckolds ere now, 

And many a man there is (euen at this prefent, 

Now,while I fpeake this) holds his Wife by th’Arme, 
That little thinkes fheha's beenfluye’d in’s abfcncc. 

And his Pond filVd by his next Neighbor (by 
Sir^wi/e.his Neighbor:) nay,thcre J s comfort in’t, 

Whiles other men haue Gates, and thofe Gates open’d 
(Asmine) againft their will. Should all defpaire 
That haue reunited VViues,thc tenth of Mankind 
Would hang thcmfelues. Phyfick for’e^here’s none: 

It is a bawdy Planet,that will ftnke 

Where’tis predominant;and ’tis powrefull: thinke it: 

From Eaft,Weft,North,and South,be it concluded. 

No Barricado for a Belly. Know’t, 

It will lec in and out the Enemy, 

With b3g and baggage : many thoufand on*s 
Haue the Difeafe.and fcele’c not. How now Boy i 
I am like you fay. 

Leo. Why^that’s feme comfort. 

What ? CawhIIq there? 

Cam. I,my good Lord. 

Leo. Goe phy^ALamilti/#) thouTt an honeft man: 
Camilla, this great Sir will yet ftay longer. 

Cam. \ on had much adoetomake his Anchor hold. 
When you caft out,it ftill came home. 

Leo. Didft note it? 


Cam. He would not ftay at your Peticions^ade 
His Bufineffe more matcriail. 

Leo* Didft perceiue it ? 

They re here with me already; whifp’ring,rounding: 
Sicilia is a fo-forth: ’cis farre gone, 

When I (hall guft it laft. How cam’c (Camille) 

That hedid ftay ? 

Cam. At the good Queenes encrcatie. 

Leo. At the Queenes be’e: Good (hould bepertinent. 
But fo it is,:t is not. Was this taken 
By any vnderftanding Pate but thine ? 

For thy Conceit is foaking,will draw in 
More then the common Blocks. Not noted,is’r, 

But of the finer Natures? by fomc Seueralls 
Of Head-peece extraordinarie? Lower Mcffes 
Perchance are to this Bufineffe purblind ? fay. 

Cam. Bufineffe,my Lord ? I thinke moft yndcrftand 
!'Bohemia ftayes here longer. 

Leo. Ha* 

Cam. Stayes here longer. 

Leo, I,but why? 

Cam . To fatisfie your Highneffe,and the Entreaties 
Of our moft gracious Miftreffc. 

Leo. Satisfie? 

Th’entrcaties of your Miftreffc? Satisfie ? 

Let that fuffice. I haue trufted thcc(Camillo) 

With all the necreft things to my heart, as well 
My Chamber-Count els,wherein(Prieft-like)thou 
Haft cleaned my Bofome: I,from thee departed 
Thy Penitent reform’d : but we haue been 
DecciuM in thy Integritiejdccciu’d 
In that which feemes fo. 

Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.) 

Lee. To bide vpon’t: thou arc not honeftror 
If thou inclin’d that way,ihou art aCovvard, 

Which boxes honeftie behind,reftrayning 
From Courfc requi^d : or elfe thou muft be counted 
A Seruantjgrafted in my ferious Truft, 

And therein negligent: or elfeaFooIe, 

That feed a Game play’d home^he rich Stake drawne, 
And tak’ft it all for ieaft. 

Cam. Mv gtacious Lord, 

I may be negligent,foolifh,and feircfull, 

Ineueryoncof thcfe,noman is free. 

Sue that his negligence,his folly,feare. 

Among the infinite doings of the World, 

Sometime puts forth in your affaires (my Lord.) 

If euer I were wilfull-negligent, 

It was myfolly : if induftrioufly 
I play’d the Foolc,it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end : if euer fearefull 
To doe a thing,where I the iffue doubted. 

Whereof the execution did cry out 
Againft the non-performance,’ewas a feare 
Which oft infers the vvifeft: thefe(my Lord) 

Are fuch allow’d Infirmities,that honeftie 
Is neuer free of# But bcfcech your Grace 
Be plainer with me,let me know my Trefpas 
By it’s owne vifage; if I then deny it, 

*Tis none of mine. 

Leo, Ha’ not you feene Camille ? 

(But that’s p 3 ft doubt: you haue,or your eye-glaffe 
Is thicker then a Cuckolds Horne) or heard? 

(For to a Vifion fo apparant.Rumor 
Cannot be mute) or choughr?(for Cogitation 
Relides not in that man,that do*s not thinke) 

A a z My 
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My Wife is flippcric ? If thou wilt confcffc. 

Or clfc be impudently negatiue, 

To haue nor Eyes,nor Eares,nor Thought,then fay 
My. Wife’s a Holy-Horfe,defcruesaName 
As ranke as any Flax-Wcnch,that puts to 
Before her troth-plight: fay’t,and iufiify’t. 

C<*m. 1 would not be a fiander-by, to heare 
My Soueraigne Miftrcflc clouded io,without 
My prefent vengeance taken: ’flirew my heart, 

\ ou neuer fpoke what did become you lefle 
Then this; which to reiterate,were fin 
As deepc as that,though true. 

Leo, Is whijpering nothing ? 

Is leaningCheeke toChcike? is mcating Notes? 
Kiffing with in-fidc Lip? Hopping the Cariere 
Of Laughter,with a figh? (a Note infallible 
Of breaking Honeftic) horfing foot on footf 
Skulking in corners ? vvifliing Clocks more fwift ? 
Houres,Minutes? Noone,Mid-night f and all Eyes 
Blind with the Pin and Web.buc theirs; theirs onely. 
That would vnfeene be wicked^Is this nothing? 

Why then the World 3 and all that’s in’t/is nothing, 

The coucring Skie is nothmg^o^em/a nothing, 

My Wife is nothing,nor Nothing haue thefe Nothings* 
If this be nothing. * 

Cam . Good my Lord,be cur’d 
Of this difeas’d Opinion, and betimes. 

For *cis mofi dangerous. 

Leo, Say it be,'tis true. 

Cam. No,no,my Lord. 

Leo, It is: youlye,you lye: 

I fay thou lyelt Camillo^nd I hate thee, 

Pronounce thee a grofic Lowt,a mindiefte Slauc, 

Orclfe ahouering Temporizer,that 
Canft with thine eyes at once fee good and euill, 
Inclining to them both: were my YViues Liucr 
Infc&cd (as her life) (lie would not liue 
The running of oneGlafle, 

Cam . Who do’s infedl her? 

Leo, Why he that wcares her like her Mcdull,hanging 
About his neck (Bohemia) who,if J 
Had Scruants true about me,that bare eyes 
To fee alike mine Honor.as their Profits, 

(Their owne particular Thrifts) they would doe that 
Which fhould vndoe more doing : I,and thou 
His Cup-bearer,whom I from meaner forme 
Haue Bench’d,and rear’d to Wor(hip,who mav’ft fee 
PIainely,as Heauen fees Earth and Earth fees Heauen, 
How I am ga]rd,might’ft bc-fpice a Cup, 

( To giue mine Enemy a lading Wmkc: 

Which Draught to me,were cordiall. 

Cam. Sir (my Lord) 

( I could doe this, and that with no rafh Potion, 

But with a lingring Dram^hat fliould not worke 
Malicioufiy,like Poyfon: But I cannot 
Beleeue this Crack to be in my dread Miftrefle 
(So foueraignely being Honorable.) 

I haue lou d thee, 

Leo Make that thy quefiion,and goerot: 

Do'H thinkc I am fo muddy, fo vnfetled. 

To appoint my fclfe in this vexation ? 

Sully the puritie and whitenefie of my Sheetes 
(Which to preferue,is SIccpc; which being fpotted. 

Is Goades,Thornes Nettles,Tayles of Waipes) 

| Giue icandall to the blood o'ch’ Prince,my Sonne, 

I (Who I doe thinkeis mine,and loue as mine) 


Without ripe mouing to’t ? Would I doe thiT^ 
Could man fo blench i 

Cam. I muft beleeue you(Sir) 

I doc, and will fetch off "Bohemia for’t: 
Prouided,that when hee’s remou’d.your Hi e l 
Will take againe your Queenc,as yours at 
Euen for your Sonnes fake,and thereby f orIe V 
The Iniurie of Tongucs,in Courts and Kinorl* ° 
Knownc,and ally d to yours. & ° n ' Cs 

Leo. Thou do’ft aduife me, 

Eucn fo as I mine owne courfe haue fet downc • 
lie giue no blcmifli to her Honor,none. 

Cam. My Lord, 

Goe then; and with a countenance as cleare 
As Friendship weares at Feafts.keepe with Boh 
And with your Qreene: 1 am his Cup-bearer ^ 

If frommehehauewhoIefomeBeueridoe ’ 

Account me not your Scruant. 

Leo. This is all: 

Do’t,and thou haft the onehalfc of my heart • 

Do t not,thou fplitt’ft thine owne. 

Cam. lie do’t.my Lord. 

Leo.l wil feeme friendly,as thou haft aduis'd m - t 
Cam. O miferablc Lady. But for me, C ‘ * 
What cafe ftand I inf 1 muft be the poyfoncr 
Of good PoUxcnes ,and my ground to do’t 
Is the obedience toa Mailer; one, 

Who in Rebellion with himfclfe.will haue 
All that are his, fo too. To doe this deed, 
Promotion followcs: If I could find example 
Of thoufand’s that had ftruck anoynted Kin°s 
And flourifli’d after, Il’d not do’t: But fince° ’ 

Nor 3 raffe,nor Stone,nor Parchment beares notone 
Let Villanie it felfe forfwcar’t. I muft 
Forfake the Court: to do’t,or no,is ccrtaine 
To me a breakc-neck. Happy Starre raigne now, 
Here comes Bohemia. Enter Polixtnc, * 

Pol. Thisisftrange: Methinkes 
My fauor here begins to warpe. Not fpeakef 
Good day CamiHo. 

Cam. Hayle moft Royall Sir. 

Pol. What is theNcwes i’th’Court? 

Cam. None rare (my Lord.) 

Pol. The King hath on him fuch a countenance, 

As he had loft fome Prouincc,and a Region 
Lou d, as he loucs himfelfe: eucn now I met him 
With cuftomariecomplementjWhen bee 
Wafting his eyes to th’ contrary,and falling 
A Lippe of much contempt,fpcedes from me,and 
So ieaues me,to confider what is breeding, 

That changes thus his Manners. 

C am ' I dare not know (my Lord.) 

7 W. How,dare not?doe not?doe you kno w,and dare not 
Be intelligent to me,’tis thereabouts: 

For to your felfe,what you doe know,you muft. 

And cannot iay,you dare not. Good CamiHo , 

Your chang’d complexions arc to me a Mirror, 
Which ftiewcs me mine chang’d too; for I muft be 
A partie in this alteration,finding 
My felfe thus alter'd with’c. 

Cam. There is a fickneflc 
Which puts fome of vs in di ftemper, but 
I cannot name the Difeafe,and it is caught 
Of you,that yet are well, 

Pol. How caught of me? 

Make me not lighted like the Bafilifque. 

I ham 
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^k’donchoufands.who haue fped the better 
. 1OOK u . , . n jj a . AMI> , Camilla. 


j haue 10°^ but kj]1 'a none lo: Camille, 

By *y , er ’taincly a Gentleman,thereto 

| lkc experienc’d,which no lellc adornes 
Cler ?'nrrv then our Parents Noble Names, 

° ut ° e r riiccefle we are gentle: I befeech you, 
j n whole whjch do . s behoue rojr knowledge, 

^'“Keiniro-a.imprifotftno, 

n y imaynotanfwere. 

k r A Sicknefie caught of me,and yet I well ? 

, P ' ft bV^fwei’d. Do it thou heare Camille , 

1 ■dice by all the parts of man, 

uonor do* acknowledge, whereof the leaft 
r‘,Sofmno,.h.<<W«<l«Ure 
jncidencie thou do'll gheffe of h.tnio 
IS creeping 10 


iviv. -- r 1 

ward me •, how farre off,how neere. 


Whichmytobeprcuentcd,.ftobc: 

If not, how beft to bearc it. 

C^. Sir.l will tell you. 

Since I a m charg’d in Honor,and by him 

Th I tlnnke Honorable:therefore markc my counfaile. 
Which muft be eu’n as fwiftly followcd.as 
1 meane to vtter it; or both your fclfe,and me, 

Qy loft, and fo good night. 

Pol. On, good Camilla 

Cam. 1 am appointed him to murthcr you. 

pol. By whom, CamiHo ? 

Cam. By the King. 

Pol. For what? 

Cam. He thinkcs.nay with all confidence he fweares, 
As he had fcen’t,or becne an Inftrumenc 
Toviceyou to’c,that you haue touche his Qucene 
Forbiddcnly. 

Pol. Oh then,my beft blood turne 
To an infedled Geliy,and my Name 
Be yoak’d withhis,that did betray the Beft: 

Turne then my frefheft Reputation to 
Afauour.that may ftrikcthedulleft Nofthrill 
Where I arriue.and my approcb be ftiur.’d. 

Nay hated too,worle then thegrcat’ft Infciftion 
That ere was lieard,or read. 

Cam. Sweare his thought ouer 
Byeach particular Starre in Heauen, and 
Byall their Influences; you may as well 
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moone, 

As(or by Oath)rcmoue,ar(CounfaiIe)(hake 
TheFabrick of his Folly,wliofe foundation 
Ispyl’d vpon his Faith,and will continue 
The Handing of his Body. 

Pol. How fliould this grow? 

Cam. I know not: but I am fure ’tis fafer to 
\noid what’s growne,then queftion how’tis borne, 
f therefore you d3re truft my honeftie, 

That lyes cnclofcd in this Trunkc. which you 
ball beare along impawnd,away to Night, 
four Followers I will wbifper to the Buiineffc, 
ind will by twoes,and threes,at fetierall Poftcrncs, 
deare them o’th’ Citie: For my fclfe,lie put 
dy fortunes to your feruice(which are here 
ly thisdifeouerie loft.) Be not vneettainc, 

: orby the honor of my Parents, I 
hue vttred Truth: which if ycu fccke toprouc, 
dare not ftand by; nor fhall you be fafer, 
hen one condemnd by the Kings owne mouth: 
hereon his Execution fworne. 


Pol. Idoe beleeue thee: 

I faw his heart in’s face.Giueme thy hand. 

Be Pilot to mc,and thy places (hall 

Still neighbour mine. My Ships arc ready, and 

My people did expedl my hence departure 

Two dayes agoe. This Icaloufie 

Is for a precious Creature: as dice's rare, 

Muft it be great; and,ashis Perfon s mightie, 

Muft it be violent: and,as he do s edneeiue. 

He is diflionor’d by a man,which eucr 

Profcfs’d to him: why his Reuengcs muft 

In that be mademorc bitter. Feare orc-fliadcs me: 

Good Expedition be my friend,and comfort 

The gracious Qneene.part of his Theamejbut nothing 

Of his ill-ta’ne lufpition. Come CamiHo, 

I will refpeift thee as a Father,if 

Thou bear’d my life off,hence: Let vs auoid. 

Cam. It is in mine authoritie to command 
The Keyes of all the Pofternes: Plcafe your Highneffe 
To take the vrgent houre. Come Sir,away. Exeunt. 



Enter Hermione,Afamilliue,Ladies: Leantes. 

Ant igontu,Lords. | 

Her. Take the Boy to you: he fo troubles me, 

’Tis part enduring. 

Ladj. Come(my gracious Lord) 

Shall I be your phy-fcllow ? 

Tilam. No.llenoneofyou. 

Lady. Why(my fweet Lord?) 

Mam. You'lekiffemehard,and fpeaketomc,asif 
I were a Baby ftill. I loue you better. 

X. Lady. And why fo(my Lord?) 

Mam. Not for becaufe 

Your Browes are blacker (yet black-browes they fay 
Become fome Women beft,fo that there be not 
Too much haire there, but inaCemicircle, 

Or ahalfc-Moone,made with a Pen.) 
i.Lady. Who taught’this? 

Mam. I learn’d it out of Womens faces: pray now. 
What colour are your eye-browes ? 

Lady. Blew(my Lord.) 

Mam. Nay,that’s a mock: I haue feene a Ladies Nofe 
That ha’s becne blew,but not her eye-browes. 

Lady. Harkeye, 

The Qucene(your Mother)rounds apace:we fhall 

Prefenc our feruices to a fine new Prince 

One of thefe dayes,and then youl’d wanton with vs. 

If we would haue you. 

z.Lady. Sheislprcadoflatc 
Into a goodly Bulkc(good time encounter her,) 
tier. Whatwifdome ftirs amongft you?ComcSir,now 
I am for you againe: ’Pray you fit by vs. 

And tcll’saTale. 

Mam. Merry,or fad, flial’t be i 
Her. As merry as you will. 

Mam. A fad Talc’s beft for Winter: 

I haucone of Sprights.and Goblins. 

Her. Let’s hauelthat (good Sir.) 

Come-on,fic downe,come-on,and doe your beft. 

To fright me with your Sprights:yon’re powrefull at it. 

A a 3 tJAlam. There 
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tJMam. There was a man. 

Her. Nay,come fit downe: then on. 

■Mam. Dwelt by a Church-yard: I will tell it foftly, 
Yond Crickets fliall not hearc it. 

Her. Come on then,andgiu’t me in mine earc. 

Leon. Was hee met there? hisTraine? CtmiUo with 
hims> 

Lord. Behind the tuft of Pines I met them,neuer 
Saw I men feowre fo on their way: I eyed them 
Euen to their Ships. 

Leo. Howbleft ami 
In my iuft Cenlure? in my true Opinion ? 

Alack,for leiTer knowledge,how accurs’d, 

In being fo bleft ? There may be in theCup 
A Spider fteep’djand one may drinkc; depart. 

And yet partakeno venome: (for his knowledge 
Is not infedtea) but if one prefcnc 
Th’abhor’d Ingredient to his eye, make knowne 
How he hath drunke,hc cracks his gorgejiis fides 
With violent Hefts: I haue drunke,anci feenc the Spider. 
Camilla was his helpe in this,his Pandar: 

There is a Plot againfl my Life,my Crowne; 

All’s true that is miftrufted: that falle Villaine, 

Whom I employ’d^vvas pre-cmplov’d by him : 

He has difeouer’d my Defigne,and I 
Rcmaine a pinch’d Thing; yca,a very 
For them to play at will: how came the Pofternes 
So eafily open * 

Lori. By his great authority. 

Which often hath no lefl'e preuail d,thcr. fo. 

On your command. 

Leo. I know’t too well. 

Giue me the Boy, I am glad you did not nurfe him: 
Though he do’s beare Tome fignes of me, yet you 
Haue too much blood in him. 

Her . What is this? Sport? 

Leo. Beare the Boy hence,he (lull nor come about her, 
Away with him,and let her fporc her felfe 
With that fhee's big-with,for ’tis Polixenes 
Ha’s made thee fwell thus. 

Her. But li d lay he had net; 

And lie be fworne you would beiceueuiy faying. 

How e’re you leane to th’Nay-ward. 

Leo. You (my Lords) 

Looke on her,r»arke her well: be but about 
To fay fhc is a goodly Lady,and 
The luftice of your hearts will thereto addc 
’Tis piety fhee’s not honeft : Honorable; 

Prayfe her but for this her without-dore-Forme, 

(Which on my faith deferues high fpcech^land ftraighc 
The Shrug,the Huni,orHa,(thcfe Petty-brands 
! That Calumnie doth vfc; Oh.I am out, 

That^Mcrcydo’s, for Calumnie will feare 
Vcrtue it felfe) thefe Shrugs.thefe Hum’s.and Ha’s, 

When you haue faid (Lee’s goodly,come betweene] 

Ere you can fay dice's,honed; But be’t knowne 
(From him that ha’s moft caufc to grieue it fliould be) 

Slice’s an Adultrefle. 

Her. Should a Villaine fay fo, 

(1 hemoftrepJenifli’d Villaine in the World) 

He were as-much more Villaine: you (my Lord) 

Doe but miftake. 

Leo. You haue miftooke (my Lady) 

Polixenes for Leontes : O thou Thing, 

(Which lie not call a Creature of thyplace, 

Leaft Barbarifme (making me the precedent) 


The pointers 'Tale. 




Should a like Language vf^aJId^e^TT 
And mannerly diftinguiftiment leaue out* ; 
Betwixt the Prince and Bcgeer:) I haur f’j 
Shee’s an Adultrefle, I haue faid with whom 
More; (hee s a Traytor,and Camilla i s 05 ' 

A Federarie with her,and one that knowes 
What fhe fhould fliame to know her felf e 
But with.her moft vild Principal]: thar n, ’ . 

A Bed-fwaruer,euen as bad as chofe " * 

Her. No (by my life) 

Priuy to none of this: how will this erie,.„ 
When you fliall come to clearer knowledp/ 0 ^’ 
You thus haue publifli’d me ? Gentle my 

YoH Sd “ia.ii 6ht °* thro “® hl )'» ,h '".» 

Leo. No:if Imiftake 
In thofe Foundations which I build vp 0n 
The Centre is not biggeenough tobea-e’ 

A Schoolc-Boycs Top. Away with her to P.r 
He who fliall fpeake lor her,is a farre.off o„ i' f ° n: 
But that he fpeakes. 

Her. There’s fomc ill Planet raiones- 
I mud be patient,till the Heauens looke 
Wich an afpedt more fauorable. Good ni v L or j 

lam not prone to weeping (as our Sex 3 fl< ’ 

Commonly are) the want of which vaine dev» 
Perchance fliall dry your pieties: but ] haue 
That boi.or.ble Griafe lodg'd here.whic K b ure „ 

W orfe then T eares dro wne: ’beleech vou nil r r 

With thoughts fo qualifiers your Chari£ * ° 

Shall beft inftru<ft you,mcafure me; andfo 
The Kings will be perform’d. 

Leo . Shall I be heard ? 

^w VH ° U>C th f S° es with me ?’befecchyourHieIi 
My Women may be with me,for you fee ^ 

My plight requires it. Doe not wcepcfgood FooU I 
1 here is no caufc: When you fhall know y out Mifttii 
Ha s deferu’d Prifon,tben abound in Teafes 
As I come out; this Action I now goe on * 

I Is for my better grace. Adieu (my Lord/ 

I neuer wifh’d to fee you forry, now 
I truftl fliall: my Women come,you bauelcaue. 
Leo. Goe,doe our bidding: hence. 

Lord. Befeech your Highnefle call the Queeneaaai, 
Antig .Be cercame what you do(Sir)Ieaftyotirluftic 
1 roue wolence, in the which three great onesfuffer, 
Your Selfc,your Qiieenc,your Sonne, 

Lord. For her (my Lord) 

I dare my life lay downe,and will do’c (Sir) 

Pleafe you t’accept it.chat the Q^ecne is fpotleffe 
I th eyes of Hcauen, and to you (1 meane 
In th:s,which you accufehei,^ 

Hnttg. lfitproue 

Shee s otherwife, He keepe my Stables where 
1 lodge my Wife,lie goe in couples with her: 

Then when 1 feele,«»d fee her,no farther truft her; 

For cuery ynch of Woman in the World, 

I,euery drain of Womans flefli is falfc. 

If fhe be, 

Leo. Hold your peaces. 

Lord. Good my Lord, 

yin tig. jc is for you we fpeake, not for our felues; 
You are abus’d,and by fome putter on, 

That will be damn’d for’t: would I knew the Villaine, 

I woul 
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—uTand-dainne him: be (he honor-flaw’d, 

I vV0U r t, ree daughters: the cldeft is eleuen; 

* nd and the third, nine: and fome flue: 

cll’d cm all: fouitecnc they fhall not fee 

chould not produce faire fflue, 

* Leo. Ceafe, no more ^ 

v fmell this bufinefle with a fence as cold 
J°“ !, dead-mans nofe: but I do fee’t, and feel’c, 

, noufeeledoing thus: and fee wnhall 
rhe Inftntmcnts that fcelc, 

^ Jntig. If it be (o . 

We needenograuetobur,ehoncfty 

There’s not a graine of it, the face to fweeicn 
ifthe whole dungy-earth. 

Leo- What?Iacke I credit ? 

Lord. I had rather you did lackethenl (my Lord) 
Vpon this ground : and more it would content mc 
Tohatie her Honor true, then your fufpition 
Bebiam’dfoi’t how you might. 

Leo. Why what ncede we 
Commune with you ofthis? but rather follow 
Our forcefull inftigation ? Our prerogatiue 
Cals not your Counfailes, but our natural! goodnefle 
Imparts this: which, if you, or ftupified, 

O f feeming fo, in skill, cannot, or will not 
Rellilh a truth, like vs: informe your felues. 

We ncede no more of your aduice: the matter. 

The Ioffe, the gaine,the ord’ringon’t, 

Is all properly ours- 

Antig. Andlwifh(jt;y Liege) 

Youhadonely in your filent iudgement triclc it. 

Without more ouerture. 

Leo. How could that be ? 

Either thou art moft ignorant by age, 
Orthouwcr’tbornea foole : Camillo's flighc 
Added to their Familiarity 

(Which was as grofle, as cuer touch’d conie&ure. 

That lack’d fight onely, nought for approbation 

But onely facing, all other circumftanccs 

Made vp to’th deed) doth pufli-on this proceeding. 

Yet,for a greater confirmation 

(For in an A&e of this importance,’twere 

Moft pitteous to be wilde) I hanc difpatch’d in poll. 

To facred De/pbos , to Hppollo's T cmple, 

Cleomittes and Dion, whom you know 
Qfftuffd-fufficicncy: Now, from the Oracle 
They will bring all, whofe fpirituall counfailc had 
Shall flop, or fpurre mc. Haue I done well f 
Lord. Well done (my Lord.) 

Leo. Though I am fatisfidc, and neede no more 
Then what I know, yet fliall the Oracle 
Giue reft to th’roindes of others; fuch as he 
Whofe ignorant credulitie, will not 
Comevp to th’truth. So haue we thought it good 
rom our free perfon, fhe fliould be confinde, 

.eaft that the treachery of the two, fled hence, 
ieleft her to performe. Come follow vs, 

We arc to fpeake in publique: for this bufineflei 
Willraifc vs all. 

Antig. To laughter, as I take it,’ 

Ifthe good truth, were knowne. Exeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Pautiva, a Gentleman , Gaoler * Emilia . 

Paul. The Keeper of the prifon, call to him : 

Let him h lue knowledge who I am. Good Lady, 

No Court in Europe is too good for thee. 

What doft thou then in prifon ? Now good Sir, 

You know me, do vou not ? 

Gao. For a worthy Lady, 

And one, who much I honour. 

Pan. Pray you then. 

Conduct me to the Queene, 

Gao . I may not (Madam) 

To the contrary I haue exprefle commandment. 

Pan. Here’s a-do, to locke vp honefty & honour from 
Th’accefle of gentle vifitors. Is’t lawfull pray you 
T o fee her Women ? Any of them? Emtlta ? 

Gao . So pleafe you (Madam) 

To put a-part thefe your attendants, I 
Shall bring Emilia forth. 

Pan. I pray now call her : 

With-draw your felues. 

Gao . And Madam, 

I muft be prefcnc at your Conference. 

Pan. Well: be’t fo: prethec. 

Heere’s fuch a-doe, to make no ftaine,a flame. 

As pafles colouring. Deare Gentlewoman, 

How fares our gtacious Lady ? 

Emil. As well as one fo great, and fo forlorne 
May hold together: On her frights, and greefes 
CWhich neuer tender Lady hath borne greater) 

She is, fomething before her time, dcliuer’d. 

Pan. A boy? 

Emil . A daughter, and a goodly babe, 

I ufly, and like to liuc: the C^ueene receiues 
Much comfort iiTt: Sayes, my poore prifoner, 

1 am innocent as you, 

Pau . I dare be fworne: 

Thefe dangerous, vnfafe Lunes i’thTCing,befhrew them: 
He mufl be told on’t, and he fhall : the office 
Becomes a woman beft. lie take’t vpon me. 

If I prouc hony-mouth’d, let my tongue blifter. 

And neuer to my red-look'd Anger bee 
The Trumpet any more : pray you ( Emilia ) 

Commend my beft obedience to the Qjjeenc, 

If fhe dares trufl mc wich her little babe. 

Tie fhe w’t the King, and vndertake to bee 
Her Aduocate to th’lowd'ft. We do not know 
How he may fofren at the fight o’th’Childc: 

The filcncc often of pure innocence 
Perfwadcs, when fpeaking failes« 

Emil. Moft worthy Madam, 
your honor, and your goodnefle is fo euident,. 

That your free vndertaking cannot mifle 
A thriuing yflue: there is no Lady liuing 
So mcete for this great errand ; pleafe your Ladifliip 
Tovifitthc next roome, Ueprefcnrly 
Acqu.iint the Queene of your moft noble offer. 

Who, but to day hammered ofthis defigne. 

But durft not tempt a minifter of honour 
Leaft fhe fhould be dcnyM. 

Pan 
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Paul. Tell her {Emilia) 
lie vfc that tongue I hauc : If wit flow from’c 
As boldncffe from my bofomc, le’t not be doubted 
Khali do good, 

Emil . Nowbe youbleftforit. 
lie to theQueene: pleale you*cooic fomething neerer# 
Gao. Madam, it’t pleafc the Queene to lend the babe, 
I know not vvhac I fhall incurre, topafleit, 

Hauing no warrant. 

Pah. Youncede notfeareit (fir) 

This Childc was prifoner to the wombe, and is 
By Law and proccflc of great Nature^ thence 
Freehand enfranchis’d, not a parti^to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of 
(Ifanybe) the trcfpaflc of the Queene. 

Gao. I do bclceuc it. 

Paul. Do not you feare : vpon mine honor, 1 1 
Will ftand betwixt you, and danger. Exeunt 


Scam Tertia. 


Enter Leentes, Servants, Paulina, Avt/gonus, 
and Lords. 

Leo. Nor night, nor day, no reft: It is but weaknefle 
To beare the matter thus: meerc weaknefle, if 
The caufe were not in being: part o’ch'caufe. 

She, th’Adultrefle; for the harlot-King 
Is quite beyond mine Arme, out of the blanke 
And leuell of my braine: plot-proofe :but (lice. 


I can hooketo me : fay that fhe were gone, 

Giuen to the fire, a moity of my reft 
Might come to me agalnc. Whole there ? 

Ser. My Lord. 

Leo* How do’s the boy ? 

Ser, He tookc good reft to night: ’tis hop’d 
Hisfickneflc is difchargM. 

. Leo. TofcchisNoblcncflc, 

Conceyuing the difhonour of his Mother.’ 

He ftraight declin’d, droop’d, tcoke it deeply, 

Faftcn’d, and fix’d the (hame on't in him felfe: 
Threw-offhis Spirit, his Appetite, his Slccpc, 

And down-right languifli’d. Lcaue me folcly; goe. 
Sec how he fares: Fie, fie, no thought of him. 

The very thought of my Rcucnges chat way 
Recoyk vpon me : in himfclfe too roightie. 

And in his parties, his Alliance; Let him be, 

Vntilla time may ferue. For prefent vengeance 
Take it on her: Camillo § and Polixenes 
Laugh at me: make their paftimcatmy forrow: 

They fhould not laugh, if I could reach them, nor 
Shall Hie, within my powre. 

Enter Paulina . 

Lord. Youmuft notenter. 

Paul. Nay rather (good my Lords) be fecond to me : 
Fearcyou his tyrannous pafsion more (alas) 

Then rheQueenes life ? A gracious innocent foulc. 

More free, then he is icalous. 

Anttg. That’s enough. 

Ser. Madam; he hath not flepe to night, commanded 
None fhould come at him. 

Pah. Not fo hoc (good Sir) 

I come to bring him fleepe. ’Tis filch as you 


That crcepc like (badowes by him, andd^n^ 

At each his needlcffe hcauings : fuch as you I * * * 5 
Nourifh the caufe of his awaking. X 
£>o come with words, as medicinal!, as true • 
(Honcft, as either;) to purge him of chathum or 
That preffes him from f.cepc. r> * 

Let. Who noyfe there, hoc ? 

No noyle (my Lord) but needfull conf 
About fome Golsips for your Highneffe. Crencc i 

Lto. How? 

Away with that audacious Lady, Antioonut 
I charg’d thee that flic Ibould not come about m 
I knew (be would. 

Ant. I told her fo (my Lord) 

On your difpleafurcs perill, and on mine, 
Shefhould noevifityou. 

Lea. What? canft not rule her? 

Paul. From all difhoneftie he can : in this 
(Vnlcffc he take the courfe that you hauc done) 
Commit me, for committing honor, truft it 
He (ball not rule me: 

■Ant. I,a-younow,youheare, 

When (be will take the raine,I let her run 
But fhee’l not Bumble. 

Paul. Good my Liege,I come: 

And I befecchyouheareme,whoprofe(Tes 
My felfe your loyallSeruant, your Phyfitian 

Your moft obcdienc Counfailor: yet tliat dares 
Lefle appearc fo, in comforting your Euillcs 
Then fuch as mofl feeme yours. 1 lay, I come 
Ftpm your good Queene. 

Leo. Good Queene ? 

Paul. Good Queene (my Lord)good Queens 
I fay good Queene, 

And would by combate, make her good fo, were I 
A man, the word about you. 

Leo. force her hence. 

Pm. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes 

Firft hand me: on mine o wne accord. He off 
B ;t firft, lie do my errand. The good Queene 
(For (be is good) hach brought you forth a daughter 
Hcere ’tis; Commends it to your blefsing. * 

Leo. Out: 

A tmnkinde Witch ? Hence with her, out o’dore: 

A mod intelligencing bawd, 

Paul. Notfo: 

I am as ignorant in that, as you, 

In fo entitling me : and no lefle honeft 
Then you arc mad: which is enough, lie warrant 
(As this world goes) to paffe for honeft: 

Leo. Traitors ; 

Will you not pu(b her out ? Giue her the Ballard, 
i hou dotard, thou art woman-tyr’d : vnroofled 
By thy dame Part let hecre. T ake vp the Baftard, 
Take’t vp, I fay: giue’t to thy Croane. 

Paul. Foreuer 

Vnvencrablebe thy hands, if thou 
Tak’ft vp the PrincdTc, by that forced bafeneffe 
Which he ha’s put vpon’t. 

Leo. He dreads his Wife. 

Paul. So I would you did : then’t were pad all doubt 
Youl’d call your children, yours. 

Leo. Aneft of Traitors. 

Ant. lain none, by this good light. 

Pau. Nor I: nor any 
But one that’s heere: and that’s himfclfe: for he, 
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—y _ re 4 Honor of himfclfe,his Qoeenes, 

Sonnes, his Babes.betraycs to Slander, 
tfis W <!„ is 'harper then the Swords; and will not 

VVb0l Ithcc g arcnow P ftands,itisaCurfe 

(^“ notbccompeU’d coo’t) once remoue 
Sot of his Opinion,which is rotten, 

JcucrOake.or Scone was found. 

f w ’ jt^loneue, who late hath beat her Husband, 
^Twtyts^: This Brat is none of mine, 

A? , „ r/r ue of Polixenes, 

Ke with it,and together with the Dam, 

£ 0 „,mic them to the fire. 

. ^ihSw^hyth’dd Proucrb to your charge, 
fl.keyou/cis the worfe. Behold (my Lords) 
though the Print be little,the whole Matter 
K A roDPV of the Father: (Eyc.Nofc.Lippc, 

The trick of’s Frowne, his Fore-head, nay,the Valley, 

rhe nrettv dimples of his Chm,and Cheeke; his Smiles: 

The very Mold,and frame of Hand,Nayle,Finger.) 

! n j .Hou oooilGoddeffe Nature,which haft made it 
So like to him that got it,if thou haft 
jheoidcring of the Mind too, inongft all Colours 
No Yellow in’c,lca(l (be fufpea,as he do’s, 
HfrChildren,n° c her Husbands. 

Leo. A groffc Hagge : 

And Lozcll, thou art worthy to be hang d. 

That wilt not ftay her Tongue. 

Antig. Hang all the Husbands 
That cannot doe that Fcat,you’le lcaue your felfe 
Hardly oneSnbieft 
Leo. Once more take her hence. 

Paul. A moft vnworthy,and vnnaturall Lord 
Can doe no more. 

Leo. lie ha’thee burnt. 

Paul. I care not: 

[t is an Herertquc that makes the fire. 

Not flic which’burnes in t. lie not call you Tyrant: 

But this moft crucll vfage of your Queene 

(Not able to produce more sccufation 

Thenyour ovvn'c weake-hindg’d Fancy)fomthing fauors 

Of Tyrannic,and will ignoble make you. 

Yea,fcandalous to the World. 


Let. Oi.your Allegeance, 

Out of the Chamber with her. Werel a Tyrant, 

Where were her life? (Ire durft not call me fo. 

If (he did know me one. Away with her. 

Paul. I pray you doe not pu(h me,lie be gone. 
Lookc to your Babe(my Lord)’tis yours:/<?«e fend her 
A better guiding Spirit. What needs thefe hands? 

You that arc thus fo tender o’re his Follyes, 

Will neuer doe him good,noc one of you, 

So,fo: Farewell,we are gone. Exit. 

Leo. Thou(Traytor)haft fet on thy Wifeto this. 

My Child? away wich’c ? euen thou,that haft 
A heart fo tender o’re it, take it hence. 

And fee it inftantly confum’d with fire. 

Euen thou,and none but thou.Take it vp ftraighu 
Within this houre bring me word ’tis done, 

(And by good teftimonie) or lie feize thy life, 

With whac thoi) elfe call’ft thine: if thou refufc, 

And wilt encounter with my Wrath, fay fo; 

1 he Baftard-brayncs with thefe my proper hands 
Shall I dalb out, Goc.take it to the fire, 

For thou fett’ft on thy Wife. 


Antig. I did not, Sir: 

Thefe Lords,my Noble Fellowes.if they pleafe, 

Can cleare me in’t. 

Lords. We can: my Roy all Liege, 

He is not guiltie of her comroing hither. 

Leo. You’re lyers all. 

Lord, BefeechyourHighnefle,giuevsbettercredit: 
We hauc alwayes truly feru’d you,and befeech’ 

So to eftceme of vs : and on our knees wc begge, 

(As rccompcncc of our dcare feruices 

Paft,and to come) that you doe change this purpofe. 

Which being fo horrible,fo bloody,muft 

Lead on to fome foulclflue. We all knee! e. 

Leo. lama Feather for each W ind that blows : 

Shall I hue on .to fee this Baftard kneele, 

And call me Father ? better burne it now. 

Then curfe it then. But be it: let it Hue. 

It (ball not neyther. You Sir,come you hither: 

You that haue beene fo tenderly officious 
With Lady 'JMargerte, your Mid-wife there. 

To faue this Baftards life; for ’tis a Baftard, 

So fare as this Beard s gray. What will you aduenture, 

To faue this Brats life ? 

Antig. Any thing (my Lord) 

That my abilitie may vndergoc, 

And Nobleneffc impofe: at leaft thus much; 
Ilepawnethe little blood which I haue left, 

To faue the I nnocent : any thing poffible. 

Leo. It (hall be pofliblc: Swearc by this Sword 
Thou wilt pet forme my bidding. 

Antig. I will (my Lord.) 

Z.f«/Markc,and performe it: feeft thou^for the faile 
Of any point in’t, (ball not onely be 
Deach co thy fclfe,but to thy lewd-tongu’d Wife, 
(Whom for this time wc pardon) We cnieyne thee. 

As thou art Liege-man to vs.that thou carry 
This female Baftard hence,and that thou beare it 
To fome remote and defart place,quite ouc 
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leaue it 
(Without more mercy) to it owne protection. 

And fauour of the Clin^ate: as by ftrange fortune 
It came to vs,t doe in Iuftice charge thee, 

On thy Soules perill,and thy Bodyes torture, 

That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place, 

Where Chance may nurfe,or end it: take it vp. 

Antig. I fwcarc to doc this: though a preient death 
Had beene more mercifull. Come on (poore Babe) 
Some powerfull Spirit inftruCt the Kytcs and Rauens 
To be thy Nurfes. Wolues and Beares.thcy fay, 
(Cafting their fauageneffc afide)haue done 
Like offices of Pitty. Sir,be profperous 
In more then this deed do’s require; and Blefling 
Againft this Crueltie, fight on thy fide 
(PooreThing,condemn’d to Ioffe.) Exit. 

Leo. No: lie not reare 
Another* Iffue. Enter a Servant. 

Seru. Pleafe’your Highneffe,Pofts 
From thofe you fent to th*Oracle,are come 
An houre fince: Cleomines and Dion, 

Being well arriu’d from Dclphos,are both landed* 
Hafting to th’ Court. 

Lord. So pleafe you (Sir)thcir fpeed 
Hath beene beyond accompt. 

Leo, Twentic three dayes 

1 They haue beene abfent:*tis good fpeed: fore-tells 

•The great Apollo fuddcnly will baue 
I The 








































































The truth of thisappeate : Prepare you Lords, 
Summon a Sc{fion,that we may arraigue 
Our moft difloyall Lady : for as fhe hath 
Been publikely accus’d, fo fhall {he haue 
Aiuft and open Triall. While fhc liues, 

My heart will be a burthen to me. Lcaue me, 
And thinke vpon my bidding. Exeunt. 
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Enter Chomines and T)ion . 

Cleo, The Clymat’s delicate,the Ayre moft fvvece, 
Fercile the I lie, the Temple much furpaflmg 
The common prayie it bcarcs. 

Dion. I (lull report. 

For moft it caught me,the Celeftiall Habits, 

(Me thinkes I fo fhould terme them) and the reuerencc 
Of the graue Wearers, 0,the Sacrifice, 

How ceremonious,foIemne,cnd vn-cartldy 
It was i’cn’Offring? 

Cleo . But of all t ihc burft 
And the eare-deaff' ning Voycc o’th’Oricle, 

Kin to Iones Thunder,fo iurpriz d my Sence, 

That I was nothing, 

Dio. If th’euenc o’ch’Iourney 
Proue as fnccefiefull to the Queene (O be’e lo) 

As it hath becne to vs.rare^lcafant/pccdic. 

The time is worth the vfe on’c, 

Cleo . Great Apollo 

Turneall to th’bcft: chcfe Proclamations, 

So forcing faults vpon Hermione y 
I little like. 

Dio. The violent carriage of it 
Will c!eare,or end the Bufinerte, when the Oracle 
(Thus by Apollo's great Diuinc feafd vpj 
Shall tue Contents diicouer: fomcthing rare 
Euen then will rufh to knowledge. Goc: frefh Horfcj, 
And gracious be the ifluc. Exeunt. 



Enter Leontet, Lords , Officers: Hermrone (as to her 
Triall) Ladies: Chomines ,D ion. 

Leo . This 5e(Tbns(to.our great griefe we pronounce) 
Eucn putties ’gamft our heart. The parcie try’d. 

The Daughter of a King,our Wife,and ©nc 
Ofvs too much belou'd. Let vs be clear'd 
, Of being tyrannous,fince wc fo openly 
Proceed in IufticeAvhich fhall haue due courfc, 

Eucn to the Guilt,or the Purgation : 

Produce the Prifoner. 

Officer. It is his Highncfie plcafure,that the Queene 
Apoeare in perfon,here in Court. Silence. 

Leo. Reade the Irid iitmenc. 

^ Officer. Hermionc, Qnccne to the worthy Lcontc % y King 
ofStalta. thou art here accufcd and arraigned of High Trea~ 
fon,$ncommitting Adultery with Pplixenes KtngofBohemia, 


andconning with Camillo to take theffif'T'- 
raigncLord the Kingly Roy ail Htuband: th*j,fil^ 0KfS 
betHg by circumjlancespartly Uyd open yhouCH. **?**!>< 
trary to the Faith and AUegeance of a 
fade and ayde them for their better fafetif , 

N'ght. JJ e > 

Her. Since wlm I am to fay.mufi be but t, 
Which contradidfs my Accufation.and lhat 
The teftimonic on my part.no other 
But what comes from my felfe.it fhall fcatceb 
To fay.Not guiltie: mine Integritie ° ot H)e 

Being counted Falfehood,lhall(as I expreffe ;.\ 

Be fo receiu d. Eut thus,if Powres Di U j ne J 
Behold our humane Adlions (as they doe) 

I doubt not thcn,but Innocence {ball ma k e 
Falfe Accufation bIufh,and.Tyrannic 
Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord )brft u 
(Whom leaft will feeme to doe Co) my pa ft ]:r° W 
Hath becne as continences chafte,as{r ue ' 

As I am now vnhappy; which is more * 

T hen Hiftoriecan pattcrne.thoughdeuis’d 
And play’d.totake Spctfators. For behold m, 

A Fellow of the Royal! Bed.which owe ’ 

A Moitie of the Throne: a great Kings DauoH 
1 he Mother to a hopefull Prince.hcre flandinf' ’ 
To prate and talke for Life,and Honor,f ore “ 

Who pleafe to come,and hcare. For Life J prix.- 
As I weigh Gnefe(which I would foaieAfarw 
‘Tisa deriuatiue from me to mine, J ° nor > 
And onely that I Band for. I appeaic 
To your ownc Confcicnce (Sir) before Polixents 
Came to your Courtjiow I was in your grace 
How merited to be fo: Since he came, & * ’ 
With what encounter fovneurrant, I * 

Haue ftrayn d t appearc thus; if one iot beyond 
The bound of Honor,or in a<ft,or will 
That way enclining, hardned be the hearts 
Of all that heare mc,and my nccr’ft of Kin 
Cry fie vpon my Graue, 

Leo. I neVe heard yet. 

That any of theie bolder Vices wanted 
Leflc Impudence to gainc-fay what they JiJ, 

Then to performc it firft. 

Her. That’s true enough. 

Though 'tis a faying(Sir) not due to me. 

Leo. You wilf not ownc it. 

Her. More then Miftreflc of. 

Which comes to me in name cf Fault J muft not 
At all acknowledge. For Folixencs 
(With whom I am accus’d) I doe confefie 
I lou d him,as in Honor he required : 

With fuch a kind of Louc,as might become 
A Lady like me; with a Loue,euen fuch. 

So,and no other,as your felfe commanded: 

Which,not to haue done,! thinke had been in me 
BothDifobediencc.and Ingratitude 
To you,and toward your Friend,whofe Louehadfpc 
Eucn fince it could fpeake,from an Infaac,freely, 

That it was yours. Now for Confpiracie, 

I know not how it taftes,though it be difh’d 
For me to try how : All I know of it, 

Js,thac Camillo W3s an honeft man; 

And why he left your Court,the Gods themfelucs 
(Wotting no more then I) are ignorant. 

Leo. You knew of his departure,as you know 
What you hauerndcrta'ne to doe in’s abfence. 

Her. 
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^ ir ’ranswgc that Irnderftandnot: 
tend* in thelcucll of yburDreames, 

% V ji c Jay downe. 

Your Anions are my Dreames. 
u ‘ J, Raftard by Tolixenes, 

5 dream’d it: As you were paft all fhame, 

r vo urFa6I are fo)fo paft all truth; 

0 L nv concernes more then auailcs: for as 
Wh Rf it hath been caft out,like to it felfe, 

? o y Fatherovvningit(wHich.s indeed 

r minall in thee,then it) fo thou 
ck°it feelc dur iuftice; in whofe eafieft paflage, 

Sefor no lcffc then death. 

^°u Sir fpa r e your Threats: 
rJteaee which you wodd fright me with,I fecke: 

J." 'SIn Life be no commodicie; 
rhecrowneand comfort of my Life(yourFauor) 

Jjoegmeloft,fori docfeelcit gone 

Rut know not how it went. My fecond Joy, 
a dfitft Fruits of my body,from his pretence^ 

, m har’d like one infectious. My third comfort 
id moft vnluckily) is from my breaft 
The innocent milke in it moft innocent mouth) 

Hd’d out to murther. My felfe on eucry Poft 
Prodaym’d a Strumpet: With immodeft hatred 
The Child-bed pviuiledgedeny’d, which longs 
To Women of all faftnon. Laftiy,hurried 
Here to this place,i’th’ open ayre,before 
I haue got ftrength of limit. Now(n.y Liege) 

Tell me what bleiTings I haue here aliue, 

Thatl (hould feare to die ? Therefore proceed: 

But yet heare this: mi ftak erne not: no Life, 

(I prize it not a ftraw) but for mine Honor, 

Which I would free: if I fhall be condemn’d 
Vpon furmizes (all proofes fleeping elfe. 

But what your Icaloulies awake) I tell you 
TisRig°r.and not Law Your Honors all, 

I doe referre me to the Oracle: 

/pile be my Iudge. 

lord. This your requeft 
I»altogether iuft: therefore bring forth 
(And in AfoHds Name) his Oracle. 

Her. The Emperor ofRuflia was my Father. 

Oh that he were aliue,and here beholding 
His Daughters Tryall: that he did but fee 
Theflatnefic of my miferic; yet with eyes 
OfPitty.not Rcuengc. 

Officer. You here flial fweare vpon this Sword of Iuftice, 
That you ( Cleomines and Dim) haue 
Been both at Delphos.and from thence haue brought 
This feal’d-vp Oracle.by the Hand deliucr’d 
Of great jSpoHo’s Prieft; and that fince then. 

You haue not dat’d to breakc the holy Scale, 

Nor read the Secrets in’t. 

Cleo Dio . All this vve fweare. 

Leo. Breake vp the Seales.and read. 

Officer. Hermione u chaff, Polixenes bhmelefife, Camillo 
a true Subieci, Leontes a iealotts Tyrant, his innocent "Babe 
truly begotten, and the King fhall litte without an Heire,if that 
which u lojf.be not found. 

Lords. Now bleffcd be the great JpoHe. 

Her. Prayfed. 

Leo. Haft thou read truth ? 

Offic. I (my Lord) euen fo 9$ it is here fet downe. 

Leo, There is no truth at all i’th'Oracle: 


The Seftiotis fhall proceed: this is meerc falfehood. 

Str. My Lord the King.: the King i 
Leo. Whatisthebufinefle? 

Ser. O Sir,I fhall be hated to report it. 

The Prince your Sonne,with mcere conceit.and fcarc 
Of the Queencs fpeed,is gone. 

Leo. How? gone? 

Ser. Is dead. 

Leo. ytpollo's angry,and theHeauens themfelucs 
Doe ftaike at my Iniuftice. How now there ? 

/W.This’newes is mortall to the QueenejLook downe 
And fee what Death is doing. 

Leo. Take her hence: 

Her heart is but o’re-charg’d : {he will recouer. 

I haue too much belceu’d mine ownc fufpition: 

’Bcfeech you tenderly apply to her 
Some remedies for life. Hpollo pardon 
My great prophanencfle’gainft thine Oracle, 
lie reconcile me to Tolixenes , 

New woe my Quecne, recall the good Camillo 
(Whom I proclaime a man of T ruth,of Mercy:) 

For being tranfported by my Iealoulies 
To bloody thoughts,and to reuengc,I chofc 
(fiamille for the minifter,topoyfon 
My friend Tolixenes: which had been done. 

But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My fwift command : though I with Death,and with 
Reward.did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it,and being done: he(moft humane. 

And fill’d with Honor) to my Kingly Gucft 
Vnclafp’d my pra&ife,quit his fortunes here 
(Which you knew great) and to the hazard 
Of all Incertainties,himfelfe commended, 

No richer then his Honor: How he glifters 
Through my Ruft? and how his Pietie 
Do’s my deeds make the blacker ? 

Paul. Woe the while: 

O cut my Lace,leaft my hcart(cracking it) 

Breaketoo. o 

Lord. What fit is this?good Lady? 

Paul. What ftudied torments(Tyraor)haftfor me? 
What Wheeles?Racks?Fires? What flaying?boyling? 

In Leads,or Oylcs ? What old,or newer Torture 
Muft I receiue?whofe cuery word deferues 
To tafte of thy moft worft. ThyTyranny 
(Together working with thy Tcaloufie9, 

Fancies too weakefoT Boyes,too grecno and idle 
For Girlcs of Nine) O thinke what they haue done. 

And then run mad indeed: ftarke-mad: for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but fpices of it. 

That thou betrayed’ft^ > o//Areww,’twas nothing, 

(That did but fhew thee,of a Foolc,inconftant, 

And damnable ingratefull:) Nor was’t much. 

Thou would’ft haue poyfon’d good (fiamtHo's Honor, 

To haue him kill a King: poore Trefpafles, 
Moremonftrous Banding by: whereof I reckon 
The calling forth to Crowes,thy Baby-daughter, 

To be or none,or little; though aDeuill 
Would haue fhed water out of fire,ere dofi’c: 

Nor is’t diredfly layd to thee, the death 
Of the young Prince, whofe honorable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender)cleft the heart 
That could conceiuc a grofle and foolifti Sire 
Blemifh’d his gracious Dam: this is not,no, 

Layd to thy anfwere: but the laft: O Lords, 

When I haue faid,cry woe: the Qjteene,the Queene, 

The} 
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Not drop'ddowncyet* at0rC ** vcn g can *c &ti 
Lord. The higher powres forbid. 

Pm. I fay (he’s dead: lie fwear’c. Ifword,noro a th 
Preuailc not, go and fee: if you can bring 
Tm&ure, orluftre in her lip, her eye 
Hcatc outwardly, or breath within, lie ferue you 
As I would do the God*. But, O thou Tyrant, 

Do not repent thefe things, for they are heauicr 
Then a Ithy woes can ftirre: therefore betake thee 
To nothing but difpaire. A thoufand knees. 

Ten thoufand yeares together, naked, fading, 
v pon a barren Mountainc, and dill Winter 
In ftorme perpetuall, could not moue theGods 
To lookc that way thou wer’e. 

Leo, Goon, goon: 

Thou canft not fpcake too much, I hauc deferu’d 
All tongues to talke their bittreft. 

Lord. Say no more; 

How ere the bufinefle goes, you hauc made fault 
I th boldncflc of your fpeech. 

Pm. I am forry for’t; 

All faults I make, when I fhall come to know them 

I do repent: Alas, I hauc fhew’d too much 

The raftinefle or a woman : be is touche 

Toth Noble heart. What’* gone, and what’s paft helpc 

Should be paftgreefc: Don&t recciueaffli&ion 

At my petition $ I bcleech you, rather 

Let mebepumfh d, that haue minded you 

Of what you fhould forget. Now (good my Liege) 

Sir, Royall Sir, forgiue a foolifh woman; 

The loue 1 bore your Qyeenc (Lo, foole againe) 

He fpeakc of her no more, nor of your Children: 
lie not remember you of my ownc Lord, 

(Who is loft too:) take yourpatience to you. 

And He fay nothing. 

Leo. Thou didftfpeake but well. 

When mod the truth: which 1 rcceyue much better, 
Then to be pittied of thee. Prethce bring me 
T o the dead bodies of my Q^eene, and Sonne, 

One graue lhall be for both: Vpon them flrall 

The caufes of their death appeare (vnto 

Our fhame perpetuall) once a day,lie yifit 

The Chappell where they lye, and teares flied there 

Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature 

Will beare vp with this exercife, fo long 

I dayly vow to vfe it. Conic, and lcade me 

T o thefe forro wcs. Exeunt 


Scana Tertia. 


Enter Antijronur, a CMarriner, 'Bate, Sbeepe- 
\heard, and Clewne. 

slut .Thou art perfeft then, our fbip hath toucht vpon 
The Defarts of Bohemia. 

tJllar. I (my Lord) and feare 
Vv e hauc Landed in ill time: the skies lookc grimly, 
i And threaten prefent bluftcrs. In my confcicnce * 

1 The heauens with that we hauc in hand, areangry, 

I - And frownc vpon’s. 

Sint. Their facrcd wil’s be done: go get a-boord, 
Lookc to thy barke,Ile not be long before 


I call vpon thceJ ~~ -—, 

Mar. Make your befthafle, and go not 

Too-farrei’th Land: tisliketobe lowd Jl l 
B cfides this place is famous for the Creature^’ 
Of prey, that keepe vpon’t, re * 

sinttg. Go thou away, 
lie follow inftantly. 

tJMar. I am glad at heart 
To be fo ridde o’th bufinefle. 

Ant. Come, poore babe; 1 

I haue heard (but not beleeu’d) the Spirit* , 
May walkc againe: iffuch thing be, thv ^ 

Appear’d to me laft ni ght: for ne’re was drea 

So like awaking. To me comes a creature ^ 

Sometimes her head on one fide, fome ann,k 
I neuer faw a vcffell of like forrow 
So fill’d, and fo becomming: in pure whir*, n l 
L ike very fan&ity (be did approach ^° bes 

My Cabine where I lay: thrice bow’d before 
And (gafping to begin fome fpeech) her eves 
Became two fpouts; the furie fpent, anon 
Did this breake from her. Good Ant bonus 
Since Fate(againft thy better difpofition) ’ 

Hath made thy perfon for the Thower-out 
Ot my poore babe, according to thine oath 
Places remote enough arc in Bohemia , * 

There weepe and leaueit crying; and for the babe 
Is counted loft for eucr, Perdita c 

I prethce call’t: For this vngcntlc bufinefle 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne’rc (halt fee 
Thy Wife Paulina more: and fo, with Ihrickes 
Slic melted into Ayre. Affrighted much, 

I did in time colle<ft my fclfc, and thought 
This was fo, and no Humber: Dreames, arc toyes 
Yet for this once, yea fuperftitioufly, * 

I will be fquar’d by this. I do beleeue 
Herr,none hath fuffer’d death, and that 
Apollo would (this being indeede theifTue 
Of King Polixenes) it Ihould hecrc be laide 
(Either for life, or death) vpon the earth 
Ofit’s rightFethcr. Blofromc,fpcedtheewell, 
There lye, and there thy charraffer: there thefe, 
Which may if Fortune pleafe, both breed thee (pretty) 
And fiill reft thine. The ftorme bcginnes,poorewretcli 
That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos'd 
To Ioffe, and what may follow. Weepe I cannot, 

But my heart blccdes: and moft accurft am I 
To be by oath cnioyn’d co this. Farewell, 

The day frownes more and more: thou’rt like to haue 

A lullabic too rough : I neuer faw 

The heauens fo dim,by day. A fauage clamor? 

Well may I get a-boord: This.is the Chace, 

Iiam gonefor euer. Exit purfued Ijtfm. 

Shep. I would there were no age betwecnc ten and 
three and twenty, or that youth would fleep out the reft 
for there is nothing (in the betweene) but getting wen¬ 
ches with childe, wronging the Auncicntry, Sealing, 
fighting, hearke you now: would any but thefe boyldc- 
braines of nincteenc, and two and twenty hunt this wea¬ 
ther ? They haue fcarr’d away two of my beft Sheepe, 
which I feare the Wolfe will fooner findeithcn the Mai- 
fter; if any where I haue them, ’tis by the fca-fide, brou- 
zingofluy. Good-lucke(and’t be thy will) whathaue 
wc heere ? Mercy on’s, a Barne ? A very pretty barne; A 
boy, or a Childe I wonder ? (A pretty one, a verie prettie 
one) fare fome Scape $ Though I am not bookifh, yeti 

ran 


can 
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„ 'T 'Waitine-Gentlewoman in the fcape: this has 
( jnrea de «^ rc ^ or ke, fome Trunke-worke,fome be- 
beeflt ; ore worke : they were warmer that got. this, 
tlinde vf*.°ooore Thing i* heere. lie take it vp for pity,yet 
then cnep f onnc co mc: he hallow’d but euen now. 
j| c tarry tin / 

^(,0,-ho-hoa. 

Enter Clowne. 

^hat ?Irt fo neere ? If thou’lt fee a thing t© 
. wh-n thou art dead and rotten, come hither : 
urivi'ft thou, man? 

w ' a ^ J haue feene two fuch fights, by Sea & by Land: 
Jr am not to fay it is a Sea, for it is now the side be- 
tvvixtthc Firmament and it, you cannot thrult a bodkins 

p °cL. Why boy, how is it ? 

Chi would you did but fee how it chafes,how it ra- 
bow it takes vp the fhore,but that's not to the point: 
oh' the moft pitteous cry of the poore foulcs 5 fomctimcs 
fee ’em, and not to fee'em :Now the Shippc boaring 
TeMoonc with her maincMaft, and anon [wallowed 
y ith y C ft and froth, as yould chruft a Corke into a hogf- 
head. And then for the Land-feruice, co fee how the 
Beare tore out his (boulder-bone, how hecridetomec 
forhelpe, and faid his name was jintigoruu^ Nobleman: 
gutto make an end of the Ship, to fee how thcSeaflap- 
drain’d it: but firft, how the poore foules roared, and 
thefea mock’d chem:and how thepoorcGentleman roa¬ 
red and the Beare mock’d him, both roaring lowdcr 
then the fea, or weather. 

Skef. Name of mercy, when was this boy ? 

Clo. Now, now: I haue not wink’d fince I fawthefc 
fights: the men are not yet cold vnder water, nor the 
Bearehalfedin’d on the Gentleman: he’s at it now. * 1 * * * * 
Shep Would I had bin by, to haue help’d the olde 
n. 

Clo. I would you had beene by the fhipflde, to hauc 
help’d herjthere your charity would haue lack'd footing. 

Shop. Heauy matters,heauy matters: but lookethee 
me boy. Now blefle thy fclfe: thou met’ft with things 
dying,I with things new borne Here*s a fight for thee: 
Lookc thee, a bearing-doath for a Squires childe: lookc 
theehccrc, take vp, take vp(Boy:)opcn’t: fo, let’s fee,it 
was told me I fhould be rich by the Fairies. This is fome 
Changeling : open’t: what’s within,boy ? 

Clo . You're a madoldcman: Ifchcfinnes of your 
\touth are foremen you, you’re well to hue. Goldc, all 
Gold. 

Shep. This is Faiery Gold boy, and’twill proucfo:vp 
with’t,keepe it clofe: home, home, the next way. We 
areluckie(boy)andto bee fo ftill requires nothing but 
fecrecie. Let my flieepe go: Come (good boy^thc next 
my home. 

^ Clo. Go you the next way with your Findings, lie go 
fee if the Beare bee gone from the Gentleman, and how 
much he hath eaten: they arc neuer curft but when they 
arc hungry : if there be any of him lefr,Iie bury it. 

Shep. That s a good deed ; ifthou mayeft difeerne by 
t at which is lett of him, what he is, fetch me to th’figbt 
of him. & 

, , ’ Marr y will I: and you fliall hclpe to put him 

in ground. f 1 

Shep. ’Tis a lucky day, boy, and weo’l do good deeds 

* Exeunt 


*ABus Quartus. Sccna Trima. 


Enter Time , the Cbwm. 

Time . I chat pleafe fome, try all; both ioy and terror 
Of good, and bad: that makes, and vnfo’Ids error. 

Now take vpon me (in the name of Time) 

To vfc my wings: Impute it not a crime 
To me, or my fwife paffage, that I Aide 
Orefixteeneyeercs,and leaue the growth vntriefe 
Of that wide gap, fince it is in my powre 
To ©rethrow Law, and in one felfc*borne howre 
To plant, and ore-whelmeCuftome. Letmepaflc 
The fame I am, ere angient’ft Order was, 

Or what is now rcceiu'd. I witneffe to 
1 The times that brought them in, fo lhall I do 
To th’frefiieft things now reigning, and make ftale 
The glittering of this prcfcnt,as my Tale 
Now feemes to it: yourpatience this allowing, 

I turnemy glaffe, and giuemy Scene fuch growing 
As yoii had flept betweene: Leontes leauing 
Th'effc&s of his fond iealoufies, fo grfceuing 
That he fhuts vp himfelfe. Imagine me 
(GcntleSpeftators) that I now may be 
In fairc Bohemia, and remember well, 

I mentioned a lonneo’ch’Kings, which Florizell 
I now name to you: and with fpeedfo pace 
To fpeake of Perdita ,now grownc in grace 
( Equall with wondering. What, of her inlues 
I lift not prophefie: but let Times newes 
Be knownc when ’tis brought forth-A fhepherds daugh- 
And what to her adheres, which followes after, (ter 
Is th'argumcnt ofTime: of this allow, 

Ifcuer you haue (pent time worfe, ere now: 

Ifneuer,yet that Time himfelfe doth fay. 

He wifhes carncftly, you neuer may. Exit. 


Seen a Secnnda. 


Enter Tolixenes, and CamiHo . 

Pol. I pray thee (good Camillo) be no more importu¬ 
nate:’tis a fickneffe denying thee any thing: a death to 
grant this. 

Cam . Itisfifteene yceres fince I faw my Countrey: 
though I haue (for the moft part) bin ayred abroad,I de¬ 
fire to lay my bones there. Befides, the penitent King 
(my Mafter) hath lent for me, to whole feeling forrowes 

I might be fome allay, or I oreweenc to thinkc fo) which 

is another fpurre to my departure. 

Pol . As thou lou’ft me (j^dmille) wipe not out the reft 

of thy fcruices, by leauing me now : the neede I haue of 

thee, thine owne.'goodneflc hath made: better not to 
haue had thee, then thus to want thee,thou hauing made 
me BufinefTes, (which none (without thee) can fuffici- 
ently manage) muft either ftay to execute them rhy fclfc, 
or take away with thee the very feruices thou haft done: 
whichifl haue not enough confidercd (as coo much I 
cannot) co bee more thankcfull to thee, fhall bee my ftu- 
dic, and my profice therein, the heaping frienrifhippes. 
Of that fatall Countrey Sicillia, prethce lpeakc no more, 
whole very naming,punnifhes me with the remembrance 
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of that penitent (as thou calft him) and reconciled King 
my brother, whofc Ioffe of his moft precious Queenc & 
Children, are cuen now to be a-frefh lamented. Say to 
roc, when faw’ft thou the Prince Florizxll my fon ? Kings 
are no lefle vnhappy, their i flue,not being gracious then 
they arc in loofing them, when they haue approued their 
Vertues. 

Cam . Sir, it is three dayes fince I faw the Prince: what 
his happier affayres may be, arc to me vnknownc : but 1 
haue(mifsingly) noted, he is ot late much retyred from 
Court, and is Idle frequent to his Princely cxercilcs then 
foimerly he hath appeared. 

Pol . 1 haue considered fo much (£amjllo) and with 
Come care, fo farre, that I haue eyes vnder my fcruice, 
which looke vpon his remouednefle: from whom I haue 
this Intelligence, that he is fcldomcfrom thehoufc of a 
moft homely fhepheard : a man (they fay) that from very 
nothing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbors, 
is growne into an vnfpcakableeftace. 

Cam . I haue heard (fir) of fuch a man , who hath a 
■ daughter of moft rare note : the report of her is extended 
: more, then can be thought to begin from fuch a cottage 
Pol . That’s likewife part ol my Intelligence : buc(I 
fcare) the Angle thatpluckes our fonne thither# Thou 
(halt accompany vs to the place, where we will (not ap¬ 
pearing what we arc)hauc tome queftion with the fliep- 
heard ; from whofe fimplicity, I thinke it not vneafie to 
get the caufc of my fonnes rclort thether. ’Prethc be my 
prefent partner in this buiincs,and lay afide the thoughts 
of Sicillia. 

Cam . I willingly obey your command* 

Pol. My beft Camif!o y vjc muft difguife our felu cs.Exit 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter Ante liens finging. 

When Daffadils begin to peere, 

With heigh the Doxy oner the dale. 

Why then comes in the fweet o'the yecre. 

For the red blood ratgns in y winters pale . 

e 

The white Jheete bleaching on the hedge , 

With hey the fweet birds,O how they Jingi 
Doth fet my pegging tooth an edge , 

For a quart of Ale ie a difofor a King. 

The Larkejhat tirra-Lyra ebannts , 

With heigh,the Thrufrandthe lay: 

Are Summer fongs for me and my Aunts 
while we lye tumbling in the hay. 

I haue feru'd Prince Florizxll , and in my time wore three 
pile, but now I am out ofieruice. 

Tut frail I go moumefor that [my deere) 
the pale Moone jhines by night: 

And when I wander here,and there 

I then do moft go right . 

If Tinmen may haue leaue to line , 
and beare tbe Sow-skin Towget, 

Then my Account I well may giue, 

and in the Stockes auoueb-it . 

My Traffickc is fiieetes : when the Kite builds, looke to 
lefler Linncn. My Father nam’d me tAutolicus 7 who be¬ 


ing (as lam) lyctcr'd vnder Mercurie, waslj^ 
fnapper-vp ofvneonfidered trifles: With D Vc ! 
I purchas’d this Capariion,and my Reuennew j^L^ 
Chcate* Gallowcs,and Knocke, arc too powef i 
the Highway. Beating and hanging arc’ terrors* U ^ c 
For the life to come, lflecpe out the thought nf 0 ^ 
prize, a prize. it# * 

Enter Clowue . 

Clo. Let me fee, cuery Leaiien-weather todde s 
tod yeeldcs pound and oddc/hilling: fiftcenc K ,#Uer 
fliornc,what comes thewooll too ? Un< ’ rt 

Aut. If the fprindge hold, the Cpcke’s niin e , 

Clo. I cannot do’c without Compters. L ct 
what am I to buy for our Shcepc-fhcaring-Fcaft? Sr 
pound of Sugar, fiue pound of Currence, Rj ce .' 
will this fifter ofmine do with Rice ? But my f at u 
made herMilhisofthe Feaft,and fliclayesiton ^ S' 
hath made-me four and twenty Nofc-gaycs for th nT * 1 * * * 
rers (three-man fong-men,all, and vefy good on!!! l 
they arc moft of them Mcanes and Bafcs; but one p ^ 
tan amongft them, and he fings Pfalmes to horne-n^ 
I muft haue Saffron to colour the Warden Pi es "vt 
Dates, none: that’s out of my note: Nutmego e 5 S) p c 3CC 
a Race or two of Ginger, but that I may bc<uT e • ex¬ 
pound of Prewyns, and as many ofReyions o'th s 

Aut. Oh,thateuer I was borne. 

Clo’ I’th’nanneofme, 

Aut. Oh helpc me,helpe mcc :plucke but off t |, £ f. 
ragges: and then, death,death. 

Clo. Alacke poore foule, thou haft need of more n> 
to lay on thee,ratber then haue thefc off. 

Aut. Oh fir, the loathfomnefle of them offend mcc 
more then the ftripcs 1 haue receiued, which are mighti’ 
ones and millions. 

Clo. Alas poore man, a million of beating may come 
to a greae matter. 

Aut. I am rob’d fir, and beaten : my money, aod 
parrcll tanc from mejand thefc dcrcftable thingsputvp. 
on me. 

Clo. What,by a borfc-man,or a foot-man? 

Aut. A footman (fweet fir) a footman. 

Clo. Indeed,he fliould be a footman, by the garment! 
helm left with thee: Ifthisbeca horfemansCoate, « 
hath leene very hot feruice. Lend me thy hand,lie helpe 
thee. Come,lend me thy hand. 

Aut. Ob good fir, tenderly,oh. 

Clo. Alas poore foule. 

Aut , Oh good fir, foftly, good fir: I fearc (fir) mj 
Ihouldet-blade is out. 

Clo. How now?Canft ftand ? 

Aut. Softly,deerefir: good fir, foftly: you ha dent 
me a charitable office. 

Clo. Doeft lacke any mony ? I haue a little mony for 
thee. 

Aut. No,good fweet fir: no, I befeech you firtl haut 
aKinfmannot paft three quarters of a mile hence, vnto 
whome I was going: Khali there haue money, oramc 
thing I want: Offer me no money I pray you, that Mies 
my heart. , 

Clow. What manner of Fellow was hee that robbe 

you? , 

Aut . A fellow (fir) that I haue knowne to goe about 
with Troll-my-dames: I knew him once a feruant oft < 
Prince : I cannot tell good fir, for which of his »«• 
tue* it was, but hce was certainely Wbipt out of tie 
Court. 
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"ftfiavices you would fay: there's no vertue whipt 
r K Court: they cherifh it to make it ftay there; 

o ut0 * 1 1 will no more ^ ut 

1 viccg i would fay (Sir.) I know this man well, 

uhenc fince an Ape-bearer, then a Proccflo-feruer 
hebat” . u cn hec compaflaMotionofthe Prodigall 
- dmarried a Tinkers wife, within a Mile where 
fon i C ’d and Liuing lyes; and (hauing flownc oucr ma- 
"’Vauifii profeffions) he fctled oncly in Rogue: fomc 

£jll h ,^ out vpon him: Prig, for my life Prig:he haunts 

,. ,.. c Faires.and Beare-baitings. 

Very crue fir: he fir hee: that’s the Rogue that 

. into this apparreil. 4 

Not a morc cowardly Rogue in all ’Bohemia ; If 
you had but look’d bigge, and fpit at him, hec’ld haue 

rUn X*e. 1 confefle to you(fir)I am no fighter: I am 
f If of heart that way,& that he knew I warrant him. 
i Clo. How do you now? 

jut. Sweet fir, much better then I W3S: I can ftand, 
,d walke: I will euen take my leaue of yon,& pace foft¬ 
ly towards myKinfmans. 

Clo. Shall I bring thee on the way? 

Jut. No, good fac’d fir, no fweet fir. 

Clo. Then fartheewell, I muft go buy Spices for our 

foeepe-fhearing. . Exit ' 

Aut. Profper you fweet fir. Your purfc isnothotc- 
nough to purchafe your Spice: lie be withyouat your 
(hcepc-fhearing too : If I make not this Cheat bring out 
another, and the (heerers prouc fheepe,let me be vnroW, 
and my name put in the booke ofVcrtuc. 

Song. log-on fog-on, the foot - path way. 

And merrily bent the Stile-a : 

A merry heart goes all the day , 

Tour fad tyres in a (JMile-a. Exit. 


an 


Scena Quay ta. 


Enter FkrizjcllgPerdita,Shepherd } Clowne y Poltxenes t C.a - 
miRo y MopfafDorcas,Scruants y Auto liens. 

Flo . Thefc your vnvfuall weeds, to each part of you 
Do’s giuc a life; no Shepherdeffc, but Flora 
Peering in Aprils front. 1 This your fliccpc-fheating. 

Is as a meeting of the petty Gods, 

And you the Queene on’t. 

'Perdu Sir: my gracious Lord, > 

To chide atyour extreames, it not becomes me: 

^Onpardon, that I name them:) your high felfe 

The gracious roarke o’tn’Land, you haue obfeur’d 

W ith a Swaines wearing: and me (poore lowly Maide ) 

Moft Goddcffe.like prank’d vp: But that our Fcafts 

Incuery Mefle.,haue folly; and the Feeders 

Digeft with a Cuftomc, 1 fhould bMh 

To fee you fo attyr’d : fworne I thinke. 

To ihcw my felfe a glalfe. 

Fie. Iblcfiethetime. 

When my good Falcon, made her flight a-croffe 
Thy Fathers ground. 

T F er d Now Ioue affoord yon caufe: 

* 0 me the diff «cnce forges dread (your Greatneffc 


Hath not bcene rs’d to feare:) eucn now I tremble ^ ~ 
To thinke your Father, by fome accident 
Should paffe this way, as you did; Oh the Fates, 

How would he looke, to fee his worke, fo noble, 1 

Vildely bound vp ? What would he lay ? Or how ° 
Should I (inthefe my borrowed FlauntsJ^bchold 
The fternnefle of his prefence ? 

Flo. Apprehend 

Nothing but iollity: theGoddes thcmfelucs 
(Hu mbling their Deities to louc) haue taken 
The (hapes of Beafts vpon them. Iupitcr, 

Became a Bull, and bellow’d: the greenc Neptune 
A Ram, and bleated: and the Firc-roab'd-God 
Golden Apollo, a poore humble Swaine* 

As I feemenow. Their transformations. 

Were neuer for a pcccc of beauty 4 rarer, 

Nor in a way fo chafte : fince my defires 
Run not before mine honor : nor my Lufls 
Burne hotter then my Faith* 

Perd . O but Sir, 

Your refolution cannot hold, when ’tis 
Oppos’d (as it muft be) by th’powre of theKing : 

One of thefc two muft be necessities. 

Which then will fpeake, that you muft change this pur- 
Or I my life. ({>bi‘c, 

Flo. Thou dcer’ft Perdu a. 

With thefe forc’d thoughts, T prethee darken not 
The Mirth o’th’ Feaft: Or He be thine (my Faire) 

Or not my Fathers. Fori cannot be 
Mine owne, nor any thing to ary, if 
I be not thine. To this 1 am moft conftant. 

Though deftiny fay no. Be merry (Gentle) 

Strangle fuch thoughts as thefc,with any thing 
That you behold the while. Your guefts are comming: 
Lift vp your countenance, as it were the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial!, which 
We two haue fworne fhall come. 

Perd . O Lady Fortune, 

Stand youaufpieious. 

Flo . See, your Guefts approach, 

Addreffe your felfe to entertaine them fprightly,’ 

And let’s be red with mirth. : 4 

Shep . Fy (daughter) when my old wifeliu’d: vpon 
This day, (be was both Pantier, Butler, Cooke, 

Both Dame and Seruant ’.Welcom’d all: feru’d all, 
Would fing her fong, and dance her tume: now hecrc 
At vpper end o’thTable; now, uh middle : 

On his iboulder, and his : her face o’firc 

With labour, and the thing fhe tooke to quench it 

She would to each one fip. You are retyred. 

As if you were a feafted one : and not 
The Hofttffe of the meeting: Pray you bid 
Thefe vnknowne friends to’s Welcome, for it is 
A way to make vs better Friends, more knowne. 

Come, quench your blufhes* and preient your felfe 
That which you are, Miftris o’ch’Fcaft. Come on* 

And bid vs welcome to y6ur fheepc-Ihcarmg, 

As your good flocke fhall profper. 

Perd. Sir,welcome: 

It is my Fathers will, I fhould take on mce 
The HoftcfTefhip o’th’day: you’re welcome fir* 

Giue me thofe Flewres there {Dorcas.) Reucrend Sirs, 
For you, there's Rolemary, and Rue, thdte keepe 
Seeming, and fauourall the Winter long : 

Grace, and Remembrance be to you both. 

And welcome to our Shearing. 

B b 2 7W* 
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Pol. Shcpherdefle, ;. 

(A fairc one are you:) well you fit our age* 

With flowres.of Winter. ...... r. ... 

Perd. Sir, the yearc growing ancient, 

Not yet on furamers deach^aor on the birth 
Of trembling winter,.the fay^fiow^A^ifon 
Are our Carnations, and flreak’d Gilly-vorp, 

(Which fome call Natures baflards) of that kind 
Our rufticke Gardens barren, and I care not 
To get flips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore (gentle M aiden ) 

Do you negle<5i them. 

Perd. For I haue beard it faid, 

There is an Art, which in their pidenefle (hares 
With great creating-Naturc, 

Tol. Say there be: 

Yet Nature is made better by no meane, 

But Nature makes that Mcane: fo ouer that Art, 
(Which you fay addes to Nature ) is an Art 
That Nature makes: you fee (l weet Maid) we marry 
A gentler Sien, to the wildeft Stockc, 

And make conceyuc a barke ot bafer kindc 
By bud of Nobler race. This is an Art 
Which do’s mend Nature: change it rather, but 
The Art it felfe, is Nature. 

Perd. So it is. 

Pol. Then make you Garden rich ir. Giily’vors, 

And do not call them baflards. 

Terd. lie not put 

TheDiblein earth, to fet one flip of them: 

No more then were I painted, 1 would vvifli 
This youth fhould fay ’twer well: and onely therefore 
Defire to breed by me. Here’s flowres for you : 

Hot Lauender, Mints, Sauory, Mariormn, 

The Mary-gold, chac goes to bed with'Sim, 

And with him rifes, weeping: Thefe arc flowiGS • yj ( 
Of middle fummer, and I thinkc they are giuen 
To men of middle age. Y’are very welcome. 

Cam. 1 fhould leauegrafing, were I ofyourflocke. 
And onely Iiue by gazing. 

Perd. Out alas: 

You’id be fo leane, tliat blafts of Ianuary (Friend, 

Would blow you through and through.Now (my fairft 
I would I had lome Flowres o’th Spring, that might 
Become your fime of day.: and yours, and yours, " 

That weare vpon your Virgin-branches yet 
Your M aid ep..heads growing : O Proferpimt, 

For the Flowres now, that (frighted) thou let’A fall 
From Dyjfes Waggon : DafFadils, 

That come before the S waliow dares, and take 
The windes of March witbbeauty : Violets (dim, 

3ut fweetcrthen the lids otlmo's eyes, 

Or Cytherea’s breath) pale Prime-rofes, 

That dye vnma^ried, eretfecy can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his ftrength (a Maladie 
Moll incident to Maids:) bold Oxlips, and 
The Crovme Imperiall: Lillies of all kinds, 

(The Flowre-de-Luce being one.) O, thefc I lacke. 

To make you Garlands of) and my fweet friend, 
Toflrewbimo’re,and ore.' 

Flo. Wh3t? like a Coarfe t 

. Perd. No.likeabanke.for Loue to lye, and play on: 
Not like aCoaffe: or if: not to be buried, 

Butquicke, and in mine artne*. Corncrake your flours, 
Me thinkes I play as I haue feene them do 
In Whitfon-Paftorals: Sure this Robe of mine 
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Do’s change my difpofition: 

Flo. What you do. 

Still betters what is done. When you f PCat 
Tld haue you do it cuer: When you fi n / * C 
I’ld haue you buy, and fell io : fo giu f ^lmc 
Pray fo: and for the ord’ring your ASay^/’ 
Tofingthcmtoo. When you do dance l’ w n, 

A waue o’th Sea, that you might eucr do* ' *‘^ 011 
Nothing but that: moueftill,fti|l fo: 

And owne no other Fun<ftion. Eachvour^ • 

(So fingular, in each particular) 0in S* 

• Crownes what you are doing, in the prefent^. j 

That all your Actes, arc Queenes. ” Ceds > 

Perd. O Doricles , 

Your praifes arc too large: but that your youth 
And the true blood which pcepes fairely th ro V 
Do plainly giueyou out an vnflain’d Sphephe 
With wifedome, I might feare (my DorkU s \ ^ 
You woo’d me the falfe way. * 

FU. I thinkeyou haue 
As little skill to feare, as I haue purpofe 
1 o put you to’t. But come, our dance 1 pr 3y 
Your hand (my Perdita-.) fo Turtles pairc " * 

That neuer meane to part. 

Perd. Ilc (weare for ’em. 

Po . This is the prettied Low-borne L*ffe t | 1Jt 
Ran on the grcenc-ford : Nothing the do’s, or’fceme!" 
buc imackes of lomething greater then her felfr 
Too Noble for this place. } 

Cam. He tels her fomething 
That makes her blood lookc on 5 c: Good footh fl,*:. 
The Quccne of Cards and Creamc. 

Clo . Come on: ftrike vp. 

Dorcas Mcpfa mutt be your Miftris: marry Garlirt 
to mend her killing with. ^ 

cMop. Now in good time. 

rvfCh. Nora word,a word,weflandvponourmannm 

Come,ftrike vp. 

Htcre a Dounce ofShepheards and 
S hep hearddeffes. 

Tol. Pray good Shepheard, what faire Swaine isthis. 
Which dances with your daughter ? 

Shop. They call him c Do*tcles. andboaftshimfelfe 
To haue a worthy Feeding ; bat i haue it 
Vpon his owne report, and I belceue it: 

He lookes like iorth : he fayes he loues my daughter, 

1 chinke io too; for neuer gaz’d the Moone 
Vpon the water, as heel ftand and reade 
As ewere my daughters eyes: and to beplaine, 

I thinke there is not hrlfe a kiffe to chooie 
Who loues another beft. 

Pol. She dances featjy. 

Shep. So {he dos any thing, though I reportit 
That fliould be blent:Tfyong Doricles 
Do light vpon her, fne /hall bring him that 
Which he not dreames oft EnterSermt 

Ser. O Matter : ifyou did but hearethePedlerauhc 
doore, you w ould neuer dance againe after aTabor 2 nd 
Pipe: no, the Bag-pipe could notmoue you: bee fingci 
feuerall Tunes, fatter then y.ou’1 tell money: hee vtters 
them as he had eaten ballads, and all mens eares grew to 
his Tunes. 

Clo. Ho could neuer come better: hee (hall come in- 
I loue a ballad but euen too well, if it be dolefull matter 
merrily fet downe jora verypleafant thing indeede,anJ 
fung lamentably. 

Sir. 
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- -^h«rfongsf orman ' orwoman ’ ofaI1 , fizes: 

S#* an fo fi c his enftomers with Gloues: he has 
No . oUC .f on gs for Maids, fo without bawdne 
thepr f-' e ttrai^e.) withfuch delicate burthens of DiU 
('" 1 jE„lines: lump-her, and thump.her; and where 
do’» »" d * . south’d Rafcall, would (as it were) meane 

^ f and breakc.a fowle gap into the Matter, hee 
"’'^'tc’maidtoanfwere, IPhoop, dee me no harme good 
ia»k c , u; mo ff flights him, with pyhoop, doe mce no 

/ -r-^is is a braiie fellow. 

‘° u gjjjccemee, thou talkedofan admirable con- 
C 5'c,noW,has he any vnbraided Wares ? 
c {|tedI pj ee hath Ribbons of all the colours l’thRaine- 
^Poincs, more then all the Lawyers in 'Bohemia, can 
^ 1 Mo handle, though they come to him by th’groffe: 
KT taddyffes, Cambrickes, Lawnes: why he fines 
^ r astheywereGodSjOrGoddcfles: youwould 
Tnke'a’smotkewcrea fiiee-Angell, hefo chauntes to 

h fleeue-hand, and the workc about the fquare on’t. 
Pre thee bring him in, and let him approach fin- 

^perd. Forewarnehim,that he vfe no fcurrilous words 

ID c/Z^Youhaueof thefc Pcdlers, that haue more in 

theiD,then void’djhinke (Sifler.) 

Perd. I good brother, or go about to chinke. 

Enter A tit olictu finging. 

Lfflne as white m driuen Sn$u> y 
Cjpreffe Hacks as ere was trow , 

Clones as fweete as Damask* Rpfcs, 

Maskes for faces, andfornofes : 

Tuglc-bracelet, Necke lace Amber , 

Terfutne for a Ladies Chamber : 

Golden J^nofes, and Stomachers 
for my Lads , to give their deers : 

Pint) and peaking-fitches of (leele. 
what {JMaids lacke from head to heele : 

(fome buy of me, comeicome buy^come buy t 
T>uy Lads > or el fey our Lajfes cry ; Come buy. 

Clo. If! were not in loue with ( JMopfa, thou fhouldft 
take no money ofme, but beiug enthrall’d as I am,! twill 
alfobethe bondage of ccrtaine Ribbons and Gloues. 

Mop. I was promis’d them againft the Fcaft a but they 
come not too late now. 

Dor . He hath promis’d you more rhen that,' or there 
jelyars. 

Mop . Hcihath paid you all he promis’d you; ’May be 
ichas paid you more, which will fliame ’"you to giue him 
againe. 

Clo . Is there no manners left among maids?Will they 
weare their plackets,where they fhould bear their faces ? 
s there not milking-time? When you arc going to bed? 
Orkill-hole? Towhiftleof thefc fccrets, but you mutt 
xetittle-catling beforeallour guefts?Tis well they are 
whifpring:clamor your tongues,and not a word more* 
Mop. I haue done; Come you ptomis’d me a tawdry- 
ace, and a paire of fweet Gloues. 

Clo. Haue I not told thee how I was cozen’d by the 
way,and loft all my money. 

Aut. And indeed Sir, there are Cozeners abroad,ther- 
fore it behooues men to be wary. 

Clo. Feare not thou man,thou (bait lofc nothing here 
ffc Ihopefofir^for I haue about me many parcels 



Clo, What haft heere? Ballads?i 

Ttlop. Pray now buy lome: I loue a ballet in print, a 
life, for then we are fure they are true. 

% Ant. Here’s one, to a very dolefull tune, howaVfu- 
rers wife was brought to bed of twenty money baggs at 
a burthen, and how fhc long’d to cate Adders heads, and 
Toads carbonado’d* 

Mop. Is it true, thinkeyou? 

Aut. Very true, and but a moneth old. 

Dor. Bleffc mefrom marrying a Vfurer. 

Aut . Here’s the Midwiues name to’c: one Mi Ct.Talc- 
Porter, and fiuc or fix honeft Wiucs, that were prefenc. 
Why fhould I carry lyes abroad ? 

Mop- ’Pray you now buy it. 

Clo. Come-on, lay it by: and let’s firft fee moc Bal¬ 
lads : Wee’l buy the other rhings anon. 

Aut . Here’s another ballad of a Fifh, that appeared 
vpon the coatt,on wenfday the fourefcorc of April,fortie 
thou land fadom aboue W3ter, & fung this ballad againft 
the hard hearcs of maids: it was thought fhc was a Wo- 
man,and was turn’d intoacoldfifli, for fhe wold not ex¬ 
change flefh with one that loud her: The Ballad is very 
pictifull, and as true. 

T)or. Is it true too, thinke you. 

Auiol. Fiue lufticcs hands at it, and witnefles more 
then my packc will hold. 

Clo. Lay it by too; another. 

Aut. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one. 

Mop. Let’s haue fome merry ones. 

oAut. Why this is a patting merry one,and goes to the 
tune of two maids wooing a man: there’s fcai fe a Maide 
weft ward but fhe fings it: ^is in requeft,I can cell you. 

7\1cp. We can both (ing it: if thou’lt beare a part^hou 
flialthtare, ’tis in th;ecparts. 

Dor. Wc had the tunc on’c,a month agoe. 

Ant. 1 can beare my part, you muft know ’tis my oc¬ 
cupation: Haue at it with you; 

Song Get you hence,for Iwufigo » 

A u c. Where it fits not you to know. 

Dor. whether ? 

Mop O whether} 

Dor. Whether ? 

Mop. It becomts thy oath full well 9 \ 

Thou to me thy fecrelsteU. 

Dor: CMetooi Le\mego thether : 

Mop Or thougo efi tot h' Grange > or Mill} 

Dor: If to either t hou defi ill , 

Aut: 2v either. 

Dor: What neither ? 

A uc: Neither : 

Dor: Thou hafi fwornc my Loue to be , 

Mop Thou hafi fworne it more to mee. 

Then whethergoffi Say whet her ? 

Clo.Wccl haue this fong out anon by our felues: My 
Father,and the Gent.arc in lad talke,& wee’ll not trouble 
them: Come bring away thy pack after me,\Venchcs lie 
buy for you both:Pedlct let’s haue the firft choicc;folow 
megirles. Aut: And you fhall pay well for cm. 
Song. Willy ou buy any Tape , or Lace for your Crpe ? 

My dainty Ducke , my decrc-a? 

Any St Ike •any Thred ) any Toyesforyour head 
Of the ncws*t,andfins'tfins't weare^a. 

(fome to the Pedler , tJMoney s a medler , 

That doth vtter all mens ware-a. Exit 

Seruant • Mayftcr^ there is three Carters,three Shep. 
herds,three Neat' herds,threc Swine-herds j haue mad e 

B b 5 them. 
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'hemfelucs all men of haire, they cal thcmfelues Saltiers, 
and they haue a Dance, which the Wenches fay is a gal- 

ly-mautrey of Gambols, becaufe they are not in’t ; but 
they thcmfelues are o’th’mindc (ifitbccnot too rough 
for fome, that know little but bowling) it willpleafe 
plentifully. 1 

Sbep. Away : Wee’Inoneon’t; heere has beene. too 
much homely foolery already. 1 know (Sir) wee wca- 
rieyou. 

Pol. You weariethofe that refrefh vs ;• pray let’s fee 
thefc foure-threes of Heardfmcn. 

Ser. One three ot them, by their owne report (Sir,) 
hath danc’d before the King : and not the worftofthe 
three, but iumpes rwelue foote and a halfc by thTquire. 

Sbep. Leauc your prating, fincc tbefe good men arc 
pleaf’d, let them come in : but quickly noW. 

Ser. Why,they flay atdoorcSir." 

Heere a Dance of twelve Satyres. 

Pol. O Father, you 1 know more of that hcercafter; 
Isk not too fane goncP’Tis time to part them. 

He s (maple, and tels much. How now(fairc fhepheard) 

Your heart is full offomething, that do’s take 

Your minde from fcafting. Sooth, when I was yon*?. 

And handed loue, as you do;. I was wont 

To load my Shoe with knackes: I would haue ranlackt 

1 he Pedlers filken Trealury, and hauepovvr’d it 

To her acceptance: you haue let him go, 

And nothing marted with him. IfyourLaflc 
Interpretation fhould abuic, and cail this 
Yourlacke ofloue.orbounty.you were (baked 
For a reply at lead, if you make a care 
Of happie holding her. 

Plo. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes not fuch trifles as thefe are : 

I The gifts flie lookes from me, arc packt and loekt 
Vp in my heart, which I haue giuen already, 

Butnoc deliuer’d, O Iiearc mebreaih my life- 
Before this ancient Sir, whom (it fhould feeme) 

Hath fometime lou’d: I take thy hand, this hand. 

As fofc as Doucs-downe, and as white as it. 

Or Ethyopians tooth, or the fan’d fnow, that’s bolted 
Ey t'n’Northerne blafls, twice ore. 

‘Pol, Whit followes this ? 

How prettily th’yong Swajne feemes to wafli 
The hand, was faire before ? I haue put youout. 

But to your proteflation: Let me hearc 
What you profefle. 

Flo. Do, and be wimefle too’c. 

Pol. And this my neighbour too? 

Flo. And he, and more 

Then he, and men : the earth, the heaucns,and all; 

That were I crown’d the mofl Imperiall Monarch 
i Thereof mofl worthy : were I the fayrefl youth 

f rhat euer made eye fwerue, had force and knowledge 
More then was cuer mans, I would not prize them 
Without her Loue; for her, employ them all. 

Commend them, and condcninc them to her lcruicc. 

Or to their owne perdition. 

Pol. Faitely offer’d. 

Cant. This fliewes a found affetflion. 

I Slep. Bur my daughter. 

Say you the like to him. 

Per. I cannot fpeake 

So well, (nothing fo well) no, normeane better 
By th’patterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut out 
Thcpuriticofhis. 


Sbep. Take bands, a bargained - 

And friends vnknowne,you(hall beare wim /r 
1 giue ray daughter to him, and will roa ke 1 Cto> < 
Her Portion, cquall his. 

Flo. O, that muft bee 

I th Vertue ofyour daughter: One being dead 
I fhall haue more then you can dreameof °* 
Enough then for your wonder: but com ^ 
Contrail vs fore thefc Witncfles. e * ou > 
Sbep. Come, your hand: 

And daughter, yours. 

Pol. Soft Swaine a-while, befccch vo.. 

Haue you a Father? ^ ’ 

Flo. I haue: but what of him? 

Pol. Knowesheofthis? 

Flo. He neither do’s, nor (hall. 

Pol. Mc-thinkes a Father, 

Is at the Nuptiall of his fonne, a gueft 
That bell becomes the Tabic: Pray you onc . m 
Is not your Father growne incapeable m ° re 
Of reafonable affayres ? Is he not ftupid 
1 With Age, and altring Rheumes? Can lie fneak. 
Know man, from man ? Difpute his owne cft a , > 
L.es he not bed-rid ? And againe, do’s nothing 
But whathcdid,being cbildifh? ^ 

Tlo. No good Sir: 

He has his health, and ampler fltength indeede 
Then mofi haue of his age. 

Pol. By my white beard, 

You offer hi m (if this be fo) a wrong 
Something vnfilliall: Reafon my fonne 
Shoiild choofe himfelle a wife, but as good reafon 
i he rather (all whofe loy is nothing elfe 
But faire poftcrity) fliould hold fomc counfaile 
In fuch a bufindfe. 

Flo. I yceldall this; 

But for fome other reafons (my graue Sir) 

Which *tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My Father of this bufinefle. 

TeL Let him know’t. 

Tlo He fhaJI not. 

Pol» Pretheclet him. 

Flo No, he muft not. 

Sbep, Let him (my fonne) he fcall not need to mu 
At knowing of thy choice. * 

Flo, Come, come, he muft not: 

Marke our Contract. 

Pol, Marke your diuorce(yong fir) 

{ Whom fonne I dare not call: Thou art toobafe 
To be acknowledge. Thou 3 Sceprersheire, 

That thus afle$s a flieepe-hooke ? Thou, old Traitor, 
I am forry, that by hanging thee, I can 
but fhorten thy life one weeke. And thou,frefhpeccc 
Of excellent Witchcraft, whom offeree muft know 
The royall Foolethou coap’ft with. 

Ship, Oh my heart. 

Pol. He haue thy beauty feratcht with briers&mad{ 
More homely theq thy ftate. For thee (fond boy) 

It I may cuer kpow thou doft but figh, 

That thou no more fhalt neuer fee this knacke(as neucr 
I meane thou (bait) wce'l barre thee from fucceflion, 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin, 

Farre then ‘Dencalion off: (marke thou my words) 
Follow vs to the Court. Thou Churle, for this time 
(Though full of our difpleafure) yet we free thee 
From the dead blow ofit 4 And you Enchantment, 
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T^noueb a Heardfman: yea him too, 

W*‘ h >; e himfelfe(but for our Honor therein) 
T h<‘ tlie ‘ e jfeuer henceforth, thou 
VoV !f- 0 ^,ralI Latches, to his entrance open, 

Tbe ' e hie body more, with thy embraces, 

Euen hccrc vodont: 
f r much a-fear’d : for once, or twice 
^ aS °bnut to fpeake, and tell him plainely, 

1 frt fame Sun, that {bines vpon his Court, 

Th f 1 ".'his vifage from our Cottage, but 
H 1<!e81 a j,ke. Wilt pleafe you (Sir) be gone ? 
i0 fjvou w hat would come of this: Befeech you 
iri owne flare take care: This dreame of mine 
?‘Snow awake, He Quccne it no inch farther, 
Silkcmy Ewes,and weepe. 

® r M \Vbv how now Father, 

c a ke ere thou dyeft. 

Sp< k,n I cannot fpeake,nor thinke, 

Nordaretoknow, that which 1 know : O Sir, 

Y uhauevndone a man offourdcorc three, 

That thought to fill his graue in quiet: yea, 

T 1 dve vpon the bed my fatner dy de, 

Tolvedofe by his honed bones; but now 
Come Hangman muft put on my (browd, and lay me 
Where no Prieft flioucls-in dull. Oh curfed wretch, 
Thu knew’ft this was the Prince, and weuldll aduenture 
To mingle faith with him. Vndone, vndone : 

If rmiebt dye within this houre, I haue liu’d 

To die when I defire. Ex,t - 

Ho. Why lookeyoufovponmc? 

I am but forry, not aftear’d : dclaid, 

But nothing altrcd: What I was, I am: 

More draining on, for plucking backe; not following 
My leafla vnwillingly. 

Cm. Gracious my Lord, 

You know my Fathers temper: at this time^ 

He will allow no fpcech : (which 1 do ghefle 
You do not purpofe to him:) and as hardly 
Will he endure your fight, as yet 1 feare; 

Then till the fury of his Highndfc fettle 
Come not before him. 

Flo. I not purpofe it: 

I thinke Camillo. 

Cam. Euenhe,myLord. 

Per. How often haue I told you’twould be thus? 
How often faid my dignity would laft 
Buttill ’twer knownc? 

flo. It cannot faile, but by 
The violation of my faith, and then 
Let Nature crufb the fideso'th earth together. 

And marre the feeds within. Lift vp thy lookes: 

From my fucceflion wipe me (Father) I 
Amheyrc to my affe&ion. 

Cam. Beaduis’d. 

Tlo. I am: and by my fancie,if my Reafon 
Will thereto be obedient: 1 haue reafon: 

Ifnot.my fences better pleas’d withmadnefle. 

Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is defperate ( fir.) 

Flo. So call it: but it do’s fulfill mv vow: 

I needs muft thinke it honefty. Camillo, 

Not for ‘Bohemia, nor the pompe that may 
Be thereat gleaned: for all the Sun fees, or 
The dofe earth wombes', or the profound feas, hides 


In vnknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath 
To this my faire bclou’d iThereforc, I pray you, 

As you haue euer bin my Fathers honour’d friend. 
When he (ball mifle me, as (in faith I meane not 
To fee him any more) caft your good counfailes 
Vpon his pafsion: Letmy fclfe,and Fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know. 

And fo deliuer, I am put to Sea 
With her, who hccre I cannot hold on (bore: 

And moftopportunetoherneede, I haue 
.A Veflell rides faft by, but not prepar’d 
For this defigne. What courfe 1 meane to bold 
Shall nothing benefi t your knowledge, nor 
Conccrnc me the reporting. 

Cam. O my Lord, 

I would your fpirit were eafier for aduice. 

Or ftronger for your neede. 

Flo. Hearke Perdita, 
lie heareyou by and by. 

Cam. Hee’s irremoueable,* 

Refolu’d for flight: Now were I happy if 
His going, I could frame to feme my turtle, 

Saue him from danger, do him loue and honor, 
Purchafe the fight againe ofdecte Sicillia, 

And that vnhappy King, my Maftcr, whom 
I fo much thirft to fee. 

Flo. Now good Camillo , 

I am fo fraught with curious bufinefle, that 
I leaue out ceremony. 

Cam . Sir, I thinke 

You haue heard of my poorc feruices, i'th loue 
That I haue borne your Father ? 

Flo. Very nobly 

Haue you deferu’d : It is my Fathers Muficke 
To fpeake your deeds: not little of his care 
To haue them recompenc’d, as thought oh. 

Cam. Well (my Lord) 

If you may pleafe to thinke I loue the King, 

And through him, what’s neereft to him, which is 
Your gracious felfe; embrace but my direction, 

I f your more ponderous and fetled proiefl 
May fuffer alteration. On mine honor, 
y lie point you where you fliall haue fuch rcceiuing 
As (ball become your Highncfle, where you may 
Enioy your Miftris; from the whcm,I fee 
There’s no difiun<Ttion to be made, but by 
(As heauens forefend) your ruinc : Marry her. 

And with my beft cndcuours, in your ablence, 

Your difeontenting Father, ftriue to qualifie 
And bring him vp to liking. 

Flo‘ How Camillo 

May this (alrnott a miracle) be done ? 

That I may call thee fomething more then man, 

And after that truft to thee* 

C^rn. Haue you thought on 
A place whereto you 1 go ? 

Flo. Not any yet : _ > 

But as th’vnthought-on accident is guiltte 
To what we wildely do, fo we profefle 
Our fclues to be the flaues of chance, and fiyes 
Ofeuery windethatblowei. 

Cam, Thenlift tome : 

This tollowes, if you will not change your purpofe 

But vndergo this flight; make for Sicillia, _ 

And there prelent your felfe, and your fayte Princefle 
(For fo 1 fee flic muft be) ’fore Leovtes ; 
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She (hall be habited, as it becomes 

The partner o t your Bed. Me thinkes I fee 

Leontes opening his free Armes^nd weeping 

His W elcomes forthrasks thee there Sonne forgiuenefle, 

As Were i’th’ Fathers perfon: kiffes the bands 

Of your frefh Princeffe; ore and ore diuides him, 

Twixt his vnkindneffe,and his Kuulncffe: th’onc 
He chides to Hell,and bids the other grow 
Fafter then Thought, or Time. 

Flo. Worthy Camilla, 

What colour for my Vifitation, {hall I 
Hold vp before him ? 

Cam. Sent by the King your Father 
To greet him,and to giue him comforts. Sir, 

The manner of your bearing towards him,with 
What you (as from your Father) {hall deliuer. 

Things knowne betwixt vs three, lie write you dovvne. 
The which fhall point you forth at eucry fitting 
What you muft fay: that he (hall not pcrcciue, 

Dae that you haue your Fathers Boibme there. 

And fpeakc his very Heart. 

Flo. I am bound to you: 

There is fome fappe in this. 

Cam • A Courlc more promifing, 

Then a wild dedication of your felues 

To vnpath d Water$,vndream’d Shores; mofl certainc, 

To Mifcrics enough : no hope to hclpe you. 

But as you flhakc off one,to take another; 

Nothing fo certaine,as your Anchors, who 
Doe their beft office^f they can but (lay you. 

Where you’le be loth to be: befides you know, 
Profperitie’s the very bond of Louc, 

Whofe frefh complexion,and whofc heart together, 
Affli&ion alters. 

Perd. One of thefe is true: 

I thinkc Affli eftion may fubdue the Chccke, 

But not take-in the Mind. 

Cam . Yea? fay you fo? 

There Hull not,at your Fathers Honfe,thcfe feuen yecrcs 
Be borne another fnch. 

Flo. My good CamiUo y 
She’s as forward,of her Breeding,as 
She is i’th*reare ‘our Birth. 

Cam . I cannot fay/tis pitty 
She lacks Inftru<ftions,for /he ficcmes a MittreflTc 
To moft that teach. 

Perd. Your pardon Sir,for this, 

Ilcblufh you Thanks. 

Flo. My prettieft Perdita . 

But 0,thc Thornes we ftand vporv. ( Camtllo ) 

Prelcruer of my Father,now of me, 

The Medicine of our Houfe: how (ball we doe f 
We arc not furnifh’d like Bohemias Sonne, 

Nor fhall appeare in Sicilia . 

Cam. My Lord, 

Feare none of this: I thinke you know my fortunes 
Doc all lye there: it Hi all be fo my care, 

To haue you royally appointed,as if 

The Scene you play,were mine. For inftance Sir, 

That you may know you fhall not want: one word# 

Enter Autoltc ns. 

Ant. Ha,ha,what a FooleHonefticis? andTruft(his 
fworne brother) a very fimple Gentleman. I haue fold 
all my Trompcrie: not a counterfeit Stone,not a Ribbon, 

| GJaflfc, Pomander, Bro wch,T able-booke. Ballad, Knife, 

I Tape,Gloue,Shooe-tye J Braccler,Horne-Ring, tokcepc 


my Pack from faffing: they throng wtatu r> 
as if my Trinkets had bccnc hailowed.and brou 
ncdiftioti tothe buyer: by which meancs r r® htl be 
Purfc was beft in Pifturc ; and whatlfaw 1Wvv * l0 f 
vfc,I remembred. MyClowne (who wants v”'^ 00 ' 
thing to be a reafonable man) gtewfo in 1«. 0Ut .^°®ne 
Wenches Song,that hce would not ftirre hisV ^ 1,1 
till he had both Tune and Words, which lo d ett ^‘ t0c > 
of the Heard to me, that all their other Sencesft lt, ? tt( 
Earcs; you might haue pinch’d a Placket itwa r " 
lefie; ’twas nothing to gueld a Cod-peece of n ?** 
would haue fill’d Keyes of that hung inChj 1 Ur ‘ t: 
hearmg,no feeling bat my Sirs Song, and ad£,? 
Nothing of it. bothatinthis timeof Letharp' t • 
and cut moft of their Feftiuall Purfcs: And had ^ 
old-man come in with a Whoo-bub againft hj s n 0t '" 
ter, and the Kings Sonne, and fear’d my Chowlk. 
the Chaffe, I had not left a Purfc aline in dJ 
Army. c vv|l ° 

Cam. Nay.but my Letters by this meancs heir,* ,v 
So foone as you arriue,(]i a ll deare that doubt "" 

Flo. And thole that you’le procure from Kino 

Cam. Shall iatisfic your Father. b li 

Perd. H^ppybeyou: 

All chat you fpcake,fhcwes faire. 

Cam . Who hanc wc here ? 

Wee’lc make an Inftrumcnt of this: omit 
Nothing may giue vs aide. 

J i thc y h auc oner heard me now; W hy hanging 
Lam. How now (good Fellow) ° ° 

Why fliak'ft thou fo ? Feare not (man) 

Here’s no hnraie intended to thee. 

Ant. Iamapoorc Fellow,Sir. 

Cam. Why, be fort ili: here’s no body v/ill ficale dial 
from thee : yet for the out-fide of thy pouertic, wc mull 
make an exchange; therefore dif-cafc thee inftantly'thou 
muft thinke there^ a nccefTuic inland changeGarments 
vtirh this Gentleman: Though the penny-worth (on his 
fide) be the worft,yec hold thce^hcre’s fome boot. 

tslttt. I am a poorc Fellow, Sir: (I know ye well 
enough.) ; 

Cam. Nay prethee difpatch : thcSentleman is halfe 
fted already. 

sUn. Are you in earneft,Sir? (I fmell the trick onY) 
Flo. D fparch,I prethee. 

*Ant. Indeed I haue had Earneft, but I cannot with 
confidence take it. 

Cam. Vnbucklcjvnbuckle. 

Fortunate Miftrcflc (let my prophecie 
Come hoine co ye:) you nvuft retire your fclfc 
Into fome Coucrt; take your fwcct-hearts Hat 
And pluck it ore your Brovves, muffle your face, 
Dif-mantle you, and (as you can) difliken 
The truth of your ownc Teeming,that you may 
(For I doe feare eyes ouer) to Ship-boord 
Get vndefery’d. 

Perd. I fee the Play fo lyes. 

That I muft bearc a part. 

Cam. Noremcdie: 

Haue you done there ? 

Flo . Should I now meet my father, 

He would not call me Sonne. 

Cam . Nay,you {hall haue no Hat: 

Come Lady,come: Farewell (my friend.) 

Aut. Adieu, Sir. 

Flo. O Perdita: what haue we twainc forgot? 

Trav 
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f t»y y oU 4r hat I doe next, fhall be t© tell the Kmg 

C T rfca P e,and whither they arc bound; 

0f th in mV hope is,I frail fo preuaile, 

Wh / f « him after: in whofe company 

T fllre-view SiciltA ; for whofe fight, 
eaWomans Longing. 

Portune fpeed vs: 

fh ' f ct on ( Camillo ) to th’ Sea-fide. 

ThUS The fwifeer fpeed,the better. Exit. 

C T' I vnderftand the bufinefl'e,I heare it: to haue an 
a otiick eye.and a nimble hand,is neceffary for 
0 ^ e11 ei ,Ae- a eood Nofe is requifite alfo, to fmell oct 
aCU i!" P forth’other Sences. I fee this is the time that the 
' VO ftrian doth thriue.What an exchange had this been, 
vnl “ boot j What a boot is herewith this exchange? 
'"‘"’V T.ods doe this ycere conniuc at vs, and we may 
i“ re ,L thing extempore. The Prince himfclfe is about 
i0C loi Iniquitie (ftealingaway r rom his Fathcr,wt’th 
l J ^. 0( , 8t his hcelcs:) if I thought it were a pcece ofho- 

ftie to acquaint the King withall, i would not doc: I 

h'ld it the more knauerie to conceale it; and therein am 

Afide afide, here is more matter for a hot braine: Euery 

Lanes end, cuery Shop,Church,Sdfion,Hanging,yeelds 
jcarefullmanworke. 

Clome. See,fee: what a man you are now ? there is no 
otherway. buctotell the King fre’s a Changeling, and 
noncofyour flefh and blood. 

Shep. Nay,but heare me. 

dev. Nay; but heare me. 

Shep. Goe too then. 

Clov. She being none of your flefr and blood, your 
flefii and blood ha’s not offended the King, and fo your 
flelh and blood is not to bcpunifh’d by him. Shew thole 
things you found about hcr(thofe fccret things, all but 
what (lie ha’s with her:)This being done,lct the Law goc 
whittle: I warrant you. 

Shep. I will tell the King all, euery word, yea, and his 
Sonnes prancks too ; who, I may fay, is nohonett man, 
neither to his Father,nor to me,to goe about to mak e me 
the Kings Brother in Law. 

Clov. Indeed Brother in Law' was the fartheft off you 
could haue bccnc to him,and then your Blood had bccne 
the dearer,by I know how much an ounce. 

Aut. Very wifely (Puppies.) 

Shep. Well: let vs to the King: there is that in this 
Farthell,will make him feratch his Beard. 

Aut. 1 know not what impediment this Complaint 
maybe to the flight of my Mafter. 

Clo. ’Pray heartily he be at ’ Pallace. 

Af.Though I am not naturally honcft,I am fo fom,e- 
times by chance : Let me pocket vpmyPedlcrs excre¬ 
ment. Hownow(Ruftiques) whither are you bound? . 

Shep. Toth’Pallace (and ic like your Worfliip.I 

Aut. Your Affaires there? what? with whom? the 
Condition of that Fartliell? the place of your dwelling? 
your names? your ages? of what hauing? breeding,and 
any thing that is fitting to be knownc,dilcouer ? 

Clo. Weare but plaine fellowcs.Sir. 

Aut. A Lye; youaierough,andhayrie:Letniehaue 
no lying* it becomes none but Tradcf-mcn,and they of- 
ccngiucvs( S ouldic r s)th c Lye, but wee pay them for it 
with ftamped Coyne,not (tabbing Steele, therefore they 

doe not giue vs the Lye. 

Clo. Your Worfhip had like to haue giuen vs one, if 
you had not taken your fclfe with the manner. 

Shep. Are you a Courticr,and‘c like you Sir? 

Ant. Whether it Ike me,or nojam a Courtier. Seeft 
thou not the ayre of the Court,in thefc cnfoldings^ Hath 
not my gate in it, the meafurc of the Court? Recciues not ' 
thy Nofe Court-Odour from me? Rcfleft I not on thy 
Bafenefle,Court-Contempt / Think’ft thou, for that I 
inlinuate, at toaze from thee thy Bufineflc* I am there¬ 
fore no Courtier ? I am Courtier Cap-a-pe ; and one that 
will eytherpufti-on,or pluck-back, thy Bufineffe there: 1 
whereupon I command thee to open thy Affaire. 

Shep. My Bufineffe,Sir,is to the King. 

Ant. What Aduocatc ha*ft thou to him? 

Shep . 1 know not (and‘c like you.) 

Clo. Aduocate’s theCourc-word foraPheazantrfay 
you haue none. 

Shep. Nonc,Sir: I haue no Pheazant Cock,nor Hen. 1 

Ant. How blefled are we,that are not fimple men ? 

Yet Nature might haue made me as thefe are. 

Therefore I will not difdaine. 

Ch. This cannot be but a great Courtier. 

Shep. His Garments arc rich*but he weares them not 
hand omely. 

Clo. He feemes to be the more Nobje^n being fanta- 
fticall: A great manjlc warrant; I know by the picking 
on’s Teeth. 

Aut. The Fartliell there ? What's i‘th* Farthclf? 
Wherefore that Box ? . j 

Shep. Sir, there lyvs fiich-Sccrets in this. Farthell and 
Boxjwhlchnonc muft know but the Kiiig^aad whlcKbee 
fhall know within ihishoure,if I may come to th’ fpcech 
of him. 

Ant. Age,thou haft loft thy labour. 

Shep . Why Sir? 

Ant. The King is not 3t the Pallacc,he is gone ab6ord 
a newShip,to purge Melancholy^and ayrebimfelfe : for 
if thou bce’ft capable of things ferious, thou muft know 
the King is full of gricfc. 

Shep. So 5 tis (aid (Sir:) about his Sonne, that fhould 
haue marryed a Shcpheards Daughter. 

Aut. If that Shepheard be not in hand-faft, let him 
flye* theCurfes he (lull haue.the Tortures he (hall fcele, 
will breake the back of Man,the heart of Monfler. 

Clo. Thinke you fo,Sir ? 

Ant. Not hee alone fhall fuffer what Wit can make 
heauie,and Vcngeanceb\tter;but thofethat arc Icrmaine 
to him (though remou d fiftie times)fhall all come vndcr 
the Hang-man: which,thoughitbe great pitty, yet it is 
ncceflarie. An old Sheepe-whiftiing Rogue, a Ram-ten¬ 
der,to offer to haue his Daughter come into grace^Some 
fay hee Avail be ftoffd: but that death is too foft tor him 
(fay I:) Draw our Throne into aSheep-Coat ? all deaths 
arc too few,the fharpeft too eafie. 

Clo. Ha’s the old-man ere a Sonne Sir(doe you heare) 
and’t likeyou,Sir? 

Ant. Hee ha’s a Sonne : who fhall be flayd aliue, then 
’noynced ouer with Honey, fct on the head of a Wafpes 
Neft,then ftand till he be three quarters and a dram dead: 
then rccouefid againe with Aquavite, or fome other hot 
Infufion: then,taw as he is(and in the hoteft day Progno- 
ftication proclaymes) ftiall he be fet againft a Brick-wall, 
(the Sunne looking with a South-ward eye vponhim; 
where hec is to behold hirh,with Flycs blown to death.) 
But what talke we of thefcTraitorly-Rafcals,whofe mi- 
ferics are to be fmil’d at,their offences being fo capitall > 

Telj 
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Tell mc(fo7you fceme to be honeftplaine men) what you 


haue to the Kiflfg: being fomething gently cpnlidei’d„ll? 
bring you where he is aboord, tender your pcrfons to his 
prelence, whilper him in your bchalfes; and if it be in 

man, befides the King, to cftedi your Suites, here is mau 

(ball doe it, 

Llow. He feemcs to be of great authoritie;clofc with 
him, gitte him Gold; and though i Auifioritie bcaftub- 
bome Beare,ye:hee is oft led by the Nofe with Gold: 
ihew the in-fidc of your Purfe to the oijt-fide of his 
hand, and no more adoc. Remember Bon'd, and flay’d 

Sbep. And’t plcafcyou(Sir)to vndertakc\he Bufinefle 
for vs, here is that Gold I haue: He make it as much 
more, and lcaue this young man inpawnc, till I bring it 

you. 

Aut. After I haue done what I promised? 

Sbep. I Sir. 

Aut. Well, glue me the Moitie: Are you a partie in 
this Bufinefle ? 

Clow. In fome fort, Sir: hut though my cafe be a pjt- 
tifull one,I hope I fhall not be flayd out of it. 

Aut. Oh, chats the cafe of the Shcphcards Sonne: 
hang him,hee’lc be made an example. 

Claw. Comfort, good comfort: Wemuft to the King, 
and fliew our ftrange fights : he mufl know ’tis none of 
your Daughter, nor my Sifter: wee arc gone elfc. Sir,! 
will giueyou as, much as this oldman do’s, when the Bu¬ 
finefle is performed,and remaine(as he fayes)yourpawne 
till it be brought you. 

Aut. I wilTtruft you, Walke before toward the Sea- 
fide, goe on the right hand, I will but loolcvponthe 
Hedge, and fotlow you. 

Clow. We are blefs’d,in this man: as I may fay cucn 
blefs’d. 3 

Sbep. Let’s before,as he bids vs: he was prouided to 
doe vs good. 

- .M*' ^ I had a mind to be honeft,I fee Fortune would 
not luftcr mec: fhee drops Booties in my mouth. I am 
courted now with a double occafion:(Gold,and a means 
to doc the Prince my Mafler good; which,whoknowcs 
how that may currie backc to my aduancemcnt? ) I will 
bring thefe two Moalcs,thefe bli.nd-oncs,aboord him; if 
he thmke it fit to flioarc them againe, and that the Com¬ 
plaint they haue to the King, concerncs him nothing, let 
him.call me Rogue, for being fo farre officious, for I am 
jp.ropteagainft that Title,and what fliame clfc belongs 
0 : To him will I prcfcnc thcm,thercmay be matter in 
it* - Exeunt* 


' •' ‘ $us Quintus. Seem Trim a. 
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,i Enter Leontes jCieomincs ,Dion,P atilina.Serpuint: 
Fioriz^il. Per ait a. 

C/co, Sir,youhauc done enough,and haue perform’d 
ASaint-like Sorrow : No fajult could youmake, 
H'hich you haue not redeem’d • indeed pay’d downe 
More penitence then done trefpas: Atthclaft 
D >e,as. the Heauens haue done; forget your cuill^ 

With them,forgiue vonrfelfe. 

Leo. Whiicft1 remember 
Her.,ami her Vercues, I cannot forget 


tfy bi <nr,ifhes in them,and fo flill thinkc of 
. nc vvrong I did my lclfe: which was fo mu ch 
That Heire-lcfle it hath made my Kinedom 
Deflroy’d tKe fwccfl Comp,„i„„ jh f t 'M 
iired his hopes ouc o£true. * an 

Taul. Too true (my Lord:) 

If one by one,you wedded all the World 
Or from the All that are.tooke fomething eoo . 

To make a perfeft Woman; fbe you killV) ° dj 
Would bevnparalleH’d. 

Leo. I thinkc lo. Kill’d? 

She I kill’d ? I did fo: but thou flrik’ft me 
Sorely, to fay I did : it is as bitter 
Vpon thy Tongue,!, in my Thought. No w ,o 00() 
Say fo but feldome. ’«> 0(J 

Cteo. Not at all, good Lady: 

T ou might haue fpoken a thoufand thino, t }, 
Haue done the time more benefit,and °rac’d 
Your kindneffe better. ° 

Paul. You arcone of thofc 
Would haue him wed againc. 

Dio, If you would not fo. 

You piety not the Stacc.nor the Remembrance 
Of his moft Soueraigne Name: Confidcr little 
What Dangers,by his Highneffe fajle of Iff Ue ’ 
May drop vpon his Kingdome,and dcuoure ' 
Incercaine lookers on. What were more holy, 

1 hen to rcioycc the former Queene is well ? 
What hoIycr,then for Royalties repayre* 

For prefent comfort,and for future good 
To blefle the Bed of Maieflie againe 
With a fweet Fellow to'c ? 

Paul. There is none worthy, 

(Rcfpefling her that’s gone:) befides the Gods 
Will haue fulfill’d their fecret purpofes: 

For ha’s not the Diuine Apollo laid f 
Is’t not the tenor of his Oracle, 

That King Leontcs fhall not haue an Hcire, 

Till his loll Child be found i Which, that it (ball, 

Is all as rr.onftrous to our humane rcafon, 

As my •sfntigoYiu* to breake his Graue, 

And-come againe to me; who,on my life. 

Did pcrifh with the Infant. > Tis your councell, 

My Lord fhould to the Heauens be contrary, 
Oppofc againft their wills. Care not forlflbe, 

The Cro wnc will find an Heire. Great Altunin 
Left his to th* Worthieft : fo his SucccfTor 
Was like to be the beft, 

Leo* Good Paulin a } 

Who haft the mcmoric of Plermont 

I know in honor: 0,thatcuerl 

Had fquar’d me to thy councell: then^uen now, 

I might haue look’d vpon my Queenes full eyes, 
Haue taken Treafure from her Lippes. 

Paul. And left them 
More rich/or what they yeeldcd. 

Leo. Thoufpeak’fttruth: 

No more fuch VViues,therefore no Wife: one worfe, 
And better vs’d,would make her Sainted Spirit 
Againe pofTeffc her Corps,and on this Stage 
(Where vveOflfendors now appeare) Soule-vcxt, 

And bcgin,why to rne ? 

Paul. Had (he fuch power, 

She had iuft fuch caufe. 

Leo . She had, and would inccnfc me 
To murther her I marryed. 
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Were I { forw hat dull part in t 

: then fl’d (hrieke.that euen Jour eares 
Van f t0 heare me,and the words that foito w d, 

Sh ° U uhe Remember mine. 

5 bouId ^Sarres,Starr«, 

l . e \\ ,«es die,dead coales: feare thou no Wife i 

tfenoWife^A^ 

i |chaU / Will you fweare 

m 3 rry, but by my free leaue ? 

Neuer (Paulina) (o be blefs’d my Spirit. 

L 1 Then good iny Lords,beare witnefle to his Oath. 
f/1 You‘tempt him ouer-much. 
nil Vnleflcanother, 

As like Hermione ,as is her Picture, 

Af S.'Good Madame,I haue done. 

Vad. Yef if my Lord will marry : if you will,Sir; 

,1 *.JeA\t but you will: Giue me the Office 
Tochufe you a Quee» e : Ihe fliall not be lojloung 
Aiwasyourformer,but fhe fhall be fuch 
As (walk’d your firft Queenes Ghoft) it fliould take ioy 
T 0 fee her inyour armes. 

Do. My true Paulina, 

We lhall not marry,till thou bidft vs. 

Paul* Th<Jt 

Shall be when yourfitft Queene’s againe in breath: 
fjeuer till then. 

Enter a Struant. 

Sir. One that giues out himfelfe Prince Fleriz,ell, 
Sonne of Polixenes, with his Princefle(fhe 
The faireft I haue yet beheld) defires accede 
To your high prefence. 

Do. What with him ? he comes not 
Like to his Fathers Greatnefle: his approach 
(Soout ofcircumftance,and fuddaine) tells vs, 

Tis notaVifitation fram’d,but forc’d 
By need,and accident. WhacTraync? 

Sir. But few, 

And thofe but meane. 

Do. His Princeflc (fay you) with him ? 

Str. I: the moft peerelefle pecce of Earth,I thinkc. 
That ere the Sunne flhonc bright on. 

Paul. Oh Hermtone, 

As euery prefent Time doth boaft it fclfe 
Aboue a better,gone; fo muft thy Graue 
Giue way to what’s feene now. Sir, you your felfe 
Hauefaid,and writ fo; but your writing now 
Is colder then that Thcame: flic had not beene. 

Nor was not to be equall’d.thus your Verfe 
Flow’d with her Bcautieonce; ’tis fhrewdly ebb'd. 

To fay you haue feene a better, 

Ser. Pardon,Madame: 

The one,I hauealmoft forgot (your pardon:) 

The other,when fhe ha’s obtayn’d your Eye, 

Will haue your Tongue coo. This is a Creature, 

Would {he begin a Se£l,might quench the zeale 
Ot all Profeflors elfe; make Prolclytes 
Of who flie but bid follow, 

Paul. How ? not women ? 

Ser. Women will loue her,that Hie is a Woman 
More worth then any Man: Men,that fnc is 
The rareft of all Women, 

Let. Goe Chomines, 

Your felfe (a(lifted with your honor’d Friends) 


Bring them to ourembraccmcnr. StilPtis ftrange, 

He thus fhould fteale vpon vs. Exit. 

Paul. Had our Prince 

(Icwcll of Children)feene this houre,he had payr’d 
Well with this Lord; there was not full a moneth 
Betweene their births. 

Leo. ’Prethee no more; ceafe i thou know’ft 

He dyes to me againe,when talk’d-of: fure 

When I fhall fee this Gentleman,thy fpeechcs 
Will bring me to confider that, which may 
Vnfurnifh me of Reafon, They are come. ■ 

Enter Floriz.cll,?erdit<t,C/eemines,and ethers. 

Your Mother was moft true to Wedlock,Prince, 

For fhe did print your Royall Father off, ' 

Concerning you. Were I but twentie one. 

Your Fathers Image is fo hit in you, 

(His very ayre) that I fhould call you Brother, 

As I did him,and fpeake of fomething wildly 
By vs perform’d before. Moft dearely welcome, 

And your fairc Princcfle (Goddcfle) oh: alas, 

I loft a couple,that 'twixt Hcaucn and Earth 
M ight thus haue ftood,begetting wonder,as 
You (gracious Couple) doe: and then I loft 
(All mine owne Folly) the Societie, 

Amitie too of your braue Father,whom 
(Though bearing Miferie) I defire my life 
Once more to looke on him. 

Flo. By his command 
Haue I here touch’d Sicilia, and from him 
Giue you all greetings,that a King (at friend) 

Can fend his Brother: and but Infirmicie 

(Which waits vpon \^orne times)hath lomething feir.’d 

His wifh’d Abilicie,he had himlelfe 

The Lands and Waters,’twixt your Throne and his, 

Meafur’d,to looke vpon you; whom he loues 

(He bad me fay fo)more then all the Scepters, 

And thofe that bcarc them,liuing, 

Leo. Oh my Brother, 

(Good Gentleman) the wrongs I haue done thec,ftirre 
Afrefh within me: and thefe thy offices 
(So rarely kind) are as Interpreters 
Of my behind-hand flacknefle. Welcome hither. 

As is the Spring to th’Earth, And hath he too 
Expos’d this Paragon to th’fearefull vfage 
(At leaft vngcntle) of the drcadfull Neptune, 

To greet a man,not worth her paines; much leflej 
Th’aduenture of her perfon l 
Flo. Good my Lord, 

She came from Libia. 

Lee. Where the Warlike Smaltu, 

That Noble honor’d Lord, is fear’d,and lou’d? 

Flo. Moft Royall Sir, 

From thence: from him,whofe Daughter 
His Tearcs proclaym’d his parting with her: thence 
(A profperous South-wiiffl friendly)wchauecrofs’d. 
To execute the Charge my Father gaue me, 
ForvifitingyourHighnifle: My beftTraine 
I haue from your Sicilian Shores difmifs’d j 
Who for 'Bohemia bend,to fignifie 
Not onely my fuccefle in Libia (Sir) 

But my arriuall,and my Wifes,in fafetie 
Here,where we are. 

Leo, The blefled Gods 
Purge all Infection from our Ayre, whileft you 
Doe Clymate here: you haue a holy Father, 

( A eraccfull Gentlcman.aeainft whofe perfon 


- 


— 



































































































300 


The WintersTale. 


(So facred as it is) I haue done finne, ■ . , T~~ 

For which.thc Heaucns (taking angry note) 

Haue left me Iffue-lefle: and your Father's blefs’d 
(As he from Heauen merits it) with you, 

Worthy his goodneffe. What might I haue been, 

Might I a Sonne and Daughter now haue look’d on. 
Such goodly things as you ? 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Mod Noble Sir, 

That which I fliall report,will beare no credit, 

V\ ere not theproofe io nigh, Pleafcyou(grcat Sir) 
Bohemia greets you rrom himfclfc,by me: 

Defires you to attach his Sonnc.who ha’s 
(His Dignitie,and Dutie both caft off) 

Fled from his Father,from his Hopes,and with 
A Shephcards Daughter, 

Leo. Where’s 'Bohemia ? fpeake; 

Lord. Here,in your Citic: I now came from him. 

I fpeake amazcdly, a nd it becomes 
Mymcruaile,and my Mcflage. To your Court 
Whiles he was hafining (in the Chafe,it Iccmes, 

Ot this faire Couple) mectcs he on the way 

The Father of this feeming Lady, and 

Her Brother,hauing both their Countrey quitted. 

With this young Prince. 

Flo. CamiRo ha’s betray’d me; 

Who ft honor, and whole hpnettic till now* 

Endur’d all Weathers. 

Lord. Lay’t fo to his charge: 

He’s with the King your Father. 

Leo. Who i Camille ? > 

Lord. Camilla (Sir:) I fpake with him: who now 
Ha’s thefe poore men in quefiion. Neuer faw I 
Wretches fo quake: they kncclc.they kifle the Earth; 
Forfweare tbemfelues at oftenas they lpeakcs 
Bohemia flops hit cares,and threatens them 
With diuers deaths, in death. 

Perd. Oh my poore Father: 

The Heauen fees Spyes vpon vs,wil! not haue 
Our Contract celebrated. 

Leo. You arc marryed ? 

Flo. We are not (Sir) nor are we like to be: 
ThcStarres (I fee) will kiffethe Valleyesfirft: 

The oddes for high and low’s alike. 

Leo. MvLord, 

Is this the Daughter of a King ? 

Flo. She is. 

When once flic is my Wife. 

Leo. That once (I fee ) by your good Fathers fpeed. 
Will comc-on very flowly. I am forry 
( Moll forry) you haue broken from his liking. 

Where you were ty’d in dutie: and as forry. 

Your Choifc is not fo rich in Worth, at Bcautie, 

That you might well enioy her. 

Flo. Dcare,looke vp : 

Though Fortune,viable an EneS|i, 

Should chafe vt,with my Father; powre no iot 
Hath flic to change our Loues. Bcfeech you (Sir) 
Remember,fince you ow’d no more to Time 
Then I doe now: with thought of fuch Affetffions, 

[ Step forth mine Aduocate : at your requeft. 

My Father will graunt precious things,as Trifles, 

Leo. Would he doe fo.I’ld begyourprccious Miflris, 
Which he counts but a Trifle. 

Paul. Sir (my Liege ) 

Your eye hath too much youth in’t:r.otamoncth 



l orc your Queenc dy’d^Twas roore^TTr^ 
Then what you lookc on now. ” * 0c I>gaz{, 

Leo. I thought of her, ' 

Euen in thele Lookes I made. But your Pey • 

Is yet vn^anfwcr’d: I will to your Father • Kl ° n 
Your Honor not o’re-throwne by y 0 u r <j e fl r 
I am friend to them.and you: Vpon which Err, j 
I now goe toward him: therefore follow m e 
And marke what way I make; Come good m y 

Fxettnt, 


Enter Autolieut,and a Gentleman. 

,„ilT B,r « ch <S*0« C « y«. preftnt „ thil 

Gent.i. . I was by at the opening of the Fanh.ii l 
the old Shcpheard deliuer the manner how he f 
Whereupon(after a little amarednefleW wcr . »’ d lt; 
manded out of the Chamber: onrly this f m , r |,„ C ? n - 
heard the Shcpheard fay,be found the Child. ^ 

slut. I would mod gladly know theiflue of it 

Gcnt.u I make a broken dcliuerie of the BufinefT 
but ‘^changes I perceiued in the King.and Cahill ,2 
very Notes of admiration : they feem’d almoft wi h J 
ring on one another, to tcare the Cafes of their Ev 
There was fpeech in their dumbneffe. Language in i? 
verygefture: they look’d as they had heard of a World 
ranfom’d.or one defiroyed: a notable paffion of Won 
der appeared in them: but the wife/! beholder.thatknew 
no more but feeing, could not fay, ifch’importancewcr: 
Ioy,or Sorrow; but in the extremitie of the one 
needs be. Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knowei more 
1 The Newes, 

Cent.*. Nothing but Bon-fires:the Oracle is fulfill'd: 

the Kings Daughter is found: fuch a deale of wonders' 
broken out within this houre.that Ballad-makers cannot 
be able to expreffe it. Enter another gentleman. 

Here comes the Lady p aultna't Steward, hee can deliuer 
you more. How goes it now (Sir.) This Ncwcs (which 
is call d true) is fo like an old Tale,that the veritie ofitii 
in firong fufpicion: Ha’s the King found his Heire? 

Gent. j. Moft true, ifeucrTruth were pregnant by 
Circumftancc : That which you heare, you’le fweare 
you fee, there is fuch vnitie in the proofes. The Mantle 
of Qucenc Hermiones: her Iewell about the Nc.:kof it: 
the Letters ofAntigonw found with it, which they know 
to be his Chara&er: the Maieftie of theCreature,inre* 
femblancc of the Mother: the Affetfiion of Noblenclfe, 
which Nature fhewesaboue her Breeding, andmanyo- 
tlicr Euidenccs, proclayme her, with all certaintie.tobe 
the Kings Daughter. Did you fee the meeting oftbt 
two Kings? 

Gent. 2 . No, 

Gent.y, Then haueyou loft# Sight which waatobee 
feene.cannoc bee fpoken of. There might you haue be. 
held one Toy crownc another,fo and in fuch manner, that 
it feem’d Sorrow wept to rake leaueof them: for their 
Ioy waded inteares. There was carting vp of Eyes,hol- 
ding vp of Hands, with Countenance of fuch diftra$iM> 
that they were to be knowne by Garroent,noc by Fauor. 

Our 
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port tot 

Gent.i • 




Tv apbein *ready to’leape out of himfclfe,for ioy of 
9 c *nl Daughter; as if that Toy were now become a 
Serves, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother r : then askes 
/ C> > foreineneffe, then embraces his Sonne-in-Law: 
ulTciiae worryes he his Daughter, with' clipping her. 
w he thanks the old Shepheard (which fiands by,likc 
Weather-bitten Conduit^of many Kings'Rcignes.) I. 
a ' heard of fuch another-Encounter;which lames Rc- 
niUCr follow it,and vndo’s defeription to doe it. 

What, ’pray you, became of Antbor.nt, that 
^irrved hen« the Child? 

C Cent-'i - Likean old Tale {till, which will haue matter 
rchearte,though Credit be afleepe, anci riot an carco- 
C 1 - he was torne to pieces vvitha Beare: 1 his auotiches 
the Shephcards Sonne; vyho ha’s nor onely his Innocence 
'’which feemes much)to itifiific him,b«t a Hahd-kcrchief 
and Rings of his, that PariHvah) owes. 

Gent° i« What became of his Barke , and his Fol- 

lowers ? 

Cent. So Wrackc the fame infant of their Maftcrs 
death, andin the view of the Shcpheard : fo that all the 
Inrtrume^rs which ayded to expofc the Chdd,were cuen 
then loft^hen it was found. Bur oh the Noble Combat, 
rhat twixt Ioy and Sorrow was fought in Paulina. Shec 
had one Eye declin’d for the Ioffe of her Husband, ano- 
therelcuatcd,thar the Oracle was fulfill’d: Shce lifted the 
princeffe from the Earth, and fo locks her in embracing, 
as if {hee wouH pm her to her heart, that foee might no 
more be in danger of looting/ 

Gent. i. The Dignitre of this A<ft was worth the au¬ 
dience of Kings and Princcs/or by fuch was it adled. 

Gent. 3, One of the prettyeft touches of all, and that 
which angl’d for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though 
notthcFifh) was, when at the Relation of-the Queenes 
death (with the manner how fhee came to’t,braucly con- 
fefs’d,and lamented by the King) how attentiueneffe 
wounded his Daughter, till (from one figne of dolour to 
anothcr)fhec did( with an Alas) I would faine fay,bleed 
Tcares; forlarn fure,my heart wept blood. Whowas 
moft Marble, there changed colour: fome fwownded,all 
forrowed : if all the World could haue feen't, the Woe 
had beene vniuerlall. 

Gent. i. Are they rertirned to the Court ? 

Cent. 3. No: The Princeffe hearing of her Mothers 
Statue (which is in the keeping of Paulina) a Peccc many 
yceres in doing, and now newly perform’d, by that rare 
Italian Mafter,/#//o Romano, who (had he himfclfe Etcr- 
nitie, and could put Breath into his Worke) would be¬ 
guile Nature of herCuftomc,foperfc£tly he is her Ape: 
He fo neere to Hcrmione, hath done Hermione, that they 
fay one would fpeake to her,and Band in hope of anfwcr* 
Thither (with all greedineffe of afte&ion)aic they gone, 
and there they intend to Sup. 

Gent. 2. I thought fhe had fome great matter there in 
hand, tor fhee hath priuately, twice'or thrice a day, ciier 
fincc the death of Mermionc^ ilitcd that remoued Houfe. 
Shall wee thither,and with our companie peecc the Rc- 
ioycing 

Gent.i . Who would be thence, that ha’s the benefit 
°f Acccfle r eucry winke of an Eye, fome new Grace 
will oeborne: our Abfence makes vs vnthriftie to our 
knowledge. Let's along. Exit. 

Ant. Now (had Inotthedaili of my former life in 
me) would Preferment drop on my head. *f brought the 
oldman and h,s Sonne aboord the Prince-r"told him, I 
’card them talke of a Farthcll.and I know not tvhat: but 


he at that time ouer-fond of the Shepheards Daughter(lo 
he then tooke her to be) who began* to be much Sea-fick, 
and himfclfe little better, extremitie of Weather conti¬ 
nuing, this Myflerie remained vndifeouer’d. Bur’cisall 
one to me: for had I beene the finder-out of this Secret, 
it would not haue i ellifh’d among my other diferedits. 

Enter Shepheard and Clowne. 

Here come thofelhaue done good to againft my will, 
and alreadie appearing in the blofTomes of their For¬ 
tune. 

Shep. Come Boy, I am paft moe Children: but thy 
Sonnes and Daughters will be all Gentlemen borne. 

Cloxv. You are well met (Sir;) you deny’d to fight 
with mcc this other day , becaufe I was no Gentleman 
borne. See you thefe Clothes? fay you fee them not, 
and ihinkc mcflill no Gentleman borne : You werebeft 
fay thefe Robes arc not Gentlemen borne. Giuemethe 
Lye : doc: and try whether I am not now a Gentleman 
borne. 

A*t* I know you arc now(Sir)a Gentleman borne; 

Clow. I,and haue been fo any time thefe foure houres. 

Shep. And fo haue 1,Boy. 

Clow. So you haue : but I was a Gentleman borne be¬ 
fore my Father: for the Kings Sonne tooke me by the 
hand,and call’d mee Brother: and then the two Kings 
call’d my Father Brother: and then the Prince (my Bro- 
ther)and the Princcfle(r»y SifterJcalPd my Father,Father; 
and fo wee wept: and there was the firft Gentleman-like 
tearesthat eucrwefhed. 

Shep. We may line (Sonne) to filed many more. 

Clow. I: or clfe ’c were hard luck,berng in fo pi epofte- 
rous eftaceas we are. 

Ant . I humbly bcfeech you (Sir)to pardon me all the 
faults I haue committed to your Worfiiip, and to giuc 
me your good report to the Prince my Mailer. 

Shep. 'Prethec Sonne doe: for wc maft be gentle,now. 
we are Gentlemen. 

Clow . Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

A at. I,and it like your good Worfhip, 

Clow. Giue me thy hand: I will fweare to the Prince, 
tbou art as honeft a true Fellow as any is in Bohemia. 

Shep. You may fay it,but not fweare it. 

Clow. Not fweare it, now I am a Gentleman ? Let 
Boores and Franckhm lay it,Ile fweare it. 

Shep. How it it be falfe (Sonne?) 

Clow. If it be ne'rc fo falfe, a true Gentleman may 
fweare it,in the bchalfe of his Friend : And lie iwearc to 
the Prince, thou arc 3 tall Fellow of thy hands, and that 
thou wilt not be drunke: but I know thou 3rt no tall Feb 
low of thy hands,and that thou wilt be drunke: but He 
fweare it, and I would thouwould’ft be a tall Fellow of 
thy hands. ^ 

Ant. I will prouc fo (Sir) to my peAver. 

Clow. I ,by any meanes prone a tall Fellow: ifl do not. 
wonder,how thou dar’ft venture to be drunke, not being 
a tall Fellow,trufi menot. Harke,theKings and the Prin¬ 
ces (our Kindred) are going to fee the Queenes Picture. 
Come,follow vs: weele be thy good Matters. Exeunt . 


Scam Tertia. 


Enter Leentes^Polixenes.FlorixeUjVerdita^Camillo^ 
Paulina: Hermione {like a Statue:) Lords>&c. 

Leo. O graue and good Paulin*jkz great comfort 
That I haue had of thee ? 

C c Tarsi .What 
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Paul. What (Soueraignc Sir) 

I did not well,I meant well: all my Scruices 
You haue pay’d home. But that you hauc vouchfaf d 
(With your Crown'd Brother,and thefe your contra&cd 
Heires of your Kingdomes) tny poorc Houfe to vifit; 

It is a furplus of your Grace,which ncucr 
My life may laftto anfvverc. 

Leo . O Paulina, 

Wc honor you with trouble: but we came 
To fee the Statue of our Quecne. YourGallcrie 
Haue we pafs\i through,not without much content 
In many Angularities; but we law not 
That which my Daughter came to looke vpon. 

The Statue of her Mother. 

Paul. As (lie liu’d pecveldfe. 

So her dead likcncffe 1 doc well bclecuc 
Excclls what euer yet you look’d vpon, 

Or hand of Man hath done: therefore I kcepc it 
Louely,apart. But here it is: prepare 
To fee the Life as huely mock'd,as cuer 
Still Slecpe mock'd Death: behold,and fay ’tis well# 

I like your filence,it the more fhewes-off 
Your wonder: but yet fpcake,firft you (niy Liege) 
Comes it not fame thing ncerc f 
Leo. Hcrnaturall Pofture. 

Chide me (deare Stone) that I may fay indeed 
Thou art Hermione • or rather,thou arc fhe. 

In thy not chiding: for flic was as tender 
As Infancie,and Grace. But yet [Paulina) 

Hermione was not fo much wrinckled 7 nothing 
So aged as this feemes. 

Pol. Oh,not by much. 

Taut. So much chc more our Caruers excellence. 
Which lets goe-fcy fomc fixtcencyccres,and makes her 
As fhe liu’d now. 

Leo. As now fhe might haue done, 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my Soule. Oh.thus fhe Rood, 

Eucn with fuch Life of Maieftic(warme Lifi% 

As now it coldly (lands) when firft ] woo’d her. 

I am afham’d : Do’s not the Stone rebuke me. 

For being more Stone then it ? Oh Royall Pccce : 

There's Magick in thy Maieftie,which ha’s 
My Euils coniur’d to remembrance; and 
From thy admiring Daughter tooke the Spirits, 

Standing like Stone with thee. 

Perd. And giuemeleauc. 

And doe not fay 'cis Superfticion,thac 
I knccle,and then implore her Blclfing. Lady, 

Deere Quecne,thac ended when I but began, 

Ciuqrne chat hand of yours>to kifle. 

P0L O, patience: 

The3tatue is but newly fix’d; the Colour's 
Not dry. 

Cam. My Lord,your Sorrow was too fore lay’d-on. 
Which fixteene Winters cannot blow away. 

So many Summers dry: fcarce any Ioy 
Did euer fo long line; no Sorrow, 

But kill’d it felfe much fooncr. 

Pol. Deere my Brother, 

Let bim,that was the caufe of this,haue powrc 
To take-off fomuch griefe from you,as he 
Will pcecc vp in himlelfe. 

Paul. Indeed my Lord, 

If I had thought the fight of my poore Image 
Would thus haue wrought you (tor the Stone is mine) 


Il*d not haue £hew # d it. 

Lee. Doe not draw the Curcaine. 

?«(. No longer (hall you gaze cn’t,lcaft Vour c 
May thinke anon.it raoues. ;ur, ‘ a n 1 

Leo. Let be, let be: 

Would I were dead.but that me thinker alreadic 
. (What was he that did make it?) See (my Lord}' 
Would you not deemc it breath’d i and tha. *u c 
Did verily bearc blood? tthofe »ein 

Pol. ’Mafterly done: 

The very Life feemes warme vpon her Lippe. 

Leo. The fixure of her Eye ha s motion iii’ t 
As we are mock’d with Art. ’ 

PauI. lie draw cheCurtaine: 

My Lord’s almoft fo farre tranfportcd,that 
Hec’le t'ninke anon it liues. 

Leo. Ohfweet Pdutina, 

Make me to thinke fo twentieyeercs together* 

No fetlcd Scnces of the World can match 
The pleafure of that madnefle. Let’t alone. 

Paul. I am forry (Sir) I haue thus farre ftir’d wo>. . t 
I could afflict you farther. ^ ‘ 

Leo. Doe Paulina • 

For this Affliction ha’s a taftc as fweet 
As any Cordial! comfort. Still me thinkes 
There is an ayre comes from her. What fineChiz Ze l] 
Could cucr yet cut breath f Let no man mock me 
For I will kifle her. > 

Paul. Good my Lord.forbcare: 

The ruddineflevpon herLippe.iswet: 

You’lc marre it,if you kifle it; ftaync your owne 
With Oyly Painting: fhall I draw the Curtainc, 

Leo. No: not thefe twentieyceres. 

Perd. So long could I 
Stand-by, a looker-on. 

PauI. Either forbearc. 

Quit prefcntly the Chappell.or refolue you 
For more amazement: if you can behold it, 
lie make the Statue moue indeed; defeend, 

And take you by the hand: but then you’le thinke 
(Which I protert againft)Iamaflifted 
By wicked Powers. 

Lea. What you can make her doe, 

I am content to looke on: what to fpeake, 
lam content to heare: for*tisascafie 
To make her fpeakc,as moue. 

PauI. It is requir’d 

You doe awake your Faith: then.all ftand dill: 

On: thofe that thinke it is vnlawfull Bufincfle 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leo. Proceed: 

Nofootfhall ftirre. 

PauI. Mufick; awake her: Strike: 

Tis time: defeend: be Scone no more: approach: 
Strike all that looke vpon with meruaile: Come: 
lie fill your Graue vp: ftirre: nay.come away: 
Bequeath to Death your numnefle: (for from him, 
Deare Liferedeemes you)youperceiuefheftirici: 
Start not: her Adions fhall be holy, as 
You heare my Spell is lawfull: doe notfhunher, 

Vntill you fee her dye againe; for then 
You kill her double: Nay,prefent your Hand: 

When fhe was young,you woo’d her: now,in age, 

Is fhe becorrfe the Suitor ? 

Leo. Oh,fhe’s warme: 

If this be Magick, let it be an Art 

law 
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, chc embraces Him# 

t* c h e hangs about his necke, 

MinC to life, let her fpeake too. 
f'r and make it manifeft where fhe ha’s liu’d, 

o howrto' ncfrom thc(ic3d? 

0t pW That fhe is lining, 

t'but told you, (hould be hooted at 
™ e old Tale : but it appeares fhe hues, 

Llkc * u ,.rt ihc fpeake not. Marke a little while: 

j Lvour Mothers blefling: turnc good Lady,- 

sSraJU— 

, u - om yourfacred Viols pourc your graces 
J n “, 11IlV daughters head : Tell me (mine owne) 

^P 0 p rhoubin nreferu’d? Where!iu’d?How found 

^novvin° by PauIixa, that the Oracle 
rL hope thou waft in bcing ; haue preferu’d 

My felfe, to fee they flue. 

f,u' There’s ttme enough for that, 
r raft they defirc (vpon this pulh) to trouble 

Vour ioyes, with like Relation. Go together 
You precious winners all: your exultation 


Partake co euery one: I (an old Turtle) 

Will wing me to fomc wither’d bough, and there 
My Mate (that’s ncucr to be found againe) 

Lament, till I am loft. 

Leo . O peace Vaulina: 

Thou /houldft a husband take by my confent. 

As I by thine a Wife. This is a Match, 

And made betweene’s by Vowes. Thou haft found mine. 

But how, is to be queftion'd : for I faw her 

(As I thought) dead : and haue (in vaine) faid many 

A|praycr vpon her graue* lie not feeke farre 

(For him, I partly know his minde) to finde thee 

An honourable husbaud. Come Camilla, 

And take her by the hand: whofe worch,and honefty 

Is richly noted : and hecrc iuftified 

By Vs, a paire of Kings. Let’s from this place. 

What? looke vpon my Brother: both your pardons^ 
That ere I put bctwecnc your holy lookes 
My ill fufpicion: This your Son-in-law^ 

And Sonne vnto theKmg,whom heauens dire&ing 
Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paultna, 

Lcadc vs from hence, where we may leyiurely 
Each one demand, and anfwerc to his part 
Perform’d in this wide gap of Time, fincc firft 
We were difleuer’d : Haftily lead away. PxcHnl. 


The Names ofthe A£tors. 


L Pontes, King of Skills a. 

CMamtlluSyjong FrinceofSkillia. 

Camilla • n 

Ant genus./ Fours 

Cleemines •( Lords ofSiciHia . 

Dion. ) 

Hermione, Qucene to Lcontes. 

Pcrdita , Daughter to Lcontes and Hermione * 
Paulina, wife to Anti genus. 


a Lady. 

Polixcncs, King of'Bohemia. 

F!oriz,etl % Prince of Bohemia. 

Old Shepheard , reputed Father ofVerdita* 
Clowue,his Sonne. 

Autolicus y a Rpgue. 

Archidamns , a Lord of'Bohemia. 

O ther Lords , and Gentlemen , and Seruants f 
S hepbeardsj and Sbephearddefes. 

FINIS. 
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Aclus Primus , Scana Prima. 



v „. r 0 h>t Qttcetie Elinor , Pembroke .Iffex, and Sa- 
^Zl^tjUan of France. 

Vjnv h>hn* . , s 

OW lay Cbatillion, what would Frvwa? with vs ? 
GSwt. Thus (after grecting)fpcajtes thcKmg 
of France, 

Jn my bchauiour to the Maielly > 

The borrowed Maictty of ^Whccre. 

A Grange beginning : borrowed Maiefty? 

KMh. Silence f good mothcr)hcarc the Embaflie. j 
ChiU Pbiltp of Francs, in right and true bchalfc j 

Of thy deccaicd brother, Geffreyes fonne, 

Arthur Plant agtnet, laies mo ft lawfull claimc 
Jothisfaire Hand,and the Territories: 

To Ireland^ Posters, A*i**t> Tor ayne,Maine, 

Defiring thee to lay afidetbefword 
Which fwaics vfurpingly thefe feucral! titles, 

And put the Urne into yong Arthurs hand , 

Thy Nephew, and right royattScucraigne. ^ 

K. Iohn . What followers if we difallow of this ? 

Chat . The proud controle offiercc and bloudy warre, 
To inforce thefe tights, lo forcibly with-held, 

K,Io. Heere haue we war for war,& blond for blond, 
Controlcmenc for controlemenr: lo anfwer France. 

Chat ♦ Then take my Kings defiance from my mouth, 
The fartheft limit of my Embaffie. ^ 

K. Iohn . Beare mine to him,and lo depart in peace, 

Be thou as lightning in the eies of France; 

Forcrethcjn canft report, I will be there: 

The thuncTcr of my Canncfa ftiall be heard. 

So hence :be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 

And fullen prefage ofyour o wne decay: 

An honourable conducUct him haue, 

Pembroke looke too*;; farewell ChattiSion . 

Exit Chat. and Tern, 

Ele. What now my fonne, haue I not euer laid 
How that ambitious Constance would not ceafe 
Till fhe had kindled France and all the world, 

Vpon the right and party of her fonne. 

This might haue beenc preuented,and made whole 
With very cafie arguments of loue , 

Which now the mannage of two kingdomes muft 
With fearefull bloudy iflue arbitrate. 

KJohn. Our jftrongpoffeflion, and our right for vs. 

Eli .Your ftrong poflefsio much more then your right, 
Or elfe it muft go wrong with you and me, 

So much my confcicnce whjfpcrs in your care, 


Which none but heauen, and you, and I, ftallheare. 
Enter a Sheriff's. 

Effex . My Liege, here is theftrangeft controuerfie 
Come from the Country to be iudg’d by you 
That ere I heard : fhall I produce the men? 

KJoh*. Let them approach : 

Our Abbics and our Priories fhall pay 
This expeditious charge* what men are you? 

Enter Robert Panic onbr idge ,ayidFhihp. 

Philip. Your faithfull fubic£t,I a gentleman, 

Borne in, A lorthamptonflnre, and cldell fonne 
As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbridge , 

A Souldier by the Honor-giuing-hand 
Of (for dclt on, Knighted in the field. 

K,Iohn. What art thou? 

Robert . The fon and heire to that fame Faulconbridge. 
K.hbn. Is tint rhe cider,and art tbeu chchcyre ? 

Y ou came not of one mother then it ieemes. 

Philip. Moft certain of one mocher,mighty King, 
That is well knowne,and as I thinke one father; 

Buc for the cerraine knowledge of that truth, 

I put you o re to heauen, and to my mother; 

Of that I doubt, as all me ns children may. 

Eli. Out on thee rude man, doft (frame thy mother. 
And wound her honor with this diffidcnce. 

Phil . I Madame ? No,I haue no reafon for it, 

That is my brothers plea, and none of mine. 

The v\ hich if he can proue, 3 pops me out, 

Ac leaft from fairc fiuc hundred pound ayeerc : 

Heauen guard my mothers honor, and my Land. 

KJohn . A good blunt fellow:why being yongcr born 
Doth he lay claimc to thine inheritance ? 

Phil. I know not why,except ro get the land: 

But once he flanderd me with baftardy : 

But where I be as true begot or no, 

That ftill I lay vpon my mothers head, 

Buc that I am as wcllbcgotmy Liege 
(Faire fall the bones that tooke the paines for me) 
Compare our faces, and be Iudge your iclfe 
If old Sir Egbert did beget vs both. 

And were our father, and this fonne like him: 

O old fir Robert Father, on my knee 
I giue heauen,thankes I was not like to thee. 

KJohn. Why what a mad-cap hath heauen lent vs here? 
Elen . He hath a tricke of Cordeliens fibre, 

The accent of his tongue affc&etb him: 

Doe you not read feme tokens of my fonne 
In the large competition of this man ? 
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KJobn „ Mine eye hath well examined his parts. 
And Andes them perfeft Rich/trd : firra fpeake^ 

What doth tjioue you to claime your bfOthersland. 

Philip. Becaufc hc.harh a half-face like my father ? 
With halfe that face would he fyke all my land , 
Ahalfe-fac’d jgto 2 t,fiue hundred pound ayfcfcre? 

Rob% My 4 gracious Licge^Whtn chat my father HuM, 
Your brother did imploy my father much. 

Phil. Well fir, by this you cannot get my land, 
Yourtde muft bchow he employ 'd my mother. 

Rob . And once difpatcVd tom in an Emb'affic 
l To Germany , there with the Emperor # 

To treat of high affaires touching that time: 
Th’aduantage of his abfencetookc the King, 

And in the meane time foiourn’d at my fathers; 

Where how he did preuaile,I (Lame to fpeake: 

But truth is truth,large lengths of fcas and (bores 
Betweenc my father,and my mother lay , 

As I haue heard my father fpeake himfclfe 
When this fame lufty gentleman was got: 

Vpon his death-bed he by will bequeath’d 
His lands tome, and tookeit on his death 
That this my mothers fonne was none of hisj 
And if he were, he came into the world 
Full fourteene weekes before the courfe of time : 

Then good my Licdgc let me haue what is mine. 

My fathers land, as was my fathers will 

KJobn. Sirra,your brother is Legitimate, 

Your fathers wife did after wedlocke bcarc him: 

And if (he did play falfe, the fault was hers, 

Which fault lyes on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wiucs: tell me,how if my brother 
Who as you fay, tooke paines to get this fonne, 

Had of your father claim’d this fonne for his, 
Jnfooth,go6d friend,your father might haue kept 
This Calfe, bred from his Cow from all the world: 
Infooth he might: then if he were my brothers, 

My brother might not claime him, nor your father 
Being none of Ins, refute him : this concludes. 

My mothers fonne did get your fathers heyre, 

Your fathers heyre mult haue your father? land. 

Rob. Shal then my fathers Will be of no force, 

To difpoflefle that childc which is not his. 

Phil. Of no more force to difpoflefTc me fir, 

Then was his will to get me, as I chink. 

Eli. Whether hadft thou rather be a F/wlconbridge , 
And like thy brother to cnioy thy land: 

Or the reputed fonne of Cordeliov, 

Lord of thy prefence^nd no land befide. 

Bafi» Madam,3nd ifmy brother had my (hape 
And I had his, fir Roberts his like him , 

Atftl if my legs were two fuch riding rods. 

My armcs,fuch eele-skins fiuft, my face fo thin, 

That in mine care I durft not fticke a role, 

Left men fhouid fay,lookc where three farthings goes, 
And to his fhape were heyre to all this land, 

Would I might neucr ftirre from off this place, 

I would giue it euery foot to haue this face: 

It would not be fir nobbe in any cafe* 

Elinor. I like thee well: wilt thou forfake thy fortune. 
Bequeath thy land to him,and follow me? 

I am a Souldier,and now bound to Prance. 

. Bafr . Brother.takeyou my land,Iletakemychanccj 
Your face hath got fiue hundred pound ayoere,j 
Yet fell your face for fiue pence and’tis dcerc:' 
Madam,Ilc follow you ?nto the death. 
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Elinor. Nay, I would haue you go bcfo re m i - 

Baft Our Country manners giue our brr, * ^tr, I 
John. What ft thy name? ~ eri Wiy, j 

Baft. Philip my Liege,fo is my namebe SUn 
Bifilip,goo A old Sit Robert/ wiucs eldeft tonfe * 

KJohn. From henceforth bear e his name 

Whofe forme thou beared : 

Kneele thou downc Philip, but rife more great 
Arife Sir Richard , and Plantagenet. - * 

Baft. Brother by th'mothcrs fide.giue m e V on, v 
My father gaue roe honor,yours gaue land i ■ 61 
Now blclTed be the houre by night or day 
When I was got. Sir Robert was away. 

E/e. The very fpirit of Plantaginet : 

I am thy grandame Richard, call me fo. 

Baft. Madam by chance, but not by truth what 
Something about a little from the right, 1 tth ° 
In atthe window, or clfe ore the hatch: 

Who dares not ftirre by day,mud walke by ni<>ht 

And h3ue is haue, how euermen doe catch: 6 1 

Ncere or farre off,well wonne is dill well fl 10t 
And 1 am I,how ere I was begot. 

KJohn. Goc,F aulcenbndge,now had thou thv A.r 
A landleflc Knight,makes thee a landed Squire; 

Come Madam,and come Richard,we mull fpeed* 

For France, for France, for it is more then need. 

‘Baft . Brother adieu, good fortune come to thee 
For thou wad got i’th wayofhonedy. * 

Exeunt all but bajlard, 

Baft. Afoot of Honor better then I was 
But many a many foot of Land the worfe. ’ 
Well.now can I make any Ioane a Lady, 

Good den Sir Richard,Godzmetcy fellow. 

And ifhis name be Cjeorge, He call him Peter ; 

For new made honor doth forget mens names : 

’Tis tworeipevliue,and too fociable 
For your conuerfion, now your traueller, 

Hce and his tooth-picke at my worfhips mefle, 

And when my knightly domacke is fuffis’d, 

Why then I lucke my teeth, and catechize 
My picked man of Countries: my deare fir, 

Thus leaning on mine elbow I begin, 

I fhall befecch you; that is queftion now, 

And then comes anfvver like an Abfcy booke: 

O fir, fayes anfwer, at your bed command, 

At youremployment, at your feruice fir: 

No fir, faics queftion, i fweet fir at yours, . 

And fo ere anfwer knovves what quedion would, 
Sluing in Dialogue of Complement, 

And talking of the Alpes and Appenines, 

The Percnnean andtheriuerFw, 

It drawes toward fupper in conclufion fo. 

But this is worfliipfull focicty. 

And fits the mounting fpirit like my felfe} 

For he is but a badard to the time 
That doth not fmoake of obferuation, 

And fo am I whether I fmacke or no : 

And not alone in habit and deuice. 

Exterior forme, outward accoutrement; 

But from the inward motion to deiiuer 
Sweet, fweet, fweet poyfon for the agestooth, ‘ 
Which though I will not practice to deceiue. 

Yet to auoid deceit I meane to Ieame; 

For it fhall drew the footdeps of my rifing: 

But who comes in fuch hade in riding robes t 
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? hath (he no husband 

wha 3S ?* ines to blow a horae 

Th» cW i my mother: how n*w good Lady, 
OW^gsyou heere to Court fo haftdy i 

fater Ltd) Faulconbridge and I ante t Gurney. 

. -ivhere is that flaue thy brother ? where is he ? 
Uoids in chafe mine honour vp and downc. 

Tb £ / mv brother Robert, o\A Sir Roberts fonne: 

i A the Gyant,that fame mighty man, 
ftUU thatyoufeeke fo? 

lit Roberts fonne, I thou vnreuerend boy, 
nl' fr fonne ? why fcorn’d thou at fir Robert} 
Roberts fonne, and fo art thou. 

‘ 5 f Umes Goumie, wilt thou giue vs leaue a while? 

Goar. Good leaue good Philip, 
ttj. PhihP. fparrow, lames, 

Th«^ toyes abroad,anon lie tell thee more. 

There * / £ x j t James. 

Mdam I was not old Sir Roberts fonne, 

$\t Robert might haue eat his part in me 
Vcon good Fnday,and nere broke his fad: 

Robert could doe well, marrte to confefle 
Could get me fir Robert could not doe it; 

We know his handy-worke, therefore good mother 
To whom am I beholding for tbefe limmes ? 
p] r 'Robert neuer holpe to make this legge. 

Uk- Haft thou confpired with thy brother too. 

That for thine owne game fhouldft defend mine honor ? 
What meanes this fcorne, thou moft vino ward knaue ? 

Best, Knight,knight good mother,Bafilifco-like: 
What,I am dub’d, I haue it on my fhouldcr: 

But mother, I am not Sir Roberts fonne, 

1 haue difdaim’d Sir Robert and my land. 

Legitimation, name, and all is gone; 

Then good my mother, let roe know my father. 

Some proper roan I hope, who was it mother? 

Lady. Haft thou denied thy felfe a Faulconbridge ? 

Baft As faithfully as I denic the dcuill. 

Lady. King RichardCordelionwis thy father. 

By long and vehement fuit I was feduc’d 
To make roome for him in my hu sban ds bed: 

Heaucn lay not my transgreffion to my charge, 

That art the iffue of my deere offence 
Which was fo ftrongly vrg’d paft my defence. 

’Baft Now by thiS light were I to get againc, 

Madam I would not wilh a better father: 

Some finnes doe bcarc their priuiledge on earth, 

And fo doth yours: your fault,was not your follie,, 
Needs muft you lay your heart at his difpofe, 

Subieffed tribute to commanding loue, 

Againft whofe furic and vnmacched force. 

The awleffe Lion could not wage the fight, 

Nor keepe his Princely heart from Richards hand: 

He that perforce robs Lions of their hearts, 

May cafily winne a womans: aye my mother, 

With all my heart I thanke thee for my father: 

Who Hues and dares but fay, thou didft not well 
When 1 was got, lie fend his foule to hell. 

Come Lady 1 will (hew thee to my kinne. 

And they (hall fay, ■when Rickard me begot. 

If thou hadft fay d him nay, it had beene finne; 

Who fayes it was, he lyes,I fay twas not. 

OBC' , 11i!2; You > i:?H tt i 

• :v, so‘i Exeunt. 


Scma Secunda. 


Enter before t^dngiers, Philip King of France , Lewis fDaul- 

pbia, Juflria, Conftance, Arthur. 

Lewis . Before Aneiers well met braue Auftria, 
Arthur that great fore-runner of thy bloud, 

Richard that rob’d the Lion of his heart, 

And fought the holy Warres in Paleftinty 
By this btaue Duke came early to his graue: 

And for amends to his pofteritie, 

At our importance hethcr is he come, 

To fpread his colours boy,in thy behalfe, 

And to rebuke the vfurpation 

Of thy vnnaturall Vncle, Englilh lohn, 

Embrace him, loue him, giue him welcome hether. 

Arch. God (hall fergiue you Cordeltons death 
The rather, that you giue his off-fpring life, 

Shadowing their right vnder your wings of warre: 

I giue you welcome with a powcrlefle hand. 

But with a heart full of vnftained loue, 

Welcome before the gates of Angiers Duke. 

Lewis. A noble boy,who would not doe thee right? 

A *ft. Vpon thy cheeke lay I this zelous kiffe, 

As feale to this indenture of roy loue: 

That to my home I will no more rcturne 
Till Angiers ,and the right thou haft in Prance, 

Together with that pale, that white-fac’d (here, 

Whofe foot fpurnes backe the Oceans roaring tides. 

And coopes from other lands her Ilanders, 

Euen till that England hedg’d in with the maine, 

That Water-walled Bulwarke, ftill fccure 
And confident from forreinepurpofes, 

Euen till that vtmoft corner of the Weft 
Salute thee for her King, till then faire boy 
Will I not thinke ofhome,but follow Armes. 

Conft. O take his mothers thanks, a widdows thanks. 
Till your ftrong hand fhall hclpe to giue him ftrength , 
To make a more requitall to your loue. 

Aaft. The peace of heauen is theirs^lift their fwords 
In fuch a iuft and charitable warre. 

King. Well,then to wotke our Cannon (hall be bent 
Againft the bro wes of this refitting towne, 

Call for our cheefeft men of difeipline , 

To cull the plots of beft aduantages: 

Wee’ll lay before this towne our Royal bones, 

Wade to the market-place in French-mtns bloud. 

But we will make it fubieft to this boy. 

Con. Stay for an anfwer to your Embaflie, 

Left vnaduis'd you flaine your fwords with bloud. 

My Lord Chattilicn may from Englandbnng 
That right in peace which heere we vtge in warre , 

And then we fhall repent each drop of bloud , 

That hot ra(h hafte fo indire&ly (hedde, 

Enter Chattthon. 

Kong. A wonder Ladydo vpon thy wi(h' 

Our Meffenger Chattilion is arriu’d, 

What England faies, fay breefely gentle Lord, 

We coldly paufe for thee, Chatilion fpeake, 

Chat. Then turne your forces from this paltry fiege, 
And ftirre them vp againft a mightier taske: 

England impatient of your iuft demands. 

Hath puthimfelfeiaArmes, theaduerlc windes 
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Whofc leifurc I haue (laid, hauc giuen him time 
To land his Legions all as foone as 1: 

His marches are expedient to this townc, 

His forces ftrong.his Souldiers confident: 

With him along is come the Mother Queene, 

An Ace flirting him to bloud and ftrife, 

With her her Neece, the Lady Blanch ofSpain , 
With them a Ballard of the Kings dcceaft , 

And all th’vnfctlcd humors of the Lana, 
Ra(h,jnconfideratc,fiery voluntaries, 

With Ladies faces,and fierce Dragons fplccncs, 
Haue fold their fortunes at their natiue homes, 
Bearing their birth-rights proudly on their backs , 
To make a hazard of new. fortunes hcere: 

In briefe, a braucr choyfe ofdauntleflc fpirits 
• Then now the Ettglijb bottomes hauc waft ore. 

Did neuer flote vpon the fwelling tide, 

To doe offence and fcathe in Chriftendome: 

The interruption of their churlifh drums 
Cuts off more circumflance, they arc at hand, 

Drum beats. 

To parlieorto fight, therefore prepare. 

Kin. How much vnlook’d for, is this expedition. 
Auft. By how much vnexpefted, by lo much 
We muft awake indeuor for defence, 

For courage raounteth with occafion, 

Letthem be welcome then/we are prepar’d. 


Enttr K. of England, Ba/lard, Qtteenc, ’Blanch , Pembroke, 
and others, 

K.Iohn, Peace be to France: If France in peace permit 
Our iuft and hneall entrance to our ownc; 

If not, bleede France , and peace aieend toheauen. 
Whiles weGods wrathful! agent doe correct 
Their proud contempt that beats his peace to heauen* 
Fran. Peace be to£W4md,ifthat warre returne 
From France to England, there to liue in peace: 

England weloue, and for that England} fake, 

With burden of our armor heere wc fwcar: 

This toyle of ours fliould be a worke of thine; 

But thou from louing England ait lb farre, 

That thou half vtider-wrought his lawfull King, 

Cutoff the fequence of portenty-,- 
Out-faced Infant State,and.done a rape 
Vpon the maiden vcrtueofcheCrowne: 

Looke heere vpon thy brother Geffreyet face, 

Thefe eyes, thefe browes, were moulded out of his; 

This little abftra£t doth containe that large , 

Which died in Geffrey and the hand of time, 

Shall draw this breefe into as huge a volume: 

That Geffrey was thy elder brother borne, 

And this his lenne, England was Jeffreys right, 

And this is Gefreyes in the name of God: 

How comes it then that thou art call’d a King , 

When liuing blood doth in thefe temples beat 
Which owe the crotvne, that thou orc-maftcrcft ? 

K.Iohn. From whom hall thou this great comniiflion 
To draw my anfwer from thy Articles ? (France, 

Fra. Fro that fupernal fudge that ftirs good thoughts 
In any beaft of ftrong authorise. 

To looke into the blots and ftaincs of right, 

That Iudge hath made me guardian to this boy, 

Vnder whofe vvarrantl impeach thy wrong, 

And by whofc hclpe I meane to chaftife it. 


m* 


K. lobn. Alack thou doft vfurpeauthotiiu 
Frost. Excufeiti* to beat vftirping down!* 
Queen. Who is it thou doft call vfurptr p' 

Confr. Let me make anfwer: thy vfurDinof V#? 
Queen.O ut infolcnt.thy baftard fhall be I' ne> 
That thou maift be a Queen, and check* ,k n 2» 
C«. My bed was eJTr to thy fonneaVtm^' 
As thine was to thy husband, and this boy UC 
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey * 

Then thou and Iohn, in manners being as life 
As raine to water, or deuill to his damme • ' * 

My boy a baftard i by my foale I thinkc ’ 

Hi s father neuer was Co true begot, 

It cannot be,and if thou wett his mother. 

Queen. Thcres a good mother bov that kl«. {*** 

Con/. There’s a good grandame bo’y 

That would blot thee. 

An/. Peace. 

Baft. Heare the Cryer. 

An/. What the deuill art thou? 

Baft. One that wil play the deuill fi r with vc<> 

And a may catch your hide and you alone: 1 ’ 

You are the Hare of whom theProuerb goes 
Whofe valour plucks dead Lyons by the beard • 
Ilefmoake your skin-coat and I catch yourieJ 
Sirra looke too’t,yfaith I will, yfaith. 6 * 
Blan. O well did be become chat I vom r«k. 

That did difrobe the Lion of that robe. *’ 
Baft. It lies as fightly on the backc of him 
As great Alcides ftiooes vpon an Affc: 

But Affe, He take that burthen from your backc 
Or lay on that Hull make your (boulders cracke 
Avft. What cracker is this fame that deaf« 0Mr „ 
With this abundance of fupetfluou: breath ? U 

King Lewis, determine what wc (hall doeftrait 
Lew. Women & fooles, breake off your confer. 
King Iohn , this is the very fumnie of all: 

England and Ireland, Angiers,Tor aine, Maine 
Inright of Arthur doe 1 claimc ofthec: 

Wilt thou refigne them,and lay downe thy Armti? 

Iohn. My life as foone: I doc dcficthcefnwK 
Arthur of Britaine , yccld thee to my hand, * 

And out of my deere loue He giue thee more. 

Then ere the coward hand ofFrance can win * 

Submit thee boy. 

Queen. Come to thy grandame child. 

Couf. Doe childe.goe toyt grandame childe, 

Giue grandame kingdome, and it grandame will 
Giue yt a plum,a cherry, and a figge. 

There’s a good grandame. 

Arthur, Good my mother peace, 

I would that I were low laid in my graue, 

I am not worth this coyle that’s made forme, (weepa. 
Qu.Mo. His mother (frames himfo, poorc boy hec 
Con. Now (hame vpon you where (hedoesorno, 
Hu grandames wrongs,and not his mothers (hames 
Drawes thofe heauen-tnouing pearles fr6 his poor ties. 
Which heauen (hall take in nature of a fee: 

I, with thefe Chriftall beads heauen (hall be brib’d 
To doe him Iuftice f and reucngcon you. 

Qu. Thou monftrous flandcrer of heauen and earth. 
Con. Thou monftrous Iniurer of heauen and earth. 
Call not me(landerer,thou and thine vfurpe 
The Dominacions.Royalties, and rights 
Of this opprefled boy; this is thy eldeft fonnes fonne, 

Infortunatc in nothing but in thee: 

—_ T A* 
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Bedlam haue donb.-* UO ;o 

r H T hauebut this co r fayv / 

■rhithc is oot oncI y P la i ue< ^ ^ or ber 

I h , rod hath made her finne and her, the plague • • 

On this remoued i(fue,pl*gued for her, 7! 
i^d with her plague her frhne : his nuury 
fr . iMr ii the Beadle to herfinne, Jl • " 
SliiflVddu^perfohofthis childe, 

a womans will. a cankred Gxandams will. 

Frit peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate, 
Itillbefeemcf this prefence to cry aymt iiv 
T o thefeiH-tuned repetitions: ,J ';’ 

Come Tmmp« fummon hither to the walles 
~ he( e men of Angiers, let vs heare them fpceke, 

VVhofe title they admit, Arthurs or Johns. 




Trumpet founds. 

Enter a Citizen vpon the wallet. 

Cit, Who is it that hath warn'd vs to the walles ? 
fra. ’Tis France,for England. 

Iohn. England for it fclfe: 

You men of Angiers, and my louing fubiefls. 

Fra. You louing men of Angiers, Arthurs fubie&s, 
Our Trumpet call’d you to this gentle parlc. 

Iohn. For our aduantage, therefore heare vs firft: 
Thefe fiagges of France that are aduanced hcere 
Before the ey e and profped of y our Townc, 

Haue hither march'd to your endamagement. 

The Canons haue their bowels full of wrath. 

And ready mounted are they to fpic forth 
Their Iron indignation ’gainft your walles: 
Allpreparation for a bloody fiedge 
And merciles proceeding, by thefe French. 

Comfort yours Citties cies,your winking gates: 

And but for our approcb; thofe deeping (tones. 

That as a wafte doth girdle you about 
By the compqlfion ofthcir .Ordinance, 

By this time from tbeir fixed beds oflime 
lad bin difhabited, and wide hauocke made 
: or bloody power to rulhvppon your peace. . A 

Jut on the fight of vs your lawfull King, 

Who painefully with much expedient march 
Haue brought a counter-checkc before your gates, 

To faue vnfcratch’d your Citties threatned checkcsJ 
'Schold the French amaz’d vouchfafe a parle, 

And now indeed of builctts wrapt in fire : . A . 

To make a (haking feuer in your walles, 

• ’hey flloote but calme words, folded vp in.fmoake. 

To make a faithleffe errour in your earcs. 

Which truft accordingly kinde CittizcnS, 

And let vs in. Your King.-whofe labour’d fpirits .H 
Fore-wearied in this action of fwift fpeede, - I 

Craues harbourage witbla your Citie walles. 

France. Wfren I haue faidc, make anfwer to vs both. 
Loeinthisjrighthand,whofeprotc&ion : . 

Is moftdiuinely vow’d vpon the eight ..i3o: .1 

Ofhim it holds, (lands y ong ^fttntager,:: , 

Sonne to the eldjcr brother;of tbis*in^ 
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AndKing dfchim, and all that he enioyes ^ '• 

' For this drWd^trod^ e^uit^wbtreaft ^-’ 1 
In warlikeroarch, thefe gfeenes before yiur Towne, 
Being no further eaemy to'^ou 
Then the conftritttt of hofpitable zeale, 

In the releefe of this opprefled childe, 

Religioully protiokes. Be pleafed then 
To pay that dut&e which yoir truly owe, 

To him that owes it, namely, this yong Prince, 

And then our AWnesj like to a muzled Beared ic "" 
Saueinafpe 6 l,hathalIotfencefcal’dvp: 

Our Cannottiimalicc vainly (hall be fpent " r • 
Againft th’involumble Clouds of heauen, 

And with a blefled and vrt-vbxt retyre, > 7 ?u' 

With vnhnck’d fwords, and Helmets all vnbruis’d. 

We will bear'e home that Inftie blood againe. 

Which heerowe came tofpoiit againflyoiirTownC, 

And leaue your childf en,‘ wiues, and you in peace. 

Butifyoufondlypaffeour prbflfer’doffer,' - > 

’Tis not the rounder ofyoilrold-fac’d walles, r ; 

Can hide you from our meffengers of Warre 1 , 

Though ail thefe Englifh, and their dtfeiplirie 
Were harbour’d in their rude circumference: 

Then tell vs. Shall your Citie Call vs Lord, 

In that behalfe which we haue challeng’d it?' 

Or fliall we giue the fignall to odr rage, 
Andftalkeinblootltoourpofl'effion? ' 

Cit. In breefe, we are the King of Engjfendf fubie&s 
For him, and in his right, we hold this TcrtVne; ' 

Iohn. Acknowledgothch the King, atfdlet mejn. 

Cit. That can we not: but he thatprotlcs the King 
To him will we proue Ioyall, till that time 
Haue wc ramm’d vp our gates againft ? he world. r > 
Iohn. Doth not the Crowne of Englandj prooue the 
King^ 

And if not thac, I bring you WitneffcS > mG, 

Twicefifteene thoufatid hearts of Englands breed. 

Baft, Baftards and elfe. 

Iohn. To verifie our title with their Hues; l - 
Fran. As many and as well-borne bloods as thole*' 
Baft. Some Baftards too, 

Fran. Stand in his face to contradiil his claimc. 

Cit. Till you compound whofe right is wotthieft, ’’ 
We for theworthiefl hold the right from both, 

Iohn. Then God forgiue the finne of all thofe foules, 
That to their euerlaftingrefidencc, r 
Beforethe dew ofeueningfall, (hall flecte : 

In drcadfull trial! ©four kingdomes King. 

Fran. Artien, Amen, mofltlt CheualierS to ArmCs.’ 
Baft, Saint George that fwindg’d the Dragon, 

And ere fince fit’s on’s horfebacke at mirte Hoftcffe dote 
Teach vs fome fence. Sifrth ■ were I at heme 
At your den (irrah, with your Lionneffe, 

I would let ail Oxe-hcad td yaur Lyonshidc.* 

And makwtmonfterofyou. 

Auft. Peace, no more. 

Baft. O tremble; for you heate the Lyon fore. 

Iohn. _Vp higher tothe pliirte, where we’l fet forth 
In bed appointment all ©Ur’Regiment'si. 

Baft. Speed then to take aduant 3 geofthe field. 

Fra. It (hall beTo, and at the other hill 
Command the reft to (land,-God and our right. Exeunt 
Heere after excttrjietis, Enter the Herald of France 

with Trumpets tothe getter • • 

.> f..Her. You men of Angiers open wide your gates. 
And letyong ^rrW Duke of Britaineinj 
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Who by the band of France, this day hath made 
Much workc for teares in i^any ajtvgngji^^hqrii ;oT 
Whofc ft?n.nci( Jye.fcatt^eiLpn.the l}I«edi«gigf©«nd^ a[ 
Many a widdowes husband^wutfingij^md, „ §n i-a 
Coldly embracing the difeolourfld ewj^flnoo arfa'nsrfT 
And vidotie with |it^49^'f^od»,pIay?^ O0 ": ;: 

Vpon the dancing bankers of^hcfretufiisnq^jt., ■; 

Who are at hand triumphantly difplayed . 

To enter Conquerors, and toipiuclaime • 0 f 

Arthur of Btatainc, Epglaj^cfe^ing^ aflcfyoMS^fi 'r;: ’ - A 
Enter frglifk Heraldmih Twlpgfatj. - --at,? 

E.Har. Re-i,oycr you,men of Angien^ring yqurbehr, 
King John, you(r,kii)g and England*, doth,approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 

Their Acmotyrs that march'd hence fo bluer bright, 
Hither returqc all gilt with Frenchmens blood : 

Thejre ftucke no plume in any Englilh Crcft, 
j That is remoued by a ftaffe of France. 

Our colours do rccurne in t hole fame hands 
That did dil'play them when we firft marcht forth: 

And like a iolly troopc of,Hl|ru;fmen come 

Our luftie Englifh, all with purpled hands,- 

Dide in the dying {laughter of theirfoes, 

Open your gates, and gtuetbc Vi&ors way, 
Huhert.Hcxa\ds, from oft’ ourtowres we might behold 
From firft to laft, the on-fet qnd rctyre ; 

Ofbothyonr Armies, whole equality .;:~i , 

By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured: (blowcs: 

Blood hath bought blood, and blowcs haue anfwerd 
Strength rnatcht with ftrengch, and power confronted 
, power. 

Both are alike* and both alike we like: 

One mud proue greateft. While they wei gh fo eucn,! 
We hold our Towne for neither : yet for both. 

Enter the two Kings with their powers * 
atfiueralidoorcs. 

Iohn. France, haft thou yet more blood to caG away? 
Say, Avail the currant ofour right rome on. 

Whole paflage vext with thy impediment, 

Shall leauc his natiue channell, and ore-fwell 
with courfe difturb’d euenthy confining {h<?res, 

Vnleffe thou let his bluer Water, keepc ’ 

A peaccfull progrefle to the Ocean. : 

Fr 4 . England tbqu haft not fau’d one drop of blood 
In this hot triall more then we ofFrance, 

Rather loft more. And by this hand i fweare 
That fwayes the earth this Climate ouer-loekes. 

Before we will lay downc oiy iuft-borne Armes, 

Wce’l put theedownc,‘gaihft whom thefe Armes! wee 
Or adde a royall number tdtfifdcad: (beare. 

Gracing the fctpule that tels of this warres lofle. 

With {laughter coupled to the name ofkings. 

Ball. Ha Maiefty: how high thy glory towres. 

When the rich blood ofkings is fet on fire: 

Oh now doth death line his dead chaps with fieele, 0 | 
The {’words of fouldiers are his teeth, his phahgs. 

And now he fcafts, moubng the flcfli ofmen , j 

In vndetetmin’d difference* of kings. 

Why ftand thefe royall fronts amazed thus: 

Cry bauocke kings, backeto the ftained field 
YouequaiiPotetus > fieriekji)dIcdfpirits, \ 

Then let confufipn ofonepatc confirm . 

T he others peace: till thert, blowcs, blood,"and death. 
hhn. Whpfcparty do the Towncfmen yet admit,? 


Spcgkc^»i|i|scw'feM| £rt^n " •■■r; 

-w. The king ofEngitodiwheoX^^^itig 
Era, Know him in vs, thathettehold*,, 

Iohui IpYs,<hat are our ©wncgreatillw,. 1 **8^. 

And beare pofleflion of our Perfon heerelw 16 * 

Lord of our prcfencc Anglers,and ofyou., 

Fra. A greater powrethen We denies ali.k 
And till it be vndoubted,wc do looke , nw » 

Our former fcruple in ourftrong barr’d gates. 

Kings of our feare, vntill our fcares rcfolu^ * 

Be by fome certainc king, purg’d and deposU 
Baft. By heauen, thefe fcfoyles ef Aneie»fl 
And ftand feeurcly on their battelmcnts, 

As in a Theater, whence they gape and p’oint 
At your induftrious Scenes and a&s of death. 

Your Royall prefences be rul'd by met, 

Do like the Mutines of Ierufalem, 

Be friends a-wbile, and both conioyntly bend 
Yous Aiarpeft Deeds of malice on this Towne 
By Eaft and Weft let Franceand England mount 

ri| l | Jt f Cll f^ in0n charged to the mouthej, 

I ill their ioule-fearing clamours haue braulV j! 

1 he flintieribbesofthis contemptuous Citie ^ 

1'dc play inceflantly vpon thefe lades, 5 
Euen till vnfenced defolation 
Leauethemasnaked as the vulgar ayre: 

That done, dilfeuer your vnited ftrengths. 

And part your mingled colours once againc, 

Turne face to face, and bloody point to point: 

Then in a moment Fortune {Rail cull forth 
Out ofone fide her happy Minion, 

To whom in fauour Avc fhall giuc the day. 

And kiflehim with a glorious victory: 

How like you this wildecounfell mighty States, 
Smackes it not fomething of the policie. 5 
Iohn. Now by the sky that hangs aboue our head 
Hike itwejl. Franca, fhall we knit our powres, 

And lay this Angiers euen with the ground, ’ 

Then after fight who ftiali be king:ofit ? 

Taft. And if thou haft the mettle of a king, 

Being wrong’d as we arc by this peeuiflv Towne : 
Turne thou the mouth of thy Artillerie, 

As wc will ours, againft thefe fawcic walles, 

And when that we haue dalh’dthem to the ground, 
Why then defic each other, and pell-mell, 

Make workevpon our felues,for heauen or hell. 

Fra. Let it be fo: fay, where will you aflault ? 
Iohn. We from the Weft will fend deftruftioa 
Into this Cities bolbme. 

Auft. I from the North. 

Fran. Our Thunder from the South, 

Shall raine their drift of bullets on.this Towne, 

Taft. O prudent difeipline! From North to South 
Auftria and France (hoot in each others mouth. 

He ftirre them to it: Come, away,jaway. 

Huh. Hearc vs great kings, vouchfafe awhiletoll 
And I fhall fhew you peace, and faire-fac’d league i 
Win you this.Citie without ftrokc, or wound, 

Rcfcue thofe breathing liues to dye in beds, 

That hecre come facrifices for the field. h 
Perfeuer not, but hearc me mighty kings. 

John. Speakeon with fauour,we are bent to heart- 
Huh. That daughter there of Spainc,the Lady Bleu 
Is neere to England, lookevpon tneyeeres 
Of Lewes the Dolphin, and that louely maid/' 

Ifluftieloucfliould goirtqueftofbeaucie, rlJ 
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f 4 ‘itfer,then in TUncb : 
lyhe [e , ,, ojouid goin fWrch ofvettue, 
t ftCal °Kouia t findcit parer thenin M > 

Ucrtlb ' j' oll ght J iPrtiaich of birth, 

[floue 3 . Kj,p n d rfeher blood then UAyTlanch} 

KS inbeautie, vertue, birth, 

5-‘ ch 1S , lt ,,nofehin euery *dy compleat, 

|sthey ° n »■■ fyy he its not : lbee, 

^tSSSfa wants noth.i'ng, to name want, 

.' nd{h ri , belfet.tbat fre Whotffee: 

le r‘ S o be finllbcd by fuch ni'fhee, 

1 (U, a fairediuided fexceHetitc, 

Su’lc{fe : ofperfcafeti lyes in him. 

VVn ° ich filtier currents 1 When they ioyne 
° tW .° ri fi c t hebaokes thatboond thetii in: 

D°n 10 r.. c hfbores,to twfcPfnch'ftreames made one, 
controlling bounds Avail you beykirigs, 

Klfe two Princes, if you marrie them- 
This Vnion flvall do mortfthen battene cart 
To o>" faft doled gates: for at this match, 
irlfaifter fpl«nc then powder can enforce 
£ mouth ofpaffage Avail we fling wide ope, 

! , (1 . ucV ouenttance t but without this match, 

r v ns more confident, Momnaines ^drockev 
More free ^ofon, no not death himlelte 
in mortal: f«ne halfe fo peremptorie, 

/\s we to keepe this Citie. 

Taft. Heeresaftay, 

/That {hakes the rotten carkafle of old death 
■On of his ragges. Here’s a large mouth indeede, 

That fpits forth death, and mourn ^hes^ockes, and leas, 
Talkc> as familiarly of roaring Lyons, 

As maids ofthirteene do of puppi-dogges, 

What Cannoneere begot this luttieblood, • " 

He Ipeakes plaine Cannon fire, and : fhvoake, and bounce, 
He n iue> the baftinado with his tongue : 

Oureares are cudge!’d,nor a word of his 
Butbuffets better then a fift of France: 

Zounds, I was ncuer fo bethumpt with words. 

Since I firft cal’d my brothers father Dad. 

OliQu. Son,lift to this coniuni5hon,makc this match 
Giue with onr Neece adowrie large enough. 

For by this knot, thou Aval: fo furcly tye 
Thy now vnfilr d aflurance to the Cro wne, 

That yon greene boy Avail haue no Sunne to ripe 
The bloomethatptomifeth a mightie fruite. 
Ifecayecldingin the lookes ofFrance: 

Markehow they whifper, vrge them while their foules 
Arecapeable of this ambition, 

Ltaft zealc now melted by the windie breath 
Offoft petitions,pitiie and remorfe, 

Cooleand congeale againe to what it was. 

Huh. Why anfwer not the double Maiefties, 

This friendly treatle of our threatned Towne. 

Fra. Speake England fir ft .that hath bin forward firft 
Tolpcakcvnto this Cittie: what fay you ? 

John. If that the Dolphin there thy Princely fonne, 
Can in this booke of beautie read,I lone : 

Her Dowrie Av ail weigh cqtlall with aQucenc 4 
For Angiers find faire Torainc Maine, FoyUiets, 

And all chat We vpon this fide the Sea, 

(Exceptthis Cittie now by vs beficdg*d) 

F e'iableto out Cro wne and Dignitie, 

Shall gild herbridall bed and make her rich 


[J t 


In titles, honors, and promotions^ 

As {he in beautie, education,blood, 

Holdeshand with any Princcfle of the world. 

Fra. What fai’ft thou boy ? looke in the Ladies face, 
Del. I do my Lord, and in her eie I find 
A wonder, or a wondrous miracle. 

The ftvadow of my felfe form’d in her eye. 

Which being but the AvadoW of your fonne, 

Becomes a fonne and makes your fonne a Ibadovv: 

I do proteft I neuer lou’d my felfe 
Till now, infixed I beheld my felfe, 

Drawne in the flattering table of her eie. 

tvbifpers with Blanch. 

Baft. Drawne in the flattering table of her eie, 

Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brow. 

And quarter’d in her heart, hce doth efpie 

Himfelfe loirts tray tor, this is pittie now 

That hartg’d, and drawne, and quarter’d there ihould be 

In fuch a louc.fo vile a Lout as he* 

Flan. My viickles will in this rcfpecl isrnine. 

If he fee ought in you that makes him like, 

That any thing he fee’s which moues his liking, 

I can with calc tranflate it to my will: 

Or if you will, to fpeake more properly, 

I will enforce it eaftie to my louc. 

Further I will not flatter you, my Lord, 

That all 1 fee in you is worchie loue. 

Then this, that nothing do I fee in you, 

Though churlifh thoughts themfelues fhould bee your 
Iudge* 

That I can finde, {hould merit any hate. 

Iohn. What faie thefe yor.g-ones ? What fay you my 
Neece? 

Flan. That (he is bound in honor ftill to do 
What you in wifedome ftill vouchfafe to fay. 

Iohn. Speake then Pnnce Dolphin, can you louethis 

Ladie? 

Dol. Nsy askemeifl can refrainc from loue, 

For I doe loue her rnoft vnfainedly. 

John. Then do I giue Volqueffen, Toraine , Maine, 
Pojcliers and Amow, thefe fiue Prouiri^es 
With her ro thce,and this addition more. 

Full thirty thoufand Markes of Engliftv coyne: 

Phillip of France, if thou bef leaf d withalf, 

Command thy fonne and daughtet to ioyne hands. 

Fra. It likes vs well young Princes: clofc your bands 
Auft. And your lippes too, for I am well affut’d, 
Thac I did fo when I was firft aflur’d. 

Fra. Now Cirtizens of Angires ope your gates. 

Let in that amitic which you haue made. 

For at Saint Maries Chappelljirefently, > 

The rights of marriage Avallbc folcmniz d.r 
Is not the Ladie Conftance in this troopc i 
I know five is not for this match made vp. 

Her prefence would naueinterrupted much. 

Where is fhe and her fonne, tell me, who knowes ? 

Del. Sheisfadandpafsionate atyourhighnes Tent. 

Fra, And by my faith, this league that wc haue made 
Will giue her fadnefle very little cure .* 

Brother of England, how may we content 
This widdow Lady ? In her right we came, 
j Which we God knowes, haue turn d another way. 

To our ownc vantage. 

Iohn. We willhcalevp all, 

For wee’l create yong Arthur Duke of Btitaine 

And Earle ofRichinond, and this rich faite Towne 
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Wc make him Lord of. Call the Lady Cowftancc, 
Somefpeedy Meffenger bid her repair* iv: ' 

To our folcmoity; I trufVwefhall, 

(If not fill vp the meafure of her will) 

Yet in fome meafure fatisfie her fo. 

That we fhall ftop her.excUmation, 

Go we as well as haft will fuffer vs. 

To this vnlook’d for vnprepared pompe. Exeunt . 

Baft . Mad world, mad kings, mad compofition: 
Iohn to ftop Arthurs Title in the whole. 

Hath willingly departed with a part. 

And France, whole armour Confcicnce buckled on. 
Whom zeale and charicie brought to the field, J 
As Gods ownc fouldicr, rounded in the eare, 

With that fame purpofe-changcr, that flye diucl. 

That Broker, that ftill breakes the pate of fehb. 

That dayly breake-vow, he that winnes of all, * 

Of kings, of beggers, old men, yong men, maids. 

Who hauing no external! thing to loofe, 

But the word Maid, cheats the poore Maidc of that. 
That fmooth-fac\l Gentleman, tickling commoditie, 
Commoditie, the byas of the world. 

The world, who of it felfc is pcylcd well. 

Made to run euen, vpon cuen ground; 

Till this aduantage,this vile drawing byas. 

This fway of motion, this commoditie. 

Makes it take head from all indifterency. 

From all direction, purpofe, courfc,intent. 

And this lame byas, this Commoditie, 

This Bawd, this Broker, this all-changing- word, 

Clap’d on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath dravvne him from his owne determin’d ayd. 

From a rcfohfd and honourable warre. 

To a moft bafe and vile-conciudcd peace. 

And why rayle I on this Commoditie ? 
Butforbecaufehchath not wooed meyet: 

Not that I h3ue the power to clutch my hand, 

When his faire Angels would falutc my palme, 

But for my hand, as vnattempted yet, 

Like a poore begger, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles I am a begger, I will raile. 

And fay there is no fin but to be rich: 

And being rich, my vertuu then fhall be. 

To fay there is no vice, bht beggerie: 

Since Kings breake faith vpon commoditie. 

Game be my Lord, for I will worfbip thee. Exit 

nut 


aJIBus Secunius 


Enter Ccnflance, Arthur^tud Sal it bury. 

Con. Gone to be married? Gone to fwcare a peace ? 
Falfc blood to falfc blood ioyii’d* Gone to befreinds? 
Shall Lewis hauc Blaunch , and 'Blaunch thofe Prouinccs ? 
It is not To, thou baft miipoke,mifflicard. 

Be well aduif d, tell ore thy tale againc. 

It cannot be, thou.do’ft but fay us lb. 

I truft I may not cruft thee, tor thy word 
Is but the vainr breath of a common man: 

Belecue me, I doe noc belccue thee man, 
hauc a Kings oath to the contraric. 

Thou (halt be piinifh’d for thus frighting me, 

"“or I am ficke, and capcable offeares. 


Gppreft with wrongs, and therefore full of fa-, 

A widdow, husbandles, fubieft to fcarc* tC * J 
A woman naturally borne to feares; * 

And though thou now confeffe thou didft b Ut • a 
With my vext fpirits, I cannot take a Truce * * 

But they will quake and tremble all this day * 

What doft thou meane by ftiaking of thy head i 
Why doft thoulookc fo fadly on my fonne f 
What meanes that hand vpon that breaft ofth 1 
Why holder thine eie that lamentablerhcwnje 111 * * 
Like a proud riuer peering ore his bounds } ’ 

Be thefe fad fignes confirmers of thy words ? 

Then fpeake againc, not all thy former tale 
But this one word, whether thy talc be true. 

Sal. As true as I belccue you thinkc them falf e 
That giue you caufc to prouc my faying true. ** 
Con. Oh if thou teach me to beleeuc this f orr 
Teach thou this forrow,how to make me dye ° W ' 
And lec belcefc, and life encounter fo. 

As doth the furie of two delpcrate men. 

Which in the very meeting fall, and dye. 

Lewes marry B launch} O boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England, what becomes of me ? 
Fellow be gone: I cannot breoke thy fight, 

This newes hath made thee a moft vgly man. 

Sal. What other barnie h*ue I good Lady done 
But fpoke the harmc, that is by others done ? * 

Con. Which harme within it felfefo heynousis 
As it makes harmefull all that fpeake of it. 

Ar. I do befeech you Madam be content. 

Con. If thou thatbidftmebccoutent.wcrtgam 
Vgly, and flandrous to thy Mothers wombe, 

Full of vnpleaflng blots, and fighcleffe ftaines, 

Lame, foolifh, crooked, fwart, prodigious. 

Patch’d with foule Moles, and eye-offending matkci 
I would not care, 1 t^cn would be content. 

For then J ftjould notloue thee: no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deferue a Crowne. 

But thou arc faire, and at thy birth (deere boy) 
Nature and Fortune ioyn’d to make thee great. 

Of Natures guifts, thou mayft with Lillies boaft, 

And with the halfc-blowncRofe. But Fottune,oh, 
She is corrupt ed, chang’d, and wonne from thee, 
Sh’adulterates hourcly with thine Vnckle Iohn , 

And with her golden hand hath pluckt on France 
To tread downe faire refpetft of Soueraigntie, 

And made hlsMaieftiethcbawd totheirs. 

France is a Bawd to Fortune, and king Iehn, 

That flrumpet Fortune, that vfurping Iohn : 

Tell me thou fellow, is not France forfworne? 
Euvcnom him with words, or get thee gone, 

And leaue thofe woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to vnder-beare. 

Sal. Pardon me Madam, 

I may not goe without you to the kings. 

Con. Thoumaift, thou (halt, I will not go with thee, 
I will inftruift my forrowes to bee proud. 

For greefe is proud, and makes his owner ftoope, 

To me and to the ftate of my great greefe, 

Let kings affemble: for my greefe’s fo great. 

That no fupporter but the huge firme earth 
Can hold it vp: herd and forrowes fit, 

Heere is my Throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

’Jthtt 
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Kino Iohn, France, ’Dolphin, Blanch, Elianer, Philip , 

’Tit true (faire daughter) and this bleffed day, 
c «in France be kept fdtiuall: 

E fnlenwize this day the glorious funne - 
in his courfc, and play es the Alchymift 
W off with fplcndor of his precious eye 
X'mcaetf cloddy earth to glittering gold: 

SeyearSy courfc that brings this day about, 

ha llncucrfedt,bucaholyday. 

Cod- A wicked day, and noc a holy day. 

What hath this day deleru’d ? what hath u done. 

That it in golden letters ftiould be fet 
I ,ong thehigh tides in the Kalcndcr ? 

J 3V r 3 t her turne this day out of the weeke, 

Thw day offhamc, oppreffion, periury. 

Otifitmuft ftand ftill, let wiues with childe 
p r3 y that their burthens may not fall this day, 
i eftthat their hopes prodigioufly be croft: 

But (on this day) let Sca-mcn feare no wrackc, 
Nobargaincs breake that are not this daymadc j 
phis day all things begun, come to ill end. 

Yea, faith it felfc to hollow falfhood change. 

Fra. By heauen Lady, you fhall haue no caufe 
Tc cutfe the faire proceedings of this day: 

Haue I not pawn’d to you my Maicfty ? 

Confl. You haue beguil’d me with a counterfeit 
Refembltng Maiefty, which being touch’d and tride, 
Pioues valueleffe : you are forfworne^orfwornc , 

You came in Armcs to fpill mine enemies bloud. 

But now in Armcs,you ftrengthen it with yours. 

Thegrapling vigor, and rough frowne of Warre 
Is cold in amitic, and painted peace. 

And our oppreffion hath made vp this league: 

Arme, arme, you heauens, againft thelepetiut’d Kings, 

A widdow cries, be husband to me (heauens) 

Let not the howres of this vngodly day 
Weareout the daics in Peace; but ere Sun-fet, 

Set armed difeord’twixt thefe periur’d Kings, 

Heare me, Ob, hcare me. 

Aufl. l ady Conftanec, peace. 

Confi. War,war, no peace, peace is to me a warre: 

0 Limoges, O Aufiria, thou doft thamc 

Thatbloudy fpoyle: thou flaue,thou wretch, y coward, 

Thou little valiant,great in villanie, 

Thou euer ftrong vpon the ftronger fide; • 

Thou Fortunes Champion,that do’ft ncuer figltt 
kewhen her humourous Ladifhip is by 
Toteach thee fafiriy i thou art periut’d coo. 

And footh’ft vp greatnefle. What a foole art thou, 
Aramping foolc,to brag,and ftamp,and fweare, 

Vpon my partic: thou cold blooded fiaue, 

M thou not fpoke like thunder on my fide ? 

Beene fworne my Souldier, bidding me depend 
Vpon thy ftarrcs,thy fortune, ahd thy ftrength, 

And doft thou now fall ouer to my foes ? 

Thou wcarc a Lyons hide, doff it for fihame, 

And hang a Calues skin on thofe recreant limber, 
sluf. O that a man (hould fpeake thofe words to me. 
Phil. And hang a Calucs-skin on thofe recreant limbs 
Auf. T aoii dar’ft not fay fo villaine tor thy life. 


PhiL And hang a Calucs-skin on thofe recreant limbs 
John. Wc like not this, thou doft forget thy felfe. 
Enter Pdndulpb. 

Frs. Heere cpmes the holy Legac of the Pope. 

Pun. Haile you annointed deputies of heaueni 
To thee King Iehn my holy errand is : 

1 Vandulpb , of faire Mi'iune Cafdinall, 

And from Pope Innocent the Legate heere, 

Doc in his name religioufly demand 
Why thou againft the Church,our holy Mother 3 
So wilfully doft fpurnc; and force perforce 
Keepe Stephen Langton chofcn Arfhbiftiop 
Of Canterbury from that holy Sea: 

This in oar forefaid holy Fathers name 
Pope Innocent , I doe demand of thee. 

Iohn , Whatcarthic name to Interrogatories 
Can taft the free breath of a facred King ? 

Thou canft not (Cardinall) deuift a name 
So flight, vnworthy,and ridiculous 
To charge me to an anfwere, as the Pope: 

Tell him this tale,and from chcmo«tth of lnghni y 
Addc thus much more, that no Italian Prieli 
Shall tythe or toll in our dominions: 

But as we, vnder heauen, are fupreame head, 

So vndcr him that great fupremacy (y - 

Where we doe reigne, we will alone vphold 
Without th’affiftancc of a mortall hand : 

So cell the Pope, all reucrence fet apart 
To him and his vfurp*d authentic. 

Fra. Brother of England , you blafpheme in this. 

Iehn . Though you,and all theKings ofChriftendom 
Are led fo groflely by this medling Prieft, 

Dreading the curfc that money may buy out. 

And by the meric of vilde gold, droffc, duft, 

Purchafc corrupted pardon ofa man. 

Who in that fale iels pardon from himfclfe: 

Though you, and al the reft fo groffely led, 

This iugling witchcraft with rcuennuc chcrift), 

Ycc I alone, alone doe me oppofe 

Againft the Pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Pand. Then by the lawfull power that 1 haue 4 
Thou fhalt ftand curft,and excommunicate. 

And bleffed (hall he be that doth reuolt 
From his Allegcancctoanhcretique, 

And meritorious fhall that hand be call’d. 

Canonized and worthip*d as a Saint, 

That takes away by any fccret courfc 
Thy hatefull life. 

Con . O lawfull let it be 

That I hauc roome with Rome to curfc a while, 

Good Father Cardinall, cry thou Amen 
To my kcene ciirfes$ for without my wrong 
There is no tongue hath power to curfc him right. 

Pan. There’s Law and Warrant (Lady) for my curfc. 
Conf. And for mine coo,when Law can do no right. 
Let it be lawfull,chac Law barre no wrong: 

Law cannot giue my childe his kingdome heere; 

For he that holds his Kingdomc,holds the Law: 
Therefore fince Law it felfe is perfect wrong, 

How can the Law forbid my tongue to curfc 1 
Pand . Philip of France , on periU of a curfe, 

Let goe the hand of chat Arch-herctique, 

And r aife the power of France vpon his head, 

Vnlcffc he doe fubmit himfclfe to Rome. 

Look’d thou pale France} do not let go thy hand< 
Con. Looke to that Deuill, left that Trance repent. 

And 
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And.by difioyning hands hell loft a foule. 

Aiifi{ King Pfatlfp n to the Cardinally 
BaJt. And hang a Galucs-skin on his recreant limbs, 
jiuft . Well ruffian, I muft pocket vp thefe wrongs, 
Bccaule,. 

Baft . Your breeches beft may carry them. 

Iohn. Philip, what faift thou to the Cardinall ? 

Con 4 What fhould he fay,but as the Cardinall ? 
Dolph. Bethinke you father, for the difference 
Is purchaft of a heauy curfe from Rome , 

Or the light Ioffe of Engiand^ox a friend: 

Forgocthc eafier. 

Bla. That s the curfe of Rome. 

Con. O LewU, (land taft, the dcuill tempts thee hecre 
InlikencfTc of a new vntFimmcd Bride. 

BU. The Lady Confiance fpeakes not from her faith, 
But from her need. * 

Con. Oh, if thou grant my need. 

Which oncly liues but by the death of faith, . 

That need, muft needs inferre this principle. 

That faith would liue againc by death of need: 

O then tread downe my need, and faith mounts vp, 
Kecpe my need vp,and faith is trodden downe, 

Iohn. The king is moud, and anfwers not to this. 

Con. O be remou’d from him, and anfwcre well# 
Aujl. Doe fo king Philip, hang no more in doubt. 
Bafi .Hang nothing but a Calucs skin moft fweet lout. 
Fra. I am pcrplext.and know not what to fay. 

Pun. What canft thou lay,but wil perplex thee more? 
If thou ftand excommunicate, and curd ? 

Fra , Good reuerend fathcr,make my perfon yours, 
And tell me how you would beftow your felfe? 

This royall hand and mine are newly knit, 

And the coniun&ion of our inward foulcs 
Married in league, coupled,and link’d together 
With all rcligous ftrength of facrcd vowes , 

Thelateft breath that gau* the found of words 
Was decpe*fworne faith, peace, amity, true loue 
Bctwcene our kingdomes and our royall fclucs. 

And cuen before this truce, but new before. 

No longer then wc well could wafh our hands, 

To clap this royall bargamc vp of peace, 

Hcauen knowes they were befmear'd and ouer-ftaind 
With {laughters pencill; where reuenge did paint 
The fearcfull difference of incenfed kings : 

And fhall theft hands fo lately purg'd ofbloud ? 

So newly ioyn’d in loue ? fo ftrong in both, 

Vnyoke this feyftre, and this kinde regreete ? 

Play faft and looft with faith ? fo ieft with heauen, 
Makefuch vnconftanc children ofonr ftlucs 
As now againe to fnatch our palmc from palme: 

Vn-fweare faith fwornc, and on the marriage bed 
Of fmilingpeacc to march a bloody hoaft. 

And make a ryot on the gentle brow 
Of true fincerity ? O holy Sir 
My reuerend father, let it not be fo 
Out ofyour grace, deuiic, ordaine, impofe 
Some gentle order, and then we fhall be blcft 
To doe your picafure, and continue rriends. 

Pand. All forme is formcleffc,Order ordcrlcffc, 

Saue what is oppofitc to England* lone. 

Therefore to Armes, be Champion of our Church, 

Or let the Church our mother breathe her curfe, 

A mothers curfe, on her rcuolcing fontic: 

Trancex thou maift hold a ferpent by the tongue^ 

A cafed Lion by the mprtall.paw. 



A fafting Tygcr fafer by the tooth 
Then keepe in peace that hand which thou 

Fra . I may dif-ioyne my hand, but not ^Jr.^ 
Pand. So mak’ft thou faith an enemy to fa 
And like a ciuill warre fetft oath to oath 
Thy tongue againft thy tongue. O let th y y 
Firft made to heauen, firft be to heauen perf . 
That is, to be the Champion of our Church° rn5 
What fince thou fwoift, is fwome againft thv f lr 
And may not be performed by thy felf c> ^ e " e > 
For that which thou haft (worse to doe amiff 
Is notamide when it is truely done: e * 

And being not done,wherc doing tends to ill 
The truth is then moft done not doing »• * 

The better A £1 ofpurpofes roiftooke 
Is to miftake again, though indirect, * 

Yet indire&ion thereby growes direft 
And falfhood, falfhood cures, as fire cooleifi rr 
Within the fcorched vcines of one new burn’d- 
It is religion that doth make vowes kept 
But thou haft fwornc againft religion: * 

By what thou fwear’ft againft the thing thou fworfl 
And mak’ft an oath the furetie for thy truth " 

Againft an oath the truth, thou art vnfure * 

To fweate, fweares onely not to be forfwotne 
Elfe what a mockerie ftjould it be to fweare ?’ 

But thou doft fweare, onely to be forfworne, 

And moft forfworne, to keepe what thou doll f wear 
Therefore thy later vowes, againft thy firft ” 

Is in thy felfe rebellion to thy felfe: 

And better conqueft ueuer canft thou make 
Then armc thy conflant and thy noblerparts’ 
Againft thefe giddy loofe fuggeflions: 

Vpon which better part, our prayrs come in 
If thou v ouchfafe them. But if not,then know 
The perill of our curfes light on thee 
So heauy. as thou (hale not (hake them off 
But in defpairc, dye vnder their blacke weight, 

Auft. Rebcllion,flat rebellion. 

Baft. Wil’t not be ? 

Will not a Calucs-rskin flop that mouth ofthine? 
Daul. Father,to Armes. 

Blanch. Vpon thy wedding day? 

Againft the blood thatthou haft married? 

What,(hall our feaftbekept with flaughteredmen? 
Shall braying trumpets, and loud churlilh drums 
Clamors ofhcll, be meafurcs to our pomp ? 

O husband hcarc me: aye, alackc, how new 
Is husband in my mouth ? cuen for that name 
Which till this time my tongue did nere pronounce; 
Vpon my knee I beg, goe not to Armes 
Againft mine Vncle. 

Confi . O, vpon my knee made hard with kneeling, 
I doe pray to thee, thou vertuous Daulphin, 

Alter not the dootne fore-thought by heauen. 

Now (halll fee thy loue, what motiuemay 
Be ftronger with thee, then the name of wife l 
Con. That which vpholdeth him, that thee vpholds, 
His Honor, Oh thine Honor, Lewis thine Honor. 

Dolph. I mufe your Maiefty doth feeme fo cold, 
When fuch profound refpe<fts doe pull you on* 
Band, I will denounce a curfe vpon bis head. 

Fra. Thou (halt not need.* upland,l will fall fio thet. 
Confi. O faire returneofbanifti’d Maieftie. 

Flea. O foule reuolt ofFrench inconftancy. 

Eng. France, § (halt rue this hourc within this hourt. 


^^--^rrr^rn^hediocke fetter,^ bald fe^tonTimeT" 7 
then, FrancM me. 1 

lsit* shc Xs l in’s orecaft witH bloud : faifetday adieu, 

• T the fide that I muft goe withall. > 

«ch Armyhathahand, 

I aRl VVI u---—1 hauins hold of both, 


VD , x maV not wilh the tortune tnine . 

F,t ie j’ 1 1 will not wifh thy wiflies thriuc : 

G f ter Wins.on that fide fhall I lofe: 

^*°A lofie before the match be plaid. 

^ /' me,with me thy tortune lies. 

P f There where my fbrtcme liues,there my life dies. 

, i Cofen aoe draw our puifance together, 

Iehn \ J turn'd vp with inflaming wrath, 

***1 w hofe he sit hath this Condition; 

Jwnothin* can allay,nothing but blood, 

J Mood and decreft valued bloud of France. 

f-s Tlivta^e (hallburne thee,vp,& thou fhaltturne 
T fees ere our blood (hall quench that fire i 
I floke to thy felfe, thou art in ieopardic. 

1 /jfe.Nomore then he that threats. 1 o Armsle tshic. 

Exeunt. 
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Serna Secunda. 

r r , f 

JlUrums,Excursions : Enter Bafiard with Rufinas 
bead. 

Taft. Now by my life,this day grows wondrous hot, 
Some ayery Deuill houers in the skie, 

And pour’s downe mifchiefe.^«/?r/4r head lye there, 
Enter Iobn,Arthur,Hubert. 

While Phihp breathes. 

lebn. Hubert, keepe ibis boy: Philip make vp, 

My Mother is atTaylcd in our Tern, 

And tancIfeaVc. 

Taft. My Lordlrcfcucdher, 

Her Highncllc is in fafety, feare you not: 

But on my Liege, for very little paines 

Will bring this labor to an happy end. Exit. 

Alarums , excurfions, Retreat. Enter Iohn,Eleanor,Arthur 
Baftard, Hubert, Lords. 

Iobn. So (halkit be: your Grace fhall day behindc 
Saftrongly guarded : Colcn,iooke not fad, 

Thy Grandame loues thee, and thy Vnkle will 
Asdeere b« to thee, as thy father was. 

Arth. O this will make my mother die with griefe. 
Iobn. Cofen away for England, haftc before,- 
And ere our comming fee thou (hake the bags 
Ofhoording Abbots, imprifoned angells 
Set at libertie: the fat ribs of peace 
Muft by the hungry now be fed vpon : 
VfeourCommimon in hisvtmoft force. 

Taft. BelI, i Bot>ke,& CaBdle',fhall not dritie me back. 
When gold and bluer becks me to come on: 
IleaueyourhighnefTe: Grandame, I will pray, 

(If euer I remertiber to be holy ) 

For your faire fafety: fo I kiffe your hand. 

» Fie, Farewell gentle Cofch. 




lehn. Coz, farewell. 

Sle . Come hether little kijnfman 3 harke,a worde. 

lohn. Come hether Hubert. 6 my gentle Hubert, 

Wc owe thee much: within this wall of ficlh 
There is a foule counts thee her Creditor, 

And with aduantage meanes to pay thy loue} 

And my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Liues in this bofome, decrely cherillied 
Giue me thy hand, I had a thing to fay. 

But I will fit it with fome better tune. 

By heauen Hubert , I am almofi afhanVd 
To fay what good refpe<5U haiie of thee. 

Hub . Iammuchboundento your Maicfiy. 

Iohn. Good friend,thou haft no caufe to fay fp yet, 
Butthoufhalthauerand creepetimencrefoflow, 

Yetit fhall come, forme to doe thee good." 

I had a thing to fay, but let it goe: 

The Sunne is in the heauen, and the proud day 3 
Attended with the plcafures ofthe world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawdes 
To giue me audience : if the mid-night bell IV.' ;r ' ’ 

Did with his yron tongue,ai?d brazen mouth 
Sound on into the drowzie racc of night: ' ' 

If this fame were a Churchward where we ftand, 

And thou poftefled wirh a thoufand vvrongs; 

Or if that furhy fpiric melancholy 
Had bak’d thy bloud } and made it heauy, thickc, # 
Which clfe runnes tickling vp and downe the veines. 
Making that idiot laughter keepe mens eye«*, \ 

And ftraine their cheekes to idle merriment, 

A paftion hatefull to my purpofes: ,, V 

Or if that thou couldft fee me without eyes, 

Hearc me without thineeares, andmake repljr 
Without a tongue, vfing conceit alone, 

Without eyes,earcs,and harmcfull found ofvyords : 
Then, in defpight ofbrooded watchful! day, 

I would into thy bofome pourc my thoughts i 
But (ah) I will nor,, yet I loue thee well, 

And by my troth I thinke thou lou’ftmc Well. / 

Hub. So welljthat what you bid me vndef take.* 
Though that my death were adiundl to my AfiP, ‘ 

By heauen I would doe it. 

Iohn, Doe not I know thou Wouldft ? 

Good Hubert y Hubert , Hubert throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : He tell thee what my friend^ 

He is a very ferpent in my way, 

And wherefoere this foot of mine doth tread. 

He lies before me: doft thou vndcrftand me i 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hub. And lie keepe him fo, 

That he fhall not offend your Maiefty, 

Iohn . Death. 

Hub. My Lord. 

Iohn. AGraue. 

Hub. He fhall not liue. 

Iohn . Enough. 

I could be merry now, Hubert , I loue thee* 

Well, lie not fay what I intend for thee: 

Remember: Madam, Fare you well, 
lie fend thofe powers o’re to your Maiefty. 

Ele. My bleffirig goe with thee. 

John. For England Cofen, goe. 

Hubert (ball be your man, attend oil you 
Withal true duerie: On toward Ca!liee t \\oz; 

Exeunti 
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Enter France, Delphi-*, Pandulpho, Attendants. 
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Fr<«, So by a roajipg Tcmpeft on the flood, 

A whole Arrnado ofconu'ufled faile 
Is fcattered and dif-ioyn'd from fcllowflsip. . . „ 

Panel. Courage and cpqfort,all fliall yet goc vvell*- 
Fra. What can goc vVfjJJ^wacn we haue runne fo ill ? 
Are we no.t beaten pot Anglers loft ? 

Arthur tane prifoner? diners dccrc friends flainc ? 

And bloudy England into England gone, 

Ore-bearing interruption fpight of France} 

Dol. What he hath won, that hath he fortified : 

So hot a fpecd, with fuch aduice difpos’d, 

Such temper ate order in fo fierce a caufe, 

Doth want example: who hath rcad,ot heard 
Of any kindred-adlion like to this ? 

Fra. Well couldI bearc that England had thispraife, 
So we could finde lome patterne of our flhame: 

Enter finflance. 

Looke'who comes hccre ? a grauc vnto a foule, 

Holding th’ctcrnall fp\rit againft her will, 

In the vildc prjfon of afflidied breath: 

Iprcthee Lady goc away with me. 

Con. Loj now: now fee the ifliic of your peace. 

Fra. Patience good Lady,comfort gentle Confietnce. 
Con. No^dcfieall Counfell, all redrefle. 

But that which ends all counfcll, true Redrefle; 

Death, death, O amiable, loucly death , 

Thou odoriferous flench .• found rotccnnefle, 

Arife forth from the couch of lafting night, 

Thou hate and terror toprofperitie, 

And I will kifle thy detcllible bones, ■ 

And put my eye-balls in thy vaultie browes, 

And ring thefc fingers with thy houfliold wormes, 

And flop this gap of breath with fullomc duft, 

And be a Carrion Monfter like thy felfe; 

Come,grin on me, and I will thinkc thou fmil’ft. 

And buffe theeas thy wife: Mifcries Louc, 

O come to me. 

Fra. Ofaircafflidlion, peace. 

Con, No,no, I will not, hauing breath to cry : 

O that my tongue were in the thunders mouth, 

Then with a paflion would I fhake the world, 

And row7.c from fleepc that fell Anatomy 
Which cannot heare a Ladies feeble voyce. 

Which fcornes a mpdcrnelnuocation. 

Pand. Lady.you vtter madnefle,and not forrow. 

Con. Thou arc holy to belye me fo, 

I am not mad : this haire I tearc is mine, 

My name is Conftanct , 1 was Geffrtjes wife, 

Yong Arthur is my fonne, and he is loft: 

I am not mad, I would to heauen I were. 

For then’tis like I fhould forget my felfe: 

O, if I could, what griefe fhould I forget ? 

Preach fomc Philofophy to make me mad. 

And thou fhait beCanonii’d(CardiHall.) 

For, being not mad, but fenfible of greefe, 

My rcafonablc part produces reafon , 

How I may be dcliuer’d of thefc woes. 

And teaches mec to kill or hang my felfe: 

If I were mad, I fliould forget my fonne. 


Or madly thinkc a babe of clowts were be* 

I am not mad: too well, too well I feei c ? 

The different plague of each calamitie. 

Fra. Binde vp thole treffes : O what lou e t 
I n the faire multitude of thofeher haires • 1 Qote 

Where but by chance a filuer drop hath fal ne 
Euen to that drop ten thoufand wiery fiend* * 

Doe glcvv themfelues in fociable griefe. 

Like true, infeparable, faithful! loucs, * 

Sticking together in calamitie. 

Con. T o England, if you will. 

Fra. Binde vp your haires. 

Con. Yes that I will j and wherefore will T a • 

I tore them from their bonds, and cride aloud 
O, that thefe hands could fo redeeme my fonne 
As they haue giuen thefc hayres their libercic 
But now 1 enuie at their libcrtie, 

And will againc commit them to their bonds 
Becaufc my poore childe is a prifoner. 

And Father Cardinal!, I haue heard you fay 
That wc fhall fee and know our friends in heauen 
If that be true, I (hall fee my boy againe; 

For fince the birth of Caine, the firft malc-childe 
To him that did but yefterday fufpire, 

There was not fuch a gracious creature borne: 

But now will Canker-forrow eat my bud, 

And chafe the natiuc beauty from his chcekc 
And he will looke at hollow as a Ghoft, 

As dim and meager as an Agues fitte, 

And fo hee’ll dye: and rifing fo againe. 

When I fhall meet him in the Court of heauen 
I fhall not know him: therefore neuer, neuer 
Mufti behold my pretty t Arthur more. 

Pand. You hold too heynous a lefpcft of greefe, 
Confi. He talkes to mc,that neuer had a fonne. 
Fra. You are as fond of greefe, as ofyour childe. 
Con. Greefe fils the rooaic vp of my abfent childe: 
Lies in his bcd,walkesvp and do wnc with me, 

Puts on his pretty lookes, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 

Stuffes out his vacant garments with his fonne, 

T hen,haue I reafon to be fond of griefe? 
Fareyouwcll: had you fuch a lofle as I, 

I could giue better comfort then you doc. 

1 will not keepe this forme vpon my head, 

When there is fuch dilordcr in my witte: 

O Lord, my boy, my Arthur , my faire fonne, 

My life, my ioy t my food, my all the world: 

My widow-comfort,and my forrowes cure. Exit, 
Fra. I feare fomc out-rage,and Ifo follow her. Exit, 
Del. There’s nothing in this world can snake me ioy, 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

Vexing the dull eare of adrowfie man; 

And bitter fhamc hath fpoyl’d the fweet Words tafte, 
That it yeelds nought but fhame and bitternefle. 

Pand. Before the curing ofa ftrong difeafe, 

Eucn in the inftanc of repairs and health, 

The fit is ftrongeft: Euils that take leaue 
On their departure,moft of all Aiew euill: 

What haue you loft by lofing of this day ? 

Dol. AUdaies of glory ,ioy,and happinefle. 

Pan. Ifyou bad won it, certaincly you had. 

No, no: when Fortune meanes to men moft good, 
Shee lookes Vpon them with a threatningevet 
Tis ftrange to thinke how much King lobn hath loft 
In this which he accounts fo clearely wonne: 


-— tf AU crieu d that Arthur is his prifoner i 
^i 1 7 heartily as he is glad he hath him. 

V" ' y ourn iinde is 3ll a* youthfull asyotir blood. 
^Lremcfpcake with a propheticke fpirit: 

.u. breath of what I meane to fpeake, 

? 11 Wow each duft, each ftraw, each little rub 
Sba frhe path which fhall direftly lead 

oteto Englands Throne. And therefore marke: 
?l hath feii’d Arthur, and it cannot be, 

bile* warmelife playes in that infants veines, 

T bat r n UcdAehu fliould entertaine an houre, 

^ f MK h-d«..h. n vmul, »»d, 

* asbovfteroufly maintain d as gain d. 

5 esniceofnovilde hold to flay him vp: 

That lland > thcn ^ rf ^ rneeds muft 
i be it for it cannot be but fo. 

vd. V« hat 11,3111 s alne b yy° 
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pong Arthurs fall ? 


You,in the right of Lady "Blanch your wife, 

M flV then make all the claime that^rr/;«r did. 

])oi And loole it, life and all,as Arthur did. 
fw How green you are,and frefli in this old world? 
Mwlaycs you plots: the times ccnfpire with you, 
for he that ftcepcs his fafetic in true blood. 

Shall finde but bloodie fafety, and vntrtic. 

This Aft fo cuilly borne fhall coole the hearts 
Of all his people, and freeze vp their zeale, 

That none fo fmall aduantage fliall flep forth 
To chcckc his reigne, but they will chcrifh it. 

Nonaturall exhalation in the skie, 

No fcopc ofNature, no diftemper’d day, 

Nocommonwinde, no cuftomcd cuent. 

But they will plucke away his naturall caufe. 

And call them Meteors, prodigies, and fignes, 
Abbortiues,prefages, and tongues of heauen, 
plainlyidenouncing vengeance vpon Iohn 4 
Dole May be he will not touch yong Arthurs life. 

But hold himfelfe fafe in his prifonmenc. 

?m. 0 Sir, when he fliall hcarc of your approach, 
jfthat yong Arthur be not gone alreadie, 

Euenacthat peweshc dies :and then the hearts 
Ofall his people fhall reuolt from him, 

Andkifle the lippes ofvnacquainted change. 

And picke ftrong. matter of rcuolr, and wrath 
Out of the bloody fingers ends oilohn. 

Me thinkes I fee this hurley all on foot; 

And 0, whatbetter matter breeds for you, 

Then I haue nam^d. T he Baftar d Falconbridg* 

Isnow inEngland ranfacking the Church, 

Offending Gharity: If but a dozen French 
Were there in Armes, they would be as a Cali 
To traine ten thoufand Englifli to their fide; 

Or,as a little fnow, tumbled about, 

Anon become* z Mountaine. O noble Dolphine^ 
GowithnetotheKing/tiswondcrfuil, . o 
What may be wrought out of their difconcent. 

Now that their foules are topfulLof offence. 

For England go; I will whetoir the King. 


the King 
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Enter Hubert and Executioners . • 

Hub. Heatc me thcle Irons hot, aad looke thou fland 
Within the Arras: when I ftrike my foot 
Vpon the bofome of the ground, rufli forth 
And binde the boy, which you fliall finde with me 
Faft to the chairc: be hecdfull: hence,and watch. 

Exec, I hope your warrant will bcare out the deed. 
Hub. Vncleanly fcruples feare not you: looke coo’c. 
Yong Lad come forth; I haue to fay with you. 

Enter Arthur. ’ 

Ar. Good morrow Hubert. 

Hub . Good morrow, little Prince. 

Ar . As little Prince, hauing fo great a Tick 
To be more Prince, as may be: you arc fad. 

Hub . Indeed I haue beene merrier. j 

Art . ’Mercieonroe: 

Me thinkes no body fliould be fad but I: 

Yet I remember, when I was in France, 

Yong Gentlemen would be as fad as night 
Oncly for wantonnefle ; by my Chriftendome p 
So I were out of prilbn, and kept Shecpe 
I fliould be as merry as the day is long: 

And fo I would be heere, bur chat I doubt 
My Vncklepradhiesmoreharmetome : 

He is affraid of me, and I of him : 

Is it my fault, that I was Geffrejes fonne ? 

No in deedeis't not: and I would to heauen 
I were your fonne, foyou would loue me, Hubert: 

Hub. Ifltalketohim, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercie, which lies dead: 

Therefore I will be fodaine, and difpaccn* 

Ar Are you fickc Hubert? you looke pale to day, 
Infooth 1 would you were a little ficke, 

That I might fit all night,and watch with you. 

I warrant i loue you more then you do me. 

Hub. His words do take pofTeffion of my bofome. 
Rcade hccrc yong Arthur. How now foolifli rheume? 
Turning difpitious torture out of doore ? 

I muft be breefe, Icaft rcfolution drop 
Out at mine eyes, in tender womanifti teares. 

Can you not reade it ? Is it not faire writ ? 

Ar. Too fairely Hubert , for fo foule effect, 

Muft you with het ] rons, burnc out both mine eyes ? 
Hub. Yong Boy, I muft. 

Art . And will you? 

Hub. And I will. 

Art . Haue you the heart? When your head did but 
ake, 

1 knit my hand-kercher about your browe* 

(The beft I had, a Princefle wrought it me ) 

And I did neuer aske it you againe ; 

And with my hand, at midnight held your head; 

And like the watchfull minutes, to the houre. 

Still and anon cheer’d vp the heauy time ; 

Saying,what lacke you? and where lies your greefe ? 

Or what good louc may I performc for you / 

Many a poore roans fonne would haue lyen ftill. 

And ncrc haue fpoke a louing word to you; 

But you, at your ficke fcruicc had a Prince: 

Nay, you may thinke my louc was crafcie loue. 

And call it cunning. Do, aod if you will, 
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If hcaucn be pleas'd that you muft vfe me ill, 

Why then you muft. Will you put out mine eyes ? 
Thcie eyes, that ncucr did,nor ncucr (hall 
So much as frowne on you. 

Hub* Ihaucfwornetodoit: y 
And with hot Irons muft 1 burne them our. 

At . Ah, none but in this Iron Age,would do it: 

The I ron of it fclfc, though heate red hot, 

Approaching necrc thefe eyes, would drinke my tcares. 
And quench this ficric indignation, 

Eucn in the matter of mine innocence: 

,Nay, after that, confume away in ruft. 

But for containing fire to harmc mine eye: 

Are you more ftubbornc hard, then hammer’d Iron ? 
And if an Angel! fhould hauc come to me. 

And told me Hubert ftiould put out mine eyes, 

I would not haue beleeu’d him : no tongue but Huberts . 
Hub . Come forth : Do as I bid you do* 

Art . O faue me Hubert , faue me : my eyes are out 
Euen with the fierce lookes of thefe bloody men. 

Hub . Giue me the Iron I fay, and binde him hccre. 
Art . Alas, what ncede you be fo boiftrous rough? 

I will not ftrugglc, I will Hand ftone ftill: 

For hcauen fake Hubert let me not be bound : 

Nay heare me Hubert, d riuc thefe men away, 

And I will fit as quiet as a Lambc. 

I will not ftirre, nor winch, nor fpeake a word. 

Nor looke vpon the Iron angerly: 

Thruft but thefe men away % and 1 le forgiuc you, 

What euer torment you do put me too. 

Hub . Go (land within: let me alone with him. 

Exec. I am beft pleas'd tobefromfuch adeedc* 

Art . Alas, I then haue chid away my friend, 

He hath a fternc looke, but a gentle heart: 

Let him come backc, that his compaflion may 
Giue life to yours. 

Hub. Come (Boy) prepare your felfe. 

Art . Is there no remedied 
Hub . None, but to 1 ofe your eyes. 

Art . O heauen: that there were but a moth in yours, 
A graine, a duft,a gnat, a wandering hairc, 

Any annoyance in that precious fenfe : 

Then feeling what fmall things arc boyftcrous there, 
Your vilde intent muft needs feeme horrible. 

Hub. Is this your promife ? Go too,hold your toong 
Art. Hubert , the vtterance of a brace of tongues, 
Muft ncedes want pleading for a pairc of eyes: 

Let me not hold my tongue: let me not Hubert , 

Or Hubert , if you will cut out my tongue. 

So I may keepe mine eyes. O fpare mine eyes, 

Though to no vfe, but ftill to looke on you. 

Loe, by my troth, the Inftrumcnt is cold,! 

And would not harmc me. 

Hub. lean heate it. Boy. 

Art . No, in good footh : the fire is dead with griefe, 
Being create for comfort, to be vs'd 
In vndeferued extreames: See elfe your felfe. 

There is no malice in thia burning cole. 

The breath of hcauen, hath blowne his fpirit out. 

And ftrew’d repentant a (Ties on his head. 

Hub . But with my breaih f can rettiue it Boy. 

Are 4 And if you do, you will but make it blufh. 

And glow with (hame of your procecdings f Hubert: 
Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your eyes: 

And, like a dogge that is compcll’d to fight. 

Snatch at his Mafter that doth tarre him on. 
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All things that you fhould vfe to do mevrrono 
Deny their office: oncly you do lacke * 
That metric. which fierce fire, and Iron extends 
Creatures of note for mercy, lacking vfes. * 
Hub. Well, fee to liue: I will not touch thine 
For all the Treafurc that thine Vnckle owes 
Yet am I fworne, and I did purpofe, Boy, * 

With this fame very Iron, to burne them out. 

Art. O now you looke like Hubert . All this wk i 
You were dilguis’d. * 

Hub. Peace: no more. AdieH, 

Your Vnckle muft not know but you are dead, 
lie fill thefe dogged Spies with falfe reports ; * 

And, pretty childe,{lecpedoubtlefle, andfcqite 
That Hubert for the weak h of all the world,. ’ 
Will not offend thee. 

Art. O heauen! I thanke you Hubert . 

Hub. Silence, no more; go clofely in withmec 
Much danger do I vndergo for thee, £ 


*r- 


ScemSecunda. 




Enter John, Pembroke, Salt t bury, and other,Lordtt 
John. Hccre once againe we fit; once againfl cro L. 
And look’d vpon, I hope, with cheaicfulleyes. 

Tern. This once again (but that your Highnesplcaj j) 

Was once fuperfluous : you were Crown’d before ' 

And that high Royalty was nerc pluck’d off.- * 

• The faiths ofmen.nereftained with reuolt: 

Frefh expectation troubled not the Land 
With any long’d-for-change, or better State. 

Sal^ Therefore, to be poflefs’d with doublepompc 
To gua'rd a Title, that was rich before j 
To glide refined Gold, to paint the Lilly; 

To throw a perfume on the Violet, 

To fmooth the yce, or addc another hew 
Vnto the Raine-bow; or with Taper-light 
T o feeke the beauteous eye of heauen to garnith, 

Is waftefull, and ridiculous excefic. 

Pern. But that your Royall plea lure mull be done, 
Thi s a£te, is as an ancient tale new told, . 

And, in the laft repeating, troublefomc, 

Being vrged at a time vnfeafonable. 

Sal. In this the Anticke, and well notedface 
Of plainc old forme, is much disfigured, 

And like a fhifted winde.vnto afailo, 

It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetchabout, 
Startles, and frights conlideration .• 

Makes found opinion ficlce, and truthfufpefted, 

For putting on fo new a fafhion’d robe. 

Pem , When Wotkemcn ftriuc to do better then wc!, 
They do confound their skill in couetoufaeiTe, 

And oftentimes excufing of a fault, 

Doth make the fault the worfe by th’excufe: 

As patches fet vpon a little breach, ;; <>'. m 

Difcredite more in hiding of the fault. 

Then did the fault before it was fo patch’d. > • 
Sal. To this effetft, before you were new crown’d 
We breath'd our Councell: but it pleas’d your Highnss 
To ouer-beare it, and we are all well pleas’d, 

Since all, and euery part of what we would 
Doth make a ftand, at what your Highneffe will. 



y /, SoniTreafons of this double Corronation 
. « n <fcft vou with, and thinke them ftrong„ 

lh !) U more more ftrong, then leffer is my feare 
^ il indue you with: Mcanc time, but aske 
Jr you would hauc reform’d, that is not well, 
a dwellfhallyou perceiue, how willingly 
f!ill both heare, and grant you your requefts. 

1 p Then I, as oneithat am the tongue ofthele 
XofSdthepurpolesofail their hearts, 
n u far mv lelfe, and them: but chiete ot all 
® otn f.f.rJ- for the which, my felfe and them 
ftudies, hcrcil/ 

T^infranchifcmcnt of <i Arthur , whofc rcftraintl 
0 ihmouc the murmuring lips ofdifcontcnt 
To breake into this dangerous argument. 

Tfwhat in reft you hauc, in right you hold, 
w b y then vour feares, which (as they fay) attend 
The(types of wrong, fhould moue you to mew vp 
Your tender kinfman, and to choake his dayes 
Mth barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich aduaheage of good excrcifc, 

That the times enemies may not haue this 
To grace occafions: let it be our fuice. 

That you hauc bid vs aske his libertie. 

Which for our goods, we do no further aske, . 

Then, whereupon our weale on you depending. 

Counts it your weale: he haue his liberty. 

Enter Hubert. 

Iobn t Let it be fo : I do commit his youth 
To your direction : Hubert , what newes with you ? 

Pem. This is the man fhould do the bloody deed: 
le fhew’d his warrant to a friend of mine, 

The image ofa wicked heynous fault 
Liues in his eye: that clofe afpeft of his, 

)o (hew the mood of a much troubled breft. 

And I do fearefuliy beleeuc ’tis done, 

What wc fo fear'd he had a charge to do. 

Sal . The colour of the King doth come, and go 
Jetweene his purpofe and his confcience, 

Jke Heralds ’twix t two dreadfull battailes fet: 
lispafsion is fo ripe, it needs muft breake. 

Pem . And when it breakes, I feare will iffiie thence 
"hefoule corruption of a fweet childcs death.- 
Iobn, We cannot hold mortalities ftrong hand. 

Good Lords, although my will to giue, is liuing, 

’’hefuite which you demand is gone, and dead, 
letelsvs Arthur is deceas'd to night. 

Sal . Indeed we fear’d his fickneflc was paft cure. 

Pem. Indeed we heard how neere his death he was, 
icforethcchildehimfelfc felt he was ficke : 
his muft be anfwcr'd either hcere, or hence. 

Iohi Why do you bend fuch folcmnebrowes on me? 
Thinke you I bcare the Sheercs of deftiny ? 

Haue I commandcmenc on the pulfe oflife ? 

Sal. Itisappafant foule-play^ancl’ctsfhame 
ThatGreatnefte fhouild fo gtoffely offer it • 

Sothfitie it in yonr game, and fo farewell. 

Pem. Stay yet (Lord Salisbury) lie go with thee. 

And finde th’inhcritance ot this poorc childc. 

His little kingdome ofa.forced graue. 

That blood which ow’d the bred fh of all this lie. 

Three foot of it doth hold; bad world the while: 

This muft not be thus borne, this will breake out 
Toall our forrowes,and erelong I doubt. Exeunt 
Io. They burn in indignation: Irepent i Enter Mcft 
There is no fure foundation fee on blood: 
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No ccrtaine life atchicu’d by others death: 

A fearcfull eye thou haft. Where is that blood. 

That I haue fccnc inhabite in thofe cheekcs i 
So foule a $kic, clecres not without a ftormc, 

Poure downc thy weather: how goes all in France ? 

7 Hef From France to England, neuer fuch a powrc, 
For any forraigne preparation, 

Was leuied in the body of a land. 

The Copie of your fpeude is learn’d by them: 

For when you fhould be told they do prepare, 

The tydings comes, that they arc all arriu’d. 

lob . Oh where hath our Intelligence bin drunke ? 
Where hath it flept ? Where is my Mothers care ? 

That fuch an Army could be drawnc in France, 

And (he not heare of it ? 

tJWef My Liege, her care 
Is ftopt with duft : the firft of April! di’de 
Your noble mother; and as I heare, my Lord, 

The Lady Coufiance in a frenzie di’de 

Three dayes before: but this from Rumors tongue 

I idely heard : if ttuc.or falfe I know not. 

Ichn. With-hold thy fpecd, dreadfull Occafidn : ‘ 

O make a league with me,'till I haue pleas'd 
My difeontented Peeres. What? Mother dead f 
How wildcly then walkcs my Eftate in France ? 

V nder whole conduct came thofe powres of France, 
That thou for truth giu’ft out arc landed hcerc ? 

?,Uf* Vnderthe Dolphin. 

Enter 'Baftard and Peter of Pom fret. 

I oh. Thou haft made me giddy 
With thefe ill tydings: Now ? What fay es the world. 
To your proceedings^ Do not feeke to ftuffc 
My head with more ill newes: for it is fulL 
Baft. But if you be a-feard to heare the worft. 

Then let the worft vn-heard, fall on your head. 

Ichn. Beare with me Cofcn, for I was amaz’d 
Vnder the tide; but now I breath againe 
Aloft the flood,and can giue audience 
To any tongue, fpeake it of what it will. 

Baft . How I haue fped among the Clergy then, 

The iummes I haue colle&ed fhall expreffe: 

But as I trauail’d hither through the land, 

1 finde the people ftrangely tantafied, 

Pofleft with rumors, full of idle dreames, 

Not knowing what they feare, but full of fearer 
And here’s a Prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ftreets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heeles: 

To whom he fung in rude harfh founding rimes. 

That ere the next Afcenfion day at noone. 

Your Highnes fhould deliuer vp your Crowne. 

Iohn. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didft thou fo ? 
Pet . Fore-knowing that the truth will fall out fo. 
Iohn. Hubert, away with him : imprifon him, 

And on that day at noone, whcTeori he fayes 
I (ball yceld vp my Crowne, let him be fung’d. 

Deliuer him to fafety, and rcturne. 

For I muft vfe thee. O my gentleCofen, 

HeaFft thou the newes abroad, who are arriu’d ? 

&f/?.The French (my Lwrd) mens mouths are ful of it: 
Befidcs I met Lord Bigot , and Lord Salisburie 
With eyes as red as new enkindlcdfire. 

And others more, going to feeke the graue 
Of Arthur , whom they fay is kill’d to night, on your 
Iobn. Gentle kinfman,go (fuggeftion. 

And thruft thy felfe into their Companies, 

b » I 






























































I haue a way to winne their loucs againc: 

Bring them before me. .... , 

34 /?. I will feckc them out. 
lohn. Nay, but makehafte: the better foote before 
O, let me hauc no fubieft enemies, 

When aduerfc Forrcyners affright my Townes 
With drcadfull pompe of flout muafion. 

'Be Mercune, lec feathers to thy hcelcs. 

And flye (like thought) from them, to me againc. 

Baft* The fpiric ofthc time (hall teach me fpecd.£,v/‘r 
John. Spoke like a fp right full Noble Gentleman 
Go after him : for he perhaps fhall neede 
Some Meflengcr betwixt me, and the Pecres, 

^ And be thouhee. 

M?[. With all my heart, my Liege. 
lobn . My mother dead ? 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. My Lord, they fay fiuc Moones were feene to 
Foure fixed, and the lift did whirlc about ^ (night: 
rThe other foure, in wondrous motion. 
j» Joh. Fiuc Moones ? 


Hub . Old men, and Beldames,in the ftrcecs 
Do prophefie vpon it dangcroufly : 

Yong Arthurs death is common in their mouths. 

And when they talkc of h’m, they fhake their heads. 

And whifper one another in the care. 

And he that fpeakes,doth gripe the hearers wrift, 
Whilft he that hcarcs, makes fearcfull action 
With wrinkled brovyes, with nods, with rolling eyes. 

I faw a Smith ftand with his hammer (thus) 

The whilft his Iron did on the Anuile code, 

With open mouth (wallowing a Taylors newes. 

Who with his Sheercs, and Meafure in his hand. 
Standing on flippers, which his nimble hafte 
Had faliely thruft vpon contrary feete. 

Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 

That were embattailqd, a,r\d rank’d m Kent. 

Another leanc, vnwafh’d Artificer, 

Cuts dfhii talc, and talkcs of / Irthurs death. 

Ic. VVhy feck ft thou to poffcffe me with tbefe feares? 
Why vrgeft thou lb oft yong Arthurs death ? 

Thy hand hath murdred hjm : 1 had a mighty caufe 
To wifti him dead, but thouhadft none to kill him. 

H Nohad (my Lord?)why,did you not prouoke me? 
Uhn. It is the curie of Kings, to be attended 
By fiaucs, that take their humors for a warrant, 
Tobre^kc within thq bloody houfeoflifq. 

And on the winking of Authorise 
To vnderftand a Law; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous Maiefty, when perchance it frownes 
More vpon humor, then aduis’d refpeft. 

HubMz&z is your hand and Seale for what I did. 

Ioh , Oh, when thehft accompt twixt hcauen & earth 
Is to be made, then fhall this hand.and Seale 
Witnelfe sgaioft vs to damnation. 

How oft the fight of arcane s to do ill deeds. 

Make deeds ill done ? Had’ft not thou becnc by, 

A fellow by the hand of Nature mark’d. 

Quoted, and fign’d to doa deede of (hamc. 

This murther had not come into my mindc. 

But taking note of thy abhorr’d Afpcft, 

Finding thee fit forbloody villanic: 

Apt, liable to be employ’d in.danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthurj death ; 

And thou, to be endeered to a King, 

Made it no confcicncc to deftroy a Prince* 


Lai 


My Lord. 

M.HacPfttbqu but fhooke thy head, or mad 
When I fpakc darkcly, whatlpurpofcd: Ca P*Hl 

Or turn'd an eye of doubt vpon my face; 

As bid me tell my talc in exprefle words i 
Decpe(hamchad ftruck me dumbe,mademeb 
And thofe thy fcares, might haue wrought fcare ’ 
But, thou didft vnderftand me by my fignes ** 10 
And didft in fignes againe parley with finne > 

Yea,w ichout flop, didft let thy heart confent 
And confcquantly, thy rude hand to aftc ’ 

The deed, which both our tongues held vilde to 
Out of my fight, and neuer fee me more: lla ® c * 

My Nobles leaue me, and my State is braued 
Euen at my gates, with rankes of forgone povvrpc. 
Nay,in the body of this flefhly Land, 3 

This kingdome, this Confine of blood, and breathe 
Hoftilitie, and ciuill tumult rcignes 
Betweenc my confcicnce, and my Cofins death 
Hub . Arme you againft your other enemies : 
lie make a peace betweenc your foulc,and you. 

Yong Arthur is aliuc : This hand of mine 
Isyct a maiden, and an innocent hand. 

N ot painted with the Crimfon fpots of blood,: 
Within this bofome, ncucr entred yet 
The drcadfull motion of a murderous thought, 

And you haue flander’d Nature in my forme. 

Which hovvfoeuer rude exteriorly, 

0 Is yet the couer of a fayrer minde, 

Then to be butcher of an innocent childe. 

Iohn. Doth Arthur hue PO haft thee to thePeeres 
Throw this report on their incculbd rage, 

And make them tame to their obedience. 

Forgiue the Comment chat my paflionmade 
Vpon thy feature, for my rage was blindc, 

And foulc immaginarie eyes of blood 
Prcfentcd thee more hideous then thou art. 

Oh, anfwcr not; but to my Cloflet bring! 

The angry Lords, with all expedient haft, 

I coniure thee but flowly: run more faft. Excttnt, 


Sccena 'Tertia . 


"Enter Arthur on the wallet, 

Ar. TlieWallishigh,sndyetwill Ileapedowit 
Good ground be pinifull,and hurt me not: 

There’s few or none do know me, if they did, 
ThisShip-boyes femblance hath difguis’d me quite, 

I am afraide, and yet He venture it. 

If I get downe, and do not breake my limbes, 
lie finde a thoufand drifts to get away; 

As good to dye, and go ; as dye, and day. 

Oh me,my Vnckles fpirit is in thefeftones, 
OHeauen take my foule,and England keep my bonej.Dw 

Sitter Pembroke,Salts bury "Bigot. 

Sal. Lords, I will meet him at S. Edmondshny, 

It is our fafetle, and we mud embrace 
This gentle offer of the perillous time. 

Pem. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinal. 
Sal. The Count Meloone, a Noble Lord ofFrance, 


Whofe priuate with me of the Dolphines loue, 
la much more general, then thefe lines import. 


n 


- fr. morrow morninglet vs nacete him then. •. 

orrather then fet forwarder be 
. „ slaves iourtiey (Lords)or ere we mecte. 

Tvvo longdaycsio 

at fi Once more to day well met, didemper’d Lords, 
n I.W me requefts your prefence ftraight. 

/ °fhe ■kinghath difpoffedliimfeltcol vs, 
not i v ne hi* thin-bedained eloake 
^knur PM* Honors: ndr attend the foote 
W Jth lies the print of blood where ere it walkes. 

^ and tell him fo : wc knowthe word. 

Ret “‘V What ere you thinkc,good words I thinkc 

vverebed. 

/ our ^reefes, and not our manners realon now. 
Buuhere is little realon in your greefe. 

Therefore ’twere reafon you had manners now. 
v sm . Sir, fir, impatience hath his prhiledge 
„ a ’jjstiue, to hurt his madcr.no mans die. 

Sal This is the prifon: What is lie lyes heere? 

P Oh death,made pre ud with pure Sc princely beuty, 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deede. 

Sal. Murther, as hating what himfellc hath done, 
Doth lay it open to vrge on repcngc. 

Bit Or when hedoom’d this Beaune to a graue, 

Found it too precious Princely, for agrauc. 

S.tl. Sir Richard, what thinke you.^ you bane beheld. 

Or baiie you read,or heard, or could you thinke? 
Ordoyoualmod thinkc, although you fee; 

That ''ou do fee ? Could thought, without this obied 
Forme fuch another ? This is the very top, 

Thebeighth, the Crcd : or Credvnto the Cred 
Of furthers Armes: This is the bloodied fhame. 

The wildeft Sauagery, the vilded droke 
Thateuerwall-ey’d wiatli, or daring rage 
prefenced to the teares offoft remorfe. 

pan. All murther* pad, do ftand excus’d in this: 

And this fo foie, arid fo vnmatcheable, 

Shall gioe a holineffe, a puritic, 

To the yet vnbegotten finne of times; 

And prone a deadly blood-fhed,but aied, 

Exampled by chisheynous fpedacle. 

BaJ?. It is a damncd,and a bloody woi kc, 

The gtacelcfle adion of a hcauy hand, 

If that it be the workc of any hand. 

Sal. If that it be the worke of any hand ? 
Wchadakindcoflight, what would enfue: 

It is the fhamefull worke of Huberts hand, 
Thepra&ice,and thepurpofe ofthe king: 

From whofe obedience I foibid my foule. 

Kneeling before this mine of fweete life, 

And breathing to his breathleffe Excellence 
Thelncenfeofa Vow,aholy Vow: 

Neuer to tade the pleafures of the world, 

Neuer to be infeded with delight, 

Nor conuerfant with Eafe, and Idlcneffe, 

Till I haue fet a glory to this hand. 

By giuing it the worlhip of Reucnge. 

Pem. Big. Our foules religioufly confirme thy words. 
Enter Hubert. 

Hub, Lords, I am hot With hade, in feeking you, 
Arthur doth liue, thekinghath fent for you. 

Sal. Oh heisboM,andblnftiesnot at deads, 

Auant thou hateful! villain,get thee gone.' (The Law ? 
Hu. Iamnovillainc. '.•c.isd-.. 'Sal. Mudlrob 
Baft. Your fword isbrightfir, put it vp agiihe. 

Sal. Not till I {heath it in amurthefters skift. 
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Hub. Stand backe Lord Salsbury,ftand backe I fay • 

By heauen, I thinke my fword’s as fliarpe as yours. 

I would not hauc you (Lord) forget your fclfe. 

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence; 

Leaftl p by marking of your rage, forget 
your Worth, your Greacneffe, and Nobility. 

Big. Out dunghill: dar'ft chou braue a Nobleman ? 
Hub. Not for my life : But yet I dare defend 
My innocent life againft an Hmperor* 

Sal. Thou art a Murtherer. 

Hub . Do not proue me fo 2 
Yet I am none. Whofe tongue fo ere fpeakes falfe, 

Not truely fpeakes : who fpeakc3 not truly, Lies. 

Pem. Cut him topeeces. 

Baft. Keepe the peace, I fay. 

Sal . Stand by, or 1 fliall gaul you Faulconbridge, 

Baft. Thou wer’t better gaul the diucll Safsburv. 
ifthoubutfrowne onme^orftirre thy foote, 

Or reach thy haftie fplccne to do me fhame, 
lie ftrike thee dead. Put vp thy fword betime. 

Or lie fo manle you, and your tofting-Iron,. 

That you fhall thinke the diuell is come from hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulconbridge ? 
Second a Villaine, and a Murtherer ? 

Hub. Lord Bigot, ] am none. 

Big. Who kill'd this Prince ? 

Hub 4 ’Tisnotanhonrefincellcfthim well: 

I honoupd him, 1 lou s d him,and will weepe 
My date of life out, for his fweete Hues lofie. 

Sal Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eyes. 

For villanie isnot without fuch rheume. 

And he, long traded in ic, makes it feeme 
LikcRiuersofremorfeand innocencie. 

Away with me, all you whofe foules abhorre 
Th’vncleanly fauours of a Slaughrer-houfe, 

For I am ftifled with chisfmell of finne. 

Big. Away, toward Burie, to the Dolphin there. 

P .There cel the king,he may inquire vs out Ex. Lords. 
Ba. Here’s a good worldiknew you of this faire work? 
Beyond the infinite and boundleffe reach of mercic, 

(If thou didft this deed ofdcath) art ^ damn’d Hubert* 

Hub Do but heare me fir. 

Baft. Ha? He tell thee what. 

Thou\t damn'd as blacke, nay nothing is fo blacke. 

Thou art more deepe damn’d then Prince Lucifer: 

There is not yet fo vgly a fiend of hell 
As thou (halt be, if thou didft kill this childe. 

Hub % Vpon my foule* 

Baft. If thou didft but confent 
To this mod cruell A<ft: do but difpaire, 

A nd if thou want’ft a Cord, the fmalieft thred 
QThat euer Spider twifted from her wombe 
Will feme to ftranglc thee: A rufh will be abcame 
To hang thee on. Or wouldft thou drowne thy iel(c. 

Put hue a little water in a fpocne. 

And it (hall be as all the Ocean, 

Enough to ftifle fuch a villaine vp. 

I*do fufpe<ft thee very greeuoufly. 

hub. If I in aft, confent, or finne of thought. 

Be guiltier of the ftcaling that fweete breath 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay. 

Let hell want paines enough to torture me: 

I left him well. 

Baft . Go, beare him in thine armes: 

I am amaz’d me thinkes, andloofemy way 
Among the thornes,and danger 5 oi this world. 

b 3 _How { 
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How cafic doft thou take all England vp , 

From forth chi* morcell of dead Royaltie ? 

The life, the right, and truth of all this Realme 
Js fled to heauen : and England now is left 
To tug and fcamble, and to part by th’tceth 
The vn-o wed intcreft of proud fvvelling State : 
Now forthcbarc-pickt boneofMaiefty, 

Doth dogged warre briftle his angry crcft , 

And lharleth in the gentle eyes of peace: 
Now-Powers from home,and difeontents at home 
Meet in one line: and vaft confufion waites 
As doth a Rsuen on a ficke-falue bcaft, 

The iminent decay of wrefted pompe. 

Now happy he, whole cloake and center can 
Hold out this tempeft. Beare away that childc, 
And follow me with fpeed : He to the King: 

A thoufand bufinefles are briefe in hand , 

And heauen it fclfc doth frowne vpon the Land. 
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Exit • 


Enter King Iohn and Pandolph, attendants. 

KJohn . Thus haue I yeclded vp into your hand 
The Circle of my glory. 

Pan. Takcagainc 

From this my hand,as holding of the Pope 
Your Soueraigne greatnefle and auihoritic. 

Iohn. Now keep your holy word,go meet the Trench , 
And from his holincfTc vie all your power 
To flop their marches’fore wcarc er. flam’d : 

Our di icon tested Counties doc rcuolc: 

Our people quarrell with obedience, 

Swearing Aliegiance,and the louc of foulc 
To ftranger-bloud, toforren Royalty; 

This inundation of miftempred humor, 

Rcfts by you oncly to be qualified. 

Then paufe not: for the prefent time’s fo ficke , 
Thatprcfcnt medcinemuft beminiftred, 

Or ouerthrow incureable enfues. 

Pand. It was my breath that blew this Tempeft vp, 
Vpon your ftubbornc vfage of the Pope: 

But fince you are a gentle conucrtice, 

My tongue (hall hufh againc this ftorme of warre, 

And make faire weather in your bluflring land : 

On this Afcention day, remember well, 

Vpon your oath of feruice to the Pope, 

Goe I to make the Trench lay downe their Armes. Exit. 

John. Is this Afcenfion day: did not the Prophet 
Say, that before Afcenfion day at noone, 

My Crownc I fhould giue off? cuen fo I haue: 

I did fuppofe it fhould be on conftraint, 

But (heau’n be thank'd) it is but voluntary. 

Enter r £afiard . 

Baft. All Kent hath yeelded : nothing there holds out 
But Douer Caftle: London hath rcceiu’d 
Like a kinde Hoft, the Dolphin and his powers. 

Your Nobles will not hearcyou,but are gone 
To offer feruice to your enemy : 

And wilde amazement hurries vp and downe 
The little number of your doubtfull friends. 

Iohn. Would not my Lords returftc to me againe 
After they heard yong %/lrthur was aliuc i 


They foundhim dead, and caft intoth a 
An empty Casket, where the Icwell of lif c C ttrcct ^ 

By fomc damn’d hand was rob’d,and tane awav 
Iohn. That villaiae Hubert told me he did hue 

Baft. Soonmyfoulehcdidjforoughthekn 

But wherefore doc you droopc ? why looke youf*l 
Be great in a&, as you haue bccnc in thought • ** ? 
Lee not the world fee fearc and fad diftruft 
Goucrne the motion of a kinglye eye: 

Be fiirringas the time, be fire with fire. 

Threaten the threatncr,and out-facethe brow 
Of bragging horror: So (hall inferior eyes 
That borrow their behauiours from the great 
Grow greae by your example, and put on 
The dauntlefle fpirit of rcfolution* 

Away, and glider like the god of warre 
When he imendeth to become the field: 

Shew boldneflc andafpiring confidence: 

What,fhall they feeke the Lion in his denne, 

And tright him there ? and make him tremble there? 
Oh let it not be faid: forrage,and runne 
To meet difpleafure farther from the dores, 

And grapple with him ere he come fo nye. 

Iohn. The Lcgat of the Pope hath bcenc with inee 
And I haue made a happy peace with him 
And he hath promis’d to difmifle the Powers 
Led by the Dolphin. 

Baft. Oh inglorious league: 

Shall we vpon the footing of our land. 

Send fayre-play-orders,and make comprimife 
Infinuation, parlcy,and bafe truce 
To Armes Inuafiue^ Shall a beardlcfleboy, 

A cockrcd-filken wanton braue our fields, 

And fiefli his fpirit in a warre-like foyle, 

Mocking the ayre with colours idlcly fpied, 

And finde no checke ? Let vs my Liege to Armes: 
Perchance the Cardinall cannot make your peace; 

Or if he doc, let it at leaft be faid 
They faw we had a purpofe of defence. 

Iohn. Haue thou the ordering of this prefent time. 
Baft. Away then with good courage: yet I know 
Our Par tie may well meet a prowder foe. Excm, 


Sccena Secunda . 


Enter (in Armes) Dolphin, Salisbury, UWeloose, Pen* 
broke, Bigot, Souldiers. 

Dol. My Lord Adelloone ,let this be coppied out, 
And keepe it fafe for our remembrance : 

Returne theprefident tothefe Lords againc, 

That hauing our faire order written downe, 

Both they and we, perufing ore thefe notes 
May know wherefore we tookc the Sacrament, 

And keepe our faithes firme and inuiolabjfe. 

Sal. Vpon our fides it neuer (hall be broken. 

And Noble Dolphin, albeit we fweare 
A voluntary zeale, and an vn-urg’d Faith 
To your proceedings: yet beleeue me Prince, 

I am not glad that fuch a Ibre of Time 
Should feeke a plafter by-cpnremn’d reuolc. 

And hcale the inucterate Canku of one wound, 


,-^r~r^7oh it grieues my foulc, 

H 01 rrnuft draw this mettle from my fide 
Th ! C ^ widdow-maker: oh. and there 

Sberehonourablercfcue and detence 

fr oat vuon the name o <iSalisbury. 

Ct ‘ r ,rh u the inflexion of the time, 

lu ['for the health and Phyficke of our right, 

Scannot dealc but with the very hand 
Offterne Iniuftice,and conlufed wrong s 
? ; is't not pitty, (oh my gneued friends) 
c thclonnes and children of this Ifle, 

JL borne to fee fo fad an hourc as this , 
wherein we flep after a ftrangcr, march 

Vnon her gentle bofom, and fill vp 

Her Enemies rankes ? I muft withdraw, and wcepc 
Vpon the fpot of this inforced caufe, 

J raCC the Gentry of a Land remote, 

Andfollow vnacqnainted colours hecrc: 

What hecrePO Nation that thoucouldftrcmoue. 

That tfeptmut Armes who clippech thee about, 

Would beare thee from the knowledge of thy fclfc. 

And cripple thee vneo a Pagsn fiaore. 

Where thefe cwoChriftian Armies might.combine 
Th^bloud ofmalice, ina vaincof league, 

And not to fpend it fo vn-ncighbourly. 

Dolph. Anoblc temper doll thou ihew in this. 

And great atfe&ions wraflling in thy bofomc 
Dothmakc an earth-quake of Nobility: 

Oh, what a noble tomba: haft fought 
Between compulfion,and a braue refpeft : 

I et me wipe off this honourable dewe, 

That (ilucrly doth progrefle on thy cheekcs: 

My heart hath melted at a Ladies te.ues, 

Being an ordinary Inundation : 

But this effufion of fuch manly drops 

This flrowre, blowne vp by tempeft of the fonle, 

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more atrm/d 
Then had I feene the vaultie top of heauen 
Figur’d quite ore wirh burning Meteors. 

Life vp thy brow (renowned Saluburie) 

And with a great heart hcaue away this ftorme: 
Commend thefe waters to thole baby-cycs 
That neuer faw the giant-wotld enrag’d , 

Nor met with Fortune, other then at feafts, 

Full warm of blood, of mirth,of goftipping: 

Come.comc; for thou (halt thrull thy hand as deepe 

Into thepurfeof rich profperity 

As Lewie himfelfe: fo (Nobles) fhall you all, 

That knit your finewes to the ftrength of mine. 

Enter Pandulphc. 

And euen there, methinkes an Angell fpakc, 

Looke where the holy Legate comes apace. 

To giue vs warrant from the hand of heauen, 

And on our a&ions fee the name of ri ght 
With holy breath. 

Pand. Haile noble Prince of France'. 

The next is this : King /o&ahath reconcil’d 
Himfelfe to Rome , his fpirit is come in, 

That fo flood out againft the holy Church, 

The great Metropolis and Sea of Rome: 

Therefore tby threatning Colours now windevp , 

And tame the fauage fpirit of wilde warre. 

That like a Lion foftered vp at hand. 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace. 

And be no further harmcfull then in fhewe. 

Utl, Your Grace (hall pardon me, I will not backe: 
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I am too high-borne to be propertied 
To be a fccondary at controll. 

Or vfefull feruing-man, and Inflrnment 
To any Soueraigne State throughout the world. 

Your breath firft kindled the dead coale of warre?, 
Betweenc this chaftiz’d kingdome and my felfe. 

And brought in matter that fhould feed this fire; 

And now ’tis farretoo hugeto be blowne out 
With that fame weake wind c,which enkindled it: 

You taught me how ro know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with intcreft to this Land 3 
Yea, thruft this enterprize into my heart, 

And come ye now to tell me Iohn hath made 
His peace with Rotnei what is thacpeaccto me* 

I (by the honour of my marriage bed ) 

After yong Arthur, claime this Land for mine , 

And now it is halfe conquer’d, muft I backc, 

Bccaufc that Iohn hath made his peace with Bronte ? 

Am I Romes flauc ? What penny hath Rome borne ? 

What men prouided ? What munition fent 
To vnder-prop this Acftion ? L 3 t not I 
That vnder-goe this charge ? Who elfc bnt 1 3 
And fuch as to my claime art liable., 

Sweat in this bufinciTejand maintainc this warre? 

Haue 1 not heard thefe Iflanders (hout out 
Vine le Roy, as 1 haue bank’d their Townes? 

Haue I not heere the bell Cards for the game 
To winne this eafie match, plaid for a Crownc ? 

And fhall I now giue ore the yeelded Set ? 

No, no, on my foulc it neuer fhall be faid. 

Pand. You looke but on the out-fide of this worke. 
Dol. Out-fide or in-fide,I will not returne 
Till my attempt fo much be glorified, 

As to my ample hope was promifed, 

Before I drew this gallant head ofwarre , 

And cull’d thefe fiery fpirits from the world 
To out looke Conqueft, and to winne renowne 
Eucn in the iawes of danger, and of death: 

What lufiy Trumpet thus doth fummon vs f 
Enter Baftard. 

Baft. According to the faire-play of the world. 

Let me haue audience; 1 am fent to fpeake : 

My holy Lord of Miilanc, from the King 
I come to lcarne how you haue dealt for him: 

And, as you anfwer, I doc know the fcope 
And warrant limited vmo my tongue* 

Pand. The Dolphin is too wilfull oppofif e 
And will not temporize with my intreaties: 

He flatly faies, hec 11 not lay downe his Armes. 

Baft. By all the bloud that euer fury breath’d. 

The youth faies well. Now heare our Englifh King t 
For thus his Royaltie doth fpeake in me : 

He is prepar’d, and rcafon to he fhould , 

This apifh and vnmanncrly approach, 

This harnefs’d Maske, and vnaduifed Rcuell, 

This vn-hcard faweineffe and boyifti Troopes , 

The King doth fmile at,and is well prepar’d 
To whip this dwarfifh warre, this Pigmy Armes 
From out the circle of his Territories. 

That hand which had the ftrength, eucn at your dore* 

To cudgell you, and make you take the hatch , 

To diuclike Buckets in concealed Welles, 

To crowch in litter ofyour ftable plankes, 

To lye like pawnes, lock’d vp in chefts and truncks, 

To hug with fwine, to feeke fweet fafety out 
In vaults and prifons, and to thrill and (hake, 
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Euen at the crying of your Nations crow. 

Thinking this voycc an armed Englifhman. 

Shall that vi&orious hand be feebled hecrc. 

That in your Chambers gaue you chafticcment ? 

No: know the gallant Monarch is in Armes, 

And like an Eagle, o’rc his ayerie towres. 

To fowfle annoyance that comes neere his Neft; 

And you degenerate, you ingrate Reuolts, 
you bioudy Nero's, ripping vp the wombe 
Of your decre Mothcr~England:.blu(h for fliamc: 

For your ownc Ladies, and palc-vifag'd Maides, 

Like Amazons, come tripping after drummes: 

Their thimbles into armed Gantlets change. 

Their Needl’s to Lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

T)oL There end thy braue,and turn thy face in peace. 
We grant thou canft out-fcold vs : Far thee well, 
Wehold our time too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a brabler. 

Pan* Giue me Icaue to fpeake. 

Baft-. No, I will fpeake. 

Dol. We will attend to neythcr: 

Strike vp the drummes, and let the tongue of warre 
Pleade for our intereft, and our being hecrc. 

Baft. Indeedc your drums being beatcn,wil cry out; 
And fo fhall you,being beaten : Do but fiart 
An eccho with the clamor of thy drumme. 

And euen at hand, a drumme is readie brac’d. 

That fhail reuerberate all, as lowd as thine. 

Sound but another, and another fhall 
(As lowd as thine) rattle the Welkins care. 

And mocke the deepe mouth’d Thunder: for at hand 
(Not crufting to this halting Legate heere. 

Whom he hath vs’d rather for fport, then neede) 

Is warlike lohn \ and in his fore-head firs 
A bare-rib'd death, whofc office is this day 
Tofcaft vpon whole thoufands of the French. 

DoL Strike vp our drummes, tofinde this danger out. 
Baft ♦ And chouflialcfindcit (Dolphin)donot doubt 

ExCHKt. 
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Scoria Tertia . 


Alarums* Enter John and Hubert* 


John . 
Hub. 
John. 


How gees the day with vs? oh cell me Hubert. 
Badly I fcare; how fares your Maiefty ? 

This Feauer that hath troubled me fo long. 
Lyes heauie on i>e ; oh, my heart is fickc. 

Enter a 'JMcftingcr. 

Mef. My ford : your valiant kinfma uFalconbridgt, 
Defires your Maieflie to leaue the field. 

And fend him word by me, which way you go. 

lohn. Tell him toward Smnfted , to the Abbey there. 
OKef. Be of good comfort: for rhe great fupply. 
That was expefted by the Dolphin hcere, 

Are wrack’d three nights ago on Goodwin fands. 

This newes was brought to Richard but euen now, 

The French fight coldly,and retyre themfelues. . j 

lohn. Aye me,this tyrant Feauer burnes mec vp, 

And will not let me welcome this good newes. 

Set on toward Sxvinfted: to my Litter ftraight, 
Weakneffe pofieffeth me, and I am faint. Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Salisbury, Tembroke,*nd r Bj Zot 
Sal. I did not thinke tiic King fo ftor’d wjtkf • 
Peru. Vp once againe: put fpirit in the French^ 
If they mi (carry : we mifearry too. cn > 

Sal. That misbegotten diuell Faleonbridoe 
In fpight of fpight, alone vpholds the day/ * 

Pern, They fay King lohn fore fick, hathJeftth.fi , 
Enter Mtloonwounded. 

Mel. Lead me to the Reuolts of England he 
Sal. When we were happie, we had other 
Pern. Ic is the Count Meloone. es * 

Sal. Wounded to death, 

Mel. Fly Noble Englifti, you are bought and f„ij 
Vnthred the rude eye of Rebellion, 0 “t 

And welcome home againe difearded faith 
Seekc out King Iebn , and fall before his fecte • 

For if the French be Lords of this loud day, 

He meanes to recompence the paines you take 
By cutting off your heads: Thus hath he fwornc 
And I with him, and many moe with mcc * 
Vpon the Altar atS.f dmondsbury, 

Euen on that Altar, where we (wore to you 
Deere Amity, and euerlafting loue. 

Sal. May this be poffiblc ? M ay this be true i 
Mel. Haue 1 not hideous de«th within my v i ew 
Retaining but a quantity of life, * 

Which bleeds away, euen as a forme of waxe 
Refolueth from his figure 'gainft the fire ? 

What in the world fhould make me no w deceiue 
Since I muft loofc the vfe of all deceite? 

Why ftiould I then be fali'e, fince it is true 
That I muft dye heere, and liue hence, by Truth ? 
Kay againc, ifZ.r&w do win theday, 

He isforfworne, if ere thole eyc 3 of yours 
Behold another day breake in the Eaft : 

But euen this night, whofc blacke contagious breath 
Already fmoakes about the burning Creft 
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sunne, 

Euen this il} night, your breaching (hall expire, 
Paying the fine of rated T reachery, 

Euen with a treacherous fine of all your lines: 

If Lewis, by your afsiftance win the day. 

Commend me to one Hubert, with your King; 

The loue of him, and this relpeift befide* 

(For that my Grandfirc was an Engliftmian) 
Awakes my Confcience to confeffe all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you bearc me hence 
From forth the noile and rumour of the Field; 
Where I may thinke the remnant of my thoughts 
In peace: and part this bodie and my foule 
With contemplation, and deilout defirej, 

Sal. We do beleeue thee, and belhrcw my foule, 
But I do loue the fauour, and the forme 
Of this moft faire occafton, by the which 
W e will vntread the fteps of damned flight. 

And like a bated and retired Flood, 
Leauingou^rankneffeand irregular courfe, 

Stoope lowe within thofe bounds we haue ore-lodk’d, 

And calmely run on in obedience 

Euen to our Ocean, to our great King lohn. 

: My arme fhall giue thee helpe to bearc fhe< hence, 

Fo 


—rTT&ethfccrudl pangs of death 

thine eye. Away, my friend»,new flight, 
^Ifdhappic newneffe, that intend, old right. 
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~ Baft. Brcefe then: and what’s the newes? 

Hub. O my fweet fir, newes fitting to the night, 
Blacke, fcarefull, conafortleffe, and horrible. 


Exeunt 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter dolphin, and bis Traine. 

n l The Sun of heauen(me thought)was loth to fet; 
Rl iid,.nd made the Wefterne Welkin bluih, 
XnEi^iiih mcafurebackward their ownc ground 
r r int Retire: Oh brauely came we off, 

When with a volley of our .ccdlefle ftrot. 

After fuch bloody toile, we bid goodnight. 

And woon’d our tott’ring colours clearly vp, 
toftin the field, and almoft Lords of it. 

Enter a Mejfcnger . 

Jiy e r Where is my Prince, the Dolphin ? 

Deli Hcere: what newes ! 

TtUf. The Count Meloone is flainc: The Englifh Lords 
gyhisperfwafion, are againcfalne off, 

And your fupply, which you haue wilh’d fo long. 

Are call away, and funke on Goodwin fands. 

Del. Ah fowle,fhrew’d newes. Bcflirew thy very 
I did not thinke to be fo fad to night (hart: 

As this hath made me. Who was he that faid 
King lehn did flic an houre or two before 
The (tumbling night did part our wcaric powres? 

Mef. Who cuer fpokeit, it is true my Lord. 

Del. Well: kcepc good quarter,& good care to night, 
Theday (hall not be vp fo foonc as I, 
to try the faire aduenture of to morrow. Sxeunt 



Enter Baftard and Hubert, fetter ally, 

Hub. Whofc there 1 Speakc hoa, fpeake quickely, or 
I ftiootc. 

’BaJI. A Friend. What art thou ? 

Hub. Of the part of England. 

BaJI. Whether doeft thou go ? 

Hub. What’s that to thee ? 

Why may not I demand of thine affaires. 

As well as thou of mine ? 

Baft. Hubert, I thinke. 

Hub . Thou haft a pcrfefl thought: 

I will vpon all hazards well beleeue 

Thou art my friend, that know’ft my tongue fo well: 

Who art thou ? 

Baft. Who thou wilt: 3rrd if thou pleafe 
Thou maift be-friend me fo much, as to thinke 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Vnkinde remembrance: thou, & endlesnight, 
Haue done me flume: Braue Soldiir, pardon me, 

That any accent breaking from thy tongpc. 

Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine earc. 

Baft. Come, come: fans complement, Whatnewes 
abroad? 

Hub. Why heere walke I, in the black brow of night 
Tofinde you out. 


'Baft. Shew me the very wound of this ill newes, 

I am no woman, lie not fwound at it. 

Hub. The King 1 fcare is poyfon’d by a Monke, 

I left him almoft (peechleflc, and broke out 
To acquaint you with this euill,that you might 
The better arme you to the fodaine time. 

Then if you had at leifure knowne of this. 

'Baft. How did he take it ? Who did tafte to him ? 

Hub. A Monke I tell you,arefolucd villaine 
Whofe Bowels fodainly burft out: The King 
Yet fpeakes,and peraduenturemay recouer.. 

Baft. Who didft thou leauc to tend his Maiefty ? 

Hub .* Why know you not? The Lords are all come 
backe. 

And brought P, ince Henry in their companie. 

At whofe requeft the king hath pardon’d them, 

And they are all about his Maieftie. 

'Baft. With-hold thine indignation, mighty heauen, 
And tempt vs not to beareaboue our power, 
lie tell thee Hubert, halfe my power this night 
Pafsing thefe Flats, arc taken by theTide, 

Thefe Lincoine-Wafheshauedeuoured them. 

My felfe, ■well mounted, hardly haue efcap’d. 

Away before: Conduft me to the king, 

I doubt he will be dead,or ere I come. Exeunt 


1 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Prince Henry , Saluburii , and Bigot . 
lien. It is coo late, the life of all hisbtood 
Is touch'd, corruptibly : and his pure braine 
(Which fosne fuppoiethe foules fraile dwelling houfe) 
Doth by the idle Comments that it makes, 

Fore-tcll the ending of mortality. 

Enter Pembroke* 

Pem. His Highriefffc yet doth fpeak, & holds beleefe, 
That being brought into the open ayre. 

It would allay the burning qualitie 
Of that fell poifon which afiayleth him. 

Hen. Let him be brought into the Orchard hecrc s 
Doth he (till rage* 

Pem • He is more patient 
Then when you left him; enen now he fung. 

Hen. Oh vanity of fickneflc: fierce extreames 
In their continuance, will not feclc themfelues. 

Death hauing praide vpon the outward parts 
Lcaues them inuifible, and his feige is now 
Again!! the winde,the which he prickes and wounds 
With many legions offlrange fantafies. 

Which in their throng, 3 nd preffe to that laft hold, 
Counfound themfelues. *Tis ftrange ^ death fhold fing: 
I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan, 

Who chaunts a dolefull hymne to his owne death. 

And from the organ-pipe of frailety fings 
His foule and body to their lafting reft. 

Sal . Be of good comfort (Prince) for you are borne 
To fet a forme vpon that indigeft 
Which he hath left fo fhapelefle, and fo rude. 

John brought tn* 

lohn . 1 marrie, now my foule hath elbow roomc, 

^ ^i t 






















































































It would not out at windows, nor at doores. 

There is fo hot a fummer in my bofome. 

That all my bowels crumble vp to duft: 

I am a fcribled forme drawne with a pen 
Vpon aParchment, and 3gainft this fire 
Do I fluinke vp. 

Hen. How fares your.Maiefty ? 

lob. Poyfoud,illfare: dead, forfooke, call off, 

And none ofyou will bid the winter come 
To tbruft his ycie fingers in my maw; 

Nor let my kingdomes Riuers take their courfe 
Through my bnrn’.d bofome : nor intreat theNorth 
To make his bleake windes kiffe my parched lips, 

And comfort me with cold. I do not aske you much, 

I begge cold comfort: and you are fo ftraight 
And foingratefull, you deny me that. 

Hen. Oh that there were fome vertue in my teares. 
That might releeue you. 

John. The lalt in them is hot. 

Within me is a hell, and there the.poyfon 
Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize, 

On vnrepreeuable condemned blood. 

Enter 'Baftard. 

Bafi. Oh, I am icaldcd with my violent motion 
And fpleene offpeede, to fee your Maiefty. 

lob*. Oh Cozen, thou art come to fet mine eye: 
The tackle of my heart, is crack’d and burnt. 

And all the Ihrowds wherewith my life fliould fade. 
Are turned to one thred, one little haire: 

My heart hath one poore firing to ftay it by, 

Which holds but till thy newes be vttcrcd. 

And then all this thou feeft, is but a clod, 

And module of confounded royalty. 

'Baft. The Dolphin is preparing hither-ward. 
Where heauen he knowes how we fhall anfwcr him. 

For in a night the bell part of my powre. 

As I vpon aduantage did remoue, i 

Were in the fVajhes all vnwarily, 

Deuoured by the vnexpe&ed flood. 

Sal. You breath chefe dead newes in as dead an care 
My Liege, my Lord : but now a King, now thus. 

Hen. Euen fo muft I run on, and euen fo flop. 

What furety of the world, what hope, what ftay. 

When this was now a King, and now is day ? 

'Baft. Art thou gone fo ? I do but ftay bchinde. 

To do the office for thee, of rcuengc. 

And then my foule fhall waite on thee to hrauen, 



irigfobn. 


As it on earth hath bene thy fenjantftilih 

Now, now you Stores, that meue in your rich, r , 
Where be your powres? Shew now yourmend^f • > 
And inftantly returnc with me againe. e< ^ 

Topufh deftru<ftion,andperpetualI fhamc 
Out of the weake doorc of our fainting Land 
Straight let vs feckc, or ftraight we (hall b c f 0l L 
l nc Dolphine ra ges at our verie hecles. 6 ’ 

Sal. 1 1 feemes you know not then fo much , 

The Cardinal! Pandulph is within at reft, ,We i 
Who halfc an houre fince came from the Doloh' 

And brings from him fuch offers of our peace" ^ 

As we with honor and rafperft may take ’ 

With purpofe presently tole3ucthis warre 
'Baft. He will the rather do it, when he’ fee? 

Our felucs well finew’d to our defence. 

Sal. Nay, ’tis in a manner done already 
For many carriages hee hath difpatch’d 1 ’ 

To the fea fide, and put his caufe and qaarrcll 
T o the difpofing of the Cardinall, 

With whom your felfe, my fclfe, and other Lord 
If you thinke meetc, this afternoone will p oa ft J> 
Toconfummatc this bufineffe happily. * 

Baft. Let it be fo, and you my noble Prince * 

With other Princes that may beft be fpar'd ’ 

Shall waite vpon your Fathers Funerall. * 

Hen. At Worfter muft his bodie be interr’ \ 

For fo he will’d it. * 

Baft. Thither fhall it then. 

And happily may your fweet felfe put on 
The lineall ftate, and glorie of the Land, 

To whom with all fubmifsion on my knee, 

I do bequeath my faithfullferuices 
And true fubiefiion cucrlaftingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our loue wee make 

To reft without a fpot for cuermorc. 

Hen. I haue a kinde foule,that would giue thankei 
And knowes not how to do it, but with teares. ’ 
'Baft. Oh let vs pay the time : but needfull wor 
Since it hath beene before hand with our greefes. ’ 
This England neucr did, nor neuer fhall 
Lyoat the proud foote of a Conqueror, 

But when it firft did helps to wound it felfe. 

Now, thefe her Princes arc come home againe, 

Come the three corners of the world in Armc/, 

0 And we fhall (hockethem t Naught fhall make « rue 
IfEngland to it felfe, do reft but true. exalt 
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The life and death of King Richard 

the Second. 


Aclus Primus, Selena Trima . 



rntn Ki*! Stchard, lohn of Gaunt, with other Nobles 
and Attendants . 

King Richard. 

'Id lohn of gaunt, time-honoured Lancalter, 

' Haft thou according to thy oath and band 
Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fon: 
Heere to make good ^boiftrous late appealc, 
Which then our leyfure would not let vs heart, 

Aeainft the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Gaunt. I haue my Liege. • 

Kino. Tell me morcoucr, haft thou founded him, 

[f he appeale the Duke on ancient malice. 

Dr worthily as a good fubic&fhould _ 

Dn fomeknowne ground of treacherie ia him. 

Gaunt. As neere as I could Gfthim on that argument. 

On fome apparant danger feene in him, 

Avm‘datyourHighncffe,no inueterate malice. 

'Kin. Then call them to our prefence face to face. 

And frowning brow to brow, out felucs will heare 
rh'accufer, and thcaccufed, freely fpeake; 

Tigh ftomack d are they both, and full of ire, 
[nrage,deafe asthcfeajhaflieasfire. 

Enter 'Bullingbroohe and Mowbray. 

“Bui. Many yeares of happy dayes befall 

My gracious Soucraignc, my moftlouing Liege. 

Mew. Each day ftill better others happineffe, 

Vntill tbebeauens enuying earths good hap, 

Adde an immortal! title to yourCrowne. 

King. We thartke you both, yet one but flatters r$. 

As well appeareth by the caufe you come. 

Namely, to ippealeeach other ofbigh treafon. 

Coofin of Hereford, what daft thou obiefil 
Againft the Duke Of Norfolke, Thomas’Mowbray ? 

Bui. Firft', heauen be the record to my fpcech, 

In the-deu'otionof a fubie&s loue. 

Tendering the precious fafetieof my Prince/ 

And free from other misbegotten hate, 

Come I appealant to tbitPrincely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray do l turne to thee. 

And markc mygrteting well: for what I fpeake. 

My body (hall make good vpon this earth, 

Or my dtuihe foule smfvcritta heauen. '■ f 
ThouartaTtiitor, anda Mtfcreant j • i j t \ . > 

Too good to4e fo,anid«o«ib»4>e6liit!," '‘ : >G 

Since the more fane anflishtiftatt i«betKt, 


JSSCMJmO, 


The vglier feeme the cloudes th at in it fiye: 

Once more, the more to aggrauate the note. 

With a foule Traitors name ftuffe I thy throte. 

And wi(h (foplcafe my Soueraigne) ere I moue. 

What my tong fpeaks.my right drawn fword may proue 

Mow. Let not my cold words heere accufe my zeale: 
’Tis not the triall ofa Womans warre. 

The bitter clamour oftwo eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this caufe betwixt vs twaine : 

The blood is hot that muft be cool’d for this. 

Yet can I not of fuch tame patience boaft. 

As to be huftit, and nought at all to fay. 

Firft the faire reuerencc of your Hi ghneffc curbes mee. 
From giuing reines and fpurrestomy free fpeech. 

Which clfc would poft, vntill it had return’d 
Thefe tearmes of treafon, doubly downe his throat. 
Settihg afide his high bloods royalty. 

And let him be no Kinfman to my Liege, 

I do dcfic him, and I fpit at him. 

Call him a flanderous Coward, and a Villaine i 
Which to maintaine, I would allow him oddes, 

And meete him, were I tide to runne afpote, 

Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 

Or any othes ground inhabitable. 

Where euer Englifhman durft fet his foote, 

Mcanc time, let this defend my loyaltie. 

By all my nopes moft falfcly doth he lie. 

Sw/.Pale trembling Coward,there I throw my gage, 
Declaiming heere the kindred ofa King, 

And lay afide my high bloods Royalty, 

Which feare, not reuerence makes thee to except. 

If guilty dread hath left thee fo much ftrength, 

As to take vp mine Honors pawnc, then ftoope. 

By that, and all the rites of Knight-hood elfe, 

Will I make good againft theearme to arme. 

What I hauefpoken, or thou canftdeuife. 

Mow. I take it vp, and by that fword I fweare. 
Which gently laid my Knight-hood on my fhouldcr. 

He anfwer thee in anyfaCtre degree, 

Or Chiualrous defigne of knightly triall: 

And when I mount, aline may I not light, 1 ’ 

Ifl be Traitor,or vniuftly fight, 

Jfrwf.What doth ourCofin lay to Mowbraies charge i 
It muft be great thfat can'iriherite vs, 

Somudvas ofa thought of ill in him. 

Bul.Lcktec what 1 faid/ny life (ball prone it true. 
That Mowbray baih rttfeiu’d eight thoufandNobles, 
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Inname oflendings for your Highnefle Soldiers,; 

The which he hath detain’d for lewd employments, 

Like a falfe Traitor, and iniurious Villainc. 

Betides I fay, and will inbattaile proue, ' \ 

Or hcere, or elfewhere to the.furtheft Verge . 

That euer was furuey’d by Englifh eye; ' 

That all the Trcafons for thefe cighteene ycercs 
Coniplottcd, and contriued in this Land, 

Fetch d from falfe c JbUwbray their firft bead and lpring. 
Further I fay, andfurther wHi maintain^ r. - 
Vpon his bad life, to make all this good. 

That he did plot the Duke oiGloufters death, 

Suggeft his (bone belecuing aduerfaries, 

And confequently, like a Traitor Coward, 

Sluc’d out his innocent ibulc through ftreatne* ofblood: 
Which blood, like facrificing Abels cries, 

(Euen from the toongleflc cauernes of the earth) 

To me for iuftice, and rough chafticemenc: 

I And by the glorious worth oi my difeent. 

This armc (hall do it, or this life be fpent. 

King. How high a pitch his refolution foarcs: 
Themas of Norfolkc, what fayeft thou to this ? 

Mow. Oh let my Soueraigoc turtle away his face. 
And bid his eares a little while be dcafe. 

Till I liaue told this Hander ofhis blood, 

How God, and good men, hate fo foule a lyar. 

King. Mowbray, impartiall are our eyes and cares. 
Were he my brother, nay our kingdomesheyre. 

As he is but my fathers brothers fonne; 

Now by my Scepters awe, I make a vow. 

Such neighbour-neerenefle to our facred blood. 

Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize 

The vn-ftoopiiigfirmeneflcofrny vpright foule. 

He is our fubied ( Mowbray) fo art thou. 

Free fpeech, and fcareldTc, 1 to thee allow. 

Mow. Then 'Butlugbroobe , as low as to thy heart. 
Through the falfe paflage of thy throat; thou lyefti 

Three parts of that receipt I had for Callicc, 

Disburft I to his Highnefle fouldiers; 

The other part refer u'd I by confcnt. 

For that my Soueraigne Liege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deere Accompt, 

Since laft I went to France to fetch his Quccnc: 

Now fwallowdownc that Lye. ForGlouftersdeath 
I flew him not ; but (to mine owne difgrace) 

Ncgle&ed my fworne duty io that cafe : 

For you my noble Lord of Lancafter, 

The honourable Father to niy foe, 

Once I did lay an ambufli for your life, 

A trefpaffe thatdpth vex ijay grccucd foule: 

But ere I,l3ft,^fcciu'd ; thc.S%cramenr, 

{ 1 did coufeflc if, and exa&ly begg’d 
Your Graces pardon .and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault: as for the reft appeal’d, 

> It ifiues from the rancour of a Villainc, 

A recreant, aqd moft degenerate Traitor, 

| Which in my felfe I boldly will defend, 

And interchangeably hurlcdownc my gage 
i Vpon this ouer»weeningTtf^to ( rsfootc,J 
| To proue mvfelfea loyall Gentleman, 
i Euen in thebeft blood chamber'd in hisbofome.] 
i A n bafKvherppf^fnoftheartily I pray 

Ybut Highnefle to afligne our Trial} day. 

( Kwg. Wrach-kindled<3«J#lcmeB be rul’d by me t 
^hiachollcr without,letting blood; 

This vvepreferibe, though no Phyfition, 


T he l ifte and death of Rjchavd the Second 


Dcepe malice makes too deepe incifionT 
Forget, forgme. conclude, and be agreed 
Our Doftors fay. This is no time to Weed. 4 
Good Vnckle, let this end where it beo U n 
Wee’l calme the Duke of Norfolke; y 0 ^ y ou f 
Gaunt. To be amake-peace (hall bec^ em ° n ‘ 
Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke ofNotki?*^’' 
King* And Norfolke, throw downe hi* ** e * 
Gaunt. When Harr it when? ObediencJbirl 
Obedicntc ? bidsI(houldnotbidagcn. : .a. Ql * 
King. Norfolkc, throw downe, we bidd. . 

no boote. C> th «rei s 

Mow.My felfe I throw(dread Soueraignc'la u 
My life thou (halt command, but not my (h^i' 

The one my dutie owes, but my faire name ** 
Dcfpight of death, that lines vpon my gra ue 
To darke difhonours vfe, thou (halt not haue 
I am difgrac’d, impeach’d, and bafFcl’d hcere 
Pierc’d to the foule with flanders venom’d fp e . 

The which no balme can cure, but his heart hu a 
Which breath’d this poy fon. bl °° d 

King. Rage muft be withftood: 

Giuc me his gage: Lyons make Leopards tame 
MoX ca, but not changehufpotmakebutnU^ 

And I refigne my gage. My deere, deere Lord * ' 

The pureft treafurc inortall times afford 
Is fpotlcfle reputation: that away, 

Men arc but gilded loamc, or painted clay. 

A Iewell in a ten times barr’d vp Chcft, 

Isa bold fpirit, in a loyall breft. 

Mine Honor is my life; both grow in one: 

Take Honor from me, and my life is done. 

Then (deere my Liege) mine Honor let me trie 
In that I liue; and for that will I die. 

King. Coofin, throw downe your gage, 

Do you begin. 

'Sul. Oh heauen defend my foule from fuch foulefin. 
Shall I feeme Crcft-falne in my fathers fight. 

Or with pale beggar-fearc impeach my hight 
Before thisout-dar’d daflard ? Ere my toong, 

Shall wound mine honor with fuch feeble wrong; 

Or found fobafe a parle : my teeth ftiallteare 
The flauifh motiuc of recanting feare. 

And fpit it bleeding in his high difgrace, 

Where fhame doth harbour, euen in fJMowbrajtt fact. 

SxitGm. 

King. We were not borne to fue, but to command, 
Which fince we cannot do to make you friends, /. 
Be readie, (as your Hues (hall anfvver it) 

At Couentree, vpon S. Lamberts day: 

There (hall yourTwords and Lances arbitrate 
The fwelling difference ofyour fetled hate: • 

Since wo cannot attone you, you (hall fee 
Iuftice defigne the Vigors Chiualric. 

Lord Marlhall, command our Officers at Amies, 1 
Be readie to dired thefe home Alarmes, IxtM- 


Scania Secunda . 
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Enter gaunt, ani'Dutehejfe 
Gaunt. Alas, the part I had in Gloufttt* blood, 
Doth more folio te me then your excUimes, j I r.. 
To ftirre agajnft the Butchers ofhis life.; 
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—-'■'"T^reSionlycth in thofe hands 
Butli« ce c ° , fault c hat we cannot corre&, 

WbiCh «urquarreIl to the will of heauen, 
p ut we ou M fcc lhe hourcs ripe on earth, 

0° vV1 hot ven^earce on offenders head’s. 
01raig n ^ cs brotherhood in thecno (harper fpurre? 

ft*«‘J, thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

H« h j!r eU en fonnes (whereof thy lelfc art one) 
ll 0 T(U vio]lcs o p his Sacrc( i blood, 

W'f a I faire branches fpringing from one rootc: 

01 f thofefeuen are dride by natures courfc, 
S ° m£ °r,hofe branches by the deftinies cut: 

m y deere Lord, my life,my Gloufler, 

BU ‘V nil fill of Edwards Sacred blood, 

rtlnihine branch ofhis mod Royal! rootc 
0ntH kil and all the precious liquor fpilc; 

,s f a '. r j' vne, and his fummer leaics all vaded 

^Emiles hand, and Murdc. s bloody Ate. 

b l r *«t' His blood was thine, that bed, that wombe, 

1 ^ ertle that fclfe-mould that fafhion'd thee, 

1 !L*hitn a man: and though thou liu’ft, and breath’d, 

Yet art thou Caine in him: thou dod confenc 
tnfome large mealure to thy Fathers death. 

In that thou feed thy wretched brother dye. 

Who was the modeil of thy Fathers nfc. 

Call it not patience (Gaunt) it is diipaire, 

In fuff ring thus thy brother to be flaughter'd. 

Thou (hew’ft the naked pathway co thy life. 

Teaching fterne murthcr how to butcher thee: 

That which in meanc men we intitic patience 
Ispalc cold cowardice in noble brefts: 

What (hall I fay,tofafegard thine owne life, 

Xhcbcft way is tovenge my Gloulicrs death. 

Gaunt. Heaucns is the quarrcll: for heauens fubftitutc 
His Deputy annointed in his fight, 

Hath caus’d his death, the which if wrongfully 
Letheaucn reuenge : for I may neuer lift 
An angry arme againft his Minifies 
T)m. Where then (alas may I)compIaint my felfe i 
Gau t To heauen,the widdowes Champion to defence 
Dut. Why then I will: farewell old Gaunt,, 

Thou go’ft to Coucntrie, there to behold 
Our Cofine Hcrford, and fell Mowbray fight: 

0 fit my husbands wrongs on Herfords fpcare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breft : 

Or ifomfortune mifie the firft carrcere. 

Be Mowbrayes finnes fo heauy in his bofome. 

That they ii)ay breake his foaming Courfers backr. 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Cofine Herford: 

Farewell old Gaunt , thy fometimes brothers wife 
With her companion Greefe, muft end her life. 

Gah. Sifter farewell: I muft to Couentree, 

As much good ftay with thee, as go with mec. 

Dut . Yet one wotd more:Greefe bonndeth where it 
Not with the emptie hollowne$ 3 buc weight : (falls, 

I take my leauc, before I hauc begun, 

'orforrow ends not,when it feemeth done. 

Commend me to my brother Edmund Torke . 

Loe, this is all: nay, yet depart not fo,' 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly go, 1 
1 (hall remember more. Bid him, Oh,what ? 

W ith all good lpecd at Plafhie vifit mec. 

Alacke, and what (hall good old Yorke there fee 
But empty lodgings, and vnfurniflVd walks, 
v n-peopei’d Offices, vntroden ftones ? 


And what hcarc therefor welcome,* but my grones ? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there. 

To leeke out forrow, that dwels eueiy where: 

Defolatc, dcfolate will I hence, and dye. 

The laft leaue of thee, takes my weeping eye. Exeunt 



Enter CUfarfhatt, and Aumerlc* 

Alar. My L. Aumcrle , is Harry Herford arm’d. 

Aum . Yea, at all points, and longs co enter in. 

Mar. The Duke ofNortolke, fprightfully and bold, 
Stayes but the fummons of the Appealants Trumpet. 

Ah. Why then the Champions, are prepar’d,and ftay 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach. Flourtjh . 

Enter King, Gaunt, Bufbj , Bagot y Greene , & 
others : Then CMcu'bray in Ar¬ 
mor , and Harr old. 

Rich . Marfhall, demand ofyonder Champion 
The caufe ofhis arriuall hcere in Armes, 

A;ke him his name, and orderly proceed 
To lwearehim in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

M*r. InGods name,and the Kings.fay who^ art, 
And why thou corn’ll thus knightly clad in Armes? 
Againft whatman thou com’ft,and what’s thy quarrel!, 
Speake truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 

As fo defend thee heauen, and thy valour. 

c Mow. My name is Tho. Mowbrajf) ukeo F N or folk. 
Who hither comes engaged by my oath 
(Which heauen defend a knight fihould violate) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth ,1 
To God, my King, and his fucceeding iflue, 

Againft the Duke of Herford, that appeales me: 

And by the graceofGod,and thisminearme. 

To proue him (in defending of my felfe) 

A Trai tor to my God, my King, and me. 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Tucket. Enter Hereford , and Harold . 

Rich. Marfliall: Aske yonder Knight in Arises, 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither. 

Thus placed in habiliments of warre : 

And formerly according to our Law 
Dcpofe him in the iuftice ofhis caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name? and wherfore comft ^ hither 
Before King Richard in his Royall Lifts ? 

Againft whom corn’d thou? and what’s thy quarrell? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thee heauen. 

Ttil. Harry of Herford, Lancaftcr,andDcrbie, 

Am I: who ready hcere do ftand in Armes, 

To proue by heauens grace, and my bodies valour, 

In Lifts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 

That he’s a Traitor foule, and dangerous. 

To God of heauen. King Richard , and to me, 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar. On panic of death, no perfon be lo bold. 

Or daring hardie as to touch the Liftes, 

Except the Marftiall, and fuch Officers 
Appointed to dirc<ft thefe faire defignes. 

Tul. Lord Marfhall, let me kiffe my Soueraigns hand. 
And bow my knee before his Maieftic: 

For Mowbray and my felfe are like two men, 

That vow a long and weary pilgrimage, 

c Then 
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Then lee vs take a ceremonious leauc 
And louing farwell of our feuerall friends. 

Marflho Appcalant in all duty greets your Highncs, 
And craucs to kifle your hand, and take his leaue. 

^ tch . We will defeend, and fold him in our armes. 
Cofiti of Herford, as thy caufe is iuft. 

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight: 

Farewell, my blood, which if to day thou (head, 

Lament we may, but not reuengc thee dead. 

Bull. Oh let no noble eye prophanc a tcarc 
For me, if 1 be gor’d with tfllowbrayes fpearc : 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

My louing Lord, I take my leauc of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cohn) Lord Aumerle ; 

Not ficke, although I haue to do with death, 

But luftie, yong, and checrely drawing breath. 

Loc, as at Englifh Feafts, fo I regrecte 
The daintieft laft, to make the end moll fwcet. 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 

Whofe youthfull fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold rigor lift mce vp 
To reach at viftory aboue my head, 

Addc proofe vnto mine Armour with thy prayres. 

And with thy blefsings ftcelc my Lances poinc, 

That it may enter Mowbrayes waxen Coate, 

And fuenifh new the name of lohnaGaunt, 

Euen in the lufty hauiour of his fonne. 

Giwtf.Heaucn in thy good caufe make thee profprous 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowcs doubly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 
Of thy amaz’d pernicious enemy. 

Rouze vp thy youthfull blood, be valiant,and Hue. 

"Bui. Mine innocence, and S .George to thriuc. 

Mow. How euer heauen or fortune cart my lot,* 
There Hues, or dies, true to Kings Richards Throne, 

A loyall, iuft, and vprighc Gentleman: 

Neuer did Captiuc with a freer heart, 

Caft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace 
His golden vneontrourd enfranchisement. 

More then my dancing foulc doth celebrate 
This Feaft of Sartell, with mine Aduerfarie. 

Mod mighty Liege, and my companion Pecres, 

Take from my mouth, the wifh of happy yeares* 

As gentle, and as iocond,as to ieft, 

Go I to fight: Truth, hath a quiet breft. 

Rich . Farewell, my Lord, fecurely I efpy 
Vcrtuc with Valour, couched in thine eye: 

Order the triallMarfhalI,and begin. 

GMar* Harris of Herford, Lancafter, and Derby, 
Receiue thy Launcc, and heauen defend thy right. 

Bui. Strong as a towre in hope, I cry Amen. 

Afar. Go beare this Lance to Thomas D. of Norfolke. 
i.Har. Harry of Herford } Lancafter y and Derbie, 
Stands hecre for God, his Soucraigne, and himfclfe, 

On paine to be found falfc, and recreant, 

To proue the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Mowbray % 

A Traitor to his God, his King, and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the fight.' 

a. Har . Here ftandeth ThoMowbray Duke of Norfolk 
On paine to be found falfeand recrcanr. 

Both to defend himfelfe, and to approue 
Henry of Herford , Lancafler } and Derby , 

To God,his Soucraigne, and to him difloyall: 
Couragioufly,and with a free defire 
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Attending but the fignall to begin. ^ , 

Mar. Sound Trumpets,and fee forward 
Stay, the King hath throwne hi, Warder 
Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets & .l'!*’ 
And both returnc backc to their Chaires ap ■ S P ta '( 
Withdraw with vs, and let the Trumpets fV 
While we returne thefe Dukes wlyit we de° Un ”’ 

A long Flourijb. Cr<C * 

Draw nccre and lift 

What with our Counccll wc haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth fhould not be r ., 
With that decre blood which it hath fofte rC( j 
And for our eye* do hate the dire afpeft ' * 

Ot ciuill wounds plowgh’d vp with neiehlw, r 
Which fo rouz’d vp with boyftrous vntun’d d 
With harfh refounding Ttun pets drcadfull b rUmtnes j 
And grating ftiocke ofwrathfull yron Arnies ^ 
Might from our quiet Confines fright faire n’ 

And make vs wade euen in our kind°reds blood 3 .**’ 
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories, ’’ 

You Colin Herford, vpon paine of death 

Till twice fiue Summers h3uc enrich’d our field 
Shall not regreet our faire dominions *’ 

But treade the flrangcr pathes of banifhment 
Uni. Your will be done: This muftmy CO mf 0rf L 
That Sun thaewarmes you hecre, (hall fnm Con 
And thofe his golden beames to you hecre lent ^ 
Shall point on me, and gild my banifhrnenr. ’ 

Rich. Norfolke: for thec remaines a heauitr d om k 
Which I with fomc vnwillingnefTe pronounce, 
Thcflye flow houres fhall not determinate 
The datelefle limit of thy deere exile: 

The hopelelTe word, ofNeuer to returne. 

Breath I againft thee, vpon paine of life. 

Mow. A heauy fentence, my moft Soucraigne Line 
And ail vnlook'd for from your Highoefle mouth : 8 ’ 
A decrer merit, nor fo deepe a maime. 

As to be caft forth in the common syie 
Haue I deferued at your Highneflc hands. 

The Language I haue Jearn’d thefe forty yeares 
(My naciue Englifh) now I mufl forgo, 

And now my tongues vfe is to meno more, 

Then an vnftringed Vyall, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inftrumenc cas'd vp, 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch co tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you haue engaol’d my tongue, 
Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes, 

And dull, vnfecling, barren ignorance, 

Is made my Gaoler to attend on me : 

I am too old to fawne vpon a Nurle, 

Too farre in yeere* to be a pupil! now: 

What is thy lentence then, but fpeechleffe death, 
Which robs my tongue from breathing natiue breath? 

Rich, It boots thee not to be compafsionate, 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late. 

lMow. ThenthusI turne me from my countries light 
To dwell in folemne lhadcs of endleffe night. 

Ric. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee, 
Lay on our Royall fword, your banifht hands; 

S wearc by the duty that you owe to heauen 
(Our part therein we banifh with your fellies) 

To kcepe the Oath thatweadminifter: 

You ueuer fhall (fo helpe you Truth, and Heaueo) 
Embrace each others loue in banifhment. 

Nor euer lookc vpon each others face, 

N« 
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-—r^rire reereete, or reconcile 
? h Tslowringcemp D eft of your home-bred hate, 

Jby aduifedpurpofe meete, 

U lot contriue, or complot any ill, 

' ° % Vs our State, our 5ubie&*, or our Land. 
<v H n I fweare. 

Uo*. And I, to keepc all this. 

M Norfolke, fo fare, as to mine encmie, 

Rv this time fhad the King permitted vs) 

"7 f our foules had wandred incheayre, 
o'’;fil’d thisfraile fepulehre of our fiefh, 
fnovv our flefh is banifh’d from this Land, 
r feffcthy Treafons.ere thouflyethisRealme, 
S"'thou haft farre to go, beare not along 
The clocgmE’ burthen ot a guilty foulc. 

No 'Bullingbrekc: If euer I were Traitor, 


tJMow 

My name 


be blotted from the booke ofLife, 


Sxit. 


And 1 from llcaucn banifh’d,as from hence : 

But what thou art, heauen, thou, and I do know. 

And all too loone (I fcare) the King {hall rue. 

Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ftray, 

Sane backc to England, all the worlds my way. 

'Rich. Vncle, euen in the glaffcs ofihinc eyes 
I fee thy greeued heart: thy lad afpeft, 

Hath from the number of his banifh’d yeares 
pluck’d foure away: Six frozen Winters fpent, 

Returnc with welcome home, from banifhment; 

Rul. How long a time lyes in one little word : 

Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton firings 
End in a word, fuch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt* I thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
Hc/hortens foure yeares of my fonnes exile : 

But little vantage fhall I reape thereby. 

For eie the fixe yeares that he hath tofpend 

Can change their Moones, and bring their times about. 

My oyle-dride Lampe, and time-bcwafted light 

Shall be extinft with age, and endleffe night: 

My inch ofTapcr, will be burnt, and done. 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne. 

Rich. Why Vnde, thou haft many yecres to line* 
Gaunt. But not 3 minute (King) that thou canft giue; 
Shorten my dayes thou canft with fudden forow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow : 

Thou canft helpe time to furrow me with age, 

Sut ftop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage: 

Thy word is currant with him, for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

Ric. Thy fonne is banifh’d vpon good aduice. 

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdift gaue, 

Why at our Iuftice feem’ft thou then to lo wre ? 

Gau. Things fweet to taft, proue in digeftionfowre: 
You vrg’d me as kludge, but I had rather % 
you would haue bid me argue like a Father. 

Alas, I look’d when fome of you fhould fay, 
l was too ftrift to make mine ownc away: 

Butyou gaue leaue to my vnwilling tong, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

Rick, Cofine farewell: and Vnde bid him fo: 

Six yeares we banifh him, and he fhall go. Exit. 
Flourifh . 

Ah* Cofine farewell: what prefence muft not know 
from where you do remaine, let paper fhow. 

Mar, My Lord, no leaue take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt.Oh to what purpofc doftthou hord thy words, 

1 hat thou teturnft no greeting to thy friends > 


Bull. I haue too few to take my leauc ofyou, 

When the tongues office fhould be prodigall. 

To breath th’abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gau. Thy greefe is but thy abfencc for a time. 

Ball . Ioy abfenr, greefe is prefent for chat time. 

Gau. What is fixe Winters, they are quitkely goner 
Bui. To men in ioy, but greefe makes one hourc ten. 
Gau . Call it a traucll that thou tak’ft for plcafure. 

Bui. My heart will figh, when I mifcall it fo, 
Whichfindes icaninforced Pilgrimage. 

Gau. The fullen paffage of thy weary fteppes 
Eftecmc a loyle, wherein thou arc to fee 
The precious Iewell of thy home returned 
Bui. Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the froftic Caucafus ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, r . 

by bare imagination of a Feaft? . ... 

Or Wallow naked in December fnow 
by thinking on fantnftickc lummers heace ? 

Oh no, the apprehenfion of the good 
Giues but the greater feeling to the worfe: 

Fell forrowes tooth, doth euer ranckle more „ 

Then when it bites, bur lanceth not the fore. 

Gau.C ome,comc(my fon) ile bring thee on thy way 
Had I thy youth, and caufe, 1 would not ftay. 

£#/.Then Englands ground farewell: fweet foil adieu. 
My Mother, and my Nurfe, which bearesmeyet: 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this I C3n, 

Though banifh’d, yet a true-borne Englifhman. 



Enter KingyAumerle, Greene .and Bagot . 

Rich. We didobferue. Go&nzAnmerlc, 

How fai' brought you high Herford on his way ?] 

Aum. I brought high Herford (if you call him fo) 
but to the next high way,and there I left him. 

Rich. And fay, what ftore of parting tears were fhcdr' 
Aum. Faith none for me: except the Norchcaft wind 
Which then grew bitterly againft our face,. 

Awak’d the flecpie rhewmc,and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

Rich *What faid our Cofin when you parted with him ? 
^//.Farewell: and for my hart difdamed^ my tongue 
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit opprefsion offuch greefe. 

That word feem’d buried in my forrowes graue. 

Marry,would the word Farwelljhaue lengthen’d h<jurcs, 
And added yeeres cohis fhort banifhment. 

He fhould haue had a volume of Farwcls* 
but fincc it would not, he had none of me. 

Rich . He is our Cofin (Cofin) but’tis doubt, 

When time fhallcallhimhome.froinbanifhmenrj 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 

Our felfe, and Bufhy : hecre Bagot and Greene 
Obferu’d his Courtfhip to the common people: 

How he did feeme to diue into their hearts, 

With hdmbIe,aod familiat courccfic. 

What rcuercnce he did throw away on flaues; 

Wooing poore Crafcef-mcn, with the craft of foules, 
And patient vnder-bearing of his Fortune, 

As’twerc to banifh their affefts with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 
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A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well. 

And had the tribute of his fupple knee. 

With thankes my Countrimcn,my loiiing friends. 

As were our England in rcuetfion his. 

And he our fubic&s next degree in hope. 

Cr . Well,he is gone.& with him go thefe thoughts: 
Now for the Rebels, which ftand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage muft be made my Liege 
Ere further leyfurc, yechl them further meanes 
For their aduantage, Jirirl your Highncffelofle. 

Rtc. We will our felfe m perfon to this warre, 

And for our Coffers, with too great a Court, 

And liberall Largcffe^rc grownc fomewhat light, 

We arc inforc’d to farme our royall Realmc, 

The Reucnnew whereof (ball furnifli vs 
For our atfayres in hand 'i if that come lTtor e 
Our Subftitutes at home fhall hauc Blaoke-charters : 
Whereto, when they fhall know what men arc rich, 
They fhall fubferibe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And lend them after, to fuppty our wants: 

For we will make for Ireland prefcntly. 

Enter BuJbj* 

*BuJhj t vi\ivx newes ? 

Fu. Old lob* ofGdttqt is vcric ficke my Lord, 
Sodainly taken, and hath fent poft haftc 
To entreat your Maiclf y to vific him. 

'Fie. Where lyes he. ? 

Bn. AtElyhoufc. 

Rtc . Now put it (heaudi) m his Phyfittans minde, 

To helpehim to his graue immediately : 

The lining of his. coffers (hall make Coates 
To dcckcourfouldicrsfor thefe ln(h warres. 

Come Gentlemen, lets all go vifit him: 

Pray heauen we may make haft, and come too Ute. Exit. 


<zABus Secundus. Sccna Trima. 
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Enter Gaunt , ficke with Yerbe* 

G 4 a. Will the King come, that I may breath my laft 
In wholfome counfell to his vnflaid youth ? 

Tor.Vex not your fclfe, nor ftriue not with your bretli. 
For all in vainc comes counfell to his earc. 

Gnu. Oh but (they fay) the tongues of dying men 
Inforce attention like deepe harmony ,• 

Where words are fcarfe, they are feldome fpent in vaine, 
j For they breath truth, that breath rheir words in p 2 ine.< 

(He that no more mu ft fay, is liften’d more, 

' Then they whom youth and eafe hauc taught to glofc. 
More are mens ends mark* - , then their Hues before. 

The fetting Sun,and f/fuficke is the clofe 
As the lafl caftc of fweetes, is fweeteft laft, 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long paft; 
Though Richard my liucs counfcll would not hearc. 

My deaths fad tale, may yet vndeafe his care. 

Tor. No, it is ft op t with ocher flatt’ring founds 
As praifes of his Rate : then there are found 
Lafciuious Meeters, to vvhofc venom found 
The open care of youth doth alwayes liften. 

Report of faflii'ons in proud Italy, 

Whofe manners ftill our tardic apifh Nation 
Limpcs after in bafe imitation. 


Where doth the world thruft forth a vanity^ 

So it be new, there’s no n$pe<&how vile 
That is not quickly buz’d into his earcs f 
1 hat all too late comes coubfeH to be heard 
Where will doth mutiny with wits regard; * 

Dircft not him, whofe way himfclfc will cho f 
Tis breath thou lackft, and that breath wilt th° C f 
Gaunt. Me thjnk.es I am a Prophet new inf° U 
And thus expiring, do foretell of him, ^ lr 
His rafii fierce blaze of Ryot cannot laft^ 

For violent fires foonc burne out themfelues 
Small Rio wres la A long, but fodaineftormesar (U 
He tyres betimes, that fpurs too faR betimes* * h ° rt » 
With eager feeding, food doth choake the feed 
Light vanity, infatiate cormorant, Cr: 

Confuming meanes foone preyes vpon it f c jr c 
This roy all Throne of Kings, this feeptred Jflc 
This earth ofMaieAy,this fcate ofMars * 1 
This other Eden, demy paradife. 

This Fortreffe built by Nature for her felfc 
Againft inf eftion, and the hand of wane : ? 

This happy breed of men, this little world* 

This precious Rone, fet in the filuer fca. 

Which ferues it in the office of a wall, 

Or as a Moate defenfiue to a houfe, 

AgainR the enuy ofleffe happier Lands, 

This blefied plot, this earth, this Realme,this Enel 
This Nurfc, this teeming wombe ofRoy 3 ]| £j n ° dr ' G; 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth 
Renowned for their deeds, as fane from home * 

For Chrifijan feruice, and true Chiualrie 
As is the fepulcher imftubborne Jury 
Of the Worlds ranfome, bleffcd CWancs Sonne. 

This Land of fuel) dccre foules, this deere-deere Land 
Deere for her reputation through the world * 
Is now Leas’d cut (I dye pronouncing it J 
Like to a Tenement or pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the tiiumphant fca, 

Whole rocky fihore beates backe the enuious ficdo C 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with (hamc & 
Witfc 1 nky blottes, and rotten Parchment bonds! 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a fhamefull conqueft ofit felfe. 

Ah! would the fcandali vanilh with my life, 

How happy then were my enfuing death ? 

Enter King, Qjteerje>*AumerletBnJhjtGrccnc, 

Bdgoty Ros, and Willoughby. 

Tor. The King is come, deale mildly with his youth, 
For young hoc CoIc$ ; being rag’d,do rage the more. 

How fares our nqble Vnde Lancaftcr?• 

Ri. What comfort man? How i A with aged Gaunt) 

Ga. Oh bow that name befits my compofition: 
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old: 

Within me greefehath kept o tedious faR, 

And who abflayncsfrornmeatc, chat is not gaunt? 
For fleeping England long time haue I watchc, 
Watching breeds leanneffe, leannefle is all gaunt. 

The plcafure that fome Fathers feede vpon, 

Is my ftritft fafl, I meane my Childrens lookes, 

And therein faffing, haA thou made me gaunt: 

Gaunc am I for the graue, gaunt os a grauc, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits naught but bones. 

Rtc. Can ficke men play fo nicely with their names. 

Cjau . No, mifery makes fport to mocke it felfc *• 
Since thou doR feeke to kill my name in naec, 
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* * _ Rich. What (ayes he? 




,_King) to flatter thee. 

I mocke niy . men flatter thofetbadiue? 

V* S Mo BO men lining flatter thofethit dye. 

G 4 *; Thou now a tying, tayft thou flatter’d me. 

G . u I am in health. I breath, I fee thee ill. 

K ,ch> jJj oW he that made me, knowes I fee thee ill: 
C0 \ (>lte to lee, and in thee, feeing ill, 

11110 V rh-bed is no lefler then the Land, 

Tby thou lyeft in reputation ficke, 

P«>«' “ ■‘ h ™ >"• 

AlU C " vft thv’anomtcd body to the cure 
C rSc phyfitians, that firft wounded thee.' 

? Koufandflatterers fit within thy Crowne, 

A Sfe compaffe is no bigger then thy head, 

W i incased info fmall a Verge, 

A " d y afte is no whit lefler then thy Land : 

?<1 thvGrandfirc with a Prophets eye, 

° llh . ‘ his fonnes fonnc,fhoulchdertroy his fonnes, 
^ cenC r .r h thv reach he would hauc laid thy fhamc, 
Fr0m S thee before thou wert polfefl, 

SEh art polfeft now to depofe thy felfe. 

Wb» (Cofine) were thou Regent of the world, 

[j w ere a lhame to let his Land by lealc: 

Put for thy world enioying but this Land, 
l it not more then frame to frame it fo ? 
landlord of England art thou, and not King: 

T hy flare of Law, is bundfiaueto the law, 

Al ^^7And thou, a lunaticke leane-witted foole, 
Prefumlng on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dar’ft with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our chccke. chafing the Royall blood 

With fury,from hisnatiue refidence ? 

Now by my Scares right Royall Maicflie, 

Wer’t thou not Brother to great Edwards fonne. 

This tongue that runs lo roundly in thy head. 

Should run thy head from thy vnreuerent ihoaMcrs. 

qau. Oh fpare me not 5 my brothers Edwardr fonne, 
For that I was his Fat her Edwards fonne: 

That blood already (like the Pellican) 

Thou haft rapt out, a» d drunkenly caro vs’d. 

My brother Gloucefter, plaine well meaning foule 
(Whom faire befall in heauen ’mongft happy foules) 

May beapre(idcnt,and witneffe good, 

That thou refpcft'R not fpilling Edwards blood : 

Ioyne with the prefent fickncfle that I haue. 

And thy vnkindneffebe like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too-long wither d flovvre, 

Liuein thy fhame,but dye not fliame with thee, 

Thefe words hecreaftcr, thy tormentors bee. 

Conuey me to my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to liuc f that louc and honoi haue. Exit 
Rich. And let them dye, that age and fullens haue, 

For both haft thou, and both become the graue. 

Tor. I do befeech your Maieflie impute his words 
To wayward ficklineffe, and age in him: 
delouesyou on my life, and holds you deere 
As Harry Duke ot FJerfird, were he heere. 

Rich. Right, you fay true : as Her fords loue, fo his; 

As theirs, fo mine: and all be as it is. 

Enter Northumberland * 

Nor. My Liege, oldc Gaunt commends him to your 
Maieftie* 


Nor. Nay nothing, all is faid: 

His tongue is now a Rringlcffeinftrumenc, 

Words, life, and all, old Lancafter hath fpent. 

Tor. 13e Yorke the ncxr, that muft be bankrupt fo. 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 

Rich. The ripefl fruit firR fals, and lo doth he, 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be: 

So much for chat. Now for our lrifh warres, 

Wc muft fupplant thofc rough rug-headed Kernes, 
Which liue like venom, where no venom elfc 
But oncly they, haue priuiledge to liue. 

And for thele great affayres do aske fome charge 
Towards our afsiftancc, wc do feize to vs 
The plate, coine, reuennewes, and moueables. 
Whereof our Vncle Gaunt did ftand poffcft. 

Tor. How long (hall I be pacienc? Oh how long 
Shall tender dutie make me fuffer wrong ? 

Not Gloujiers death, nor Herfords banifhment. 

Nor Gauntes rebukes, nor England* priuate wrongs. 
Nor the preuention ofpoore Bullingbrooke , 

About his marriage, nor my ovvne difgrace 
Haue eucr made me fowrc my patient cheeke. 

Or bend one wrinckie on tny Soueraignes face: 

I am the laft of noble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom thy Father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In warre was neucr Lyon rag’d more fierce: 

In peace, vi a? neuer gentle Lambe more milde, 

Then was that yong and Princely Gentleman, 

His face thou haft, for cuen fo look’d he 
Accomphftfd with the number of thy hewers: 

But when he frown’d, it t-vas againft the French, 

And not againft his triends: his noble hand 
Did win what he did Ipend * and fpent not that 
Which his triumphant fathers hand had won: 

His hands were guilty of no kindreds blood, 

Butbloody with the enemies ofhis kmtie: 

Oh Richard , York ^ is coo fai re gone with greefe. 

Or elle he neuer would compare betwccnc. 

Rich . WhyVndc, 

Whaps the matter? 

Tor. Oh my L iege,pardon me ifyou pleafe/ifnoc 
I pleas’d not to be pardon’d, am content with all: 
Seekeyou to feize, and gripe inro your hands 
The Royalties and Rights of banifh’d Hcrford i 
Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Herford liue ? 
Wasnotff^wf iuft?and is nor Harry true? 

Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre ? 

Is not his heyre a well-deferuing fonne ? 

T ake Kerfords rights away, and take from time 
His Charters, and his cuftomarie rights: 

Let not to rwrrow then iniuc to day. 

Be net thy felfe. For how art thou a King 
But by faire fequence and fuccefsion ? 

Now afore Gcd, God forbid I fay true. 

If you do wrongfully feize Herfords right* 

Call in his Letters Patents that he hath 

By his Atrurneycs general!, to fue 

His Liucric, and denie his offer’d homage. 

You pluckc a thoufand dangers on your head. 

You loofe a thoufand well-difpofed hearts, 

And ppeke my tender pacicncc to thefe thoughts 
Which honor and aliegeance cannot thinke. 

Rtc, Thinke what you will: we ieiic into our hands. 
His plate* his goods, his money, and his lands. 

Ygr. lie not be by the while: My Liege faiewell, 






































































What will cnfue hccreof, there’s none can tell. 

But by bad com fes may be vnderftood. 

That their euencs can neuer fall out ^ood. Exit. 

Rich. Go ‘Bufhie to the Earle of Wtltfhire {freight. 

Bid him repaire to vs to £ly houfe, 

To fee this bufinefle : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland^ and ’cis time, I trow : 

And we create in abfence of our felfe 
Our Vncle Yorke, Lord Gouernor of England : 

For he is iuft, and alwayes lou’d vs well. 

Come on our Qiieenc, to morrow muft wc part. 

Be merry, for our time of (by is fhort. Jrlourifb . 

c JManet North. Willoughby , & ‘Rgjf- 
Nor. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancafter is dead. 

Ro([. And liuing too, lor now his fonne is Duke* 

U^tl. Barely in title, not in reuennew. 

Nor. Richly in both, ifiuifrce had her right. 

Rof[. My heart is great: but it muft break with filence, 
Er’t be disburthen’d with a liberall tongue. 

Nor. Nay fpeake thy mind : & let him ne’r fpcak more 
That fpeakes thy words againc to do thee harme. 

IPil. Tends that thou’dft fpeake to th’Du »of Hereford, 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man, 

Quicke is mine earc to hearcof good towards him, 

Rof. No good at all that I can do for him, 

Vnlcflc you call it good to pi tie him. 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. 

Nor . Now afore heauen/cis fhamefuch wrongs are 
borne. 

In him a royall Prince,and many moc 
Ofnoble blood in this declining Land; 

The King is not himfeife, but baft ly led 
By Flatterers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate ’gainft any of vs all, 

That will the King feuercly profecutc 
’Gainft vs, our Iiues,our children, and our heiresj 
Rof. The Commons hath he pil’d with greeuous taxes 
And cjuite loft their hearts: the Noble* hath he findc 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

IVd. And daily new exudbons ate deim*d. 

As blankcs, beneuolences, and I wot not what: 

But what o'Gods name doth become of this ? 

Nor . Wjrs hath not wafted it, for war’d he hath not. 
But bafely yeelded vpon comprirmze, 

That which his Anccftors atchieu’d with blcwes: 

More hath he fpent in peace, then they in warres, 

Rof TheEavleofWiltftnrehath therealmc in Farme. 
Wil* The Kings growne bankrupt like a broken man. 
Nor. Reproach 3nd diffolution hangeth ouer him. 

Rof. He hath not monie for thefe Irifh warres: 

(His burthenous taxations notwithftanding) 

But by the robbing of the bamflVd Duke. 

Nor . His noble Kinfman, ro^ft degenerate King: 

But Lords, we heare this fearefull tempeft fing, 

Yet feeke no fheiter to auoid the ftorme: 

We fee the winde fit fore vpon our/failcs. 

And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perjfh 

Rof We (ce the very wrackc that we muft fuffer. 

And vrnauoydedisth^dangemow 
For fuffering fo the caufcs of our wrackc. 

Nor. Not fo : euen through the hollow eyes of death, 

I fpie life peering : buc 1 dare not fay 
How necre the tidings of our comfort is. 

0YA Nay let vs ifrare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours 
Rof. Bexonfident to fpeake Northumberland, 

Wc three, are but thy fclfe,and fpeaking fo, 


ichard tbefecond. 

I hy words arc but«thoughts, therefore be K 
Nor. Then thus: Ihauefrom Port UBfo j ^ 
A Bay in Britaine , receiu’d intelligence ** 

That Harry Duke ot Herford , Ramald Lo ri | r ,. 
That late broke from the Duke of txeter 
His brother Archbifhop, late o iCamerbur 
Sir Thomas Erptngham, Sir John Rainfon ** 

Sir I ohn Norberie, Sir Robert H'^terton 
All thefe well furnifh’d by the Duke 
With eight tall (hips, three thoufand men of ^ 
Are making hither with all due expedience VV3rre 
And Ihortly meane to touch our Northerne ft. 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ft av ‘° tC: 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland ^ 

If then we fhall (hake off our flauifh yoake 
Impe out our drooping Countries broken win 
Rcdecmc from broaking pawnc the blcmijV t r 

Wipe offtheduft that hides our Scepters p,j t ^ ro ' V| 

And make high Maieftie lookc like it felfe ’ 
Away with me in pofie to Rauenspurgh, * 

But if you faint, as fearing to do fo. 

Stay, and be fecret.and my felfe will g 0 . 

Rof To horlc, to horfe, vrge doubts to thrmif 
ml. Hold out my horfe, and I will firft be chert 

fxtur, t. 


wnc 



EnterQueene, Enfhy , andBagot. 

Bujh. Madam, your Maiefty is too much fad 

You promis’d when you parted with the Kino, ’ 

To lay afide felfe-harrningheauineffe. 

And entertaine a cheerefull difpofition. 

Qt To pleale the King, 1 did: to pleafe my fdf e 
I cannot do it: yet I know no caufc 
Why I fliould welcome fuch a gueft as greefe, 
Saue bidding farewell to fo fwcet a gueft 
As my I weec Richard-, yet againe me thinkes, 

Some vnborne forrow, ripe in fortunes wombe 
Is comming towards me, and my inward foule 
With nothing trembles, at foniething it grceues, 
More then with patting from my Lord the King. 

Bujh. Each fubftance of a greefe hath twenty (bade 
Which fheweslike greefe it felfe, but is not fo: 

For forrowes cye f glazed with blinding tearei, 
Diuides one thing intire, to many obiefts, 

Like perfpe&iues, which rightly gaz’d vpon 
Shew nothing but confufion, ey’d awry, 
Diftinguifh forme : fo your fwcet Maieftie 
Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 

Findc fhapes of greefe, more then himfeife to waile, 
Which look’d on as it is, is naught bur fhadowes 
Of what it is not: then thrice-gracious Queene, 
More then your Lords departure weep no^morc’s not 
Or if it be, 'tis with falfe forrowes cie, (feci 

Which for things true, weepe things imaginary# 

Qu. It may be fo : but yet my inward loule 
Perfwades me it is otherwife : how ere it be, 

I cannot but be fad ; fo heauy fad. 

As chough on thinking on no thoughtl thinke, 
Makes me with heauy nothing faint and fhrinke. 
Bujh. *Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady 
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'^''Tisn^thinS^ fl ' c = conceit is ftili deriu’d 
/•* fore father greefe, mine is not fo, 

Fr ° 01 'dune hath begot my fomething greefe, 

F° f r n ° e , bl L, hath the nothing that 1 grccuc, 

dTreuer^ 11 that I do pofiefie, 

T ,sin fe • that is not yet knowne, what . 

BUt nit name, ’cis namelcfle woe I wot. 

I c3 ° n Enter Greene. 

Hcauen faueyour Maiefty, and welmetGentle- 
Cre \. Kine is not yet (hipt for Ireland. (men: 

lh T Why hop’ft thou fo? 1 is better hope he is : 

*£ defienes craue haft, his haft good hope, 

Then wberetbre doft thou hope he is not ihipt ? 

Th J J yhat he our hope, might haue rctyr d his power, 
Uritrn into difpaire an enemies hope, 
uio ftronHy hath fet footing in this Land. 

The bmTh’J BuHtngbrookt repeales himfeife. 

And with vp-lifted Armes is fafe arriu’d 

ht oTtiowGod in hcauen forbid. 

^ 0 Madam ’tis too true: and that is wotfe, 

The L.florthumberlar.d,his yong fonne Henrie Terete, 
r|. c Lords of Roffi, Beattmond, and m'Jenghbj, 
Wichalltheirpowrcfull friends are fled to him. 

BS Why haue you pot proclaim d rvonhumberlsnd 

And the reft of the reuoltedfaftion. Traitors? 

Crc We haue: whereupon the Earle of Worceftcr 
Hath broke his ftaffe, refign d his StewardIfrip, 

And al the houfhold leruants fled with him to HulUnbroolf 
Qu. So (jrcene> thou art rlie midwife of my woe, 
kn&hullinbrooke my forrowes difmall heyre : 

Now hath my foule brought forth her prodegie, 

And 1 a gating new ddiuered mother, 

Haue woe to woe,forrow to fotrow ioyrfd. 
r gt}fh. Difpaire not Madam. 

Qh. Who fhall hinder me ? 

I will difpaire, and be at enmitie 
Withcouzening hope ^ he is a Flatterer, 

A Parafite, a keeper backe of death, 

Who gently would diflolue the bands oflife* 

Which falie hopes linger in extremity. 

Enter 7'or ke 

Cre. Hecre comes the Duke of Yorke. 

Qu. With fignesof warre about his aged necke, 

Oh full ofcarclull bufinefle are his lookes: 

Vncle, for heauens fake fpeake comfortable words: 

Tor. Comfort’s in hcauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing Hues but erodes, care and grecte :\ 

Your husband he is gone to fauc farre off, 

Whiltt others come to make him loofe at home; 

Heeream l left to vnder-prop his Land, 

Who weake with age, cannot fupport my felfe: 

Now comes theficke houre that his furfet made. 

Now dial! he try his friends that flattered him. 

Enter a fermnt . 

Ser. My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came. 

Tor. He was : why fo : go all which way it will: 

The Nobler they are fled, the Commons they are cold. 

And will 1 feare reuoit on Hcrfords fide. 

Sitra, get thee toPFaffce to my After Glofter, 

Bid her fend me prefently a thoufand pound, 

HHldjtakemy Ring. 

Ser. My Lord, I had forgot 
To tell your Lordftnp, to day I came by,and call’d there, 
Bud ifr 11 oreeuevou to report the reft. 

Tor. Whatis'tknauc? 
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Ser. An houre before I came, the Duccheflc di’dc* 


on i v. — # 

Tor. Heau’n for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come rufhing on this wofull Land at once ? 

1 know not what to do: I would to heauen 
(So my vntrurh had not prouok’d him to it) 

The King had cutoff my head with my brothers. 

Wh«, are there poftes difpatcht for Ireland ? 

How (Ball we do for money for thefe warres ?/ 

Come After (Cozen I would fay) pray pardon me. 

Go fellow, get thee home,p«ouide iome Carts, 

And bring away the Armour that is there.i 
Gentlemen, will you mufler men ? . 

If I know how, or which way ao order thefe affaire* 

Thus diforderly thruft into my hands, 

Neuer beleeue me. B’oth are my kinfmen, 

Th’onc is my Soueraigne, whom both my oath 
And dutie bids defend : th'other againe 
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong’d, 

Whom confcience, and my kindred bids to right: 

Well, fomewhat wc muft do: Come Cozen, 

lie difpofe ofyou. Gentlemen,go mufter vp your men. 

And meet me prefently at Barkley Caftle: 

I [ftiould to Piafliy too: but time will not permit. 

All is vneuen, and euery thing is left at fix and feuen. Exit 
Bttp>. The winde fits faire fo*r newes to go to Ireland, 
But none rcturnes: For vs to letty pc wer 
Proportionable to th’enemy, is all impofsible. 

Cjr. Bcfides our neeaeneife to the King in loue, 

Is neere the hate of chofe lone not the King . 

Ba And that’s the wancring Commons,for theirlouc 
Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them, 

By fomu. h fils their hearts with deadly ha e. 

* Bu/h. Wherein the king (lands generally condemn’d 
Bag. Ifuidgement lyc in them, then fo do wc, 

Bet aufc we haue becne euer neere the King. 

Gr. Well: I will forrefuge ftraight to Briftoll Caftle, 
The Earle ofWilcfhne i* alreadie there. 

Bttfh. Thither will I with you,for little office 
Will the hatefull Commons performe for vs. 

Except like Curres, to teare vs all in pecces ; 

Wiilyou go along with vs? 

Barr. No, I will to Ireland to his Maieftie: 

Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine. 

We three here part, that neu’r fhall meetc againe. 

Btt. That’s as Yorke thriucs to beate back Bullin&roke 
Gr. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes 
Isnumbring fands.and drinking Oceans drie. 

Where one on his fide fights.thoufands will flye. 

Bttfh. Farewell ax once, fot onte, for ail, and eucr. 
Well,we may meete againe. 

Bag, I feare me neuer. Exit. 


Scama Tenia. 


Enter the Duke of Hereford , and Northum¬ 
berland. 

'Bui. How farre is it my Lord to Berkley now ? 

Nor. Beleeue me noble Lord, 

I am a ftrangerhecre mGIoufterfhire, 

Thefe high wilde hillcs, and rough vneeuen waies, 
Drawes out our miles, and makes them weariiome: 

And yet our faire dilcourfc hath bcene a8 fugar, 

Mak in 
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Making the hard way fweet and dcleftablc: 

But I bethinke me,what a wearie way 
From Rauenfpurgh to Cottfliold will be found. 

In Roffe and &tlloughby, wan ting your companic. 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufneffe,and procefie of my trauell: 

But theirs is fweetned with the hope to hauc • 

The prefent benefit that I pofleflc ; 

And hope to ioy, is little lefle in icy, 

Then hope enioy’d : By this,the wearie Lords 
Shall make their way feeme fhort,as mine hath done. 

By fight of what 1 hauc,your Noble Companic. 

Bull. Of much lefie value is my Companie, 

Then your good words: but who comes here i 
Enter H . Terete . 

North. It is my Sonne, young Harry Percie, 

Sent from my Brother iForcefter ; Whence foeuer. 
Harry , how fares your Vnckle ? 

Percie. I had thought, my Lord, to hauc learned his 
health of you. 

North. Why,is he not with the Qtiecne? 

Terete. No,m^ good Lord,he hath forlook the Court, 
Broken his Staffe ot Office,and difperft 
The Hotifehold of the King. 

North . What was his reafon ? 

He was not fo refolu’d,when wehfi fpakc together# 
Percie. Becaufeyour Lordfhip was proclaimed Traitor. 
But hee, my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

To offer feruice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And fent me ouer by Barkely, to difeouer 
What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there. 

Then with direction to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 

North. Hauc you forgot the Duke of Hereford^Boy.) 
Percie. No,my good Lord; for that is not forgot 
Which ne re I did remember : to my knowledge, 

I neucr in my life did lookc on him. 

North. Then learne to know him now: this is the 
Duke. 

Percies My gracious Lord,I tender you my feruice. 
Such as it is,being tcnder,raw,and youne, ~ 

Which elder dayes fhall ripemand cenfirme ' 

Tomorcapproued feruice,and defert# 

Bull. I thankc thee gentle Percn f,and be fure 
I count my felfc in nothing clfe fo happy. 

As in a Soule remembring my good Friends : 

And as my Fortune ripens with thy Lone, 

It fh?Il be ftill thy true Loues recompence, 

My Heart this Couenant makcs,my Hand thus feales it. 

North. How farre is it to Barkely ? and what fiirre 
Keepes good old 7 <?>£ 5 there,with his Men of Warre ? 

Percie. There fhnds the Caftle,by yond tuft ofTrecs, 
Mann’d with three hundred men,as I haue heard, 

And in it are the Lords of Torke, Barkely,zadSejmor, 
None elfe of Name, and noble eftimate. 

Enter Roffe and IViRottghby . 

North. Here come the Lords of Roffe andiriHcughby, 
Bloody with fpurring,fierie red with hafte. 

Bull. Wclcome my Lord*,I wot your loue purfues 
A baniflit Tray tor; nil my Trcafurie 
Is yet but vnfeic thankes,which more enrich’d. 

Shall beyour lone, and labours rccompcnce. 

Roff. Your pretence makes vs rich,moft Noble Lord, 
IPtllos And farre furmounts our labour to attaine it. 
'Bull. Eucrmore thankes^tlfExchequer of the poore. 
Which till my infant-fortune comes to yecrcs. 

Stands for my Bountie: but who comes here i 
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Enter'Barkely. 

North. It is my Lord of Barkely, as I ? K-<r 
’Bark. My Lord of Hcrcford.my M efface 
Bull. My Lord, coy Anfwere is to Loncafif 0 ^' 
And I am come to feeke thit Name in England 
And I muff findc that Title in your Tongue a * 
Before I make reply to aught you fay. * 

Bark. Milbkc me not, my Lord,’tis not m v 
To raze one Title of yourHonorout. ^ n ' ean 
To you,my Lord,I come (what Lord you will) 
From the moll glorious of this Land, * 

The Duke of Yorke,to know what pricks you 
To take aduantage of the ablent time, ° n 
And fright our Natiuc Peace with fclfe-bom. a 

Enter Yorke. Arn,c »' 

Bull. I ftiall not need tranfport my words bv 
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My Noble Vn 1?’ 

York, Shew me thy humble heart,and not thvl ' 
VVhofe dutie is dccciuable.and falfc. ^ nct 

Bull My gracious Vncklc. 

2 orkj Tutjtut.Grace me no Grace.nor VndU 
I am no Traytors V ncklc ; and that word Grace 
In an vngracious oieuth.is bu* prophane. * 
Why haue thefe banifh’d.and foi bidden Les^es 
Dat'd once to touch a Duft of Englands Gvound’v 
But more then why, why haue they dar'd to match 
So many miles vpon her peaceful! BoJome 
Frighting her pale-fac’d Villages with Warre 
And oflencation of defpifed Armes? 

Corn'll thou becaule th’anc ynccd King is hence? 
Why foohfh Boy,the King is left beh nd, 

And in my loyaii Boiome lyes his power. 

Were I but now the Lbsd.of fuch hot youth 
As when braue Gaunt/, hy Father,and my fclte 
Refcned the Black Prince, chat yongcjlfwof mm 
From forth the Rankes of many ihoul'and French;* 
Oh then,how quickly fhould this Arme of mine,' 
Now Prifoner co the Pallie,cha{Lfe thee. 

And mimPercorreifion to thy Fault. ■’ 

^ :Bull. My gracious Vnckle.let me Know my Fade, 
On whnr Condition Bands it,and wherein ? 

Yor^ Euen in Condition of the word degree, 

In groife Rebellion,and decefted Yreafon: 

1 hou art a banifh’d man,and here art come 
Before th’cxpiration of thy time, 

In brauing Acmes againft thy Soueraigne. 

Bull. As I was banilh’d,! was banifli’d Hereford, 
Bui as I come, I come for Lancafier. 

And Noble Vncklc,! bcfeechyourGrace 
Lookc on my Wrongs with an indifferent eye: 

You are my Father, for roe thinke. in you 
I fee old (jaunt aliue. Oh then my Father, 

Will you permit,that I fhall Ifand condemn’d 
A wandring Vagabond; my Rights and Royalties 
Plucfct from my armes perforce,and giuenaway 
To vpftirt Vnthrifts i Wherefore w as I borne i 
If that my Coufin King,be King of England, 

It mull be graunted, I am Duke of Lancafter. 

You haue a Sonne, Numeric,my Noble Kin'man, 

Had you firft died,and he beene thus trod downe, 

He fhould haue found his Vncklc Gaunt a Father, 

To rowze his Wrongs,and chafethem to the bay. 

J am denyde to foe my Liucrie here. 

And yet my Letters Patents giuc me Icaue: 

My Fathers gpods arc all diflraynd.and fold, 

And thefe,and all,arc all amiffe imployd. 


7 he life and death o J 

-—-—.iJ.Touhaueroe doe ? I am a Subie6f, 
W j a Senee Law; Attorneyes are deny’d me; 

H c J‘ ifof c perfonally I lay my claime 
A" d tb ! wkanceof free Difcent. 

Xoiny l * w j he Nob i c Duke hath been too much abus’d. 
Rands your Grace vpon,to doe him right. 

Rafe men by his endowments arc made great. 

Tf Mv Lords of England, let me tellyouthis, 

/hadfeelingof my Cofens Wrongs, 
indlabourMall!could to doc him right: 
f t n t his kind,to come in brauing Armes, 

« his owneCaruerjand cut out h» way, 

5 fin I out Right with Wrongs,it may not be; 

r , .,(h Rebellion,and are Rebels all. 

X r!h The Nobk Duke hath fworne his comming is 
lutforhis owne; and for the right of that, 

„ ,ii hauc ftronglv fworne to giue him ayd, 

! leThim ncu'r fe^e ioy.that breakes that Oath. 

^ York- Well.wcll.l Ice the ilfueof theie Armes, 
cannot mend it,I muff ncedcs contcfTe 
?ccaufe my power is weake, and all ill left: 

L jfj could,byhim that gauc me life, 

[would attach you all, and make you tioope 
/nto the Soueraigne Mercy of the King. 

Sutfiucel cannot,be it knownc to you, 

[ doe remainc as Neuter. So fare you well, 

Vnleffe you pleafe to enter in the Caffle, 

And there repole you for this N ight. 

##/?. An offer Vnckle.chat wee will accept: 
gut wee muff winne your Grace to goe with vs 
To Brilfow Caftlc.which they lay is held 
By B*fhit,B<tgot ,and their Complices, 

The Carerpillers of the Commonwealth, 

Which I haue fworne to weed,and pluckc away. 

■fork. Itmay be 1 will go with you: but yet Uepawfe, 

For! am loth to breakc our Countries Lawes; 

Nor Friends, nor Foes,to me welcome you are. 

Things paff redreffe,are now with me palf care. Exeunt. 
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Scoena Quart a. 


Sal. Ah Bichard, with eyes of heauie mind, 

1 fee thy Glory,like a fhooting Starre, 

Fall to the bafe Earth,from the Firmament: 

Thy Sunne fets weeping in the lowly Weft, 
Wunefling Stormes to come,Woc,and Vnreft: 
Thy Friends are fled,to wait vpon thy Foes, 

And croflely to thy good,all fortune goes. Exit, 


Enter Salubnry,and a Captaine, 

Copt. My Lord of Salisbury ,wc haue fiaydeen dayes, 
And hardly kept bur Countrcymen together, 

And yet we hcare no tidings from the King ; 

Therefore we will difperfe our lelues: farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet another day,thou truftie Welchaian, 
The King repofeth all his confidence inthee. 

Capt. Tis thought the King is dead,wc will not ftay 5 
The Bay-crccs in our Countrey all are wither’d. 

And Meteors fright the fixed Starres of Hcauen ; 

The pale-fac’d Moonc lookes bloody on the Earth, 

And leanc-look’d Prophets whifper fcarefull change; 
Rich men looke fad,and Ruffians dance and lcape, 

The one in feare,to loofe what they cnioy, 

The other to enioy by Rage,and Warre: 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell,our Countrcymen are gone and fled,* 

As well affur’d Richard their King is dead# Exit, 


ttAllus Tertius. Scena Trimd. 


Enter BttKingbrookefforke^ North timber land, 

Roffe > Percie , Willoughby yv it b Bttjhie 
and Greene Trijoners , 

*BuH. Bring forth thefe men: 

Tufhie and Cjreene , I will not vex your foules, . a 
( Since prcfcntly your foules muft part your bodies) 
Withtoomuch vrgingyourpernitiousliues, 

For 'ewere no Charitie : yet to waili your blood 
From off my hands, here in the view of men, 

I will vnfold fome caufes of your deaths. 

You haue mis led a Prince,a Royall King, 

A happic Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments, 

Byyou vnhappied,and disfigur'd cleane: T 

Y ou haue in manner with your finfull houres 
Made a Diuorcc betwixt his Qucene and him. 

Broke the pofleffion of a Royaii Bed, 

And fiayn'd the bcautie of a faire Queenes Chcckes, 
With teares drawn fro her eycs,with your foule wrongs 
My felfe a Prince,by fortune of my birth, 

Neere to the King in blood,and neerc in louc* 

Till you did make him mif-interprete me, 

Haue ftoopt my neck vnder your iniuries. 

And figh'd my Englifh breath in forraine Clouds, 

Eating the bictcr bread of banifliment; 

While you haue fed vpon my Seignorics, 

Dif-park’d my Parkes,and fell’d my Forreft Woods; 
From mine owne Windowes tovne my Houfehold Coat, 
Raz'd out my Imprefle,leauing me no figne, 

Saue mens opinions^nd my liuingblood. 

To fhewtlie World I am a Gentleman. 

This,and much more,much more then twice all this, 
Condcmnes you to the death: fee them dcliucrcd ouer 
Toexecucion,andthehandef death. 

Bufhie . More welcome is the ftroakc of death to me. 
Then Butlingbrooke to England. 

Greene. My comfort i$,that Heauen will take our foules. 
And plague Iniuft ice toith the paines of Hell# 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland ,fec them difpatch’d 
Vnckle,you fay the Queene is at your Houfc, 

For Heauens fake fairely let her be entreated, 

Tell her I fend to her my kind commends 5 
Take fpeciall care my Greetings be deliucr’d. 

Tork. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatch’d 
With Letters of your loue,to her at large. 

Bull. Thankes ^cntU Vncklc: come Lords away. 
To fight with Glendoure y and his Complices 5 . 

A while to workc.and after holliday# 

' exeunt: 
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The lif e and death of Tabard tbe/ccond. 


Drums: Flourifb, and £olonrs. 

Enter Rrchard } Aumerle,Carlilc 7 and Souldicrs. 

Rich. Barkloughly Caftje cal! you this at hand ? 

Ah. Yca,my Lord: how brooks your Grace the ayre, 
Aftcryour late-toiling on the breaking Seas•? 

Rich. Needs muft I Lke it well: I wcepc for ioy 
Toftand vpon my. Kingdome once againe. 

Deere EarthJ doe lalutc thee with my hand. 

Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes hoofes: 
As a long parted Mother with her Child, 

Playes fondly with her teares,and fmilcs in meeting; 

So weeping,fmiling,greet I thee my Earth, 

And doe thee fauor with my Royall hands. 

Feed not thy Soucraignes Foe, my gentle Earth, 

Nor with thy Swcctcs,comfort his rauenous fence: 

But let thy Spiders, that (lick vp thy Venomc, 

And heauie-gated Toades lye in their way, 

Doing annoyance to the trccherous fccte. 

Which wich v furping Reps doe trample thee. 

Yeeld flinging Nettles to mine Enemies; 

And when they from thy Bofome pluck a Flower, 

Guard it 1 prethee with a lurking Adder, 

Whofc double tongue may with a mortall touch 
Throw death vpon thy Soucraignes Enemies. 

Mock not my ienceleffe Comuration,Lords; 

This Earth fhall haue a feeling,and thefe Stones 
Proue armed Souldierj,erc her Natiue King 
Shall falter vndcr foule Rebellious Arme*. 

CVir.Fearc not my Lord,that Power that made you King 
Hath power to keepe you King,in fpight of all. 

Atm. He mcancs,my Lord,that we are coo remiffe, 
Whlleft Bullingbroohe through our fccuritie, 

Growes flrong and great, in fubftance and in friends. 

Rich . DifcomforcableCoufin.knowefl thou not, 
That when the fcarching Eye of Hcaucn is hid 
Behind the Globe,that lights the lower World, 
ThenTheeues and Robbers raunge abroad vnlcene. 

In Murthers and in Out-rage bloody here ; 

But when front ynder this Tcrreftriall Ball 
He fires the prowd cops of the Eafterne Pines, 

And dares his Lightning through eu'ry guilcic hole, 

Then Murthers,Treafons,and detefted finnes 

(The Cloake of Night being pluckc from off their backs) 

Stand bare and naked,trembling at themfelues* 

So when thisThcefe,this Tray tor 'Bullingbrooke, 

Who all this while hath rcuell’d in the Night, 

Shall fee vs rifing in our Throne,the Eaft, 

His Treafons will fit blufhinginhis face. 

Not able to endure the fight of Day ; 

But felfe-affrigntcd,tremble at his finne. 

Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea 
Can wafh the Baime from an anoynted King; 

The breach of worldly men cannot depofe 
The Dcputie elected by'theLord: 

For euery man that Bulhngbrooke hath prefl, 

To lift fhrewd Steele againft our Golden Crowne, 

Hcauen for his Richard hath in heaucnly pay 


A glorious Angell: then if Angels fighT 
Weake men mufl fall,for Heaucnftillpn a J!i e L 
Enter Salisbury, 8 

Welcome my Lord, how farre offlyes you r p 
Salisb. Nor neere,nor farther off, my o rac j ° Wcr ? 
Then this weake arme; difeomfort guides /'° US 
And bids me lpeake of nothing but defpai r / t0n § Uc ) 
One day too !ate,I feare (my Noble Lord) * ’ 

Hath clouded all thy happie dayes on Earth • 

Oh call backc Yefterday,bid Time rcturne 
And thou fhalt haue cwelue thoufand fightin 
Today,today,vnhappie day too late - 
Orcthrowes thy Ioycs,Frieods,Fortune,and tU e 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou were dcad^ 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke,diCpciR y 2 nd fled * 

Aunt. Comfort my Liege, why lookes vonr r 
pale? /° Ur urace] 

%k But now the blood of twentie thoufand 
Did triumph in my face,and they are fled d mcn 
And till fo much blood thither come againe 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale, and dead? * 

All Soules that will be fafe, flye from my fid c 
For Time hath fet a blot vpon my pride. * 

*Aum. Comfort my Liege,remember who v*. 
Rich. I had forgot my felfe. Am I not Kin/? ^ 
Awake thou fluggard Maieflie,thou{lecpefl ; S * 

Is not the Kings Name fortic thoufand Names? 
Arme,arme my Name : a pnnie fubie& (hikes 
Ac thy great glory. Lookc not to the ground 
Ye Fauorices of a King: are wee not hio-hf * 

High be our thoughts: I know my Vnckl tTorh 
Hath Power enough to ferue our turnc. 

But who comes here i Inter Scrocpe. 

Scroope . More health and happioeffe betiderayXicee 
Then can my care-tun’d tongue deliuer him. 7 & 

Rich, Mine care is opcn,and my heart prepar’d; 
The worft is woildly lofle,thou canft vnfold; 

Say,Is my Kingdome loft? why ’twas my Care: 

And what Ioffe is it to be rid of Care? 

Striues Buflingbrooke to be as Great as wee 1 
Greater he fhall not be: If hee ferue God, 

Wee’l lerue him too,and be his Fellow fo. 

Reuol tour Subie&s? That we cannot mend, 

They breake their Faith to God,as well as vs: 

Cry Woe,Deflru6Iion,Ruinc,Loffe,Dccay, 

The worft is Death,and Death will haue his day. 

Scroope . Glad am I,that your Highneffe is fo arm’d 
To bearc the tidings of Calamitic. 

Like an vnfeafonable fiormie day, 

Which make thcSilucr Riuers drowne their Shores, 

As if the World were all diflolu'd to teares: 
Sohigh,abouehis Limits,fwells the Rage 
Of Eu'iingbrookc , couering your fearefull Land 
Wich hard bright Stecle,and hearts harder then Steele: 
White Beares haue arm’d their thin and haicleflcScalps 
Againft thy Maieftie,and Boyes wich Womens Voyces, 
Striue to fpeakc bigge, and clap their female ioints 
In ftiffe vnwieldie Armes: againft thy Crowne 
Thy very Beadf-men learnc to bend their Bowes 
Of double fatal! Eugh: againft thy Stare 
Yea Diftaffe-Women manage ruftieBills: 

Againft thy Seat both young and old rcbell. 

And all goes worfe then I haue power co tell. 

Rich. Too well,too well thou tell’ft a Tale fo ill. 
Where is the Earle of WiltiTiire?where is Bagott 
What is become ofBufhie} \?»herc is (jreenrt t 
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^—v Tu-mTlet the dangerous Enemie i 

Tl,i r th /our Confines with fuch pcacefull fleps ? 

M^ ure iIe their heads fhall pay for it. 
lfvvep reU ’ hauc ma{ j e p eacc Wlt h 'BuHingbrooke. 

I p „ ce haue they made with him indeede (my 

l ord,) 0 h Villains,Viper S> damn’d without redemption, 
R,eh ' t , a fiiy vvoon to fawne on any man, 

D °? g !n mV heart blood warm’d, that fting my heart. 
Snakes. Y cjch onc [hrkc W(;>t f c t h C n bdas, 

ThrC ^ ! U hrv make peace? terrible Hell make warre 

V P°" Sweet Louc(l fee) changing his propertie, 
JL fo the fowreft,and moft deadly hate: 

He vneurfe then Soules; them peace is made 
r Heads,and not with Hands: thofc whom you curfc 
u'Vfelt the worft of Deaths deftroying hand, 

S lye full low,grau dm the hollow ground. 

‘ Is Httjhie, Greent, and the Earle of WiltOnre 

^Scroope- Yea,all of them at Briftow loft their heads. 
film. Where is theDuke my Father with his Power ? 
R,ch ' No matter where; of comfort no man fpeakc: 

Let’s talke of Graues,of W ormcs,and Epitaphs, 

Make Duft our Paper, and with Raynie eyes 
Write Sorrow on the Bofome of the Earth. 

Let’s chufe Exccutors.and talke of Wills: 

And yet not fo; for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our depofed bodies to the ground ■? 

Our Lands,our Lines,and all arc BuUingbrookes , 

And nothing can we call our owne,but Death, 

And that fmail Model! of the barren Earth, 

Which ferues as Pafte,and Couer to our Bones: 

For Hcauens fake let vs fit vpen the ground, 

And tell lad ftorics of the death ofKings: 

How fome haue been depos’d, fome flaine in warre. 

Some haunted by the Ghofts they haue depos’d. 

Some poyfon’d by their Wiues.fome fleeping kill’d, 
Allmurthcr’d. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall Temples of a King, 

Ktepes Death his Court,and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing his State,3nd grinning at hisPompe, 

Allowing him a breath,a little Scene, 

To Monarchize,be fear’d,and kill with lookes, 

Infufinghim with felfe and vainc conceit, 

As ifthis Flefh,which walls about our Life, 

Were Btafle impregnable: and humor’d thus. 

Comes at the laft,and with a little Pinne 

Bores through his Caftle Walls,and tarwcll King, 

Couer your heads,and mock not flefh and blood 
With iolemne Reucrence: throw away Refpcdf, 

Tradition,Forme,and Ceremonious dutie. 

For you haue but miftooke me all this while: 

I liue with Bread like you, fcele Wanr, 

Ta(leGriefe,need Friends: lubiedled thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

Carl.My Lord,wife men ne’rc waile their prefent woes, 
Butprcfently preuent the wayes to waile : 

To feare the Foe,fince feare opprefleth ftrength, 

Giues in your weakcnefle,ftrength v nto your Foe; 
Fcare,and be flaine,no worfe can come to fight. 

And fight and die,is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing,dying,payesdeath leruile breath. 

slum. My Fatherhath a Power,enquire of him, 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe. 

^rcfi.Thouchid’ft me welhproud ‘BuHtngbroshe I come 


ToThange Blowes with thee,for our day of Doome: 
This ague fit of feare is ouer-blowne. 

An eafie taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope, where lyes our Vnckle with his Power ? 
Speake fweetly man,although thy lookes be fo wre, 
Scroope. Men iudge by the complexion of the Skie 
The ftate and inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and hcauie Eye: 

My Tongue hath butaheauierTalcto fay: 

I play theTorturer,by fmail and fmail 
To lengthen out the worft, that muft be fpoken. 

Your Vnckle Torke is ioyn’d with BuHingbrooke, 

And all your Northerne Caftlcs yeelded vp, 

And all your Southcrne Gentlemen in Armes 
Vpon his Faflion. 

Bich. Thou haft faid enough. 

Beflirew thee Coufin, which didft lead me forth 
Of that i weet way I was in,to defpaire : 

What fay you now ? What comfort haue we now i 
By Heaucn lie hate him euer laft.ingly, 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Caftle,there He pine away, 

A King,Woes flaue, fhall Kingly Woe obey: 

That Power I haue,diicharge,and let ’em goe 
To care the Land,that hath fome hope to grow, 

For I haue none. Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this,for counfaile is butvaine. 

Aunt. My Liege,one word. 

Rich . He docs me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the.flatteries of his tongue, 
Diicharge my followers: let them hence away, 

From Richards Night,to Bullingbrookes faire Day. 

Exeunt. 


Sc ana Tertia, 


Enter with Drum and Colours fBullingbreohc* 

Torke yNorthumber iandy Attendants. 

Bull. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The Welchmen are difpers’d^nd Saliibury 
Is gone to meet the King,who lately landed 
With fome few priuace friends,vpon this Coaft. 

North. The newes is very faire and good,my Lord, 
Richard, not farre from hence,hath hid his head. 

Tork. It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King Richard: alack the heauie day, 

When fuch a facred King (hould hide his head. 

North. Your Grace miftakes: oncly to be briefe. 

Left I his Title out. 

fork- The time hath beene, 

Would you haue beene fo briefe with him,he would 
Haue beene fo briefe with you,to fhorten you, 

For taking fo the Head,your whole heads length. 

Bull , Miftake not (Vnckle) farther thenyou fhould. 
Tork. Take not(good Coufin)farther then you fhould. 
Leaft you miftake the Hcauens arc ore your head. 

Bud. I know it(Vnckle)and oppofe not my felfe 
Againft rheir will. But who comes here ? 

Enter Vercie . 

Welcome Harry: what,^will not this Caftle yeeld? 

Per. The Caftle royally is niann’d,my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 


Bull. Roy- 
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Bull. Royally ? Why,it containes no King? 

Per . Yes (my good Lord) 

It doth containc a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with ninijtlic Lord ylumer/e,l,ovd Salisbury i 
Sir Stephen Scroope, befules a Clergie man 
Of holy rcuerence; who,I cannot learne. 

North. Oh,belike it is the Billion of Carhle. 

Hull. Noble Lord, 

Goc to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftlc, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Lares, and thus deliuer: 

Henry Bulling,'ool^e vpon his knees doth kifle 

King Richards hand,and fends olleqcancc 

And true faith ot heart to his Royall Perlon: hither come 

nuen at his lectio lay rny Armes and Power, 

Prouided,that my Banifhment repeal’d, 

And Lands reftor’d againe,be freely graunted : 

If not,Ile vfe th’aduantage of my Power, 

And lay the Summers duft with fhowers of blood, 
Rayn’d from the wounds of flaughter’d Engliftmien; 
The which,how farre off from the mind of Halit*Brooke 
It is, luch Crimfon Tempett fhould bedrench 
The grecne Lop of fairc King Richards Lend, 

My (looping dutie tenderly fhall /View. 

Goe fignifie as much,while here we march 

Vpon thcGraflfie Carpet of this Plainer 

Let s march without the noyle ot threatning Drum, 

That from this Caftles tatter d Battlements 
Our fairc Appointments may be well perus'd. 

Me thinkes King Richara and my ielfc fhould meet 
With no lefle terror then the Elements 
Of Fire and Water,when their thtmdringfmoake 
At meeting ceares the cloudie Cheekes of Hcauen : 

Be he the fire,He be the yeclding Water; 

The Rage be his,while on the Earth I raine 
My Waters on the Earth, 3nd not on him. 

March on,and marke King RJchard how he lookes. 

Parle without, and anfwere within: then a Flourish. 
Enter on the Walls, Richard, Carhle.AumcrleScroop 
Salisbury. ’ 

See, fee, King ^/c^Wdothhimfelfc appeare 
As doth the blufhing difeontented Stmne, 

From out the fierie Portall of the Eaft, 

When he perceiues the enuious Clouds arc bent 
Todimmc his glory.and to Raine the tratt 
Of his bright padage to the Occident. 

Tori Yet lookes he like a King : behold his Eve 
(As bright as is the Eagles) lightens forth 
Controlling Maieftie : alack,alack,for woe. 

That any harme fbould Raine fo faire a fhew. 

Rich. W ee are amaz’d,and thus long haue wc Rood 
To watch thefcarefull bending of thy knee, 

Bccaufe we thought our fclfc thy lawfull King : 

And if we be,how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their awfull dutie to our prefence ? 

If we be not,fhew vs the Hand of God, 

That hath difmifs’d vs from our Stewardship, 

For well wee know,no Hand of Blood and Bone 
Can gripe die facred Handle of our Scepter, 

Vnleffe he doe prophane,fteale,or vfurpe. 

And though you thinke,thac all,as you haue done, 

Haue tome their Soules,by turning them from vs, 

And we are barren, and bereft of Friends : 

Yet know,my MaRcr,God Omnipotent,* 

Is muRring in his Clouds, on our behalfe. 
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Armies of Peftilencc, and they flialUfrifo— 
Your Children yet vnbornc,and vnbeeor 
That lift your Vaffall Hand* againft n,y If-ad 
And threat the Glory of my precious C~™ °* 

Tell 'Bullingbrooke , for yond me thinke/he is" 6. 
That euery ftride he makes vpon my Land * 

Is dangerous Treafon.-Hciscometo ope ’ 

The purple Teftament of bleeding Warrc 
But ere the Crowne he lookes forjiue in p cac . 

I cn thoufand bloody crownesof Mother, c 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face ° nnts 
Change the complexion of her Maid-pale Pea 
To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew Ce 

Her Paftors Grade with faithfull Eneljfh RU \ 

North. The King ofHeaucn forbid our I.otni, „ 

Should fo with ciuill and vnciuill Armes ' 

Be rufil’d vpon: Thy thrice-noblc Coufin 
Harrj'Butlingbroohe, doth humbly kiffe thvhmJ 

And by the Honorable Tombe he fweares / 

That Bands vpon your Royall Grandfires Bone* 

And by the Royalties of both your Elcods * 
(Currents that fpring from one naofl gracious W,,j\ 
And by the buried Hand of Warlike } 

And by the Worth and Honor of himfelfc ‘ 
Comprifing all that may be fvvornc.or laid’ 

His comming hither hath no further tcope,' 

Then for his Lineal! Royalties,and to be« e 
Infranchilement immediate on his knees: 

Which on thy Royall partie graunted oner, 

His glittering Armes he will commend to’Ruft 
His barbed Steedcs to Scabies,and his heart * 

To faithfull feruice of your Maieftie : 

This fwearcs he,as he is a Princc,is iuft. 

And as I am a Gentleman, J credit him. 

Rich. Northumberland, fay thus: The King recorncs 
His Noble Coufin is right welcome hither ’ 

And all the number of his fairc demands 
Shall be accomplifh’d without contraction: 

With all the gracious vcterance thou haft, 

Spcake to his gentle hearing kind commends. 

We doe debate ourl'elfc(Coufin)doe we not, 

To looke fo poorcly,and io fpcakefo faire ? 

Shall we call back Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Tray tor.and fo die ? 

jlam. No.good my Lord,let’s fight with gentle words 
Till time lend friends,and friends their hclpeful Swords 
Rich. On God.oh God,that ere this tongue of mine, 
That layd the Sentence of dread Banilhment 
On yond prowd man,lhould take it off againe 
YV ith words of footh; Oh that I were as great 
As is my Gricfc,or leffer then my Name, 

Or that I could forget what I hauebeene. 

Or not remember what I muft be now : 

Swell ft thou prowd heart? lie giue thee fcopetobeat, 
Since Foes haue fcopc to beat both thee and me. 

jium. Northumberland comes backe from Hulling 
brooke. 

Rich. What muft the King doe nowfmuft he fubmiti 
The King fli3ll doe ic: Muft he be depos’d i 
The King fhall be contented: Muft hcloofc 
The Name of King ? o’Gods Name let it goe. 

He giue my Iewels for a fett of Beadcs, 

My gorgeous Pallace.for a Hermitage, 

My gay Apparrell,for an Almes-mans Gowne, 

My figur’d Goblets,for a Dilh ofWood, 

My Scepter,for a Palmers walking Scaffe, 

My 




--GTwSs for a payre of carued Saints, 

^ SU fee Kin-dome, for a little Graue, 

*': a :jSG.U,.nobfcur e G,.a.. 

^ Hebe bury.d in the King* higU-way, 

0tl t.v of common Trade,where Subie&s feet 
^iLrelv trample on their Soueraignes Head: 

M»y b ® J, rt t hey tread now.whileft I liuej 
For on • y w j not vpon my Head ? 

“J .h oU weep’ll (my tender-hearted Coufin) 

Ike fo ule Weather with defpifed Tearcs: 
Khes,and they, lodge the Summer Come, 
v . rt , 9 ke a Dearth in this reuniting Land. 

*1, we play the Wantons with our Woes, 

° r f ke fome prettie Match,with flaedding Teates ? 
A! ’tbus • to drop them ftill vpon one place, 
ru they haue fretted vs a payre of Graues, 

Within the Earth: and therein Iay’d.there lyes 
rloKinfmen.digg’d their Graues with weeping Eyes? 
Would not this ifl,doe well ? Well,well,I fee 
I talke but id!y,and you mock at mce. 

Moft mightie Prince,my Lord Northumberland, 

What fayes King Bullingbrookei W-ill his Maieflie 
Gm c Richard lcauetoliue,till Richard die f 
You make a Legge,and Hutlwgbrooke fayes I. 

North. My Lord,in the bafe Court he doth attend 
fofpeake with you, may it pleafe you to come downe. 

Rich. Downe,downc I comejike gliR’ring Phaeton , 
Wanting the manage of voruJjr Jades, 

In the bafe Court ? bafe Court^where Kings grow bafe. 
To come at Tr3y tors Calls^and doe them Grace. 

In the bafe Court come down: down Court, down King, 
Fornight-Qwls fhrike,where moutingLarks Riould fing. 
Bull. What fayes his Maieftie? 

North. Sorrow,and griefc of heart 
Makes him fpeake fond!y,likc a frantick man: 


Yet he is come. 

Bull. Stand all apart, 

And fhew fairc dutie to his Maieftie. 

My gracious Lord. 

Rich. Faire Coufin, 

Ycudebafe your Princely Knee, 

To make the bafe Earth prowd with killing it. 

Me rather had.my Heart might feele your Loue* 

Then my vnplcas’d Eye fee your Courtefie. 

Vp Coufin,vp, your Heart is vp. I know. 

Thus high at leaft,although your Knee be low. 

Bull. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine 
owne. 

Rich. Your owne is yours, and I am yours, and 

all. 


Bull . So farre be mine,my moft redoubted Lord, 
As my true feruice fhall deferue your loue. 

Rich . Well you deferu’d : 

They well deferue to haue, 

That know the ftrong’ft, and fureft way to get. 
Vnckle giue me your Hand : nay,drie your Eyes, 
Teares fhew their Louc,but want their Remedies. 
Coufin,I am too young to be your Father, 

Though you arc old enough to be my Heire. 

What you will hauejle giue.and willing to, 

For doe we muft,what force will haue v s doe. 

Set on towards London: 

Coufin, is it fo? 

Hull. Yea,my good Lord. 

Rich. Then I muft not fay, no. 


Flourifb • Exeunt'. 




Scena Ouarta. 


Enter the Queene, and two Ladies. 

Qu. What fport fhall we deutfe here in this Garden, 
To driue away the heauie thought of Care ? 

La. Madame^wcele play at Bowles. 
jOjf.Twill make me thinke the World is full of Rubs, 
And that my fortune runnes againft the Byas. 

La. Madamc f wce’le Dance. 

£>u. My Legges can keepe no meafure in Delight, 
When my poore Heart no meafure kcepcs in Griefc. 
Therefore noDancing(Girle) fome ocher fport. 

La. Madame,wecTc tell Tales. 
jQu. Of Sorrow, or of Gricfe ? 

La. Of eyther,Madame. 

Qu. OfncytherJGirle. 

For if of Toy,being altogether wanting. 

It doth remember me the more of Sorrow: 

Or if of Griefe,being altogether had. 

It addes more Sorrow to my want of Ioy: 

For what I haue,I need not to repeat; 

And what I want,it bootts not to complaine. 

La. Madamejlefing. 
jWTis well that thou haft caufe : 

Bat thou fhould’ft pleafe me betzcr,would*ft thou weepe. 
La. I could weepe,Madame, would it doe you good. 
jgu. And I could fing,would weeping doc me good. 
And ncucr borrow any Teare of thee. 

Enter a Gardiner y a*d two Servants. 

But ftay,here comes the Gardiners, 

Let’s ftep into the fhadowof thefe Trees. 

My wrecchcdncfle,vnto a Rowe of Pinnes, 

Thcy’le talke of Stare: for euery one doth fo, 

Againft a Change; Woe is fore-runne with Woe. 

Gard. Got bindc thou vp yond dangling Apricock?* 
Which like vnruly Children,make their Syve 
Stoupe with oppreffion of their prodigall weight: 

Giue fome fupporcance to the bending twigges. 

Goe tbou,and like an Executioner 

Cut off the heads of too faft growing fprayes. 

That looke too loftie in our Common-wealth s 
All muft be eucn,in our Gouernment. 

You thus imploy’d,! will goe root away 
The noyfome Weedes,that without profit fucke 
TheSoyles fertilitie from wholefomeflowers. 

Ser. Why ftiould we,in the compafle of a PaJe 5 
Kcepc Law and Forme,and due Proportion, 

Shewing as in a Modell ourfirme Eftace? 

When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land, 

Is full of Wcedes,her faireft Flowers choakt vp, • 

Her Fruit-trees all vnpruin*d,her Hedges ruin’d. 

Her Knots diforder’d,and her wholefome Hearbes 
Swarming with Caterpillcrs. 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 

He that hath fuffer’d this diforder’d Spring, 

Hath now himfelfe met with the Fall of Leafe. 

The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaucs did fhcltcr. 
That feenfdjin eating him,to hold him vp. 

Arc pull’d Vp,Root and all,by Bullingbrookje: 

I racane,thc Earle of Wiltshire ^Bujhie^Greene. 

d Ser. What, 
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3^ _ Life Qjc{‘Death of R ichard the Second . 


Ser. What arc they dead? 

Gard. They arc. 

And BnUingbrooks hath feiz’d the waftcfull King, 

Oh, what pitty is it, that he had not fo trim’d 

And dreft his Land,as we this Garden,at time ofycarc, 

And wound the Barkc,thc skin of our Fruit-trees, 

Leaft being oucr-proud with Sap and Blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfc? 

Hadhcdonc fo, to great and growing men. 

They might haueliu’d to beare, and he to taftc 
Their fruites of dutie. Superfluous branches 
We lop away,that bearing boughes may liue: 

Had he done fo, himfelfe lud borne the Crowne, 

Which wafle and idle houves,hath quite thrown downe# 
Ser . What thinkc you the King (hall be depos’d? 
Gar. Depreft he is already, and depos’d 
’Tis doubted he will be. Letters came laft night 
To adeereFriend oftheDuke cfYorkes, 

That tell blackc tydmgs. 

l am preft to death through want of fpeaking: 
Thou old Adams hkenrffcj fee to dreffe this Garden : 
How dares thy harfti rude tongue found this ynpleafing 
What Eue? what Serpent hath iuggefled thee, (newes 
To make a fccond fill ofcurfed man ? 

Why dc/ft thou lay, KingT^cWdis depos’d, 

Dar ft thou, thou little better thing then earth, 

Diuine his downfall? Say,where,v\hen,andhow 
Cam’ft thou by this ilUtydings ? Spcakc thou wretch. 

Gard Pai don me Madam, Little ioyhauel 
To breath thelc newes; yet what I fay,is true j 
King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bnllrngbreoke^ their Fortunes both are weigh'd : 

In your Lords Scale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few Vanities, that make him light: 

B it in the Ballance of great BuHin^brooht 
Bcfides himfelfe, are all the Englifh P eres. 

And with that oddes he weighes King Richard downe. 
Poftc you to London, and youT findc it fo, 

I fpeakc no more, then eucry one doth know. 

Jjht. Nimble mifcbance,that art lo light offocte. 
Doth not thy Embaffage belong to me ? 

And am I laft that know es it ? Oh thou think’ft 
To ferue me laft, that I may longeft keepe 
Thy forrow in my breaft. Come Ladies goe, 

To meet at London, Londons King in woe. 

What was 1 borne to this: that my fid looke, 

Should grace the Triumph of great BuUivigbroo\e. 
Gard’ner, for telling me this news* of woe, 

I would the Plants thou graft’ft, may neurr grow. Exit. 

G Poore Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe, 

I would my skill werefubieft to thy curfe: 

Heere did fhe drop a tcare, heere in this place 
lie let a Banke of Rew, fowre Herbc ofGracc: 

Rue, eu’n for ruth,heere fhortly fliall be feene, 

In the remembrance ofa Weeping Queene.* Exit # 


Enter at to the Parliament, Bufongbrooke, Aumerle , Nor* 
thumbcrland. Tercie, Tit*, Water Surrey ^tlile r Abbot 
oflPcftmwfter. Hcrauld> Officer s^and Begot. 

Buttiugbrookc, Call forth Bagot • 



Now Bagox; freely fpcake thy minde. 

What thou do’tt know ofNoble Gloufters dc k 
Who wrought it with the King, aDd who n* c : 

The bloodyOffice of his Timelefle e"d P ^ 
'B^g. Then fet before my face, the Lord 
Bui. Cofin.ftand forth,and lookevpon th HP>er ^‘ 
Bag. My Lord Aumerle , I know your darjn 
Scornes to vnfay, what it hath once dcliucr’d ® l0n 8'Je 
In that dead time, when Gloufters death was' I 
I heard you fay. Is not my arme of length, P ° tted » 
Thatreacheth from the reftfull Enghlh Court 
As farre as Callis, to my Vnkles head, 

Amongft much other talke, that very time 
I heard you fay, that you had rather refufe* 

The offer ofan hundred rhoufand C rowncs 
Then Bullinebrookes returnc to England • .AA:~ .. 

How bleft this Land would be,in this your C / W ! t H 
Aum Princes,andNuble Lords: 01 ‘isdcaft 

What anfwer (hall I make to this bafe man ? 

Shall I fo much d.(honor my faitc Starrcs 
On equall termes to giue him chafticemen't ? 

Either I moft,or hauc mine honor foyl'd 
With th’Attaindor of his fland'rous Lippes. 

There is my Gage, the manuall Scale of death 
That matkes thee out for Hell. Thou lyeft, 

And will maintainc what thou haft fajd, is fj|f c 
In thy heart blood, though being all too bafe * 

To ftair.e the temper ofmy Knightly fword. 

Bui Bagot for beare, thou (halt not take it vp, 
Aum . Excepting on;, I would he were the beft 
In all this prefence, that hath mou’d me fo. 

Fite,. If that thy valour ftand on fympathize: 
There is my Gage, Aumerle in Gage to thine: 

By that faircSunne,thac fhewes me where thou(Unll) 

I heard thee fay (and vauntingly thou fpak’ft it) ' 
That thou wer’t caufe ofNoble Gloufters death. 

If thou deiffeft it, twenty times thou lycft, 

And f wiil turne thy falftiood to thy hart, 

Where it was forged with my Rapiers point. 

Jum. Thou dar ft not (Coward) liue to fqe the day. 
Fire,. Now by my Soule, I would it were this home, 
Aum, Fit water thou arc damn'd to bell for this. 

Per. Aumerle , thou lye’ft : his Honor is astrue 
In this Appeale, as thou art all vniuft: 

And that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage 
To proue it on thee, to th’extreameft point 
Of mortall breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'ft, 

Aum. And if I do not, may my hsnds rot off. 

And neuerbrandilhmore reuengcfull Steele, 

Oucr the glittering Helmet of my Foe. 

Surrey. My Lord Fite.-water: 

I do remember well, the very time 
tAumerle , and you did talke. 

FitZj. My Lord, 

’Tis very true: You were in prefence then. 

And you can wicneffe with me, this is true. 

Surrey. As falfe, by heauen. 

As Heauenit lelfe is true. 

Fite,. Surrey, thou Lyeft. 

Surrey. DifhonourableBoy; 

That Lye, ftialllie fo heauy on my Sword, 

That it (hall render Vengeance, and Rcuenge. 

Till thou the Lye-giucr, and that Lye, doe lye 
In earth as quiet, as thy Fathers Scull. 

In proofe whereof, there is mine Honors pawne, 
Engage it to the Triall, if thou dar’ft. 
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.How 
if I dare eace 


k^dly do’ft thou fpurre a forward Hotfe? 


fitx ,*."" drinke.or brcatbc.or liue. 


e. 


»— SltneJ in a Wlldcrnefle, 

Idjteoieete V ^ hjlcft { f ayjhc LycJj 

H Kj P and Lyesthere is my Bond of Faith, 

A nd Ly th ’ e t o my ftrong Corre<ffjon. 

IS i «»«his new World, 

’^flheard the bamlh’d N*jWf fay, 

^ iumerle didft fend two of thy men, 
ThJtth lieUobleDukeatCalhs. 

T °n SoischoneltChriftian truftme withaGag 
lyW^re doe I th^v downe this, 
u* rmeal’d,to trie his Honor. . il. 
lf S^Thefe^ifferences (hall all reft vndcr Gage, 
Ti lhV«r/^ be repeal’d : repeal’d he fhall be; 

A ithouoh mine Enemte) reftor d againe 
r ! his Lands and Seignories: when hee’s return’d, 
y ° a n Aumerle we will enforce his Tryall. 

l jh 3 t honorable day (hall ne’re be feene. 

Many a time hath banilh’d Ncrfolke fought 
LicfuChrift, in glorious Chriftian field - 
creaming thefenfigfic of the Chriftian Crofle, 

A^ainft black Pagans,Turjces,and Saracens: 

And toyl’d with workes of W # re, retyr d himfelfe 

To Italy,and there at Venice gauc 

His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure Soule vnto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vndcr whofe Colours he had fought fo long. 

Bull. Why Bifhop,ts Norfolk^ dead ? 

Curl As fure as I liuc,my Lord. 

Bull Sweet peace conduCl his fweet Soule 
To the Boiome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants your differeces fhal all reft vndcr gage, 
Till wc alligneyou to your dayes of Tryall. 

Enter Torke. 

Torke. Great Duke of LancafterJ come to thee 
From plume-pluckt Rjchard^ who with willing Soule 
Adopts thee Heire,and his high Scepter yeelds 
To the poflelfion of thy Royal]Hand. 

Afcend hisThrone,defcending now from him. 

And long liue Henry ,of that Name the Fourth. 

Bull. In Gods Name Jlcafccnd the Regall Throne. 
Carl. Mary,Hcauenforbid, 

Worft in this Roy all Prefence may I fpeakc, 
Yctbeftbefeeming me to fpeakc the truth. 

WouldGod,that any in thisNoble Prcfencc 
Were enough Noble,to be vpright Iudge 
OfNoble Richard: then true Noblenefle would 
Lcarne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong* 
WhatSubieft can giue Sentence on his King f 
And who fits here.that is not Richards Subieft i 
Thecues arc not iudg’d,but they are by to hcare^ 

Although apparant guilt be feene in them: 

And (hall the figure of Gods Maicftie, 

His CapcalnejStewardjDeputie cleft, 
Anoynced,Crown , d > planted many yecres, 

3c iudg'd by fubicft,and inferior breathe, 

And he himfelfe not prefent? Oh 3 forbid it,Gocl, 

That in a Chriftkm Climate,Soulcs refin’de 
Should (hew fo beynous,black,obfeene a deed. 

I fpcake to $ub.iefts,and a Subieft fpeakes, 

Stirr’d vp by Heauen,thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford herc,whom you call King, 

Is a foule T ray tor to prowd Herrfords King. 

And if you Crowne him, let rne, prophccic. 


The blood of Englifh fhall manure the ground. 

And future Ages groane for his foule Aft. 

Peace fhall goe flccpe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of peace,tumultuous Warres 

Shall Kinnewith Kinne,andKinde with Kmdc confound. 

Diforder,Horror,Fcare,and Mutinie 

Shall here inhabitCjand this Land be call d 

The field of Golgotha,and dead mens Sculls. 

Oh,if you reare this Houfc,againft this Houfc r 
It will the wofulleft Diuifion proue. 

That euer fell vpon this curfed Earth. ;tj 0 

Preuent i^refift it,and let it not befo, 

Leaft Child,Childs Children cry againft you^Woe*; 

North. Well haueyou argu’d Sir: ! and for paines, 
Of Capitall Treafon wc arreft you here. 

My Lord of VVcftmmfter,be it your charge, 

To keepe him fafcly,till his day of Tryall. 

M ay it pleafe you, Lord$,to grant the Commons Suit ? 

'Bull. Fetch hither %ichard,t\\zi in common vieyv 
He m 3 y furrendcr: fo we ftiall proccedc 
Without fulpition. • v S\ ) 

York;. I willbehisConduft. Exit* 

"Ball. Lords,you that here are vnder our Arreft, 
Procure your Sureties for your Dayc» of AnfweraA ,j[ 
Little are we beholding to your Loue, 

And little look'd for at your helping Hands. 

Enter ‘Richard and Torke . 

Rich. Alack,why am 1 fenc for to a King, 

Before I haue ftiookc off the Regall thoughts > r 

Wherewith I retgffd ? I hardly yet haue le3rn’d 
Toinfinuate^flaue^bowcjand bend my Knee# 

Giue Sorrow leaue a while,to tuturc me 
To this fubmiffion. Ycc I well remember 
The fauors of thefe men : were they not mine? 

Did they not fometime cry,Allhayletome? 

So Ifidas did toChrift : but he in tweluey 

Found truth in all,but one; I,in twclue thoufand ; none# 

God fauc the King: will no man fay. Amen ? 

Am I both Prieft.and Clarke? well then, Amen. 

God faue the King,although I be not bee: 

And yet Amcn,if Heauen doe thinke him mee„ 

To doe what feruice, am I fenc for hither i 

Torke . To doc chat office of thine owne good will, 
Which tyred Maieftie did make thee offer: 

The Refignation of thy State and Crowne 
To Henry Bullingbrooke. 

tf/c^GiuemetheCrown.Here Coufin/eize) 1 Crown; 
Here Coufin,on this fide my Hand,on that fide thine. 
Now is this Golden Crowne like a deepe Well, 

That owes two Buckets,filling one another, . 

The emptier euer dancing in the ayre. 

The other downe,vnfeene,and full of Water: 

That Bucket downe,and full of Teares am I, 

Drinking my Gricfes,whil*ft you mount vp on high.’ 

Bull. 1 thought you had been willing to refigne* 

Rich .My Crowne I am,but ftill my Gricfcs are mine: 

You may my Glories and my State depofe. 

But not my Griefes; ftill am I King of thofe. 

Bait. P irt of your Cares you giue me with your Crowne. 
Rich. Your Cares fee vp,do not pluck my Cares downe# 
My Care,is Ioffe of Care,by old Care done, 

Vour Care,is gaine ofCare,by new Care wonne: 

The Cares 1 giue,I haue, though giuen away, 

They Tend the Crowne,yet ftill with me they ftay: 

Ball. Are you contented to refigne theOowne ? 

d z Rich « I, 
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Rich. I,no; n6,I: for I mu ft nothing bee 
Therefore 119,110,' for I refigne to thee. A 

Now, marke me how I will vndoe my ielfe. 

I giue this heauie Weight from off my Head, 
f And this vnwieWiC' Scepter from my Hand, 
jThc pride of Kinglyfway from out my Heart, 

J With mine ovVne T<faves I waih away my 
j With mine owne giue awty my Crowne, 

I With mine owiie Tongue deniemv Sacred State, '* '» • 

| With mine owne Breath rdeafe all dutious Caches ; v * 3 « 
.All Pompe and Maiefhe'I doe fo'tfttoeiart :r 1 rl i 

IMy Manors,Rents,Reoewies,! fergofc 
j My A^,I^c«ii!ii;ain^Stittites 5 denied' ’ : ‘ ' ’»'oJ 

iGod^fdfcij Ifl&dMhwfthat arebrdke'tbhfee, ‘ r --Vl 
|Go"d keepe all Vowfc's Vrrbroke are made to thee. 

Make me,that noth*m^{Vaiie,wich nothing grieu’d. 

And thou with all plea^d^that haft allarchieu’d. 
^Lori^iuay’ft thou Hue in Richards Sfcdtto fit, \ TT " • f 

?And fobneTye Rickard iri an EarthiePit. 
jGod faue King Henry, Vn-Kihg’d Richard fayes, 
i And fend him many yecres of Sunne-fliine dayes- 
| What more iremaines? f 

North. 3 No more :^bht tjaat^you rende 
Thefe Acifufations, an.d thtfe grieuous Grymes, 
Committed by your Perfoii, and your followers, • v 
Againft the Statejahd Profit of this Land : 

That by confetTing them,the Soules of men 
May deeme,that you are worthily depos'd. 

Rich. Muff I doe fo ? and mull I rauell out 
My weau’d-vp follyes ? Gentle Northumberland > 

If thy Offences were vpon Record, 

Would it not Blame thee,in fo faire a troupe, 
ToreadeaLe&ureof them ? If thou WouhTft, 

There ftiould’ft thou finde orte heynous Article, 

[ Contayning the depafing of a King, 

And cracking the ftrong Warrant of an Oath, 

Mark’d vyith a Blot,damn'd in theBookeofHcauen. 
Nayjall of you,chat ftand and looke vpon me, 

WhiTft that my wretchedncffe doth bait my felfe. 
Though fetale of you,with Pilate ,waflr your hands. 
Shewing an outward pittic : yet you Pilatcs 
Haue here'deliuer’d me to my fowre Croffe, 

And.W^ter cannot wafh away your finne. 

North . My .Lord difpatch,reacJeo’re thefe Articles. 

Rich . Mine Eyes are full of Teares,! cannot fee: 

And yet fait-Water blindes them not fo much. 

But they can fee a fort of Tray tors hero. 

Nay,if I rurne mine Eyes vpoh my felfe, 

I finde my felfe a Tray cor with the reft: 

Fori hauegiudn heremySbifles confent, 
fpvndeck the'pompous Body of a King; 

Made Glory bafe; a Soueraigncie,* Slaue; 

Trowd Maicftie,aSubie£V; Scate,aPefant. 

North • MylLord. 

Rich, bio Lord of thtffeVtnou haught-infultingman; 
!Nq* nor rio mills Lord: I Smut no Name,no Title; 

Ndj'not th'at'Niine w’as giuen me at the Font, 

■Bnc’cis vfurpt: nlackthchcauieday, 
jThac J hauc vttJfncrYbrnan^ Winters out, 

; And know not now,what Name to call myfelfe. 

Oh,that I were a Mockerie.King of Snow, 

’Standing before the Sunhe of ‘Butlingbrooke , 

To melt my felfe away in Water-drops. 

Good King.gfeat King, and yet not greatly good, 

And if my word be Sterling yet in England, 

Let it command a Mirror hither flraight. 


That h may {hew me what a Face I haw- 
Since it is Bankrupt of his Maieftie.n 

'Still. Goe fome of you,and fetch a Lookin» " 

North.Read ore this’Paper,while^ Qaffe f t afff ' 
Rich .Fiend,thou torments me.ere 1 come t h 
BuH. Vrge it no more,my Lord Northuu.t,!,^ ' ' 
North .The Commons will not thenbefa./r^- °’ f 
Rich .They (hall be fatisfyd; He reade 
When I doe l'ee the very Books indeede^ r ®;' 

Where all my finnes are writ,and that's rtvfeir 

Enter Out with a Gl , ”, .** 1 ' ’ 
Giue metliatGlafle,and thereto willing. ;> 

No deeper’wtincklesy«?<hath 1 Sorr 6 ^ftfi 1 f.t« 

So many Blowes vpoft this Face ofitoine ” 

And made rto deeper Woiind« ?©h4a t *in*dr Jr? 
Like to myfollowers in pfofperitie, ^ -1^ 
Thou do’ft beguile me.- Was this Faee,«ie Far 

1 hat eueryday^ndethis'Honfe-'Hold'Rdfife . j, 

Did keepe ten thoufand men ? Was this the Ft 
That like the Sunne,did make beholders winke ?. ' 

Is this the Face,which fic'd fo many f’ollycj * > 

That was at laft out-fac’d by Bttllingbrookc) 

A brittle Glory flrineth in this Face, 

As brittle as theGlory,is the Face, 

For there it is, crackt in an hundred fliiuers 
Marke filent King,the Morall of this fp&h,' 

How foone my Sorrow hath deflroy'd my Face 
Butt. The fiiadbw of your Sorrow hath deftrov’d 
The (badow of your Face. \ 

Rich. Say that againc. 

The fiiadow of my Sdtrow : ha,let’s fee, 

’Tis very true, myGriefelyesalf within,'! : 

And thefe external! manherof Laments, 

Are meereTy fliadowes,to thcvnfcencGriefc, 

That fwells with fikncciii thetortirr’d Sonle.’ ' 

There lyes the fubftanccr' Ihd I thanke thee King 
For thy great bountie.that riot onely gru’ft 8 . 
Mecauic to vvayle, butteacheft me the way 
Howto lament the caufc. lie begge one Boone, 

And then be gone,and'tVAiuble you no more, 

Shall I obt'aine it i vo " 

Bull. Nameit,f 3 ircCcuj[in, 

Rich. Faire Coufin ? 1 am carer then a King; 

For when I was a King,my flatterers 
Were then but fubiedts f being now a fubieft, 

I hauc a King here to my flatterer t 
Being fo great,I hauc no neede tobegge. 

Still. Yetaske. 

Rich. And lhall I haire i 
Sull. Youfhall. 

Rich. Then giue me Ieaue to goe. 

BuH. Whither? 

Rich. Whither you will,fo I were from your fights. 
Bull. Goe fome of you,conuey him ttffKrTowcr. 
Rich. Oh good: conirey: Cdmicyers arc you all. 
That rife thus nimbly by a true Kings fall. 

Sull. On Wcdnefday next,vve folcmniy fet dov»ne 
Our Coronation: Lords, prepare your fcliiei, Sxtmt, 

Abbot. A woliill Pageant hauewc here beheld. 

Carl .The Woes to come,the Children yet vnborne, 
Shall feelethis day as fharpe to them as Thorne. 

eAum Yoa b.bly Clergie-men, is there no Plot 
To rid theRealme of this pernicious Blot. 

tAbbot. Before I freely fpeake my minde herein, 

You fhall not onely take the Sacrament, 

To bury mine intem*,but alfo to effefi 

What 



The Life andDeath of Richard the Second^ 


4 1 


I fee y a e U ar t of Sorrow,and your Eyes of Teares: 
Klhome W itb me to Supper,lie lay aPlot 
Stwv-llamerryday, ^ 


Adus Quintus. Scena Trima. 


Enter Qucene^nd Ladies. 

On This way the King will come: this is the way 

I Jri»^"‘i'-' reac<ITo " er! ... . 

To who fe flint Bofome.my condemned Lord 
ic doom’d a Prifoner.by prowd Sullingbrooke. 

Here let vs reft,if this rebellious Earth 
Hme any refttog for her true Kings Queene. 

Enter Richard , and Cjuard. 

Rut fofc,but fee, or rather doe not fee, 

My faire Rofc wither: yet looke vp; behold, 

That you in pittie may difiolue to dew, 

And wadi him frefh againe witn truc-loue Tcares. 

Ah thou,the Modell where old Troy did ftand. 

Thou Mappe of Honor, thou King Richards T ombe, 

And not King Richard: thou moft beauteous Inne, 

Why fliould hard-fauor’d Griefe be lodg’d in thee, 

When Triumph is become an Ale-houfcGueft. 

Rich. Ioyne not with griefe,faire Woman, do not fo, 
To make my end too fudden: learne good Soule, 

To thinke our former State a happie Drcame, 

From which awak’d,the truth of what we are, 

Shcwes vs but this. I am fworne Brothcr(Sweet) 

TogrimNcceflitie; andhecand I 

Will keepe a League till Death. High thee to France, 

And Cloyfter thee in fome Religious Houfe: 

Out holy hues muft winne a new Worlds Crowne, 

Which our prophane houreshere hauc ftricken downe. 

^.What,is my Richard both in fhape and minde 
Transform’d,and weaken’d f Hath Bullingbrooke 
Depos’d thine Intellect ? hath hfe beene in thy Heart ? 

The Lyon dying,thrufteth forth his Paw, 

And wounds the Earth,if nothing elfe,witn rage 
Tobeo re-powr’d : and wilt thou,Pupill-likc, 

Take thy Corredion mildly, kifle the Rodde, 

And fawne on Rage with bafe Humilitie, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of Beafts ? 

Rich, A King of Beafts indeed: if aught but Beafts, 

I had beene ftilla happy King of Men. 

Good(fomctime Qijeene)prepare thee hence for France: 
Thinke I am dcad.and that cuen here thou tak’ft. 

As from my Death-bed,my laft liuing leaue. 

In Winters tedious Nights fit by the fire 

With good old folkes, and let them tell thee Tales 

Of wofull Ages,long agoe betide : 

And ere thou bid good-night,to quit their griefe. 

Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 

And lend the hearers weeping to their Beds: 

For why?thc fencelelTe Brands will fympathize 
The heauie accent of thy mouing Tongue, 

A:.d in cotnpaflion,weepc the fire out: 

And forr e will tuourne in allies,fome coale-black, 
ror the depofing of a rightfull King. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Nonb.Uy Lordjthemind oiSullingf roske is chang’d.; 


You mult to Pomfret,noc ynto the Tower. 

And Madame,there is order ta’ne for you: 

With all fwift fpecd,you muft away to France. 

Rich. Northumberland, thou Ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Sullingbrooke afeends my Throne, 

The time fhall not be many houres of age, 

More then it is,ere foule finue, gathering head. 

Shall breake into corruption: thou (halt thinke. 

Though he diuide the Realme,and giue thee halfe. 

It is too little,helping him to all i 

He (hall thinke, that thou which know’ft the way 

To plant vnrightfull Kings,wilt know againe. 

Being ne’re fo little vrg’d another way. 

To pluck him headlong from the vfurped Throne. 

The Loue of wicked friends conuerts to Fearc; 

That Feare.to Hate; and Hate turnes one,or both. 

To worthieDangcr,and deferued Death. 

North. My guilt be on my Head,and there an end: 
Take leaiie.and part,for you muft part forthwith. 

Rich. Doubly diuorc’d?(bad men) ye violate 
A two-fold Marriage; ’twixt my Crowne.and me. 

And then betwixt me,and my marryed Wife. 

Let me vn-kifle the Oath’twixt thee,and me; 

And yet not fo .for with a Kifle’t was made. 

Part vs,Northumberland: I,towards the North, 

Where fliiucring Cold and Sicknefle pines the Clyrae: 
My Qneene to France: from whence,fet forth in pompe, 
She came adorned hither like fweet May; 

Sent back likeHollowmas,or fhort’ft of day. 

J%h. And muft we be diuided ? muft we part ? 

Rich. I.hand from hand(my Louc)and heart fi 6 heart. 
Qu.. Banifh vs both,and fend the King with me. 
North. That were fome Loue,but little Pollicy, 

£}u. Then whither he goes,thither let me goe. 

Rich. So two together wceping,makecne Woe. 
Weepe thou for me in France; I,for thee heere: 

Better farre off, then neere,be ne’re the neere. 

Goc.count thy WaywithSigh.es; I, mine with Groane*. 
Qtt. So longeft Way fhall haue the longcft Moanes. 
Rich. T wicc for one ftep lie groane,^' Way being Ihort, 
And peece the Way out with a heauie heart. 
Come,come,in wooing Sorrow let’s be briefe. 

Since wedding it,thcre is fuch length in Griefe: 

One Kifle (hall ftop ourmouthes.and dumbelypart; 
Thus giue I mine,and thus take I thy heart. 

Qu. Giuememine owne againe:*twcreno good part, 
To take on me to keepe,and k ill thy heart. 

So,now I haue mine owne againe,be gone. 

That I may ftriue to kill it with agroane. 

Rich. We make Woe wanton with this fond delay: 
Once more adieu; the reft,lcc Sorrow fay. Exeunt. 


Scoena Secunda . 


Enter Torke^and his Dnchejfc. 

DuchMy Lord,you told me you would cell the reft. 
When weeping made you breake the ftory off. 

Of our two Coulins comaiing into London* 

7orkc. Where did I leaue? 

Duck. Acthatfad ftoppe,myLord, 

Where rude lnif-gouem’d hands, from Windowes tops. 
Threw duft and rubbifti on King Richards head* 

d 3 Torkc .Then 
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Torke. Then,as I faid, the Duke,grcat BuUingbrooke, 
Mounted vpon a hot and fierie Steed, 

Which his alpirihg Rider teem’d to know, 

With flow, but (lately pace, kept on his courfe : 

While all tongues cridc, God faae thee Bullingbrooke. 

You would baue thought the very windowes fpakc. 

So many greedy lookes of yang and old, 

Through Cafements darted their defiring eyes 
Vpon his vifage; and that all the walles, 

With painted Imagery had faid at once, 

Iefu preferue thee, wcl com Bullingbrooks • 

Whil*ft he, from one fide to the other turning. 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds nccke, 
Befpakc them thus: I thankc you Countrimen: 

And thus flill doing, thus he pafl along. 

Dutch. Alas poore Richard, where rides he the whilft? 

7orke. As in a Theater, the eyes of men 
After a well grac’d A&or leaues the Stage, 

Arcidlely bent on him that enters next. 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 

Eucn fo, or with much more contempr, mens eyes 
Did fcowle on Richard i no man cride, God faue him: 

No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home. 

But duft was throwne vpon his Sacred head. 

Which with fuch gentle forrow he fhooke off, 

His face flill combating with tcares and fmilcs 
(The badges of his greefc and patience) 

That had not God (for fome ftrong purpofe) Reel'd 
The hearts of men, they muft perforce haue melted, 

And Barbarifme it fclfe haue pittied him. 

But hcauen hath a hand in thefe euents, 

To whofe high will we bound our ealme contcntSo 
To Bulltngbrooke . arc we fworne Sublet now, 

Whofe State,and Honor, I for aye allow. 

Enter burnerle. 

Dut. Hcere comes my fonne Aumerle. 

Tor . Ah <nerle that was. 

But that is loft, for being Richards Friend. 

And Madam, you muft call him Rutland a ow: 

I am in Parliament pledge for his truth, 

And.laftmg fealtie to the new-made King. 

Dut. Welcome my fonne : who are the Violets now, 
That ftre w the grcenc lap of the new come Spring f 

Aum. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, 
God knowes, I had as liefc be none,as one. 

Terke.W ell, beare you well in this new-fpring of time 
Leaft you be cropt before you come to piir >-» 

What newes from Gxford?HoId thole lufts & Triumphs? 

Aum. For ought I know my Lord,they do. 

Torke. You will be there I know. 

Aum. If God preuent not, f pu r pofc fo. 

Tor. What Seale is that that ha lgs without thy bofom? 
Yea, look’ft thou pale ? Let n.c fee the Wntmg. 

Aum. My Lord,’tisnothing. 

Torke. No matter then who lees it, 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing. 

Aum. I do befeech ynur Grace topardon me. 

It is a matter of (mail confequence, 

Which for fome reafons I would not haue fccne. 

Yor^ Which for fome reafons fir,I mcane to lee: 
Ifeare, I feare. 

List. What (bould you feare ? 

’Tis nothing but fome bond, that he is enter'd into 
For gay apparrelhagainft the Triumph. 

Torke. Bound to himfelfe? What doth he with a Bond 
That he is bound to ? Wife,thou art a foolc. 
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^ Boy, let me fee the Writing. 

4um. I do bcfeech you pardon me,T 
Tor. I will be fati tficd:let me fee it 1 f av ^ 

Treafon, foule Treafon, Vi Uaine.Traitor si' Sn4tc ^> 
Dm, What’s the matter, my Lord? * 3Ue ' 

Torke. Hoa, who’s within there? Saddlem k 

Heauen for his mercy: what treachery is hec 1 h ° r k 
Dut. Why.whatis’tmyLord? rc ' 
Torke. Giue me my boots, I fay ; Saddle m l 
N ow by my Honor, my life, my troth, 

I will appeach the Vlllaine. 

D»t. What is the matter ? 

Torke. Peace foohfh Woman. 

Dut. I will not peace. What is the matter*: 
Aum. Good Mother be content, it is , 1o „ 10rc ° nne? 
Then my poore life muft anfwer. 

Dut. Thy life anfwer ? 

Enter Seruant with Boots. 

T>r. Bring me my Boors, I will vnto the Kin* 
Dm. Strike him Aumerlt. Poorebov 
Hence Villainc, neuer more come in my fidit ^ 
Tor. Giue me my Boots.Ifay. ° ‘ 

Dut. Why Yorke, what wilt thoudo? 

Wilt thou not hide the T refpaflc of thine ovne? 
Haue we more Sonnes? Or are we like to h a ue ? 

Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time? 

And wilt thou pluckc my faire Sonne from mine Ape 
And rob me of a happy Mothers name? " ’ 

Is he not like thee? Is he not thine ownc ? 

Tor. Thou fond mad woman : 

Wilt thou conceale this darke Confpiracy? 

A dozen of them hecr haue tane the Sacrament 
And interchangeably fet downe their hands * 

To kill the King at Oxford. 

Dut. He fhallbcnone: 

Wee 1 keepe him heerc : then what is that to him? 

Tor. Away fond woman: were hee twenty times my 
Son, I would appcach him. 

Dm. Hadft thou groan’d for him as I haue done. 
Thou wouldeft be more pittifull: 

But now 1 know thy minde j thou do’ft fufpect 
That I haue bene difloyall to thy bed. 

And that he is a Baffard, not thy Sonne: 

Sweet Yorke, fweec husband, be not of that minde; 

He is as like thee,as a man may bee. 

Not like to me, nor any of my Km, 
Andyetllouchiin. 

Torkf. Make way, vnruly Woman. Exit 

Dut. After Aumerle, Mount thee vpon his horfe, 
Spurrc poft, and get before him to the King, 

And begge thy pardon, ere he do accufe thee, 

He not be long behind : though I be old, 

I doubt noc but to ride as faft as Yorkej 
And neuer will I rife vp from the ground. 

Till Bulltngbrooke haue pardon’d thee: Away be gone.Ewi 

Sccena Tenia . 


Enter Bullingbrtoke, Pemt,and other Lor As. 
Bui. Can no man tell of my vnthriftie Sonne? 
’Tisfull three monthes fince 1 did feehimlaft* 

If any plague hang ouer vs, ’tis he, 

I would to heauenfmy Lords)he might be found: 
Enquire at London,’rnongft theTauerne9 there: 


For 


* 


ma 
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= hc d ^y J y doth ^ acnt > 

F° r ! nrp ft rained looie Companions, 

VVhth v ^ as ft an <j , n narrow Lanes, 

E “Trob our Watch, and beare our palTengcrs, 

Which he, yong canton, and effeminate Boy 
j: kes 0 n the point of Honor, to fupport 

p^°Mv Lord, fome two dayes fince I faw the Prince, 
. frlld him of thefe Triumphes held at Oxford. 

^Rttl And what faid the Gallant ? 
p His anfwer was: he would vnto the Stewes, 

d tVom the common’ft creature plucke a Glouc 
vld weare it as a fauour, and with that 
u would vnhorfe the lufiieft Challenger. 

Bn! As diffolute as defp’rare,yet through both, 

I fee fome fparkes of better hope .• which elder dayes 
Mav happily bring forth. But who comes hcere ? 

' Enter Atmerle . 

Am. Where is the King? 

*Btd. Wbat mcanes our Cofin, that hcc flares 

And lookes fovvildely ? 

Jftm.God fauc your Gracc.I do befecch your Ma;cfly 
T 0 haue fome conference with your Grace alone. 

* hul. Withdraw your fclues,andlcaue vs here alone: 

What is the matter with our Cofin now ? 

Aum. For euer may my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue deaue to my roofc within my mouth, 

Vnleffe* Pardon, ere 1 rife,or fpcake. 

Bui Intended, or committed was this fault ? 

Ifon the fir ft, how heynouserc it bee, 

To win thy after louc, I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then giue me leaue,that I may turne the key, 
That no man enter, till my tale me done. 

Bui. HUuc thy defire. Torke within. 

Tor. My Liege beware, looke to thy fclfe. 

Thou haft a Trauor in thy prefence there. 

Bnl. Villainc, He make thee fare. 

Aum. Seay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft no caufe 
tofeare. 

Torke. Open the doore, fecure foole-hardy King : 

Shall I for loue fpcake treafon to thy face? 

Open the doore, or I will breike it open. 

Enter Torke. 

2 ?#/.What is the matter(Vnklc)fpeak,recoucr breath, 
Tell vs how neerc is danger, 

Thatwemay arme vs to encounter it. 

Tor . Perufc this writing hcere,and thou fhalt know 
Thereafon that my bafte forbids me fhow. 

Aum . Remember as thou read’ft, thy promife paft : 

Ido repent me, rcade not my name there. 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe. 
Itoreitfrom thcTraitors bofome,King. 

Feare,and not Loue, begets his penitence; 

Forget to pitcy him, leaft thy pitty proue 
A Serpcnt,that will fting thee to the heart. 

Bui. Oh heinous,ftrong and bold Confpiracie, 

0 loyall Father of a t reacherous Sonne: 

Thou (heere, immaculate,and fiiuer fountainc, 

Tom whence this ftreame, through muddv paffages 
Hath had his current, and defil’d himfelfe.' 

Thy ouerflow of good, conuerts to bad. 

And thy abundant goodneffe (hall excufe 
ms deadly blot,in thy digrefllng fonne. 

a °A\a ^ ertue be his Vices bawd, 
nd he (Tull Ipend mine Honour,with his Shame 5 


As thriftleflc Sonnes, their feraping Fathers Gold, 

Mine honor liues, when his difhonor dies. 

Or my ftiarn'd life, in his difhonor lies : 

Thou kili'ft me in his life, giuing him breath, 

The Traitor liues, the true man’s put to death. 

Dutcheffe within. 
T>ut. What hoa(my Liege)for hcauens fake let me in 
BhL What fbrill-voic'd Supplianc > makcs this eager cry ? 

Dut , A woman, and thine Aunt (great King) cis I. 
Speake with roe, pitty me, open the dore, 

A Begger begs, that neuer begg’d before. 

'Bui. Our Scene is alter'd from a ferious thing, 

And now chang’d to the Begger,and the King, 

My dangerous Colin, let your Mother in, 

I know fhe’s come, to pray for your foule fin. 

Torke . If thou do pardon, whofoeuer pray. 

More finnes for this forgiucnc{Te,profper may. 

This fefter’d ioynt cut off, the reft refts found. 

This let alone,will all the reft confound. 

Enter Dutcheffe. 

Dut. O King, belecue noc this hard-hearted man, 
Loue, louing not it felfe, none other can. 

Tor . Thou francicke woman, what doft y make here. 
Shall thy old dugges, once more a Traitor reare ? 

c Dvt . Sweet Yorke be patient,beare m: gentle Liege. 
Bui. Rife vp good Aunt. 

Dut. Not ycc s I thee befeech. 

For euer will I kneele vpon my knees. 

And neuer fee day, that the happy fees, 

Till thou giue ioy . vntill thou bid me ioy. 

By pardoning Rutland, my cranfgretTingBoy. 

Aum. Vnto my mothers prayres, I bend my knee. 
Torke. Agaioft them both,my trueioyncs bended be. 
Dut. Pleadcs he in earneft? Looke vpon his Face, 

His eyes do drop no teares: his prayres are in ieft: 

His words come from his mouth, ours from our breft. 

He prayes but faintly,and would be denide, 

Wepray with heart, and foule,and all befidc : 

His weary ioynts would gladly rife,I know, 

Our knees fhall kneele, till to the ground they grow: 

Hi prayers are full offalfe hypocrifie. 

Ours of true zeale, and deepe integritic: 

Our prayers do out-pray his,then let them haue 
That mercy,which true prayers ought to haue. 

Bui. Good Aunt ftand vp. 

Dut. Nay, do not fay ftand vpi 
But Pardon firft, and afterwards ftand vp. 

And ifl were thy Nurfe,thy tongue to teach. 

Pardon jfhould be the firft word of thy fpeach. 

I neuer long’d to heare a word till now : 

Say Pardon (Kmg,)Iec pitty teach thee how. 

The vvord is fhort; but not fo fhort as fweet. 

No word like Par don,for Kings mouth's fomeet. 

Torke. Speake it in Frcnch(King)fay Pardon nsmoy. 
Dut. Doft thou teach pardon, Pirdon deftroy ? 

Ah my fow re husband,my hard-hearted Lord, 

That let’s the word it fclfe,againft the word. 

Speake Pardoty^s *tis currant in our Land, 

The chopping French wc do not vnderftand. 

Th ; ne eye begins to fpeafee, fee thy tongue there. 

Or in thy pitreous heart, plant thou thine eare. 

That hearing how our plaints and prayres do pcarce, 

Pitty may moue thee, Pardon to rehearfe. 

Bui. Good Auntjftand vp. 

Dut % I do not fue to ftand, 

Pardon is all the fuite I haue in hand. 

Bnl. 
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Bui. I pardon him, as heauen (hall pardonmec. 

But. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee: 

Yet am I ficke for feare: Speake it againe, 

T wice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twainc, 

But makes one pardon ftrong. 

"Bui. 1 pardon him with all my hart. 

Dut . A God on earth thou art. 

Bui. But for our trufty brother-in-Law,the Abbot, 
With all the reft of that conforted crew, 

Deftru&ion ftraight (hall dogge them at the hcclcs: 
Good Vncklc helpc to order fcuerall powres 
To Oxford,or where ere thefe Traitors are : 

They (hall not liue within this world I fwearc. 

But I will haue them, if I once know where. 

Vncklc farewell, and Cofin adieu: 

Your mother well hath praid,and proue you true. 

Dut *Come my old Ion,I pray heauen make thee new. 

Exeunt. 

Cuter Exton and Struantt. 

Ext. Didft thou not marke the King what words hee 
fpake ? 

Haue I no friend will rid me of this liuing feare: 

Was it not fo? 

Ser. Thofe were his very words. 

Ex* Haue I no Friend?(quoth hc:)he fpake it twice. 
And vrg’d it twice together, did he not ? 

Ser. He did. 

Sx* And fpcaking it, he wiftly look’d on me. 

As who (hould fay, I would thou wer’t the man 
That would diuorce this terror from my heart. 

Meaning the King at Pomfret: Come, let’s goe; 

I am the Kings Friend,and will rid his Foe. Exit* 


Enter Richard. 

Rich. 1 haue bin ftudying, how to compare 
This Prifon where I liue, vnto the World : 

And for becaufe the world is populous. 

And heere is not a Creature, but my felfe,! 

I cannot do it: yet lie hammer’t out. 

My Braine, lie proue the Female to my Soule, 

My Soule, the Father: and thefe two beget 
A generation of ftill breeding Thoughts; 

And thefe fame Thoughts, people this Little World 
In humors, like the people of this world, 

For no thought is contented. The better fort. 

As thoughts of things Diuine, are intermixt 

With fcruples,and do fet the Faith it felfe 

Againft the Faith :as thus: Come litle oncs:& then again, 

It is as hard to come, as for a Camell 

To thred thepofterne of a Needles eye. 

Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot 
Vnhkcly wonders 5 how thefe vainc weake nailes 
May teare a paflage through the Flinty ribbes 
Of this hard world, my ragged prifon wallcs: 

And for they cannot, dye in their ownc pride. 

Thoughts tending to Content,flatter thcmfelues. 

That they are not the firft of Fortunes (lanes. 

Nor (hall not be the laft. Like filly Beggars, 

Who fitting in the Stockes, refuge their fliame 
That many haue, and others muft fit there; 

And in this Th ought, they findc a kind ofcafe r 


Muft 



Bearing their owne misfortune on the baclce 

Of fuch as haue before indur’d the like. 

Thus play I in one Prifon, many people. 

And none contented. Sometimes am ] Kino. 
ThcnTrcafon makes me wi(h my felfe aBe° ’ 

And fo I am. Then crufliing penuric, !3 ^ ar * 
Perfwades me, I was better when a King: 

Then am I king’d againe: and by and by, 

Thinke that 1 am vn-king’d by Bullingl'ooke 
And ftraight am nothing. But what ere I am 
NorI,norany man, that but man is * 

With nothing fliall be pleas’d, till he be eas’d 
With being nothing. Muficke do I heare? 

Ha, ha? keepe time: How fowrc fweet Mufi c k e • 
When Time is broke, and no Proportion kept ? *’ 

So is it in the Muficke of mens Hues: " 

And hfcere haue I the daintinefle of care,' 

To heare time broke in a diforder’d firing: 

But for the Concord of my State and Time 
Had not an eare to heare my true Time broke 
I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafle me • 

For now hath Time made me his numbrino clo’cke • 
My Thoughts.are minutes; and with Sighes they ji 
Their watches on vnto mine eyes,the outward Wat I 
Whereto my finger, like a Dialls point, chj 

Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from teares. 

Now fir, the found chattels what houre it is, 

Are clamorous groanes, that ftrike vpon my heart 
Which is the bell: fo Sighes,and Teares,and Groncs 
Shew Minutes,Houres,andTimes : but my Time * 
Runs poafting on, in 'Bttllwgbrookes proud ioy, 
While I ftand fooling heere, his iacke o’th’Clockc. 
This Muficke mads me, let it found no more, 
fior though it haue holpc madmen to their wits 
ItimeitleemeSjit will make wife-men mad: * 

Yet bleflingon his heart that giues it me; 
For'cisafigneofloue ; andloueco Richard^ 

Is aftrangc Brooch, in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groome • 

Groo. Haile Royall Prince. 

Rich. Thankes Noble Pcere, 

The cheapeft of vs, is ten groates too deere. 

What art thou ? And how com’ft thou hither? 

Where no man euer comes,but that fad dogge 
That brings me food, to make misfortune liue ? 

Groo . I was a poore Groome of thy Stable (King) 
When thou wer’c King .who trauelling cowards Yorke, 
With much adoo, at length haue gotten Ieaue 
To looke vpon my(fometimes Royall) mailers face. 

O ho w it yern’d my heart, when I beheld 
In London ftreets, that Coronation chy. 

When ‘Bullingbrookeio&z on Roane Barbary, 

That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftrid, 

That horfc, that I fo carefully haue dreft# 

Rich* Rode he on Barbary? Tell me gentle Friend, 
How went he vnder him ? 

Groo . Soproudly,asifhehad difdain’d the ground. 
Rich. So proud, that 'Bullingbrookevns on his backcj 
That lade hath eate bread from my Royall hand# 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him. 
Would he not ftumble? Would be not fall dovvne 
(Since Pride muft haue a fall) and breake the nccke 
Of that proud man, tl>ac did vfurpe his backc ? 
Forgiuencfle horfc : Why do I raile on thee* 

Since thou created to be aw’d by man 
Was’c borne to beare? I was not made a horfc, 

Am 


- <—77^>areirbur5ien like an 

Aod wii’W* 

Spur-gall u, 

Keep. Fjgig 
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The manner of their taking may appearc 

At Iacge cHfcourfed in this paper heere. 

Ru/tWe thank chee.gentle Percy for thy pair 


aftt^intiihee Q a 

V Hclpc.helpe.bclpt. , 


Keep* 

__ -Enter Extotrand Servants. 

.. Hovv no w?what meanesDeath in this rudeafifiajt? 
.. „'j ne t hine owne hand yeelds,thy.deaths inftrumem, 

Thathand.n^I burne i:, ncLicr-qycnching firc y 
tL ft&geVs thus my perfptt, Exton, thy %rce hand, 
ftath with theKihgVblood, ftain’d the Kings own land. 
Mount mount my loule, thy featc is vp on hjgb. 

Bothhauelfpilt: Oh would the deed ^re good. 

’Pot now the diuell, that told me I did .well, 

Saves, that.this. deede is chronicled in hell. 

This dead King to theliuing King lie beare. 

Take hence the reft, and giuc them buriall heere. Exit. 


Serna Quinta. 




i r., ,. s • ->r. A . 

riotirij );. Enter Bullingbrooke,Torke,with 
other Lords QT attendants. 

E,ul. Kinde Vnkle Yorke, the lateft newes we heare, 
jstba t the Rebels haue confirm'd with,fire ; 

Our Tii wne ofCi ceter ihGlouceftcrfliirc, 

But whether they be tane or flaine, we beare not. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Lord: What is the newes ? 

Nor. Fir\^ to thy Sacred State, wiflvl allhappinefie: 
The Qext newtf s is, I haue to London Cent 


athes, 


{ Tr^oMy-LordvI hkic.fro*i London, 

The heads of Breccas^ad Sir Benuet Seely, 

’ Two ofthedangerdulconkrred Traitors, 

That (oyghiat Oxford, th’y dircfeAierthro^. r 

But. Thy paines Fhz,n>aters (\nllirot be forgot. 

Right Noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

; . r '. Z EnterCfcrlik. ■. 

Per. The grandConfpirator, Abbot of Weftminfter, 
With dog of Confidence, andfowreMelancholly, 

Hath yeelded vp his body to the graue : 

But heere xrCarli/e, lining to abide 

Thy Kindly doqm<?,and ientence of his pride. 

Bui. Carlile , fliis is four coome : 

Choofe out foine fecret place. Come reuerend roome 

More thenthou haft, and with itioythy life*- 
So as thoudiq’fUii, peace, dye free frontftrife: 

For though mine enemy, thou haft eueVbeene', 

Hi gh fparkes of Honor in thee haue I feene. 

Enter Exton with a Coffin. 

Extort.. Great King, within this Coffin I preient 
Thy buried feare. Heerein all breathle(Te lies 
The mightieft of thy greateft enemies 
^/cWdofBurdeaux, by me hither brought. . 

Bui. Exton, I thanke thee net. For thou haft wrought 
A'dccdc of Slaughter, with thy fatall hapd, 

Vpon my head, and all this famous Land. 


Nor do _ c taasjco^tw ar 

I hate the Murtherer, lone him murthered. 

The guilt ofconfidence take thou for thy labour, 

But neither ruy good word, nor Princely fauour. ‘ ; 
With Caine go wander through the (bade of night. 

And neuer flvew thy head by day, nor light. 

Lords, I proteftmy fouleisfullofwoe, " 

That blood (hould fprinkle me, to make me grow. 

Come rnournc with me, for that I do lament. 

And put on fullen Blackc incontinent: 
lie make a,voyage to the Holy-land, 

To wafh this blood off from my guilty hand. 

March fadly after, grace my mourning heere. 

In weepinc after this vntimely Beere. Exeunt 
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The Firffc Part of Henry the Fourth 

with the Life and Death of H E N R Y ' 


Sirnamed HOT-SPVRRE. 


zAttus Primus. 


Enter the King,Lord John cfLancaftcr, Earle 
eflKefimerland,with ethers. 

King 

O fliaken as vve arc, fo wa» with care, 

Finde vve a time for frighted Peace to pant, 
vnd breath thortwtndcd accents of new broils [ 
l o be commenc'd in Strands a-farre remote : 
No more the tbit fty entrance of this Soile, 

Shall daube her lippes with her owne childrens blood: 
No rrore (hall trenching Wane channcll her fields, 

Nor bruife her Flowrets with the Armed hoofes 
Of hoftile paces. Thofe oppofed eyes. 

Which like the Meteors of a troubled Hcauen, 

All of one Nature, of one Subftance bred, 

Did lately meete in the inteftine fhockc. 

And furious eloze of ciuili Butchery, 

Shall now in mutuall well-befeeming rankes 
March all one way, and be no more oppos’d 
Againft Acquaintance, Kindred,and Allies. 

The edge of Warre.like an ill-fheathed knife, 

No more (hall cut his Mailer, Therefore Friends, 

As farre as to the Sepulcher ofChrift, «• 

Whofe Souldier now vnder whofe blefied Crofle 
We areimprefled and ingag’d tofight. 

Forthwith a power of Englilh (hall we leuic, 

Whofe arroes were moulded in their Mothers wombe, 

To chace thefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields, 

Ouer whofe Acres walk’d thofe blefied feete 
Which fourteenc hundred yeares ago were nail’d 
For our aduaotage on the bitter Croffc. 

But this our purpofc is a tweluemonth old, 

And bootleflc ’tis to tell you we will go: 

Therefore we meete not now. Then let me heare 
Of you my gentle Coufin W cftmerland. 

What yefternighe our Councell did decree. 

In forwarding this deere expedience. 

Weft. My Liege: This hufte was hot in queftion. 

And many limits of the Charge fstdowne 
But yefternight: when all ath wart there came 
A Poll from Wales, loaden with heauy Ne wes; 

Whofe word was, That the Noble (JUertimer, 

Leading the men of Hercfordlhire to fight 
Againft the irregular and wildc Ctendewer , 

Was by the rude hands of that Welfliman taken. 

And a thoufand of his people butchered: 



Scoena Prima. 


Vpon whofe dead corpes there was fuch mif u f e 
Such beaftly,(bamelefle transformation • "* 

By thofe Wclftiwomen done, as may not be 
(Withoutmuch (Fame) re-told orfpokenof. 

King. It feemes then, that the tidings of this Wa 
Brake off our bufmeffe for the Holy h„d. 

mjl. This match: with other Iike,my gracious tor, 
Farre more vneuen and vnwelcomc Ncwes 
Lame from the North, and thus it did report: 

On Holy-roode day, the gallant Hotftmu there 
Young Harry Percy, and braue Archibald * 

That cuer-valiant and approoued Scot, ’ 

At Holmeden met, where they did fpenj 
A fad and bloody houre: 

As by difeharge of their Artillerie, 

And fliape of hkcly-hood the ncwes wai toldj 
For he that brought them, in the very hcate 
And pride of .heir contention, did take horfe, 
Vncertamc of the iflue any way. 

Kmg. Hecreis a deere and true induftrious friend 
Sir Walter 7]lant, new lighted from his Horfe, 
Strain’d with the variation of each foyle. 

Betwixt that Holmeden, and this Seat ofours: 

And he hath brought vs fmooth and welcomes newes. 
The Earle of 'Dowglat is difcomfited, 

Ten thoufand bold Scots, two and twenty Knights 
Balk’d in their owne blood did Sir Walter it* 

On Holmedons Plaines. Of Pri foners, Hot fame tooke 
Mordake Earle of Fife, and eldeft forme 
To beaten Dowglas, and the Earle of AthoU, 

Of Murry,tslngtu, and Menteith. 

And is not this an honourable fpoyle ? 

A gallant prize ? Ha Cofin,is it not? Infaitbitis. 

Wefi. A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of. 

King. Yea, there thou mak’ft me fad,& niak’ft mefin, 
In enuy, that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the Father of fo bleft a Sonne: 

A Sonne, who is the Theame of Honors tongue; 
Among’ft a Groue, the very ftraighteft Plant, 

Who is fweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride: 
Whil’ft I by looking on the praife of him. 

See Ryot and Di(honor ftaine the brow 
Of my yong Harry. O that it could be prou’d, 

That fomeNight-tripping-Faiery, had exchang’d 
In Cradle*dothes, our Children where they lay, 

And call’d mine Percy, his Tlantagcnet: 
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- ^TtCfff\^iHarry,ttT\d minc: ■ „ 

Then vvnuld 1 h l thoUg ^ f> what tbi „kc you Coze 

p ' et -ride ?The Prifoners 

° fthl u he huhis aduenture hath furpriz'd, 

\yhich he i jjeepes, and lends me word 

f° hi5 L W1 „onebut Morl.ke Earle of Fife. 

[frailhauf . his Vncklcs teaching.This is Worcefter 

^JrtovouinallAfpeas: 

makes him prune himfelfe.andbriftle vp 
' VhlC1 rt of Youth againft your Dignity. 

Tft ecreft n ji hauefent for him to anfwer this: 

JS 

Councell we will hold 

?Windfor, and fo informe the Lords : 

At ^ me vour felfe with (peed to vs againe. 

Then out ofanger can bevttered. 

ftoft. Iwilltny Liege. 


Exeunt 


Fal. Thoufay’ft true Lad: and is not my Hoftefle of 

theTauerneamoftfweet Wench? 

Tnn. As is the hony, my old Lad ofthe C.aftle :and is 
not a Buffelerkin a moft fweet robe of durance? 

Fal. How aow?how now mad Wagge ? What in thy 
quips and thy quiddities ? What a plague haue I to doe 
with aBuffe-leikin? 

Prin. Why, what a poxe hauc I to doc with my Ho- 
ftefle ofthe Tauerne? 

Fal, Well, thou haft call’d her to a reck’mng many a 
time and oft. 

Prin. Did I etier call for thee to pay thy part ? 

Fal. No, lie giue thee thy doe,thou haft paid al there. 

Prin. Yea and elfewhere, fo farre as my Coine would 
ftretch, and where it would not, I hauc vs’d my credit. 

Fall Yca,andfovs’dit, that were it heere appatant, 
that thou art Heire appatant. But I pry thee fweet W ag, 
(ball there be Gallowes (landing in England when thou 
art King rand refolution thus fobb’d as it is, with cheru- 
ftiecurbe of old Father Anticke the Law ? Doe not thou 


Scan* Secnnda . 


inter Henry prince of ITales,Sir IohnFal- 
ftaffe, and Point*. 

faL Now mlj what time ofday is k Lad? 

Prince Tbouartlo fat-witted with drinking of oldc 
Sacte, and vnbuttoning thee after Supper, and fleeping 
ypon Benches in the afternoone, that thou haft forgotten 
to demand that truely, which thou wouldcft truly know. 
What a diuell haft ihou to da with the time ofthe day? 
vnlefifehoures were cups ofSaclee, and minutes Capons, 
andclockcs the tongues ofBiwdes, anddialls the fignes 
of Leaping»houfes, and theblcfTed Sunnebimfelfe afaire 
hot Wench in Flame-coloured Taffata; I feenoreafon, 
why thou fhouldeft bee fo fuperfluous, to demaund the 
time ofthe day. 

fal , Indeed you come neere me now Hal y for wc that 
take Purfcs,go by the Moone and feuen Starres, and i^ot 
by Phoebus hee, that wandering Knight fo fairc. And I 
prytheefweet Wagge, when thou art King, asGod faue 
thy Grace, Maicfty I ftiould fay, for Grace thou wilie 
haue none. 

Pm What, none ? 

File No, not fo much as will ferae to be Prologue to 
anEgge and Butter. 

Prin . Well,how then? Come roundIy 3 roundly. 

Fil Marry then,fweet Wagge, when thou art King, 
let not vs that are Squires of the Nights bodie, bee call’d 
Thceues of the Dayes bcautie. Let vs be Dianaes Forre- 
fters, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moone; 
andletmen fay, we be men of goodGouernment, being 
gouerned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft miftris the 
Moone, vnder whofe countenance we fteale. 

Prin. Thou fay’ft well, and it holds well too : for the 
fortune of vs that are the Moones men, doeth ebbe and 
flow like the Sea, beeing gouecned as the Sea is, by the 
Moone; asforproofe. Now aPurfeof Gold moftrefo- 
utcly fnatdVd on Monday night, and moft diflolutely 
pentonTuefday Morning ; got withf\vearing,Lay by : 
and fpenc with crying, Bring in: now, in as low an ebbe 
as the foot of the Ladder, and by and by in as high a flow 
as the ridge ofthe Gallowes, 


when thou arts King,hang aTheefe. 

prin. No,thou (halt. 

PaL Shall I? O rare! lie be a braue Judge. 

Prin. Thou iudgeft falfe already. I mcane, thou (bait 
haue the hanging of tht Thceues, and fo become a rare 
Hangman. 

pal. Well ffal, we!!: and in fomc fort it iumpes with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the Court, 1 can tell 
you. 

prin. For obtaining of fuites? J 

Fal. Yea/or obtaining of fuites, whereof the Hang¬ 
man hath no icane W ardrobe. I am 2 s Melancholly as a 
Gy b-Cat,or a lugg’d Beare. 

prin. Or an old Lyon, or a Loners Lute. 

paL Yea,or the Drone of a Lincolnfhirc Bagpipe. 

Prin . What fay’ft thou to a Hare, or the Melancholly 
ofMocre-Ditch? 

Pal. Thou haft the moft vnfauoury fmiles, and art in¬ 
deed the moft comparatiue rafcalleft fweet yong Prince. 
But Hal, I pry thee trouble me no more with vanity,I wold 
thou and 1 knew, where a Commodity of good names 
were to be bougnt: an olde Lord of the Councell rated 
me the other day in the ftreet about you fir; but I mark d 
him not, and yet hee talk’d very wifely, but I regarded 
him nor,and yet he talkt wifely, 2 nd in the ftreet too. 

Prin. Thou didft well; for no man regards it. 

Fal. O,thou haS damnable iteration, and art indeede 
able to corrupt a Saint. Thon haft done much harme vn- 
to me Hall y God forgiue thee for it. Before I knew thee 
Ha/,1 knew nothing;and now I am(ifa man (hold fpeake 
truly)littlc better then one of the wicked. I muft giuc o- 
uer this life,and 1 will giue it cucr : and I do not, lama 
Villaine. lie be damn’d for neuer a Kings forme inChri- 
ftendeme. 

Trtn. Where (ball we take a purfe to morrow,lacke? 

Fal . Where thou wilt Lad, lie make one ; and I doc 
not,cnll me Vil!ainc,and bafflle me. 

Prin . I fee a good amendment of life in thee : From 
Praying, to Purfe-taking. 

Fal . Wby.^W, ’cis my Vocation Hal ; *Tisnofinfora 
man to labour in his Vocation. 

Point*. Now (ball wee know if Gads hill haue fiet a 
Watch. O, if men were to be faued by merit,what hole 
in Hell were hot enough for him ? This is the moft omni¬ 
potent Villaine, that euer cryed, Stand, to a true man. 

Pnn. Good morrow A led. 

Point*. 
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Pomes . Good morrow fweet Hal. What faies Mon- 
ficurRemorfe ? What fayes Sir IohnSacke and Sugar: 
Iacke ? How agrees the Diuell and thee about thy Soule, 
that thou folded: him on Good-Friday laft, fora Cup of 
Madera,and a cold Capons legge ? 

Prin. Sir Iohn ftands to his word, the diuel fhall haue 
his bargainc,for he was neucr yet a Breaker ofProuerbs: 
He will give the ditie ll his due. 

P 0 /».Then art thou damn’d for keeping thy word with 
the diuell. 

Prin. Elfe he had damn’d for cozening the diuell. 

Poy. But my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by 
foure a clocke early at Gads hill, there are Pdgrimcs go¬ 
ing to Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders ri¬ 
ding to London with fat Purfcs. I haue vizards for you 
all; you haue horfes for your {clues : Gads-hill lyes to 
night in Rochefter, I haue befpoke Supper to morrow in 
Eaftcheapc; we may doe it as fecurcas fleepe: if you will 
go, I will ftuffe your Purfes full ofCrownes: if you will 
not, tarry at home and be hang’d. 

Pal. Heareye Yedward,ifl tarry at home and go not, 
lie hang you for going. 

Poy . You will chops. 

Fal. Haf wilt rhou make one? 

Prin. Who, I rob? I a Thcefe? Not I. 

Fal. There’s neither honefty, manhood,nor good fcl- 
Iowfhip in thee, nor thou cam'ft not of theblood-royall, 
if thou dar*ftnotftandforten {hillings. 

Prin . Well then,oncc in my dayes lie be a mad-cap. 

pal. Why, that's well faid. 

Prin. Well, come what will, lie tarry at home. 

FaU lie be a Traitor thcn,whcn thou art King. * 

Prin. I care not. 

Poyn . Sir Iohn, I prytheelcaue the Prince & me alone, 
I will lay him downe fuch rcafons for this aduenture,that 
he fhall go. 

Fal. Well, maift thou haue the Spirit of perfwafion ; 
and he the cares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft, 
may moue ; and what he heares may be beleeued,that the 
true Prince,may (for recreation fake)proue a falfe theefc: 
for the poore abufes of the time,want countenance. Far- 
well,you fhall finde me in Eaftcheape. 

Prtn. Far well the iatter Spring. Farewell Alhollown 
Summer. 

Poy. Now. my good fweet Hony Lord, ride with vs 
tomorrow. 1 haue a ieft to execute, thatl cannot man- 
nage alone. Fal/lajfe , Harney , Rojfill, and C} ads-kill, (hall 
robbe thofe men that wee haue already way-layde, your 
felfe and I, wil not be thererand when they haue the boo¬ 
ty, if you and I do not rob them, cut this head from my 
flioulders. 

Prin. But how flial w* part with them in fetting forth? 

I Poyn. Why ,we wil fee forth before or after them,and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherin it is at our plea¬ 
sure to faile ; and then will they aduenture vppon the ex¬ 
ploit rhemfclues, which they fliall haue no fooncr atchie- 
ucd, but vvec’l fet vpen them. 

Prin. I, but tis like that they will know vs by our 
horfes,by our habits,and by cucry other appointment to 
be our fellies. 

Toy. Tut our horfes they (hall not fee, lie eye them in 
the wood, our vizards wee will change after wee leaue 
them: and firrah, I haue Calcs ofBuckram for the nonce, 
to immaskc our noted outward garments. 

Prin. But I doubt they will be too hard for vs. 

Pom. Wcll,for two of them, I know them to bee as 


acs 


true bred Cowards as euer turn’d tackc^iT^^' 
if he fight longer then he fees reafon JleVorf* the 
The «„ M of this left will be, ,h e ii on |“S A^‘ 
that this fat Rogue will tell vs,when wcnLr'Hci 
how thirty at leaft he fought with, what Su PPcr- 

blowes, what extremities he cndured:and in S 

of this, lyes the ieft. thett pto 0 f! 

Trir,. Well, He goe with thee, prouidev, a „ , 
ncccflary, and meete me to morrow niohr c ‘"'n 
there lie ftp. Farewell. ghC ln 

Poyn. Farewell.my Lord. 

Prin. I know you all, and will a-while 
The vnyoak’d humor of your idleneflc: ‘ 110 ^ 

Yet necreinwillI imitate the Sunnc, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagious cloud. 

To fmother vp his Beauty from the world 

That when he pleafe againe to be himfelfc* 

Being wanted,hemay be more wondred at 
By breaking through the foule and vgly n „ft s 
Of vapours, that did feeme to ftrangle him. 

If all the yeare were playing holidaics 
To fport, would be as tedious as toworke- 
But when they tcldomc come, they wUhuforcom, 
And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents. 1 

So when this loofe behauiour I throw off 
And pay the debt I neuer promifed j 
By how much better then my word I am. 

By fo much (hall I falfifie mens hopes, 

And like bright Menall on a fuljcn ground s 
My reformation glittering o’re my fault, 

Shall (hew more goodly, and attraft more eyes 
Then that which hath no foyle to fet it off. * 

He fo offend, to make offence a skill, 

Redeeming ume,whcn men thinke leaft I will. 


*Serna Tenia. 


Enter the King, NoYthuwberLindfFor eerier yHotjburrt 
* Sir Walter 'Blunt , and others. 

King* My blood hath beene too cold and temperate, 
Vnapt to ftirrc at thefe indignities. 

And you haue found me; for accordingly, 

You tread vpon my patience : But be lure, 

1 will from henceforth rather be my Sclfe, 

Mighty, and to be fear’d, then my condition 
Which hath beene fmooth as Oyle, foft as yongDow, 
And therefore loft that Title of refpeft, 

Which the proud foule ne’re payes,but to the proud# 

Wor. Our houfe (my Soueraigne Liege)littlcdefcruei 
The icourge of greatnefle to be vfed on it, 

And that fame greatnefle too, which our owne hands 
Haue holpe to make fo portly. 

Nor. My Lord. 

King . Worcefter get thee gone: for I do fee 
Danger and difobedicncc in chine eye. 

O fir, your prefence is too bold and peremptory, 

And Maieftie might neuer yet endure 
The moody Frontier of a feruant b- ow, 

You haue good leaue to leaue vs. When we need 
Your vfe and counfcll,wc fhall fend for you. 

You were about to fpeake. 

North . Yea, my good Lord. 
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demanded, 

^ bl , f,f a ve*) not with (uch Hrcngib Ger.:ed 

A s ***. 7 er through enuy.ot milpnfion, 

, ' Vh ° (7 C ‘; y of this f8t.lt; and not my S onne. 

V ' r * 5 , g Mv Licgc.d did deny no Pnfoneis. 

'Tj when the figbt was done, 

But,f r 5was dry with Rage, and cxtrcameToyle, 

W u,.lV and Faint, leaning vpon my Sword, 

Lord, neat and trimly dreft; 

Ca f Rndc-groome, and hi« Ghin new .reaps, 
^MlikeaftubbfeLand at Hariiefthorpe. 

ShCW oerfumed like a Milliner, 

W&. his Finger and bis Thumbe.ne^cld 
An< ,-r box -.which euer and anon 
u P °ouehis Nofe, and took-t away againe: 

“ e ,» , .1, an^rv, whenit nexc came thefe, 

If. teSo»ldicr.b 1 «.ic, l lbo<li«by, 

f" ,|. d them vntaught Knaues, Vnmannerly, - 
rlbrng a flouenly vnhandfome Coarlc 
£ShcWin-MnahUNobilU,.. 

Withmany Hobday and Udy twmf 

a ' eftion'd me : Among the reft demanded 
M r pn(oners, in your Maieft.es behalfe. 

. jiufmarting, with my wouikIs being cold, 

Tobe fo peered v^uh aPopingay) 

Oat of my Greefc. and my Impatience, 

Anfwer'd O^gfe.aingly) I know not whar. 

He (liould, or fhould not: For he made me mad, 

T o fee him (bine fo brisk?, and imell fo fweet. 

And talke fo like a Wajting-Cientlewoman, 

0fGun5,&Drums,and Wounds;Goo f&ue themarke; 

And telling me, the Soucrai gn’ft thing on earth 
WasParmacity, for an inward bruife ; ^ , 

And that it wa s great pitty*.fo it was, 0 r 1 ^ - vT 
That villanous Salt-petcr fhould be digg’d; 

Out of the Bowels o f the harjpteifc Earth, ^ m 
Which many a good Tall Fellow hacj.dcftroy’d f 
SoCowardly. And but for thefe vile Gunncs, t 
He would himfelfc haue beene a Sodldicr.^ 

This bald, vnioyntcd Chat ofhis (my Lord) 
Madcmctoanfwer indireclly(as I faid.) 

And! befeech you, let not this report 

Comecurrant for an Accufation, 5 

Betwixt roy Lpue,and your high Maiefty. 

Blunt* The (circumftar.ce confidered,good my Lord, 
What euer Harry Perctc then had faid, 

Tofuch a perfon, and in fuch a place, 

Atfuch a tirnc, with all the reft retold. 

May reafonably dye,and neuer rife 
To do him wrong,or any way impeach 
What then he fatd D fo he vnfay it now. 

King. Why yet doth deny hisPnfoncrs, . 

But with Prouifo and Exception, 

That we at our owne charge, fhall ranfome ftraight 
ffisBrother-in-Law,the foolifh Mortimer 7 
Who (in my fpulc)hath wilfully betraid 
The liues of thofe, that he did leade to Fight, 

Againft the great Magician,damn’d Glendower: 

Whole daughter (as wcheare)the Earle of March 
dath lately married. Shall our Coffers then, 

3e emptied, to redeeme a Traitor home ? 

^haH we buy Treafon c' and indent with Feares, 
i/Vhcn they haue loft and tor fey ted thcmfelues; 


No : oothe barren Mountaine let him ftcrue i 
For I (hall neuer hold that man my Fricnd,f 
Whofc tongue (ball askc me for one peny coft 
Toiranfome home reuolted Mortimer. 

Hot. ReuoltedC Mortimer} 

He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege, 

But by the chance of Warrt: to proue that true. 

Needs no more but one tongue. For all thofe Wounds; 
Thofe mouthed Wounds,which valiantly he tookc. 
When on the gentle Seuernes fiedgiebankc, 

In fingle Oppofition hand to hand, 

He did confound the beft part of an houre 
In changing harciment v;ith great Glendower ? 

Three times they breath’d, and three times did they drink 
Vpon agreement, of fwife Seuernes flood ; 

Who then affrighted with their bloody lookes. 

Ran fearefully among the trembling Reeds, 

And hid his crifpe-hcad in the hollow bankc, 
Blood-ftained with thefe Valiant Combatants, . 

Neuer did bafe and rotten Policy 
Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds $ 

Nor neuer could the Noble c Mortimer 
Rccciue fo many, and all willingly : 

Then let him not be fland’red with Reuolt. 

King. Thou do’ft bely hi tn Percy, thou doft bely him; 
He neucr did encounter with Glendower ; 

I tell thee, he durft as well haue met the diuell alone. 

As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art thou not aflham’d^ But Sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hearc you fpeake of Mortimer :. 

Send me your Prifoncrs with the fpeedieft meancs, 
Oryoufoallheareinfuchakindefiommc 0 ^ 

As will difpieafeyc. My Lord Northumberland* v : 
We Liccnfe your departure with your fonne^ » 

Send vs your prifoners,oryou’lhcare ofir. Exit King. 

Hot. And if the diuell come and roare for them 
I will not fend them. 1 will after ftraight 
And tel! him fo: for I willeafc my heart, 

Alchough it be with hazard of my head. 

Nor,What? drunke with chollerfftay & paufe awhile, 
Heere comes your Vncklc. Enter tf^orcefler. 

Hot. Spcake of Mortimer ? 

Yes, I will fpeake of him, and let my foule 
Wane mercy, if I do not ioyne with him. 

In his behalfe, lie empty all thefe Veines. 

And fhed my deere blood drop by drop Fth duft. 

But I will life the downfall t JMortimer 
As high i’th Ayre,as this Vnthankfull King, 

As this Ingrate and Cankred BnUingbrooke. 

Nor . Brothcr,the King hath made your Nephew mad 
Wor . Who ftrooke this hcatc vp after I was gone f 
Hot. He will (foriooth)haue all my Prifoners: 

And when I vrg*d the ranfom once againe 

Of my Wiues Brother,thcn his cheeke look’d pale. 

And on my Face he turn’d an eye of death, 

T rembling euen at the name of Mortimer. 

Wor. I cannot blame him: was he not proclaim d 
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 

Nor. He was: I heard the Proclamation, 

And then it was, when the vnhappy King 
(Whofe wrongs in vs God pardon) did fet forth 
Vpon his Iriflr Expedition: 

From whence he intercepted, did returne 
To be depos’d, and fhortly murthered. 

Wor. And for whofe deatb^we in the worlds wide mouth 
Liue lcandaiiz’d,and fouly fpoken of. 
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Hot. But foft I pray you; did King Richard then 
Proclaime my brother Mortimer, 

Hcyre to the Crowrte ? 

Nor. Hedid.myfelfedid heareit. 

Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his Coufin King, 
That wifla’d him on the barren Mountaines ftaru’d. 
But (hall it be, that you that feethe Crowne 
Vpon the head of this forgetful! man, 

And for his fake, tvore the detefted blot 
Of murtherous fubornation? Shall it be. 

That you a world of curfcs vndergoc. 

Being the Agents, orbafe fccondmeanes. 

The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ? 

O pardon, if that I defeend fo low. 

To fhew the Line, and the Predicament 
Wherein you range vnder this fubtill King. 

Shall it for (Lame, be fpokeh in thefe dayes. 

Or fill vp Chronicles in time to come. 

That men of your Nobility and Power, 

Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfc 
(As Both of you, God pardon it, hauedone) 

To put downe Richard, that fwcet louely Role, 

And plant this Thorne, this Canker ’BnUmghroeke} 
And fhall it in more fhame be further fpoken. 

That you are fool'd, difearded, and fhooke off 
By him, for whom thefe fhames ye vnderwent ? 

No : yet time ferues, wherein you may icdeemc 
Yourbanifti’d Honors, and reftore your felues 
Into the good Thoughts of the world agame. 
Reuengc the geering and difdain’d contempt 
Of this proud King, who ftudies day and night 
To anfwer all the Debt he owes vnto you, 

Euen with the bloody Payment pfyour deaths: 
Therefore I fay.. 

V'or. Peace Coufin, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclaspe a Secret bookc. 

And to your quicke conceyumg Difcontents, 
lie reade you Matter, deepe and dangerous. 

As full ofperill and aduenturous Spirit, 
Astoo're-walkea Currcnt, roaring loud 
On the vnftedfaft footing of a Speare. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night, or finke or fwimme: 
Send danger from the Kail vnto the Well, 

So Honor croffe it from the North to South, 

And let them grapple: The blood more ftirres 
To rowze a Lyon.then to (tart a Hare. 

Nor. Imagination of fome great exploit, 
Driueshim beyond the bounds ofPaticnce. 

Hot. By heauen, me thinkes it were an eafic leap, 
Toplucke brightHonorfrom thepale-fac’dMooue, 
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe. 

Where Fadome-line could neuer touch the ground, 
And plucke vp drowned Honor by the Lockes: 

So he that doth redeemc her thence, might wcare 
Without Co-riyall, all her Dignities: 

But out vpon this halfe-fac’d Fellowfliip. 

W'or. He apprehends a World ofFigures here, 

Bnt not the forme of what he fhould attend: 

Good Coufin giue me audience for a-while. 

And lift to me. 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Thofe fame Noble Scottes 
That are your Prisoners. 

Hot. lie keepe them all. 

By heauen, he (ball not haue a Scot of them: 

No, if a Scot would faue his Soule,he fhall not. 1-; 
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lie keepe them, by this Hand. 

Wor. You ftart away. 

And lend no eate vnto my purpofes. 

Thofe Priloners you (ball keepe. 

Hot. Nay, I will; that's flat: 

He faid, he would not ranfome Mortimer . 
Forbad my tongue to l'peakeof Mortimer 
But I will findc him when he lyes afleepe * 

And in his care, lie holla Mortimer. 

Nay, lie haue a Starling fhall be taught to f p t. 
Nothing but and giue it him 

To keepe his anger ftill in motion. 

W'or. Heare you Coufin: a word. 

Hot, All ftudies heere I folemnly defie 
Sauc how to gall and pinch this B*Hi/tghroo\tt 
And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of' W? 

But that I thinkehis Father loucs him not a ts * 

And would be glad he met with fomemifehan ct 
I would hauepoyfon’d him with a pot of Ale ’ 

Wor. Farewell Kinfinan: He talke to you 

When you are better temper’d to attend 
Nor. WhywhataWaf P e.tongu-d&i mpati , 
Art thou, to breakcinto this Womans mood ™ ° 
Tyiog thine earc to no ton gue but thine owne? 

Hot .Why look you, I am whipt & fcourg’d w : t | lr „ 
Netled,and ftung with Pifmircs,when I heart 
Of this vile Politician 'Bmllinghrooke. 

In Richards time: What de’ye call the place? 

A plague vpon’t, it is in Gfeufterlhire ; 

’Twas, where the madcap Duke his Vncle kept 



nfpurgh, 

Nor. At Barkley Caftle. 

Hot. You fay true: 

/hy what a caudie deale ofeurtefie. 

This fawning Grcy-hound then did proffer me, 
Looke when his infant Fortune came to age, 

And gentle Harry Tercy , and kinde Coufin : 

O, the Diuell take fuch Couzeners.God forgiutme, 
Good Vncle tell your tale, for I hauedone. 

Wor. Nay, if you haue not, too’t againe, 

Weel ftay your leylure. 

Hot. 1 haue done infooth. 

Wor. Then once more to your Scottift Prifoaen, 
Dcliuer them vp without their ranfome ftraight, 
And make the Dowgiai fonne your onely meane 
For powres in Scotland: which for diuers reafonr 
Which I (hall fend you written, be affur’d 
Will eafily be granted you, my Lord. 

Your Sonne in Scotland being thus impl y’d. 

Shall fccretly into the bofome creepe 
Of that fame noble Prelate, well belou’d, 
TheArchbifhop. 

Hot. OfYorke,is’tnot ? 

Wor. True, who beares hard 
His Brothers death at Brifiow, the Lord Scrooft- 
I fpeakenot this in eftimation, 

As what I thinke might be, but what Iknow 
Is ruminared,plotted,and fet downe, 

And onely ftayes but to behold the face 
Of that occafion that fhall bring it on. 

Hot. Ifmellit: 

Vpon my life, it will do wondVous well. 

Nor . Before the game’s a.foot, thou ftill let’ftinp> 
Hot. Why.it cannot choofe but be aNoblepK 
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"Tflienthe power of Scotland,and of Yorke 
£ lld . with Mortimer, Ha. 

Kl rXSdTo they fl«ll. 

Z Infaith it is exceedingly well aym d. 

Z And Vis no little rcafon bids vs ipeed. 

To ftue our heads, by raifingof a Head: 

I lea re odt fclucs a s euen as wc can, 

TheKiof wilfalwayes thinke him incur debt, 

T “Thinke vvc tllinkc OUr lcluci vu( - u,sficd > 

Ke hath found a timeto pay vs home. 

T ’ i fee alreadv, how he cloth beginne- 
To make vs lbengcrs to his looke, of louc. 

T J f He docs, he docs; wee 1 be reueng d on him. 

Zr Coufin,farewell. No further go in this, 
nTn rbv Letters ftiall direeft your courfc 
v 'hcn txne is ripe, which will be foda.nly: 

V fteale to Glendower, and loe, Mortimer , 

Where you,and Dowglat, and our powre, at once, 

7,r will fafiiion it, fhall happily mcete, 

Tobearc our fortunes in our owne (bong armes. 

Which now weJiold at much vneertainty. 

A T or. Farewell good Brother, we fhall thriue, Itruft. 
Hot' Vncle, adieu: O let thehoures be (hort, 

TiU fields, and bio wes,apd grones,appiaud our fport .exit 


Enter a Carrier with a Lanterne in his hand. 

I .Car. Heigh-ho, ant be not foute by chc day,lie be 
bang’d. Chariet.waine is oucr the new Chimney, and yet 
ourhorfenotpackt. WhatQftlcr?. 

Oft. Anon, anon. 

i ,car. I prethee Tom, bcatc Cuts Saddle, put a few 
Flockes in the point: the poore lade is wrung in the wi- 
ihers,out of all ceffe. 

Enter another Carrier. 

i.Car. Peafe and Beanes are as danke here as a Dog, 
and this is the next way to giue poore lades the Boues: 
This houfe is turned vpfide downe fince 'Rohm the 0 filer 
dyed. 

i .Car. Poore fellow neuer ioy'd fince the price of oats 
role, it was the death of him. 

J. Car. I thinke this is the moft villanous houfe in al 
London rode for Fleas: Tam ftung like a Tench: 

ifir. LikeaTench? Thereisne’rea KinginChri- 
(lendome,could be better bit,then I hauebeene fince the 
firfi Cocke. 

i .Car, Why, you will allow vs ne're a' lonrden, and 
then weleake irj your Chimucy : and your Chamber-lye 
bleeds Fleas like a Loach. 

I,Car. WhatQftlcr,come away,and behangd.-eome 
away. 

i.Car. I haue a Gammon of Bacon, «and two razes of 
Ginger,to be deliucrcd as farre as Chari iig-crofi'e. 

i.Car. The Turkics in my Pannier are quite ftarued. 
WhatQftlcr? A plague on thee,haft thou neuer an eye in 
thy head ?Can ft not hearc ?■ And t’tverc not as good a 
iced as drinkc, to break oft hee.I am a very Vil- 

laiae. Come and be hang’d.haft no faith in il.ee ? 

Enter Gads-bttl. 

(jad. Goo'f-morrow Carriers. What's a clocked 
IthinkeitbctwoaclQtke. 

Cad. I prethee lend me thy Latuhor.ne to fee my Gel¬ 


ding in the liable. 

i ,Car. Nay foft I pray ye, I know a trick worth two 

of that. . r - 

Gad. I prethee lend ttie thifie. 
z.Car. I,when, canft tell / Lend meethy Lanthorne 
(quoth^a) marry lie Tee thee hang’d fitft. 

Gad. Sirra Carrier; Wh3t time do you mean to come 
to London? 

2 .Car. Time enough to goc to bed with a Candle, I 
warrant thee. Come neighbour tJAluggcs* ytc£ 11 call vp 

the Gentlemen, they willalong with company, for they 

haue great charge. Exeunt 
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Gad. What ho, ChamberJaine ? 

Chanu At hand quoth Pick-puife. 

Gad . That's euen asfaixe,3s at hand quoth the Gblm- 
berlame: Eorthou vaneft nomorc frompicking^tAPur- 
lies, then giuing dire^ioo, doth from labouring. . Tik>u 
lay’ft the plot, how. 

(ban*. Good morrow Mafter Gads-Hill, it h6tds cur¬ 
rant that 1 told youycftcrDighc.Tberc's^FT.aiitUnih^nd 
wile -ofKent» bath brought three hundred Marker with 
him in Gold: I heard hiai tell it to one of his codipaby laft 
night at Supper; a kinde of Auditor, one that iha*b abun-, 
dance ofphaige too (God kimwcs.v/hai) they aiiOYip .al¬ 
ready, and call for Eggcs ami Butter* They will away 
ptefently. . ~<r ; r: 

Gad. Sirra, if they meete not with S. Nicholas Clark 
He giue thee thib neckc. 

foam. No, He none ofit : I prythec ke ep that for the 
Hangman, for I know thou worlhipft S.Naholas as tru¬ 
ly as a man offalfhood may. 

Gad, Whattalkeft thou to me of the Hangman? If I 
hang, llemakeafatpayreofGallowcs. For, iflhang, 
old Sir lohn hangs with mee, and thou know'ft hee'sno 
Sfarueliiig. Tut, there are other Troians that ^ dream’# 
not of, the which (for fpoit fake) are content to doe the 
Profeflion fome grace ; that would (ifmatters fhould bee 
look’d into) for their owne Credit fake, make all Whole. 
I am ioyned with no Foot-Und-Rakers* no Loog-flaffe 
fix-penny ftrikers, none of thefe mad Muftachio-pUrple- 
hu’d-Maltw'ormes, but with Nobility, and Trancjuilitie; 
Bourgomaftcrs, and great Oncyers, fuch as can holde in, 
fuch as will ftrike fooner then fpeake ; and fpeakc focmer 
then drinke, and drinkc fooner then pray: and yeellye, 
for they pray continually vnto their Saint the Common¬ 
wealth ; or rather, not to pray to her, but prey on her:for 
they ride vp & downe on her,and make hir their Boots. 

Cham. What,the Commonwealth theicBoous? Wilt 
flie hold out water in foule way ? 

Gad. She will,(he will; Iuftice hath liquor’d hex. We 
fteale as in a Caftlc,cockfurc: we haue the reccit ofFern- 
fcedc,wc walkc inuifiblc. 

(ham. Nay, I thinke rather, you are more beholding 
to the Night, then to the Fernfeed,for your walking in- 
uifible, ! < ' 

Cad. Giue me thy hand. 

Thou (halt haue a (hare in our purpofe. 

As 1 am a true man. ; 

Cham. Nay, rather let mee haue it, as you are a faife 
Thcefe. 

Gad. Goe too : homo is a common name to all ijnen. 
; Bid the Oftler bring the Gelding out of the ftabfe. Fare- 
' %vcll,yc muddy Knaue. Exeunt. 
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| o»hod ;; Enter Vrtnce y Poynes y andPeto. 

Pomes. Come fbclcc^fhelter, I hauc remoucd Falfiafs 
Hocfe,and he frets like a gum dVclucc. 

Print Stand clofe.. :• -«• j .t: > 

Enter Fdftafe. 

Fal. Poines fPoines y and be hang’d Points. 

Prin. Pcaceye fat-kidney’d Rafcall, what a brawling 
doft thoukccpe. 

Pal . What Pomes. Hal ? 

Prin. He is walk’d yp t6 the top of the hill,lie go feek 
him. r '1 •* \ 

Pil 4 l am aecurft to rob in chat Thcefe company: that 
Rafcall hath renaoued my Horfe,and tied him I know not 
where. If I tranellbut fourefootby the fquire further a 
footc, I (hall breake my windc. Well, I doubt not but 
to dye afatre death for all this, if I feape hanging for kil¬ 
ling that Rogue, I hauc forfworne his company hourely 
any time this two and twenty yearc,& yet 1 am bewitcht 
with the Rogues company. If cheRafcall luuc not giuen 
me medicines to make me loue him*] le bchang'd;it could 
not beclfc:I haue drunke Medicines* Poines y Hal y a 
Plaguevpon you both. Bardolpk, Peto : llcftarue ere I 
rob a toote further. And 'twerc not as good a deedc as to 
drinke, to turne True-roan, and tolcauc thefe Rogues, I 
amtheverieft Varlct that euec chewed with a Tooth, 
Eight yards of vneuen ground, is thrtefcore & ten miles 
afoot with me : 3nd the ftony-hc3rted Vdlaincs kr.owe it 
well enough# A plague vpon't, when Theeucs cannot be 
true oitc to another. 7 hej iFbift/e. 

Whew • a plague light vpon you all.Giuc my Horfc you 
Rogues: giuc me my Horfc,and be hang’d. 

Pr$n 9 Peace ye fat guttes, lye downc, lay thine earc 
clofe rathe ground, and lift ifthou can heare the tread of 
Traucllers. 

FaL Haue you aay Lcauers to lift me vp again being 
downe ? lie not beare nunc owne flcili fo far aloot again, 
for all the coine in thy Fathers Exchequer. What a plague 
meatie ye to colt me thus ? 

/VfH.Thou ly’ft,thou art not coIccd,thou art vncoltcd# 

Fal # I prethec good Prince Hal, help me to my horfc, 
good Kings fonne. 

Trih. Out yon Rogue, (hall I be your Oftler ? 

Fait Go hang thy fclfcin chine owneheire-apparant- 
Garters: If I be tane. He peach for this: and I haue not 
Ballads made on all, and fung to filthy tunes, let a Cup of 
Sacke be my poyfon: when a ieft is fo forward, & a foote 
too, I hate it. 

Enter Gads- bill. 


Gad. Stand 

Fal. So I do againft my will, 

Poin. O’tis our Setter, I know his yoyce : 

BArdolfe y whatnewes ? 

Bar. Cafe ye,caleyc; on with your Vizards, there's 
rnony of the Kings comming downc the bill, \\s] going 
to the Kings Exchequer. 

Frf/.You lie you roguc/tis going to the Kings Tauern. 
Gad. There’s enough to make vi all. 

Pah Tohehang’d. fcku 


‘^dfathe, 


Priu. Youfoure ftiall front them in the^7„ 

Ncd and I, will walke lower; if they leapt fro f ° W 
counter,then they light on vs. ’ * ' 01 7°t»ret 

Veto. But how many be of them? 

Cad. Some eight or tea. 

Fal. Will they not rob vs? ' • 

Prin t What.a Coward Sit lohn Paunch ? 

Fal. Indeed 1 am not lohn ofGaunt ydur C 
but yet no Coward,//*/. rai 

Prin. Wee’l lcaue thattotheproofe. 

Pom. Sirra Iacke, thy horfc (lands behinde .K u 
when thon n<*d'ft him, there thou (halt findc him t & 
well,and ftand faft. frre 

Fal. Now cannot I ftrike him,if I ftiould be han M 
Prin. Ned, where are our dHguifet ? o®* 

Poin. Heere hard by :Staud clofe. 

Pal. Now my Mailers, happy man bchhdole fi.r 

euery man to his bufinefle. 

. [i t; r|l .« ; • | 1 * 

Enter Trane Hers; 

Tra. Come Neighbor: the boy lhall Icadcour U, t 
downe the hill; Wee’l walke a-foot a whilc,and eafcou 

Themes. Stay. . .. ■ lt ‘ t 

Tra. Iefublcflevs. 

Fal. StriT e down with them, cut the villains throatt- 

a whorfon Caterpillars: Bacon-fed Knaues, they hate ' 
yourh ; downe with them,fleece them. ’ 

Tra. O.we are vndone.both we and ours for eu« 
Fal. Hang ye gorbellied knaues,areyou vndonciNo 
ye Fat Chuffes,! would your ftore were heere. OnBi. 
con s.on, what ye knaues ? Yong men mutt liue, you ilt 
Grand Iurers,areyc f Wee’l iure ye ifaith. 

Heere they rob theta,and btnde them. Enter the 
Prtnce and Poines. 

Prin. The Thecues haue bound the True-men: Now 
could thou and I rob the Theeues,and go merily to Lon. 
don, it would be argument for a Weekc. Laughterfon 
Moneth,and a good iett for euer. 

Poynes. Stand clofe, I heare them comming. 

Enter Theettes againe. 

Fal. Come my Matters, let vs lhare,and rhen tohoril 
before day: and the Prince and Poynes bee not twoai 
rand Cowards, there’s no equity ttirring. There’s no mo 
valour in that Poynes,than in a wilde Ducke. 

Prin. Your money. 

Poin. Villaines.*. • 

xAs they are (barwgjhe Prince and Poynes fet ■.vpmtkvL 
They at run aw aj .leaning the booty behind them. 
Prince. Got with much cafe. Now merrily toHorft 

The Theeues arc fcattred^ndpofleft with feat foftrong 

ly, that they dare not meet each other: each tikes his ftl 
low for an Officer. Away good Ned, Pa/fiaffe fweates t 
death.and Lards theleane earth as he walkcs along.wtt' 
not for laughing,I ftould pitty him. 

Pom, How the Rogue roar’d. Exeunt, 


Sccena Tertia. 


Enter Hctjpnrre[olm ^reading a L etter. 

But for mine owne part,my Lord, I con/d bee wet contwtcM 
bt there , in rejpeft of the lone 1 beare jour honfe. 


He 
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- -—TTuITontented • Why «* he not thenPm refpeft of 
HeC ° U trbeares our houfc/He Ihewes in chis,he loues 
the looe 11 better then he loues our houlc. Lee me 
hisowmctfar purpo r e y 0ft undertake ts dangerous. 

f c e fom c * - oc ; »j is dangerous to take a Coldc, to 
Why th3t * ke . but 1 tell you (my Lord foole) out of 
flcC PKi ,t0 ,; Daneer; wc pluckc this Flower, Safety. The 
Undertake « dangerous, the Fr,ends you hauena- 
rfl “ e theTtrneit felfevnfortcd, and your whole 
W ' , i c 'for the counterpoize of fo great an Oppofttson. 
plot loot‘d »J fo . v f ay vnto you a ga,ne, you are a 

Slowco’waSy Hmdc, and yon Lye. What a lackc- 
• c this? I proteft, our plot is as good a plot as cuer 
h rJ11 J c \ . Qur Fri cn d true and conftant: A good Plottc, 
^Ftiends.and full of expeaation: An excellent plot, 
8 °° d Friends. What a Frotty-fpimed rogue is this? 
yt ll g mv Lord of Yorkc commends the plot, and the 
VV hy ’ u c y 0 „ r fc of the aflion. By this hand,if l were now 
& “n.foll Icouldbraine himwithhis Ladies Fan. 
flherc not my Father, my Vnckle, andmySelfe, Lord 
rlmmid Mortimer, my Lord of5W,and Owen qiendour> 
i there not befidcs, the Dowglas ? Haue I not all their let¬ 
ters, to meetc me «n Acmes by the ninth of the next Mo- 
u > and arc they not loroc of them fet forward already? 
WhataPaganRafcdlisthis? AnlnfidcII. Ha, you (hall 
f enow in very finccrity of Fcare and Cold heart, will he 
mthe King# and lay open all our proceedings. 0,1 could 
diuidemylclft,and goto buffets, for mouing fuch a difh 
ofskim’d Milk with fo honourable an Aftion. Hang him, 
let him tell the King v\c arc prepared. I will let forwards 
tonight. 

Enter hie Lady. 


How now Kate,I muft leaue you within thefe two hours. 

Lao O my good Lord, why are you thus alone t 
For wha: offence hauc I this fortnight bin 
Abanifh’d woman from rny Harries bed ? 

Tell me (fweet Lord) what is’c that takes from thee 
Thy ftomackcjpleafurc.and thy golden fieepc * 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vporv the earth ? 

And ftarc fo often when thou (itt’ft alone ? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekes ? 

And giuen my Trcafures and my rights of thee, 

To thickc-cy 5 d mufing, and curft mclancholly f 
In my faint-flumbers, 1 by thee hauc watcht. 

And heard thee murmorc tales of Iron Warres: 
Speaketcajmesofmanagctothy bounding Steed, 

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talk’d 
OfSallies,and Retires; Trenches,Tents, 

OfPalizadoes, Frontiers,Parapets, 

OfBafiliskcs, of Canon, Culucrin, 

OfPrifoners ranfomc, and of Souldiers flainc. 

And all the current of a headdy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beenc fo at Warrc, 

And thus hath fo beftirr’d thee in thy (Wpc, 

That beds offweate hath Rood vpon thy Brow, 
Likebubblcs in a latc-difturbcd Strcamc; 

And in thy face ftrangc motions haue appear’d. 

Such as wc fee when men reftr3ine their breath 

On feme great fodaine haft. O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauie bufioeffe hath my Lord in hand. 

And I muft know it: elfe he loues me not. 

Het. What ho ; Is Gilliams with the Packet gone ? 
Scr. He is my Lord,an houre agone. 

Har.Hath Butler brought thofc hories fro the Shcriffe? 


Ser. One horfc,my Lord.he brought cucn now. 

Hot % What Horfc ? A Roanc,a crop eare,is Knot, 
Scr. It is my Lord. 

Hot. That Roane (ball be my Throne. Well, T will 
backc him ftraight- EJperance, bid Butler lead him forth 
into the Parke. 

La. But heare you,my Lord. 

Hot. What fay’ft thou my Lady? 

La. What is it carries you away? 

Hot. Why,my horfe(my Loue)my horfe. 

La, Out you mad-headed Ape, a Wcazell hathnot 
fuch a dcale ofSpleene, as you are toft with. In iooth lie 
know your bufinefle Harry, that I will. I fcare my Bro- 
rher Mortimer doth ttirre about his Title, and hath fent 

for you to line his enterprise. But if you go-- 

Hot. So tarre a foot, I fliall be weary, Loue. 

La. Come, come,you Paraquito, aniwer me directly 
vnto this quettion, that I ttiali aske. Irulccdc lie breake 
thy little finger Harry ,if thou wilt not tel me true. 

Hot. Away .away you critter: Loue,I loue thee not, 

I care not for thee Kate : this is no world 
To plav with Mammcts,and to tilt with lips. 

We mutt hauc bloodie Nofes.and crack’d Crowncs, 
i And patte them currant too. Gods me,my horfe. 

What fay’ft thou K<tff?what wold’ft thou hauc with me ? 

La. Do ye not loue me? Do ye not indeed ? 

Well, do not then. Forfince you loue me not, 

I will not loue my felfc. Do you not loue me ? 

Nay, tell me if thou fpcak’ft in iett or no. 

Hot. Come, wilt thou ice me ride ? 

And when I am a horfcbackc, I will fweare 
I lone thee infinitely. But hearke you Kate, 

I muft not haue you henceforth,qucttion me. 

Whether I go: nor reafon whereabout. 

Whether I mutt, I mutt: and to conclude, 

This Euening muft I Icaue thee,gentle Kate. 

I know you wife.but yee no further wife 
Then Harry Percies wife. Conftant you are. 

But yet a woman: and for fecrecie,i 
No Lady elofer. For I will beleeue 
Thou wilt not vtter what thou do’ft not know, 

And fo farre wilt I truft thee,gentle Kate. 

La. How fo farre? 

Hot .Not an inch further. But harke you Kate, 
Whither I go, thither fhall you go too : 

To day will I fet forth, tomorrow you. 

Will this content you Kate ? 

La. It muft of force. Exeunt 


Scena Quartd. 


Enter Prince and Poines . 

Prtn. Nedypteihec come out of that fat roomc,& lend 
me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poines ♦ Where haft bene Hall ? 

Vrin. With three or foure Logger-heads, amongft }• 
or fourefcorc Hogftieads. I haue founded the verie bale 
firing of humility. Sirra,I am fworn brother to a leafh of 
Drawers,and can call them by their namcs,as Tom,Dicke y 
and Francis . They take it already vpon their confidence, 
that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet 1 am the King 
of Curtefic:telling me flatly I am no proud lack like Fal- 
fiaffe y but a Corinthian,a lad of mettle, a good boy, and 
when 1 am King of England,! fhall command al the good 
Laddes in Eaft-cheape. They call drinking deepc, dy¬ 
ing Scarlet; and when you breach in your watering, then 

c 5 _they 
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tV»ey cry Vi empanel bid you play it off. To conclude, I am 
{o good ^proficient in one quarter of anhoure,that 1 can 
drinke with any Tinker in his owne Language duringmy 
life* I te !J thee JV«/,thou haft loft much honor, that thou 
wer^ not with me in this aftion: but fwert Ned >to fwee- 
ten which name ofHed,\ giue thec this peniworth of Su¬ 
gar, clapc euennow into my hand by an vnder Skinkcr, 
one that neuer jpakc other Englifin in His life, then Eight 
JhtUtngs andjiicpence, and, Ton are welcome: with this fhril 
addition, ^fKOv,(^fnon Jir , Score a Pint of Tlaftard in the 
Halfe A'foone ,or fo. But Ned J tp driue away time i\\\FaU 
fi a ff e ^ome, 1 prythee doc thou fiandiri fomeby-rcomc, 
while I queftioti my puny Drawer, to what end hee gaue 
me theSugar, and do neuer lcaue calling Travels, that his 
Tale to me may be nothing but, Anon : ftep afide, and He 
fhew thee a P.efident. 

Poines. Francis. 

Prin ♦ Thou art perfedl. 

Poin, Francis. 

Enter Drawer! 

Fran, Anon,anon fir; lookc downc into the Porogar- 
nct, Ralfe , 

Prince ♦ Come hither Travels, 

Fran. My Lord. 

Trin . How long haft thou to ferue, Francis ? 

Fran, Forfoothfiueyeares,andas much as to._ 

Poin . Francis* 

Fran . Anon,anonfir. 

Prin. Fiueyearcs: Bcrlady along Leafe for the clin¬ 
king ofPewtcr. ButFrancis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as 
to play the coward with thy Indcnture > & (hew it a fairc 
paireof heeles,and run from it? 

( Tran . O Lord fir, He be fwornc vpon all the Books in 
England J could finde in my heart. 

Poin. Francis. 

Fran * Anon,anon fir. 

Prin , How old art thou ,Francis ? 

Fran * Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I fhalbe—• 
Poin. Francis. 

Fran. Anon fir, pray you ftay a little,my Lord. 

Prin . Nay but'harko you Francis, for the Sugar thou 
gaueft me/ewas a peny worth,was* t not ? 

Tran. O Lord fir, I would it had bene two. 

Prin. I will giue thee for ic a thoufand pound : Aske 
me when thou wilt,and thou (halt hauc it. 

Poin . Francis. 

Fran. Anon,anon. 

Prin. Anon Francis? No Francis,but to morrow Fran¬ 
cis : or Francis,on thurfday:or indeed Francis when thou 
wilt. But Francis. 

Tran. My Lord. 

Prin * Wilt thou rob this Leathernelcrkin, Chriftall 
button, Not-patcd, Agat ring. Puke flocking, Caddice 
garter. Smooth tongue,Spaniih pouch. 

Tran. O Lord hr,who do you mcane ? 

Prin. Why then your browne Baftard is youronely 
drinke: for lookc you Francis,your white Canuas doub¬ 
let williulley. in Barbaryfir,it cannot come tolo much. 
Fran. What fir ? 

Poin. Francis. 

Prin. Away you Rogue,doft thou hear* them call ? 
Effete they both callhiw, the Drawerfiands amazed, 
not knowing which way logo. 

EnterZEintner. 

Vint # What^ftand’ft thou ftill,and bear'd fuch a cal¬ 


ling ? Looke to the Cjucfts within: Mv L^ 

Iohn with halfe a dt>2Ctf more,arc at the do ^ c ^c$ 
them in? ° rc: &a]|]| 

Prin. Let them alone awhile, and thenor^ L 
Poines. t nedo 0ri 

Enter Poines. 

iV#. Allocation fir. 

Prin. Sirra, Falftaffe and the reft oftheTl 
the doore,fhall wc be merry ? 1Ceucs >arcj 

Poin. As merrie as Crickets my Lad. p lllt L 
What cunning match hauc you itoade wirk . c yfe 
Drawer? Come,what’s the ifll.e? 

Prin.l am nowofallhumors^hathaueft, , 
lelucs humors, fince the old dayes of goodma > 501 

the pupill age of this prefent twelue a clock 
What's a clockeFrancis? L 

Iran. Anon,anon fir. 

Prin. That euer this Fellow fhould haue f ev , 
then a Parret, and yet the fonne of a Woman u rWori * s 
firy is vp-ftaires and do wn-ftaires, his eloquence t!’" 4 
cell o? a reckoning. I am not yet oi Percies n,i n d ,\!T' 
ipurre of the North, he that killes me fomefixeor ( H °'' 
dozen of Scots at a Brcakfaft, waffles his hands J S? 
to his wife ; Fie vpon this quiet life, I w'ant vvorke A 
fweet Ha> ry fayes (he, how many haft thou killM f\ 
Gi ,e my Roane horfe a drench (ibyes hee) and %% 
fome fourteene,ati houre after: a trifle a trifle r P 
call in Fa/fofe, Tie play Percy, and that damn’d bZ! 
fliall play Dame< JMortimer his wife.*,*,/ayesthe,'! 
kard. Call m Ribs,cail in Tallow, 

Enter Falft ajfe. 


Poin. Welcome Iacke,where haft thou beetle? 

Fa!. A plague of all Cowards I fay,iand a Vengeance 
too, marry and Amen. Giue me a cup of Sacke Boy. E IC 
I leade this life long, lie fbwe nether ftockes, andmend 
them too. A plagueofall cowards. Giue meaCup oi 
Sacke,Rogue. Isihereno Vertueextant? 

Prin. Didft thou neuer fee Titan kiffe a difliSf Butter 
pi ttifull hearted Titan that melted at the fyveete Tabf 
the Sunne ? I f thou didft. then behold thac compound. 

Pal. You Rogue, lieere's Lime in this Sacke tooahne 
is nothing but Roguery to be found in Viilanous manjyti 
a Coward is worfe then a Cup of Sick with lime. A vii¬ 
lanous Coward, go thy wayes old Iacke, die whenthoti 
wilt,tftnanhood,good manhood be not forgot vpon the 
face of the earth,then am I a fliotten Herring: there lines 
not three good men ynhang'd in England, & cneofthtm 
isfat,and growes old,God helpethewhilejflbadworldl 
lay. I would I were a Weauer ,1 could fing all manner of 
fongs. A plague of all Cowards,I fay ftill. 

Prin. How now WooIfacke,whac mntteryou? 

Fal. A Kings Sonne? If J donotbeatetheeoutofttiy 
Kingdoms with a dagger of Lath, and driue allthy Sub- 
iefts afore thee like a llocke of VVilde-geefe, Jleneuer 
wearchaireon my face more. You Prince of Wales? 

Prin. Why you horfon round man?what’s the matter? 

Fal. Aeeyou not a Coward? Anlwer me to that,and 
Poines there ? 

Prin. Ye fatch paunch, and yeecallmeeCoward, lie 
flab thee. - ' ' ’ 

Fal. I call thee Coward? lie fee thee damn’d ere I call 
theCovvard: but I would giuea thoufand pound I could 
run as faft as thou canft. You are ftj-aight enough in the 

Hiouldcrs/voti care not who fees your backe '• Gallyou 

that 
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clofe,came in foot and hand;and with a thought,feuen ot 
tneelcucn I pay d# 

Prin. O moiiftrous! eleuen Buckrom men growne 

out of two? . r . 

Fall! But as the Deuill would haue it, three mil-bc- 
gotten Knaues,in Kendall Greene, came at my Back, and 
let driue at me; for it was fo darke,Hrt/,that thou could ft 

not fee thy Hand. , 

Prm. Thefc Lyes arc like the Father that begets them, 
erofic as a Moumaine,open,palpabIc. Why thou Clay- 
brayn’d Guts,thou Knotty-patcd Foote.thou Horfon ob- 

lcerft grcalic Tallow Catch. '• 

Fa/ft. What,art thou mad? art thot^mad ? is not the 

truthjthe truth ? . J • r 

Prin. Why, how could'ft thou know the.e nicn m 
Kendall Greene, when it was lo darke, thou could’ft not 
f ce t hy Hand f Comc.tcil vs your realomwhat lay’lt thou 

Poin. Come,your rcafon Ajc^yourccafon. 

Fatjt, Whar,vpon compullion ? No ; were I at tne 
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not 
tell you on compulfion. Giue you a rcafon on compulfi- 
on ? It Realons wereasplentie as Black-berries, I would 
oiuc no man a Realon vpon compulfion,H 
C prim He be no longer guiltic of this fi.Birc, This fnn- 
gaine Coward,this Bed-prcfleVjthis H or f-b a ck -b r calccr, 
this huge Hill of Flefh. 

Fa/fr. AwayyouScar.ieling,youElfe-s.kin.ycudried 

Neats tongue, llulles-pslfcll, you ftockc-fiftuO for breth 
tovtter. What is hkcthec? YouTailorsyardyyoufhcath 
you Bow-C3fe,you vileftanding tuckc. 

Prin. Well,breatha-whiie,andthanto’tagaincsand 

when thou haft tyr’d thy fclfc in bafe companions, lreare 
mefpeakebutthus. 

Poin. Marke Iacke. 

Trin. We two,faw you foure fee on foure and bound 
them,and were Mafters of their Wealth : mark now bow 
a plaineTale Shall put you downe. Then did we two, fet 
on you foure,and with a word, outfac'd you from your 
prize,and haue it -.yea.and can fhew it you in theHoufe . 
And Faljhfe,yoi\ caried your Guts away as nimbly,with 
as quickc dextcritie,and roared for mercy, and ft til ranne 
and roar’d, as euer I heard Bull-Calfc. What a Slaue art 
thou, to hacke thy fword as thou haft done, and then fay 
it was in fight. What trick? what deuicc}? what ftartii^ 
hole canft thou now find out,to hide thee trom this open 
and opparant fhame ? 

Poines. Come, let's heare Iacke : What tricke haft 
thou now? 

Fal. I knew ye as well as he that made yc. Why heare 
ye my Mafters, was it for me to kill the Heire apparant ? 
Should I turne vpon the true Prince? Why,thou kno weft 
I am as Valiant as Hercules : but bewate Inftinift, the Lion’ 
will not touch the true Prince: Inftinftis a great matter 
I was a Coward en Inftinft: I fhall thinke the better of 
my felfe, and thee, during my life: I, fora valiant Lion, 
and thoafor a true Prince. But Lads, I am glad you haue 
the Mony. Hoftclfe.clap to the aoores: watch to night,’ 
pray to morrow. Gallants, Lads,Boyes, Harts of Gold, 
all the good Titles of Fellowfhip come to you. What,: 
{hall we be merry? {hall we haue a Play extempory. 

Prin. Content,and the argument {hall be, thy runing 
away. ^ la 

Fal. A,no more of that Hall,and thou loueft me*’ 
Enter Hofiejje. 

Hoft. My Lord, the Prince ? 

Prin. 


- -T^^oTvouTftiends ? a plague vpon fuch bac- 
thac b ackin S L m that will face me. Giue me a Cup 

kiflS 1 v Mm a Rogue if I drunke to day. 

of Sack, I a ^ Villa ° e>t hy I.ippes are fcarcewip d. fince 

Tfttics* 

for that. Hedrinkes. 

JjflL of all Cowards ft, 11,fay I. 

What’s the matter ? 

^ What’s the matter? here be foure of vs, hauc 
*!a thoufand pound this Morning. 
pice Where is \t,Iacl {? where is it r 
rV where is it ? taken from vs, it is: a hundred 

Jnoore foure of vs. 

VP Prince. What.a hundred, man ? 

Vdsl. I am a Rogue,if I were not at nalfc Sword With 
of them two houres together. 1 hauc leaped by 
jd i! ( am eioht times thtuft through the Doublet, 
T' through the Hofe, my Buckler cut through and 
foUrC h m y sword backt like a Hand-fa w, ecce Jignam. 
f^uer dealt better fince I was a man: all would not doe. 
AuU-nieof all Cowards: let them fpeakc; if they fpeake 
more or lelTc then truth,they are villaines, and the lor.nes 
ofdarknefle. 

fringe. Speake firs,how was it ? 

Cad. We foure fet vpon fome dozen. 

Falft. Sixtecne,at lcaft,my Lord. 

Gad. And bound them. 

Pete. No.no.they were not bound. 

prill. You Rogue, they were bound, cucryman of 
themj or I am a lew tlfe,an Ebrcw lew. 

Gad. As wc were fharing.fomc fixe or feuen frefh men 

fet vpon ys. . 

faljt. And vnbound the reft, and then come in the 

other. 

Vmce. What,fought yce with them all ? 

Tulft. AH? I know not what yee call all : but if I 
fought not with fiftic of them, I am a bunch of Radiln: 
if there were not two or three and fifeie vpon poorc olde 
Iac^ then am I no two-legg’d Creature. 

Pom, Pray Heaucn, you haue not numbered fome of 
them. 

ptlft. Nay, that’s paft praying for, I hauc pepper’d 
two of them; Two I am fure I haue payed, two Rogues 
inBuckrom Sutes. I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a 
Lye,fpit in my face,call me Horfe: thou knoweft my olde 
word: here I lay,and thus I bore my point; foure Rogues 
inBuckrom let driue at me. 

Prince. What,foure? thou fayd’ft but two,cuen now* 
pAlfl, Foure Hal,l told thee foure. 

Pom . I,I,he faid foure. 

Talft. Thcfe foure came all a-front,and mainely thruft 
at me; I made no more adoe, but tooke all their feuen 
points in my Targuet,thus. 

Prince . Seuen ? why there were but foure,eucn now. 
Falft, InBuckrom, 

Poin. I,foure,in Buckrom Sutes. 

Falft , Seuen,by thefe Hilts,or I am a Villaine elfe* 
Trin ♦ Prcthce let him alone,wc fhall haue more anon- 
Falft . Doeft thou heare me,Hal l 
Prin, Land marke thec too, lack. 

Falft. Doc fo, for it is worth the liftning too : thefc 
nine in Buckrom^that I told thec of. 

Prin, So,two more alreadie. 
falft. Their Points being broken. 

Pom. Downc fell his Hofe. 

Falft. Began to giue mc.ground : but lfollowed me 
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Prin. How now my Lady the Hoftefle, what fay’ft 
thou to me ? 

Hofiefie. Marry,my Lord, there is a Noble man of the 
Court at doore would fpeakc with you; hcc fayes^hee 
comes from your Father. 

Prin. Giue him as much as will make him a Royall 
man,and fend him backe againe to my Mother. 

Falfi. What manner of man is hec? 

Hofiefie. An old man. 

Falfi. What doth Grsuitie out of his Bed at Midnight? 
Shall 1 giue him his anfwere ? 

Prin. Prethcedo clacks. 

Falfi. ’Faith,and lie fend him packing. Exit . 

Prince. Now Sirs: you fought fairc; fo did you 
PetOy fo did you Bar del: you are Lyons too, you ranne 
away vpon inftin£l: you will not couch the true Prince; 
no,fic. 

Bard , ’Faith,I ranne when I faw others runne. 

Prin. Tell mee now in earneft, how came Falfiaffes 
Sword fohackt i 

Peto.~ Why,he hackt it with his Dagger, and faid,hec 
would fwcare truth out of England,but hec would make 
1 you belccue it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to doc 
( the like. 

Bard, Yea^nd to tickle our Nofes with Spcar-graffe, 
to make them bleed, and then to befiubber our garments 
with it, and iwcave it was the blood of true men. I did 
that I did not this feuen y teres before, I biuflit to heare 
his monftrous dcuiccs. 

Prin . O Villainc, thouftolcft a Cup of Sicke cigh- 
teeneyecres agoe, andwert taken with the manner, and 
euerfincc thou haft blufhc extempore : thou hadft fire 
and fword on thy fide, and yet thou ranft away ; what 
inftindt hadft thou for it ? 

Bard. My Lord, doe you fee thefe Meteors ? doc you 
behold thefe Exhalations ? 

Prin. I doe. 

Bard. What thinke you they portend ? 

Prin. Hot Liucrs,and cold Purfes, 

Bard. Choler,my Lord,if rightly taken, 

Prin. No,if rightly taken, Halter, 

Enter Fa/fiaffe. 


The Fir ft: Tart o/K, ing Henry the Fourth. 


Hcere comes leane tac\e, hcere comes barc-bone. How- 
now my fweet Creature of Bombaft, how long is’eagoe, 
lacks, (ince thou faw’ft thine owne Knee ? 

Falfi. My owne Knee ? When I was about thy yceres 
{Hal) I was not an Eagles Talent in theWafie, I could 
haue crept into any Aldermans Thumbc-Ring: a plague 
of fighing and griefe, it blowcs a man vp like a Bladder. 
There’s villanous Nevves abroad : heeie was Sir lehn 
Brabj from your Father ; you mufl goc to the Court in 
the Morning. The lame mad fellow of the North, Percy ^ 
and hee of Wales, that g zue *s4tnamon the Baftinado, 
and made Lucifer Cuckold, and lwore the Deuill his true 
Liege-man vpon the Crcdfe of a Wclch-hookc; what a 
plague call you him? 

'Pom. O, Glendower. 

Falfi. Ovpen,0)ven • the fame, and his Sonne in Law 
LMortimer, and old Northumberland, and the fprightly 
Scot of.Scotv.D0^£^, that runnes a Horfc-backe vp a 
Hill perpendicular. 

Prtn. Hee that rides at high fpeedc,atid with a Piftoll 
kills a Sparrow flying. 

Talfi . You haue hit it. 


Prin± So did he neucr the Sparrow. ^ 

Falfi. Well, that Rafcall hath good metr n • 
hee will not runne. & a mc «all i n hii 

Prin. Why,what a Rafcall art thou then 
fo for running? ,t0 

Falfi, A Horfc-backe (ye Cuckoe) but a f 0o ,, 

Qt hnnerr *\ foot. fli 




not budge a 

Prin. Yes lackey on in(tin£r. 

Falfi. I grant ye, vpon inftinft: WelLhee i, 
and one (JHordake, and a thoufand blew-Ca tnere ' 0( 
Worcefier is ftolne away by Night: thy Fath motl 
turn’d white with the Newes ; you may buv T* “ Mr(l ' 
as chcape a* {linking Mackrell. * Lan d no\ 

Prtn. Then ’tis like,if there come a hot Sunn 
ciuill buffetcing bold, wee (ball buy 

they buy Hob-nayles,by the Hundreds. * bca ^» 

Falfi. 3y the Mato Lad,thou %’fttrue it is 11- 
{ball haue good trading that way. But ceil me «? fl 
not thou horrible afear'd? thou being Hci n * ' n 
could the Wor.d picke thee out three* f uc h Fi a ^^ arant 
gainc, as that Fiend Dowglat, that Spirit Percv^V’ 
Deuill Glendotver ? Art not thou horrible afraid > h ' 
not thy blood thrill at it? ^ ot 

Prin. Not a whit: 1 lacke fome of chy i n fti„A 

Falfi. Well,thou wilt be horrible chiddc tom 0 - 
when thou commeft to thy Father; if thou doe iour 
praftife an anfwere. ucni( 

Prin. Doe thou (land for my Fathered examine™ 
vpon the particulars of my Life. 

Falfi. Shall 1? content: This Chayre {hall beem 
State, this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cufhion m, 
Crownc. - 

Prm. Thy State is taken foraloyn’d-Stoole.thyGol 
den Scepter fora Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rid 
Crownc,for a pittifull bald Crowne. 

Fa!ft. Well,and the fire of Grace be not quite outol 
thee,now ftnit thoubemoued. GiuemeaCupofSackt 
to make mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought] 
haue wepc, for 1 mull fpeake in palTion, and I will doe it 
in King Camhyfes vaine. 

Prin. Well,beere is%my Legge. 

Falfi. And heerc is my fpeech: {land afideNobilitie, 

Flofteffe. This is excellent fport,yfaith. 

Falfi. Weepe not, fv/eet Queenc, for trickling tearej 
are vaine. 

Hofiefie. O the Father, how hee holdes his counte¬ 
nance? 

Falfi .For Gods fake Lords,conuey my truftfullQiteei), 
For teares doe {lop the floud-gates of her eyes, 

hofiefie. O rare,he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry 
Players,as euer I fee. 

Falfi . Peace good Pint-pot,peace good Tickle-braine, 
Harry, I doe not onely maruell where thou fpendeftthy 
time; but alfo, how thou art accompanied: For though 
the Camomile,the more it is troden.the fafter it growes; 
yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it wearci, 
Thou art my Sonne; I haue partly thy Mothers Word, 
partly my Opinion • but chiefely, a villanous tricke of 
thine Eye,and a foolifh hanging of thy nether LippCjthat 
doth warrant me. If then thou be Sonne to mee, hetre 
Iyetb the point: why, being Sonne to roe, art thou fo 
poynted at ? Shall the blefled Sonne of Heauen prouea 
Micher, and cate Black-berry es? a queftion not to bee 
askt. Shall the Sonne of England proue a Thcefe, and 
take Purfes ? a queftion to be askt. There is a thing, 
Harry ,which thou haft often heard of,and it isknowneto 

many 
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- ^f^Ibfthc Name of Pitch: this Pitch (as 
many li ; e re P ott)doth dehle;fo doth the com- 

ancient vVr ‘ ft . f 0 F r Harry, now I doe not fpeake to 
P aniCt Dri^kebut in Teares; not in Pleafureibut inPaf- 

t htt ’ aD t hi Words onely, but in Woes alfo : and yet 

fa 1 ' I ".-Vtuoos man, whota I haue often noted in thy 

tb “ C ante but I know not his.Name. ' 

c^P a manner of and it like your Ma- 


■'fitm ri J3I1 JOJ ,uo!I. wm.m 

ie(b« ? A uoodly portly man y faith, and a corpulent* 
ffchearcfull Looke.. a plea% Eye and a rnoft noble 
° r-c and as I thinke,linage loroc fiftie; or(byrlady) 
C^u; to tbreefcore ; and now I remember roec, his 
\ullldffe: if that man 'fhould be lewdly giuen, 
™Harry,Ike VcrtuemhisLookes. 
M the Tre< may be knowhe by the Fruic.as the Fruit 
L "Tree then peremptoiily I fpeake it,there is Vertue 
■' him keepe with, the rell banilh. And 
“cl! tnce now, thou naughuc Varlec, tell mce, where haft 
■ hcenc this moneth l 

lh pm DoftiJ?ou fpeake. like a King? doe thou Hand 
. ,nd He play my Father. 

Falsi Depofe me: if thou do’ll it haife fo grauely,fo 
i.Picallv.both in word and matter,hang me vp by the 
h. £ jesfor.iRabbet-fuckcr,oraPoulters Hare. 
frin. Wd!,heerclamfct. 
fifi. And hcere I (land: iudge my Maftcrs. 
p rm . Now Harry,whence come you ? 

Falfi. My Noble Lord,from Eaft-cheape. 

Prin. The complaints I heare of thee,are grieuous. 
Falsi. Yfaith, my Lord, they arc falfc: Nay,lie tickle 

ye for a young Prince. • , 

Frin. Sweareft thou, vngracious Boy ? hencciorth 
ne rc looke on me: thou art violently carryed away from 
Grace: there is a Deuill haunts thee,in the l.kenefle of a 
tat old Man; a Tunne of Man is thy Companion: Why 
do’ltthouconucrfcwith thatTrunke of Humors, thac 
Boulcing.Hutch of Bcaftlinelfe, that fwolne Parcell of 
Dropfics,that huge Bombard,of Sacke,that ItuiftCloake- 

baggeof Guts, that rolled Manning Tree Oxe with the 
Pudding in his Belly, that reuerend Vice, that grey Ini- 
quitie, that Father Ruffian,that Vanitie in yeeres?where- 
inishegood,butto talle Sackc, and drinkeit? wherein 
neat and c!eanly,but to carue a Capon,and eat it ? where- 
inCunning,but inCratt? wherein Crattie, but in VilU- 
nie? wherein Villanous,but in all things ? wherein wor¬ 
thy,but in nothing i 

[all }.' I would your Grace would take me with you: 
whom meanes your Grace i 

Prince. That villanous abhominable mis-lcader of 
Youth, Falflaffe, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Falff. My Lord,the man I know. 

Prince. 1 know thou do'ft. 

Falfi. But to fay, I know more harme in him then in 
my felfe.were to fay more then 1 know. That hee is olde 
(the more the pittie) his white hayres doe witnefle it: 
but that hee is (fauing your reuercncc) aWhore-ma- 
Itrr, that I vcterly deny. If Sackc and Sugar bee a fault, 
Heauen helpe the Wicked : if to be oldc and merry,be a 
finne,thcn many an olde Hoftc that I know, is damn’d : 
it to be fat, be to be hated, then Pharaohs leane Kine are 
tobeloucd. No, my good Lord, banifli Pete, banilb 
Bardolpb, banifti Potties but for fweete lacks Falflaffe , 
kinde /ache Falslafie, true lucky Falflaffe ,valiant lacke Fal- 
fiaffe,tn<\ therefore more valiant,being as hee is olde lack. 
Falflaffe, banifh not him thy Harrycs companie, banifh 


not him thy Harryes companie} banifh plumpe/^,and 
banifh all the World. 

Prince. 1 doe, I will. 

Enter Tarde/ph running. 

'Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sherife,with a moll 
moll monftrous Watch,is at the doore. 

Falfi. Out you Rogue,play out the Play:I haue much 
to fay in the behalfc of that Falflaffe. 

Enter the Hofiefie. 

Hofleffe. O, my Lord, my Lord. 

Falfi.' Heigh, heigh, the Deuill rides vpon a Fiddle- 
fticke: what s the matter f 

Hofiefie. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the 
doore: they are come to fearch the Houfe, (hall I let 
them in ? 

Falfi. Do’ft thou heare Hal, ncucr call a true peccc of 
Gold a Counterfeit: thou art effentially made, without 

Teeming To. 

Prince. And thou a naturall Coward, without in- 

ftinft. 

Falfi. I deny your tJMaier ; if you will deny the 
Sherife,fo : if not, let him enter. If I become not a Cart 
as well as another man, a plague on my bringing vp : I 
hope I (ball as foone be ftranglcd with a Halter, as ano¬ 
ther. 

Prince . Goc hide thee bchinde the Arras, the reft 
walke vp abouc. Now my Mafters, for a true Face and 
good Confidence. 

Falfi. Both which I haue had : but their date is out, 
and therefore He hide me. Exit • 

Frince. Call in the Sherife. 

Enter Sherife and the Carrier . 

Prince . Now Mafter Sherife, what is your will with 
mee ? 

She. Firft pardon me,my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath 
followed certaine men vnto this houfe. 

Prtnce. What men? 

She. One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord, 
a groflfe fat m3n. 

Car. As fat as Butter. 

Prince. Theman,! doe allure you,is not hcere^ 

For I my felfe at this time haue imploy’d him; 

And Sherife,I will engage my word to thee. 

That I will by to morrow Dinner time. 

Send him to anfwere thee, or any man, 

For any thing he fhall be charg’d withall: 

And fo let me entreat you,leaue the houfe. 

She . I will,my Lord: there are two Gentlemen 
Haue in this Robberie loft three hundred Markes. 

Prince t It may be fo: if hehauerobb’d theiemen. 

He fhall be anfwcrablc: and fo farewell. 

She. Good Nighr,my Noble Lord. 

Prince. I thinke it is good Morrow,is it not ? 

She. Indeede^my Lord, I thinke it be two a Clocke. 

Exit. 

Prince . This oyly Rafcall is knowne as well as Poulcs: 
goe call him forth. 

Veto. Fal/laffe ? faft afleepe bchinde the Arras , and 
fnorcinglike aHorfe. 

Prince . Harke, how hard he fetches breath: fcarch his 
Pockets. Fk 
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He fearcheth his Pockets , and jindeth 
cert ame Papers. 

Prince. What haft thou found? 

Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. 

Prince. Let’s lee, what be they ? reade them. 

Peto. Item,a Capon. ii.s.ii.d. 

Item.Sawce. iiii.d. 

Item,Sacke,two Gallons. ' - v.s.viii.d. 

Item Anchouts and Sacke afeer Supper.^ ii.s.vi.d. 

Item Bread. Q b. 

Prince. O monftrous, but one halfe penny-worth of 

Bread to this mtollerable dealc of Sacke i What there is 
elfe,keepe clofc.wcc’lc reade it at more aduantage: there 
let him fleepc till day. lie to the Court in the Morning: 
Wee muft all to the Wari es,and thy place fhall be hono¬ 
rable. lie procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot, 
and l know his death will be a Match of Tvvcluc-fcore. 
The Money fhall be pay’d backeagaine with aduantage. 


Be with me betimes in the Morning 

O 


row Peto. 

Vcto % Good morrow,good my Lord. 


and fogood moi- 


Exeunt a 



fbi 


Enter Hotjpurre , fVorcefter, Lnd Mortimer, 

Owen Gtendowcr. 


*Jr- sv { 


Mart. Thefc promifes arc faire,the parties fure. 

And our induftion full of profperous hope. 

Hatty* Lord dforttmer, and Coufin Glcndomr, 

Will youfiedowne? 

And Vncklc Worccftcr ; a plague vpon it, 

I haue forgot the Mappe. 

Glend. No,hcreitis: 

Sit Coufin Percy fiz good Coufin Hotjtyurre: 

?or by thac Namc,as oft as Ltncafler doth fpeakc ofyou, 
iis Cheekes lookcpalc,and with a rifing figh, 

3c wjfhcth you in Heauen. 

Hotjp. And you in Hell,as oft as he hcares Owen Glen - 
dower {poke of. 

Glend . I cannot blame him : At my Natiuitic, 

The front of Heauen was full of fierie fhapes. 

Of burning Creflcts : and at my Birch, 

The frame and foundation of the Earth 
Shak’d like a Coward. 

Hotjp. Why fo ie would hauedone at the fame feafon, 
if your Mothers Cat had but kitten'd, though your felfe 
had ncucr beene borne. 

Glend . I fay the Earth did fliake when I was borne* 

Hotty, And I fay the Earth was not of my mindc. 

If you fuppofc, as fearing you,ic fhookc. 

Gknd* TheHeauens were all on fire, the Earth did 
tremble. 

Hatty. Oh, then the Earth ftiooke 
To fee the Heauenson fire. 

And not in feare of your Natiuirie. 

Difeafed Nature oftentimes breakes forth 
In ftrange eruptions; and the teeming Earth 
Is with a kinde of Collick pincht and vexe, 

Bytkeimprifcnihg of vnruly Windc 

Within her Wombe: which for enlargement ftriuing, 

Shakes the old Beldame Earth,and tombles downc 




Steeples,andmofic-growneTowers! At —^ 

OuvGrandam Earth,hauine this (lifter* J 0Ur 5ittK 
In paftion ftiooke. P er 9ture, 

Glend. Coufin: of many'nsen 
1 doe not bcare thefe Croffing, : Giu cn , e , 

To tell you'onee agame, that at my Birth r 
The front of Heauen wasTull of fierre (hi*? 

The Goates ranne from the Mountaines^nd l 
Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted field ' H ' ,r< 

Thefe figne* haue markt me extraordinary' 

And all the courfes of my Life doe ftiew * b ' 

I am not in the Roll of common men. * 

Where is the Liuing.chpt in with the Sea o '. 

And bring him out,that is but Womans Sonne 
Can trace me in the tedious wayes of Art is 
And hold roe pace in deepe experiments * 

*$>£?* th "' -s "° ma ” 

Mon Peace Coufin Pdrcy, you will make him 
Giend. lean call Spirits from the vaftie Deent 
Horjp. Why to can I,or fo can any man: P ' 
But will they comc.whcn you doe call for them i 
D^CW. Why,! ... .cch th«,Ccmfin,totomn)andtt 

Hotjp .And I can teach thee,Coufin,to fliamethen. ■, 
By telling truth. Tell truth,and/lame the DemH ' 

It thou haue power to rayle him>ring him hither 
And lie be fworiw.I hauc power to ihame him heice 
Oh,while you liuc, tell truth,and Ihame the Deuill ' 

Chaf^* C T e ‘ C ° mC ’ 110 m ° re ° f th ‘ S vn P r °fitab!( 

Glend .Three times hath Henry Bullingbrooke madehtai 
Againft my Power: thrice from the banks of Wye 
And fandy-bortom’d Seuerne,haue I hent him * 
BootlelTe home,and Weather-beaten backe* 

Hotjp. Home without Bootes, 

And infoule Weather to**, 

How fcapes he Agues in theDeuilsname? 

Glend . Come,hecrc’s the Mappe: 

Shall wee diuide our Right, 

According to our three-fold order ta’ne ? 

Mort . The Arch-Dcacon hath diuided it 
Into three Limics>very equally : 

England, from T rent,and Seuerne.hicherto, 

By South and Eaft,is to my part affign’d: 

All Weftward, Wales, beyond the Seuerne fliore, 

And all the fertile Land within that bound, 

To Owen Glcndower: And dcare Couzc,to you 
The remnant Northward,lying off from Trent. 

And our Indentures Tripartite are drawnc : 

Which being fealed enterchangeably, 

(A Bufineffc that this Night may execute,) 

To morrow,Coufin Percy,you and I, 

And my good Lord of Worceftcr,wiIl fet forth, 

To meetc your Father,and the Scotcifh Power, 

As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury. 

My Father Glemiower is not readie yet. 

Nor (ball wee neede his helpe thefc fourcteene dayes; 
Within chat fpace,you may haue drawne together 
Your Tenants.Friends,and neighbouring Gentlemen. 

Glend . A ibortcr rime (hall fend me to you, Lords: 
And in my Conduct (ball voor Ladies come. 

From whom you now muft ftealc, 3 nd take noleaue, 
For there will be a World of Water fhed, 

Vpn 
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- -"rrr^rina of yourWiues and you.. 

Vp° n ^ ^ cC hmk&my Moity,North from Burton hefre, 

.title equal* »ot on C of yours : 

W ; r his R,ucr comes me cranking in* 

Ste X me ftqm the beft of all my Land, 

u halte Moonc,ampd&w»u*Camle out. 

A ^ 6 . Curran 1 in thi s place,damn'd vp. 



To J? b J lC Notwinde?it lhall,it muft,you fee it doth. 

‘ y eSj buc mark e how he bcareshis coiirfe, 

. fl^nnes me’vp.w.ithbkc aduantage on thc other fide, 

rlldina the oppofed Continent as much, 

iVon the other fide it take*ftom you. . . 

^ fPerc. Yea, but a little Chajrgc will trenqK him ncre. 
And on this North fide winne this Cape ef Land, 

And then he roones ftraight and eucn. u 
Hot!}- l> e h’uc «Xo^little Charge vydlaoc it. 

Gleed. Ilenothaueitalter'd. 

H*fW ill not you?.- • 

Glend. No, nor you lhall not. 
ffttfr. Who Thai l,fay-in c, nay ? 

Glend. Wby,that will I, . 

Hotb. tet fftenot vndcrftand you then, fpeake it m 

^Glend, I can lpeake Eng’lifh,Lord,as well as you: 

For I was uayn’d vp in the Englifh Court; 

Where being but young„1 framed to the Harpe 
Many an Englilb Dittic,lonely well. 

And gaue the Tongue a hclpefoll Ornament; 

A Vcrtuc that was neucr feenc in you. 

Hot[}>. Marry,and I am glad of it with all my heart, 

1 had rather be a Kitten,and cry mew. 

Then one of tnefe fame Mceter Ballad-mongers: 

I had rather hcare a Brazen Caudleftick turn’d. 

Or adry Wheele grate on the Axle-tree, 

And that would let my teeth nothing an edge, 

Nothing fo much.as mincing Poetrie; 

’Tis like the forc’t gate of a /Ruffling Nagge. 

Glend. Coroe,you (hall haue Trent turn’d. 

Hotfr. I dpe not care: lie gine thrice fo much Land 
Toany wcll-deferuing friend; 

Butin the way of Bargaine.marke ye me, 

Ilecauill on the ninth part of a hayre. 

Are the Indentures drawnc? /ball we be gone ? 

Glend. The Moonc (bines faire. 

You may away by-Nighc: • 
lie hafte the Writer; and withal), 

Breake with your Wiues,of your departure hence: 

1 am afraid my-Daughter will runne madde. 

So much /he doteth on her Mar toner. £xit. . 

Mort. Fie, Coufin Percy y how you crofTe my Fa¬ 
ther. 

Hotjp. I cannot chufc : fometime he angers me. 

With telling me of the Mold warpe and, the Ant, 

Of the Dreamer LMerltn, and his Prophecies; 

And of a Dragon, and a finrie-lefTe Fill), 
Aclip-wing’dGriffm,and ^ moulttn Rauen,, 

A couching Lypn.and a ramping Cat, 

And fuch o deale of skimble-akamble Stuff:, 
puts me from my Faith. I tell you what, 
de held me laft Nig,ht,at leaft,nine howres, 

Inreckning vp thc'fcuerall Deuils Names, 

T hat were his Lacqucyes; 


I cry'd ham, and well, goe too. 

But (park’d him not a word. 0,he i. as tedious 
As a tyred Horfe, a rayling Wife, 

Worle then a frnoakic Houfe. I had rather liue 
WithCheefcand Garlick inaWindmill farre, 

Then feede on Cates,and hauc him talkc to me, 

In any Sumnaer-Houfe in Chriftendome. 

Mort. In faith he vtas a worthy Gentleman, 
Exceeding well read,and profited, 

In ftrange Concealcroent*; 

Valiant as a Lyon.and wondrous affable, 

And as bountiful!,as Myncs of India. 

Shall I tell you/Coufin, 

He holds your temper in a high refpe<£f* 

And curbes himfelfe,eucnof his naturall fcope 
When you dpe croffe his humon’faicb he doesi 
I warrant you,that man is not aJiae, 

M ight fo haue tempted bim<as you haue done 
Without the tafte of dangef,and reproote; 

But doc notyfc it ofc,ler me entreat you. 

Were. In faith.my Lord,you are too wilful! blame y 
And lince your comming hvther-,haue done enough. 

To put him quite befides his patience. . ' i 

Yon muft needes learne, Lord,to amend this fault: 
Though fometimes it Ihew Greatneffe,Courage,Blood, 
And that’s the deareft grace it fenders you; ,. r , , : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent harlh Rage. 

Defefl of Manners.want of.Gpuemment, 

Pride,HaughtinefTe,Opinion,and Difdainc: 

Theleaft of which,haunting a Nobleman, 

Lofeth mens hearts,and leaues behinde a ftayne 
Vpon the beautie of all parts befides. 

Beguiling them of commendation. 

Hotjp. Well, I am fchool’d : 

Good-manners be your Ipeede ; 

Heerc come your Wiues^nd let vs take pur leaue. 

Enter Glendewer,with the Ladies. 

Mort.This is the deadly fpight,that angersme. 

My Wife can fpeake no Englifh,! no Welfti. 

Glend.My Daughter wcepes,fliec’le not part with you, 
Shee’le be a Souldier too,(bee’le to the Warres. 

Mort. Good Father tell hcr,that (he and my Aunt Percy 
Shall follow in your Condurft fpeedily, 

Cjlendower Jpeakes to her in V/elfb, and (he an- 
jweres him in the fame. 

CJlend. Shee is defperate heerc: 

A pecui/h felfe-will’d Harlotry, 

One that no perfwafion cap doe good vpon. 


The Lady Jpeakes in Wel(h. 


son 


Mort. J[ vndcrftand thy Lookes: that pretty Wei Hi 
Which cHpuipawr’ft dovvn from thefe fwelling Heauens, 
I am too perfiedt in: and but for Ihame, 

In fuch a parley (hould I anfwere thee. 

The Lady againe in Wellh. 

Mort. I vndcrftand thy Rifles,and thou mine, 

And that’s a feeling deputation: 

.But I will neuer be a Truant, Loue, 

Till I hauc learn’d thy Language: for thy tongue 
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Makes Weifh as fwect as Ditcicfc highly pcnnM, 

Sang by a taire Qjecne in a Suttimers Bowrc, * 

WitlirauifhingDiuifion to tier Lute. : 

(jUnd. Nay thou toclrjthen will fherunnemadde. 

c- *-*** .tti' ■ ii ,* k fij 'l'.*"- fIS n !* 

The Ladypeakes agawe in Wei ft), 

tMert.' O',Bam Ignorance it felfe in this. • 

(fiend. She bids you, £ 

On the wanton Rufhes lay you downe, 

And reft your gentle Head vpon her Lappe, 

And (he will ling the Song that plcafeth you. 

And on your Eye-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe, 
Charming your blood with pleafingheauineffc; 

Making filch difference betwixt Wake andSleepe, 

As is the difference betwixt Day and Night, 
i The hours before the Heauenly Harneis’d Teeme 
Begins his GoldeoProgfeffe in the Eaft. 

tJMort .With all my heart lie fit,and heare her fing: 
By that time will our Booke,I thinkc,be drawnc. 
fiend. Doe fo: 

And thofe Mofttians that (hall play to you, 

Hang in the Ayrea thoufand Leagues from thence; 

And ftrtiigiWthey fhall be here: fit,and attend. 

ffytfp;~ Coins /(<*«,thou art perfect in lying downe: 
Come, quicke, quickc, that I may lay my Head in thy 
Lappe. •■iii /h- 

Lady, Goe,ye giddy-Goofc. 

The (JWupcke play es. 

Hotfp. Now I perceiuc the Dcuill vnderftands Welfti, 
And ’tis no marucll he is fo humorous: 

Byrlady hee's a good Mufitian. 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but Muficall, 

For you are altogether gouerned by humors: 

Lye (fill ye Theefe,and heare the Lady fing in Welfti. 

Hotfp. I had rather heare (Lady) my Brach howle in 
Irift*. 

Lady. Would'ft haue thy Head broken ? 

Hotfp. No. 

Lady. Thenbcftill. 

Hotfp. Ney ther,Yis a Womans fault. 

Lady. Now God hclpe thee. 

Hotfp. To the Welfh Ladies Bed. 

What’s that ? 

Peace,fbeefings. 


Lady. 

Hotfp. 


Heere the Lady pngs a IVel/h Song, 


l 


Hotfp. Coroe,Ile haue your Song too. 

Lady. Not mine,in good footh. 

Hotfp. Not yours,in good footh ? 

You fwearc like a Comfit-makers Wife: 

Not you.in good footh ; and.as true as 1 Hue; 

And,as God fhall mend me; and,as fure as day t 
And giueftfueh Sarcenet furetie for thy Oathes, 

As if thou neuer walk’ll further then Finsbury. 

Sweare me x Kate, like a Lady,as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling Oath: and lcaue in footh, 

And fuch proteft of Pepper Ginger-bread, 

To Veluci-Guards,anci Sunday-Citizcns. 

Come, fing. 

Lady, l will not fing. 

Hotfp. ’Tis the next way to turne Taylor, or be Red- 
breft teacher: and the Indentures be drawnc, lie away 




within thefe two howres 
will. 

Glend. Come,come,Lord Mortimer' Vou „ 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to goe. ? ,s ^ 

By this our Booke is drawne: wee’le but feal 
And then to Horfc immediately. * 

Mart. With all my heart. 




Pxeur, 


tot. ’ 


Enter the King,Prince of Wales,and others. 


King. Lords, giue vs leaue: 

The Prince of Wales,and I, 

Muft haue fome priuate conference: 

But be neere at hand, 

For wee fhall prefer.tly haue neede of you, 

Exeunt Lords 

I know not whether Hcaucn will haue it fo 
For fome difplcafing feruicc I haue done; 

That in his fecret Doome,out of my Blood 
Hee’le breede Rcuengement,and a Scourgeformc- 

But thou do’ft in thy paflages of Life, 

M ake me bcleeue, that thou art onely matk’d 
For the hot vengeance, and the Rod ofheauen 
To punifh my Miftreadings. Tell me elfe. 

Could fuch inordinate and low defirrs. 

Such poore.fuch bare.fuch le wd,fuch meane attempts 
Such barren plcafures, rude focietie, * 1 

As thou art matcht withall.and grafted too 
Accompanie the greatneffe of thy blood, 

And hold their leuell with thy Princely heart ? 

Prince So plcafc your Maiefty, I would I could 
Quit all offences with as clearecxcufe, 

As well as I am doubtlefle I can purge 
My felfe of many I am charg’d withall: 

Yet fuch extenuation let mebegge. 

As in rep< oofe of many Tales deuis’d. 

Which oft the Eare ofGrcatncflc needes muft heart, 
By finding Pick-thankes, and bafe Newes-mongers; 

1 may for fome things true,wherein my youth 
Hath faultie wandred.and irregular, 

Finde pardon on my true fubmiffion. 

, King. Hcaucn pardon thee: 

Yet let me wonder, Harry, 

At thy affefHons, which doe hold a Wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors. 

Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely loft. 

Which by thy younger Brother is fupply’de; 

And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
Of all the Court and Princes of my blood. 

The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruin’d,and the Soule of euerytoan 
Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall. 

Had I fo Iauifih of cny prefence beene. 

So common hackney’d in the eyes of men. 

So ftale and cheape to vulgar Company; 
Opinion.that did helpeme to the Crowne, 

Had ftill kept loyall to poffeflion, 

And left me in reputeleflebanifhment, 

A fellow of no marke,nor likelyhood. 

By being feldome feene,I could not ftirre. 

But like a Comet,I was wondred at. 


Thatl 
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Children,This is hee : 

Tl' aCm£n nI j fav;Where,Which is Bullingbroohe. 
Obf? fto | e all Courtefie from Heauen, 

Hieflmy felfe in fuch Humilitie, 

irl did plocke Allegeance from mens hearts 

^ jcWnwts and Salutations frdm their tnouthes, 

^ . nthe prefence of the Crowned King. 

^wlid keepe myPcrfon frefli and new, 
nltnce Tke a Robe Pont,ficall, 

W r , but wondred at : and fo my State, 

?Momc but fumptnous, ftiewed like a Feaft, 

‘ J «,rmne by rareneffe fuch Solemnitie. 
i^skippingKing hec ambled vp and downe, 

f A (Slow lefl crs > and rafh Bauin Wlts » 

tindled,and fooneburnt.cardedhis State, 

Sed his Royaltic^th Carping Fooles 

H dhis <-rest Namc P ro P hancd chc,l ‘ Scornes, 

»!<i gauehis Countenance,againft his Name, 
r 0 l,uoh at gybing Boyes,and ftand the pulh 
Ofcucry Beardlefle vaineComparatiue; 
g reff a Companion to the common Scrcetcs, 
tnfeoffd himfelfe to Popularitic: 

That being dayly fwallowed by mens Eyes, 

They furfeted with Honey,and began to loathe 
jhe tafte of SweetnelTc,whereof a little 
More then a little,is by much too much. 

So when he had occafion to be feene, 

Hewasbut 3$ theCuckowis inlune. 

Heard, not regarded; feene but with fuch Eyes, 

As fake and blunted with Communitie, 

Affoord no extraordinarie Gaze, 

Such as is bent on Sunne-like Maieftie, 

When it fhines feldome in admiring Eyes: 

But rather drowz’d.and hung their eye-lids downe. 

Slept in his Face, and rendred fuch afpe£f 
AsCloudiemen vfe to doc to their aduerfaries. 

Being with his prefence glutted } gorg’d,aiid full. 

And in that very Line./inn^ftandeft thou : 

For thou haft loft thy Princely Priuiledgc, 

Witnvile participation. Not an Eye 
But it awcarie of thy common fight, 

Sauemine,which hath defir’d to fee thee more: 

Which now doth due I would not haue it doe, 
Makeblinde it felfe with foolifli tendemefl'e. 

Priitce. I (ball hereafter,my thiice gracious Lord, 

Be more my felfe. 

King. For all the World, 

Asthouart to this houre,was Richard then, 

When I from France fet foot at Raucnfpargh ; 

Andeuen as I was then,is Percy now: 

Now by my Scepter,and my Soule to boot. 

He hath more worthy intcreft to the State 
Theiuhou.thefiiadovvofSucceflion; 

Forofno Right,nor colour like to R‘ght. 

Hedoth fill fields with Harneis in the Realme, 

Turnes head againft the Lyons armed Iawes; 

And being no more in debt to yceres,then thou, 

Leades ancient Lords,and reuerent Billiops on 
To bloody Battailes,and to brufing Armes. 

What neucr-dying Honor hath he got, 

Againft renowned Dowglas ? whofe highDeedes, 
Whofehotlncurfions,and great Name in Armes, 
folds from all Souldiers chicfe Maioritie, 

And Militarie Title Capitall. 

Through all the Kingdomes that acknowlcdgeChrift, 
hrice hath the Hotjpttr CMars, in fwatbing Clothes, 


This Infant Warrior, in his Enterprifes, 

Difcomfited great Dowglae, cane him once. 

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him. 

To fill the mouth of deepe Defiance vp* 

And lhake the peace and fafecie ofour Throne. 

And what fay you to this ? Percy,Northumberland, 

The Arch-bifhops Grace ofYoike,Doioglas,Mortimer, 
Capitulate againft vs,and are vp. 

But wherefore doe I tell thefe Newes to thee ? 

Why, Harry, doe I cell thee of my Foes, 

Which art my necr’ft and deareft Enemie ? 

Thou,that art like enough,through vaflall Fcare, 

Bafe Inclination.and the ftart of Spleene, 

To fight againft me vnder Percies pay, 

To dogge his heeles,and curtfie at his froWnes, 

To (hew how much thou art degenerate. 

Prince. Doenot thinke fo, you (hall not finde it fot 
And Heauen forgiue them, that fo much haue fway’d 
Your Maiellics good thoughts away from me: 

I will redeeme all this on Percies head, 

And in the doling of fome glorious day. 

Be bold to tell you.that I am your Sonne* 

When 1 will wcarc a Garment all of Blood, 

And ftaine my fauours in a bloody Maske: 

Which waflit away,(hall fcowre my flume with it. 

And chat fhall be the day,when ere it lights. 

That this fame Child of Honor and Renowae, 

This gallant Hotfpur, this all-prayfed Knight, 

And your vr.thought-of Harry chance to meet: 

For euery Honor fitting on his Helme, 

Would they were multitudes,and on my head 
My flumes redoubled. For the time will coene. 

That I (lull make this Northerne Youth exchange 
His glorious Deedes for my Indignities: 

Percy is but my Fa&or.good my Lord, 

To engroffe vp glorious Deedes on my bchalfe: 

And I will call him tofo drift account. 

That he fhall render euery Glory vp, 

Yea,euen the fleighteft worlbip of his time. 

Or I will tearc the Reckoning from his Heart. 

This, in the Name of Heauen,I procnife here: 

The which,if 1 performe,and doe furuiue, 

I doe befeech your Maicltie,may falue 

The long-growne Wounds of my intemperatores 

If not,the end of Life cancclls all Bands, 

And I will dye ahundred thoufand Deaths, 

Ere breake the fmalleft parcell of this Vow. 

King, a hundred thouf and Rebels dye in this: 

Thou (halt haue Charge,and foueraigne cruft herein. 

Enter 'Blunt, 

How now good Blunt} thy Lookes are full of fpced. 

Blunt. So hath the Bufinefle that I come to fpeake of. 
Lord c Mortimer of Scotland hath fent word, 

That Douglas and the Englifh Rebels met 
The eleuenth of this moneth, at Shrewsbury: 

A migheie and a fcarcfull Head they are, 

(If Promifes be kept on euery hand) 

As cuer offered foule play in a State. 

King. The Earle of Weftmerland fet forth to day: 
With him my fonne,Lord Iohn of Lancafter, 

For this aduertifement is fiue day es old. 

On Wednefday next ,Harry thou (halt fet forward; 

On Thurfday,wee our felues will march. 

Our meeting is Bridgcnorthj and Harry, you (hall march 

f Through 
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Through Gloccfterfliirc: by which account, 

Our Bufincfle valued fome twclue dayes hence. 

Our generall Forces at Bridgcnorth (hall mcece. 

Our Hands are full of BufinefTe : let’s away, 
Aduantage feedes him fat,while men delay, Excnxt. 


Seem Tertia. 


Enter Fklflaffe and Bardolph. 

Falsi. Bardolph, am I net falne away vilely, fince this 
laftattion? doe 1 not bate? doe I not dwindle? Why 
my skintie hangs about me like anolde Ladies loioie 
Gowne : I am withered like an olde Apple John. Well, 
Ilerepcntiand that fuddenly, while I am in fome liking : 
I Ihall be out of heart fhortly, and then I Ihall haue no 
.ftrength to repent. And I haue not forgotten what the 
in-fide of a Church is made of. I am a Pepper-Come, a 
Brewers Horfe,the in-fide of a Church. Company,villa- 
nous Company hath beenc the fpoy lc of me. 

Bard. Sit Iohn, you are fo fretfull, you cannot litre 
long. 

Falft. Why there is it: Come,fing me a bawdy Song, 
make me merry: 1 was as vertuoufly giuen, as a Gentle¬ 
man need to be ; vertuous enough, fwore littlc,dic'd not 
aboue feuen times a weeke, went to a Ba wdy-houfe not 
aboue once in a quarter of an home, payd Money that 1 
borrowed, three or foure times ; liued well, and in good 
compafle s and now I Hue out of all order, out of com- 
paffe. 

Bard Why, you are fo fat, Sir John, that you nwft 
needesbecout of all compafle; out of all reafonable 
compafle,Sir Iohn. 

Falfi Dae thou amend thy Face, and He amend thy 
Life : Thou art our Admirall, thou bcareft the Lanterne 
inthcPoope, but Tis in the Note of thee ; thou art the 
Knight of the burning Lampe. 

Bard. Why,Sir John ,my Face does you no harmc. 

Fafi. Nojllebeiworne: I make as good vfe of it, as 
many a man doth of a Desths-Head,or a Memento hlori. 
I neuer lee thy Face,but i thinke vpon Hell fire,and Dwes 
that liued in Purple; for there he is in his Robes burning, 
burning. .If thou wert any way giuen to vertue,! would 
fweare by thy Face ; my Oath fhould bee, By this Fire: 
But thou art altogether giuen cucr; and wert indeede, 
but for the Light in thy Face,the Sunne of vtter Darke- 
nefle When thou ran’tt vp Gads-H.ll in the Night, to 
catch my Horfc.if I did not thinke that thou hadft beene 
an Jgnisfatunj,ot a Ball of Wild-fire, there’s no Purchafe 
in Money. O, thou art a perpetuall Triumph, an euer- 
laftingBone-fire-Lighc: thou haft faued me a thoufand 
M a rites in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the 
Night betwixt Tauerne and rauerne: But the Sack that 
thou haft drunke me, would haue bought me Lights as 
good cheapens the deareft Chandlers in Europe. I haue 
maintain’d that Salamander of yours with fire, any time 
this two and thirtie yeeres.Heauen reward me for it. 

Bard. I would my Face were in your Belly. 

FalH. So fhould I be fure to be heart-burn’d. 

Enter Hofteffe. 

How now,Dame Portlet the Hen, haue you enquir'd yet 
who pick’d my Pocket ? 


anil 


10u ght 


i ,u « tin 
*tr« 


it® 


no- 


not 


Hofteffe. WhySir/oKwhatdoey^ujX^- 
doe you thinke 1 kccpcTheeues in m V H ^ 
fearch’d, I haue enquired, fo haz my Husb° U !t ? 1 ^ 
Man, Boy by Boy, Seruant by Seruant; t f,e • IS 
hayre was neuer loftin my houfe before' oi 

Eatfi. Ye lye Hofteffe: Bardolph wasfWj 
many a hayre; and 1 le be fwornc my Pocket ’ ^ *' 
goeto,youarea Woman,goe. ” Was P>clt’j 

Hofteffe. Who I? Ideficthce: I was oeuercalpj 
in mine owne houfe before. 

Falfi. Goe to,l know you well enouoh. 

Hofteffe. No,Sir John; you doc not know me e; 
Iknowyou,Sir/tf^«.‘ you owe me Monev Si I L 
now you picke a quarrell, to beguile me of it '■ ]\‘ 
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe. ’ 1 botl 

Tafi. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue 
away to Bakers Wiues,and they haue made Boul" 
them. Kl 

HofteffeNow as I am a true Woman,Holland r • 
(hillings an Ell: You owe Money here befides c- 
for your Dyet,and by-Drinkings,and Money 
foure anu twentie pounds. J )’ 0|| i 

Tafi. Hcc had his part of it. let him pay, 

Hofteffe. Hee ? alas hee is poore /h ec had, 
thing. 

Pafi How? Poore? Looke vpon his Face: Wk at 

you Rich ? Let them coyne his Nofe,!et them coynd 
Checkes, lie net pay a Denier. What,will y ou jL," 
Yonnker of me ? Shall I not take mine cafe in mine Fn 
bur I (hall haue my Pocket pick’d ? I haue loft a Sed 
Ring of my Grand-fathers,worth fottieMarke. 

Hofteffe. Ibaueheard chePiincettllhim.Iknow 
how oft,that that Ring was Copper. 

Tafi. How ? the Prince is a Iacke,a Sneake-Cupw. 
and if hec were hcere,I would cudgell him like a Dow 
if hee would faylo. ” 

Enter the Prince marching,and Falftaffe meets 
him , playing oh hu Trnnchm 
Itffe a Ftfs. 

Fafi. How now Lad i is the Winde in thatDoore; 
Muft we all march? 

Bard. Yea,two and two,Newgate falhion. 
Hofteffe. My I.ord,I pray you heareme. 

I’rwee. What fay ’ft thou, Miftreffc Qg/cklj ? How 
does thy Husband ? I louc him well, hee is an lioncll 
man. 

Hofteffe. Good, my Lord,hearemee. 

Fafi. Prethce let her alone, and lift to mee. 

Prince. What fay’ft thou,A tckel 
Falft. The other Night T fell afleepe heere behind the 
Arras, and had my Pocket pickt: this Houfe is 
Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets. 

Prince. Whatdidft thoulofc, Jacket 
Fafi. Wilt thou beleeue me,fW?Tliree or foure Bonds 
of fortie pound apeece, and a Seale-Ring of my Grand¬ 
fathers. 

Prince. A Trifle,fome eight-penny matter. 

Hoft. So I told him,my Lord; and I faid,I heardyom 
Grace fay fo: and (my Lord) hee fpeakes moft vilely of 
you, like a foule-mouth’d man as hee is, and faid, 
would cudgell you. 

Prince. What hee did not ? 

Hofi. There’s ncythcr Fa*rh,Truth,nor Woman- * 1 

inmeelfe. . 

Falft. There* 


The Titfl Part ofI{ i ng Henry th e Fourth. _ 6y 


; „ Th«.’*»« th " thc ° 1 *** p '“? el 

f*¥- 1 "TV .. h in thee, then in a drawne Fox: and for 

P° rn ° hood Maid-marian may be the Deputies wife 

^AVardtotbce. Go you nothing: go. 

°t/l Say.whacth^v.hatthaog? 

Sfg What thing? Why a thing to thanke heauen on. 
T am no thing to thanke heauen on,I wold thou 
unVnow it : 1 am aohoneft mans wife: and fetung 
hthood afidc> thou art a knaue to call me lo. 
lh F 4 Setting thy woman-hood afide,thou art a bcaft 

,0 'say>wh*at beaft,thou krtaue thou ? 

*7 what bcaft? Why an Otter. 

f ?rin An Otter,fir John} Why an Otter ? 

U Why? She’s neither filh nor flelh; a man knowes 

inhere to haue her. # 

n0 L a yhou art vniuft man in faying fo; thou, or ante 

Unnwet where to haue me.thou knaue thou, 

**prince. Thou fay’ft true Hofteffe,and he flanders thee 

^fsJhc doth you,my Lord, and fayde this other 
Mv You ought him a thoufand pound. 

‘ firmer Sirrah.do I owe you a thoufand pound • # 

fdjf. A thoufand pound Hall A Million. Thyloueis 
«ortha Million: thou ow’ft me thy louc. 
fjeff N a y m y kordjlie call’d you lacke, and Laid hee 

would cudgell you. 

fil. Did U Bardolph} 

far. Indeed Sir John, you faid fo. 

Yea,if he faid my Ring was Copper. 

Prince. I fay’tis Copper. Dat’ft thou bee as good as 
thy word now ? 

{at. Why #<*/? thou know’ft.as thou art but a man,l 
dare: but,as thou art a Priucc, I feare thee, as I feare the 
roaring of the Lyons Whclpe. 

Prince. And why not as the Lyon? 

Fal. The King himfelfe is to bee feared as the Lyon: 
Do’ll thou thinke Ilefcarethec,aslfearc:thy Father?nay 
ifl do, let my Girdle breake. 

0 prin, 0,if it flhould. how would thy gtfttes fall about 
thy knees. But firra: There’s no roomc for Faith, Truth, 
nor Honefty,in this bofome of thine : it is all fill’d vppe 
with Guttes and Midriffc. Charge an honeft Woman 
with picking thy pocket? Why thou horfon impudent 
imbofl Rafcall, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but 
Tiuerne Reckning?, Memorandums of Bawdic-houfet, 
and one poore peny-worth of Sugar-candie to make thee 
long-winded: if thy pocket were enrich’d with anie o- 
thcr iniuries but thefe, I am a Villaine: And yet you will 
Hand to it, you will not Pocket vp wrong. Art thou not 
albam’d ? 

Fal. Do’ft thou heare Hal} Thou know'ft in the ftate 
oflnnocency,-^4«i fell : and what fhould poore lacke 
F4/y?4j^do,inthedaye*ofYillany ? Thou feeft, 1 haue 
more flelh then another man,and therefore more frailty. 
You coiifcffe then you pickt my Pocket l 
Prin. ltappearcsfoby the Story. 

Fal. Hofteffe, I forgiue thee ; 

Go make ready Breakfaft, loue thy Husband, 
tooke to tlur Seruants v and chcrilh thy Guefts*: 

Thou (halt find me tracfablc to any honeft reafon: 

Thou feeft, I am pacified ft ill. 

Nay,Iprethecbegone. 

Exit Hofteffe. 

now Hal, to the newes at Coi^rt for the Robbery, Lad’? 
Howts that anfwered ? 


Prin. Otny fweccBecfe: 

1 muft ftill be good Angell to thee. 

The Monieispaid backe againe. . 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying backe, tis a double 
Labour. 

Prin. I am good Friends with my Father,and may do 

2 Val. Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou do’ft, 
and do it with vnwafh’d hands too. 

Bard. Do my Lord. ^ ’ 

Prin. I haue procured thee/<*ev(e,a Charge of Foot. 
Fal. I would it had beene ofHorfe. Where Ibal I finde 
one that can fteale well ? O, for a fine theefe. of two and 
twentie,or thereabout: I amheynoufly vnprouidcd.Wel 
God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend none but 
the Vertuous. I laud thorn,I praife them. 

Prin. Bardolph. 

Bar. My Lord. 

Prin. Go beare this Letter to Lord John of Lancafter 
To my Brother John. This to my Lord of Weftmerland, 
Go pete, to horfc: for thou,and I, 

Haue thirtie miles to ride yet ere dinner time. 
lacke, meet me to morrow in the Temple Hall 
Actwoaclockeintheafterr.oone, .V 

There (halt thou know thy Charge.and therercceiue 
Money and Order for their Furniture. 

*Tbe Land is burning, Percie Hands on.bye. 

And either they, or we muft lower lye. 

Fal. Rare words! braue world. 

Hofteffe,my breakfaft, come : 

Oh,I could wifii this Tauerne were roy drumme. 

Exeunt otnncs. 


-w-~ 

JffusQuartus. Scoena Frima. 


Enter Harrie Hotjpurre , tVorcefter, 
and Dotvglas. 

.■ fjOf 

Hot. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fpeaking truth 
In this fine Age,were not thought flatterie, ^ 

Such attribution fhould the Dousglas haue, 
AsnotaSouldiourofthis feafons ftampe, 

Should go fo generall currant through the world. 

By heauen I cannot flatter: I defie 
The Tongues of Soothers. But a Brauer place 
In my hearts loue,hath no man then your Selfe. 
Nay,taske mie tomy word: approuc me Lord. 

Dove. Thou-art the King of Honor: 

No man fo potent breathes ypon the ground. 

But 1 will Beard him. 

Enter a Irleffenger , 

Hot. Do fo, and ’tis well. What Letters haft there ? 

I can but thanke you. 

Meff. Thefe Letters come from your Father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? 

Why comes he not himfelfe ? 

Mef. He cannot eomcj my Lord, • . I 

He is greeuous fickc,' 

Hot. How? haz he the ley fure to be ficke now, 

In fuch a iuftling time? Who leades his power ? 

Vnder whofe Gonernpicnt come they along? 
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FirJlF artofRpwHenrxthe Fount. 


Meff His Letters beares his mindejnot I fiis minde, 
Wor . I prethee tell me, doth he keepe his'Bed ? 

Mejf He did,my Lord,fourc day es ere I fet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 

He was much fear'd by his Phyfician. 

Wor. I would the ftatc of time had firft beene whole. 
Ere he by fickncfle had beene vifited: 

His health was ncucr better worth then now. 

Hotjp. Sicke now? droope now? this fickncs doth infe& 
The very Life-blood of our Enterprife, 

'Tis catching hither,euen to our Campe. 

He writes me here^that-in ward-fickncfle. 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fofoone be drawne: nor did he tliinke it meet, 

To lay To dangerous and deare a truft 

On any Soule remou’d 3 but on his owne. 

Yet doth tie giuc vs bold aduertifemenr. 

That with our fmall conjunction we fhould bn. 

To fee how Fortune is dilpo^d to vs s 
For,as he writes,there is no quailing now, 

Bccaufc the King is certaincly pofl'eft 
Of allourpurpofes. What lay you to it? 

Wor • Your Fathers fickncfle is a mayrne to vs. 

Hotjp. A perillous Gafina very Limme lope off: 

And yet,in faith,it is not his prefcnc want 
Seemes more then we fhali frnde it. 
Wercitgood,tofetthc cxa6V wealth of all our ftates 
All at oneCaft ? To fet fo rich a maync 
On the nice hazard of one doubtfull houre, 

It were not good: for therein fhould we reade 
The very Botcomc,and the Soule of Hope, 

The very Lift,the very vtmoft Bound 
OF all our fortunes. 

Dorvg. Faith,and fo wee (lioufd. 

Where now remaines a fweet rcuerfion. , . 

We may boldly fpend,vpon the Hope 
Of what is to come in ; 

A comfort of retyrement liues in this. 

Hotjp. A Randcuous,a Home to flye vhto. 

If that cheDcuill and Mifchancc lookebigge 
Vpon the Maydcnhead of our Affaires# 

Wor. Bat yet I would your Father had beene here: 
The Q^ialieie and Heire of offr Attempt 
Brookes no cfttiifion: It will be thought 
By fome,that know not why he is aw?y. 

That wifedome,royaleie,and mcerc diflike 
Of our proceedings,kept the Earle from hence. 

And thinke,how fuc*h an appr-chenfion 
May turne the pydtf of fearefull Faftion, 

And breedea kindfe of queftionin our caufe: 

For well you know»;wec of theoffring fide, 

Muft kecpeaaf&ofe^Fom’ftriCt arbitrement. 

And flop all fight-holes,euery loope,from whence 
The eye of rcafon may prie in vpon vs : 

This abfeoce or your Father dr3wes a Curtainc, 

Thn fhewes the ignorant a kinde of feare. 

Beforen<fr&e#^rio'f. jhv* > J 

Hotjp. Youfiraync too farre. ? ^ * J • ' 

I rather of his- a® fence make this Vfe: 

It lends a Luftre,and more greaVOpinidn, * 

A larger Dare to your great EAte^prizej • •’* 

Then if the Earle were hire t for mfti muft thiHke, 

If we without his helpe,c3n make* Head 1 

To paflh agaiftlft the Kingdome; Vuh his helpic/ 

We fhali" oYe-turne it topfie-tiiriy downe : 

Vet all goes well,yet all out i&fit s are whole. 


Dorig. As heart can thinke: 

There is not fuch a word fpoke of in Scotia 
At this Drcarae of Feare. •. - V ■ ° tland > 

Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 

Hotjp. My Coufin rer***,welcome bvmvc , 
Vern. Pray God my newes be worth a wdLT ? 
The Earle of Weftmerland,feu€n thoufand ft r 
Is inarching hithcr-wajrds,wuh Prince John, ° n ^ 
Hotjp. No harme: what more? 

Vern . And further, I haue learffd. 

The King himfclfc in perfon hath fet forth 
Or hither-wards intended fpcedily, , 
With ftrong and mightie preparation. 

Hotjp. He fhali be welcome too. 

Where is his Sonne, 

The nimble.footed Mad-Cap,Prince of Wales 
And his Comrades,that daft the World afide * 

And bid it pafle? 
v Vern. Allfumifht r allin Armes, 

All plum’d like Ettridges, that with the Wind© 
Bayted like Eagles,hailing lately batlvd. 

Glittering in Golden CoatesJike Images, 

As full of fpirit as the Moneth of May, 

And gorgeous as the Sunne at Mid-furamer, 
Wanton asyouthfull Goates,wilde as young Bulls, 

I faw young Harry with his Beuer on, 

His Cufhes on his thighcs,ga!lantly arm’d, 

Rife from the ground like feathered ts\4ercnrj 9 
And vaulted with fuch eafe into his Seat, 

As if an Angcll dropt downe from the Clouds, 

To turne and winde a fierie Pegafiu, 

And witch the World with Noble Horfemanfhip, 
Hotjp. No more,no more, 

Worlethen the Sunne in March: 

This prayfe doth nourifn Agues; let them come, 
They come like Sacrifices in their trimme, 

And to the fire-cy’d Maid of fmoakie Wsrre, 

All hot,and bleeding, will wee offer them : 

The mayledU^rr {liall on his Altar fit 
Vp to the eares4a blood. Iam on fire, 

To heare this rich reprizalf is fo nigh, 

And yet not ours# Comc,let me take my Horfe, 
Who is to beare me!i ki* a Thunder-bolt, 

.Againft the bofomc of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry to Harry,On all not Horfeto Horfe 
Mcete,and ne*repart,till one drop downeaCoarfe? 
Oh,that Glendower were comev. • ^ .j 

Ver . Therefs more newes fi .h . v^. c . , ; 

I learned in Worcefter,as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his Powerxhisffburiereenedayfcs. 

Dowg , That’s the worft Tidings that .1 heart o 
yet. 

Wor. I by my faith, that beares a frofty found. 
Hotjp. What may the Kings whole Battailc read 
vnto ? . -I, - • 

Ver. To thirty thoufand. * . il 

Hot. Forty let it be. 

My Father and Glendower being both away^j 
The powres of v*,may ferueTo great a day. 1 :> " 
Come,lec vs take a mufter lpeedily: cr | ^ * «h ; 
Doomefday is necrc; dye all,dye merrily, das 
Dow. Talke not of dying,I am our offeare 
Of death,or deaths hand* foi* this one-halfcyea^ 

ExtHntOtoM' 

Sen 
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-- ^"uvicucr feare me, I am as vigilant aa a Cat,to 


Sc^na Sccunda. 


Enter Fa/Jtafe and Bardolph. 

,. -Ttardolpb ,get thee before to Couentry, fill me a 
I V Sick our Souldicrs /ball march through:wcc le 

^° 5 iltton-cop'hiU to Night. 

l °%trl Will you giuemc Money.Captaine? 

ftfl. Lay out,lay out 

L. r J This Bottle makes an Angcll. 

Hi And if it doc, take it for thy labour: and it it 

l* ^yentic, take them all, He aniwere the Coynage. 
® a * i ieutenanc Peto meete me at the Townes end. 

Bl $Jd. I will Captaine: farewell. Exit. 

v l!i' If I be not afti3tn’d of my Souldiers, I am a 
- .^.Gurnet : I haucmif-v»’d the Kings PrcfTe dam- 
°biv I haue got, in exchange of a hundred and fiftie 
S*uldiers, three hundred and odde Pounds. Iprcfleme 
1c but oood Houfe-holders, Yeomens Sonncs:enquire 
l°eoutcontrafted Batchelers, fuch as had beene ask’d 
twice on the Banes: fuch a Commoditie of warmc flaucs, 
-shadas licae heare the Dcuill, as a Drumme ; fuch as 
fcate the report of aCaliucr.vvorfethena ftruck-Foole, 
or ahurt wilde-Ducke. Ipreft me none but fuch Toftcs 
jn dBatter,with Hearts in their Bellyes no bigger then 
Pinnes heads, and they haue bought out their feruiccs: 
And now, my whole Charge confiftsof Ancieots.Cor- 
porjl^Lieutenants^entlemenof Companies, Slaues as 
r3 geed as lazarm in the painted Cloth,where the Glut- 
tonsDogges licked his Sores; and fuch, as indeed were 
neucr Souldiers, but dif-carded vniuft Seruingmen,youn- 
ger Sonnes to younger Brothers, reuolted Tapfters and 
Olliers,Trade-falnc, the Cankers of a calme World,andfl 
long Peace, tenne times mote dis-honorable ragged, 
thcnanold-fac’d Ancient; and fuch haue I to fill vp the 
roomes of them that haue bough: out tbeir feruices: that 
you would thinke, that I hadfa hundred and fiftie totter’d 
Prodigalls,lately come from'Swine-kteping,from eating 
DraffeandHuskes. A mad fellow met me on the way, 
and told me,I had vnloaded all thcGibbets,and preft the 
dead bodyes. No eye hath fccne fuch skar-Crowcs: lie 
not match through Couentry with them,that’s fiat. Nay, 
and the Villaincs march wide betwixt the Legges, as if 
they had Gyues on; forindeede, I had the moll of them 
out of Prifon. There’s not a Shirt and a halfe in all my 
Company : and the halfe Shirt is two Napkins tackt to¬ 
gether, and throwne ouerthe (boulders like a Heralds 
Coat,without fleeues: and the Shirt, to fay the truth, 
Koine from my Hoft of S. Alhones, or the Rcd-Nofc 
Inne-keeper of Dauintry. But that’s all onc,thcy’lc finde 
Linnenenough on euery Hedge. 

Enter the Prince t and the Lord of tVtJJmerland. 

Prince. How now blpwne IachJ how now Quilt ? 
Falft. What Hall How now mad Wag.whataDeuill 
do’ftthou in Warwicklbire? My good Lord ofWcft- 
merland.I cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had al¬ 
ready beene at Shrewsbury. 

tPefi. Faith,Sir Iohn,' tis more then time that 1 were 
there, and you too: but my Powers are there alreadie. 
The King,I can tell you, lookes for vs all: we muft away 
ail to Night. 


ftc«le Crcatne. 

Prince. I thinke to fteale Creame indeed,lor thy theft 
hath alreadie made thee Butter: but tell me/^.whofc 
fellowes arc thefc that come alter ? 

Falfi. Mine,#4/,mine. 

Prince. I did neuer fee fuch pittifull Rafcals. 

Falfi. Tut,tuc,good enough to tolfe: foode for Pow¬ 
der, foode for Powder: they’le fill a Pit,as well as better: 
tufh man,mortall men.mortail men. 

Wcftm. I, but Sir Iohn, me thinkes they are exceeding 
poore and bare,too beggarly. 

Falfi. Faith.for their pouertie.I know not where they 
had that 5 and for their bareneffe, I am fure they neuer 
learn’d that of me. 

Prence.No,lle be fworne.vnlelTc you call three fingers 
on thcRibbcs bare. But firra,make haRe,Percj is already 
in the field. 

Falfi. What,is the King encamp’d? 

We(lm. Hee is. Sir Ich», I feare wee Ihall ftaytoo 

long. 

Fafi. Well.to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin¬ 
ning of a Feaft, fits a dull fighter, and a keene Gueft. 

Exeunt. 


Scoena Fertia. 


Enter HotjptcryVorctJler^Doxvglas.and 
Vernon. 

Hotjp. Wce'le fight with him to Night. 

Wore. It may not be. 

Dowg. You giue him then aduantage. 

Vern. Not a whit. 

Hotjp . Why you fo ? lookes he not for fupply? 

Vern . So doe wee. 

Hotjp. His is certaine,ours is doubtfull. 

Wore . Good Coufin be aduis’d^ftirre not to night. 

Vern. Doe not,my Lord. 

Dowg. You doe not couniaile well: 

You fpeake it out of feare^nd cold heart. 

Vern , Doc me no {landcr,D(?w^4^: by my Life, 

And I dare well maintaine it with my Life, 

If wcll-refpc&ed Honor bid m* on, 

I hold as little counfaile with weake feare, 

A« you,my Lord,or any Scot that this day liues# 

Let it be fecne to morrow in the Battell, 

Which of vs fearcs. 

Dowg. Yea,or to night. 

Vern. Content. 

Hotjp. To night,fay I. 

Vern. Come,come,it may not be. 

I wonder much,being me cf fuch great leading as fou are 
That you fore-fee not what impediments 
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfe 
Gf my Coufin Vernons are not yet come vp. 

Your Vnckle Worcefters Horfe came but to day* 

And now tbeir pride and mettall is afleepe, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull. 

That not a Horfe is halfe the halfe of himfclfe. 

Hotjp. So are the Horfes of the Eneraie 
In generall iourney bated,and brought low: 

The better part of ours are full of reft. 

f 3 Wor. The 
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Wore. The nnmber ofnheKing exceedethours: 

For Gods fake.Coufitijftay till all come in. 

The Trumpet founds a Parley* Enter Sir 
fValfef Blunt. 

Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, 

If you vouchiafcmc hcaring,and refpedh 
Hotjp. W elcomr,Sir tv alter "Blunt: 

And would to God you were of our determination. 
Some of vs lone you well : and cucnthofc fome 
Enuie your great deferuings^and good name, 

Becaufc you are not of cur qualitie, 

But ftand againft vs like an Encmie. 

Blunt .And Hcauen defend,but ftjll l fhould ftand fo. 
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule, 

You ftand againft anoynted Maieftie. 

But to my Charge. 

The King hath lent to know 

The nature of your Gricfe$ 5 and whereupon 

You coniure from the Breft of Ciuill Peace, 

Such bold Hoftilitie, teaching his dutious Land 
Audacious Crueltie. If that the King 
Haue any way your good Defcrts forgot. 

Which he confeflcth to be manifold, 

' He bids you name your Griefcs,and with all fpeed 
You (hall haue your defires,with intcreft 
And Pardon abColnte for your felfe, and thefe, 

Herein mis-led,by your fuggeftion. 

Hotjp. The King is kindc : 

And well wee know, the King 

Knowes at what time to promife,when to pay. 

My Father,my Vnckle,and my fclfe. 

Did giue him that fame Royaltic he wcares: 

And when he was not fixe and twentie ftrong, 

Sicke in the Worlds regard,wrctched,and low, 

A poore vnminded Out-law,fneaking home. 

My Father gaue him welcome to the fhnre: 

And when he heard him fweare,and vow to God, 

He came but to be Duke of Lancafter, 

To fue his Liaeric,and begge his Peace, 

With teares of Innocencie,and tC3rmes of Zealc; 

My Father,ir» kiade heart and piety mou'd, 

Swore him nftiftance,and perform’d it too. 

Now,when the Lords and Barons of the Realme 
Perceiu’d Northumberland did leane to him. 

The more and Icffe came in with Cap and Knee, 

Met him in Boroughs,Cities, Villages, 

Attended him on Bridges,flood in Lancs, 

Layd Gifts before him,protfer’d him their Oathcs, 

Gaue him their Keires,as Pages followed him, 

Eucn at the hee!cs,m golden multitudes# 

He prefen tly,as Grcatnefte knowes it felfe, 

Steps me a little higher then his Vow 
Mad^to my Fathefr, while his blood was poore, 
Vpbnthetiaked (hore at Rauenfpurgh : 

And now(forfooth) takes on him to reforme 
Some certaineEdi£te,and fome ftrait Decrees, 

That lay too beanie on the Common-wealth; 

Cryes out vpon abufes,feemes to weepe 
Ouer his Countries Wrongs: and by this Face, 

This fecitiTngBrow of Iuftice 3 did he winne 
The hearts of all that hee did angle for. 

Proceeded furtHer^cut me oft the Heads 
Of all the Fauorires,thar the abfent King 
la deputation left bchinde hirn heere. 


Wlien hcc was perlbnall in the IriftTwar^ 

Blunt. Tuc,I came oot tphearc this-. 

Hotjp. Then to the point. 

In fhorc time after, hee depos'd the King. 

Soonc after that,depriu*d him of his Life • 

And in the neck of that.task’t the whole Star 
To make that worfc,fuffer'd hisKinfman tjJ' ? 
Who i*,if cuery Owner were plac’d, * rc *> 

Indcedc his King,to be engag’d in Wales 
There,withont Ranfome,to lye forfeited : 
Difgrac'd me in my happie Victories, 

* Sought to intrap me by intelligence. 

Rated my Vnckle from the Counccll-Boord 
In rage dilmifs’d my Father from the Court ’ 
Broke Oath on Oath,committed Wrong on Wr 
And in conclufipnjdrouc vs to fcelce out ron & 
This Head of fafetie; and withall,topric 
Into his Title: the which wee finde 
Too indireft, for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I returnc this anfwer to the Kin<o 

Hotjp . Not fo, Sir Walter m ® 

Wec’lc with-draw a while : 

Goe to the King,and let there be impawn’d 
Some iiiretic for a fafe returnc agame, 

And in the Morning early (ball my Vnckle * 

Bring him our purpofe: and fo farewell. 

Blunt ; I would you would accept of Grace and L 

Hotfp. And’t may be,(o wee (ball. 

Blunt . Pray Heaucn you doe. Exeunt, 



Enter the Arch-Bi(bop ofTorksytni Sir Michel 

vl>rAHie,good Sir Mtchelljbeuc this fealedEriefc 
With winged haftetothe Lord Marfhall, 

This to my Coufin Scroope , and all the reft 
To whom they arc directed. 

If you knew how much they doe import, 

You would moke hafle. 

Sir Mich. My good Lord,I guefle their tenor, 

yirch . Like enough you doe. 

Tomorrow,good Sir MkhelL\% a day, 

Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men 
Muft bide the touch. For Sir,at Shrewsbury, 

As I am truly giuen to vnderftand. 

The King,with mightie and quick-rayfed Power, 
Mcetes with Lord Harry: and I feare.Sir Michell, 
What with the ficknefle of Northumberland, 

Whofe Power was in the firft proportion; 

And what with Owen Gleudoxvers abfcnce thence, 
Who with them was rated firmely tbo, 

And comes net in,ouer-rurd by Prophecies, 

I feare the Power of Percy is too weak^, 

To wage an inftant tryall with the King. 

Sir Mrch.'Whyytny good Lord,you need not feare, 
There is T>owglas,Zf\d Lord ( JMortimer. 

Jtrch . Ho 9 LMortimer is not there. 

Sir 7 Mic. But there is MordakpfornonjL ord tUrrjtty 
And there is my Lord of Worcefter, 

And a Head of gallant Warriors, 

Noble Gentlemen# , , 

Jrch.. A ni 
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there is, but yet the K.ng hath drawnc 
^tuh«d of ail the Land together: 

T^ e f 1 . nf Wales, LordYofoof Lancafter, 
t Noble Weft.ncriand, and warlike ; 

Th j moe CocriuaU.and dearc men 

command ,n Arn^es. 

njubt not my Lord, he fhall be well oppos’d 
S,r , ’ i hope no Idle? Yet needful! ’tis to feare, 

. t ffl < 'preoenr the wt>rfl, Sir Micbell fpeed ; 

Lo^d Percy thiiue not, ere the King 
Ivfmidehis power, he meanes to vifit vs: 
i l3t h heard of our Confedcracie, 
rtis but Wifedome to make ftrong againfi him : 
t,Mnrr make hail, I muft go wtite againe 
y’ er -her Friends: and fo farewell,Sir Micbell. Exeunt. 



Em the King, Prince offtake. Lord John of Lmc after, 
hsiric of iVeftmerland,Sir Walter Blunt, 
and FMfiaffe. 

Kinr. How bloodily the Surine begins topcerc 
Abouc yon busky hill: the day lookes pale 
Achisdiftemperaturc. 

Prtn. TheSouthernewinde 
Doth play the Trumpet to his purpofes, 

And by his hollow whiftlingin the Leaues, 
portels aTempeft,and a blurring day. 

Kinfr. Then with the lofers I^t it fympathize. 

For nothing-can feemefoule to thofe that win. 

The Trumpet founds . 

Enter Wcrtefter. 

King, How now my Lord of Worfter? Tis not well 
That you and 1 fhoul d meet vpon luch tearmes. 

As now we meet. You haue dccciuVi our cruft. 

And made vs doffe our cafic Robes otPcacc, 

To crulb our old limbes in vngencle Steele s 
This is not well, my Lord 3 thisis not well. 

What fay you to it ? Will you againc vnkrnt 

This churiifh knot of all-abhorred W arre? . 

And tt )oue in that obedient Orbe againe. 

Where you did giue a faire^nd naturall light. 

And be no more an exhall d Meteor, . 

A prodigie of Feare, and a Portent 
Orbroached Mifcheefe, to the vnborne Times? 

Wor. Heare me,my Liege : 

For mine owne part, I could be well content { 

Toentertaiuethc Lagge-enu ofmy life . 

With quiet hou res: Fori doprgteft, 

Ibaue not fought the day -of rifts difiikc# 

King. You haue not fought it : how comes it then? 
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 

Prin. Peace,Chcwct,peace. 

Wcr. It pleas’d your Maicfty, to tuxne.your lookes 
Of Fauour, from my Sdfe, and all our Ho*fe ; 

And yer I muft remember youmy Lord, 

We were the firft, anddeareft of your Friends : 
ror you, my (laffp of Office d^,d*J bxeakq ’ *,. 
in Richards\ ime, and po.aftpd.<iay.and nigKt 
i o mecte youon the way^and ^ifle your h^d, . 


t i 
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When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing lo ftrong and fortunate, as I ; 

It was my Selfc, my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home,and boldly did cuc-d«re 
The danger of the time. You fwore to vs, 

And you did fweare that Oath at Doncaftcr, 

That you did nothing ofpurpofe’gainft the State, 

Nqr claime.no further, then your new-falne right. 

The feate of Gaunt, Dukcdomc of Lancafter, 

To this, we fwarc our aide : But in fbort fpace. 

It rain’d downc Fortune fiiowring on your head. 

Andfuch a Aloud of Greatnefte fell on yon. 

What with our heJpe,what with tbeabfcnt King, 

What with the injuries of wanton time, 

The feeming fufferanccs that you had borne, < 

And the contrarious Windcs chat held the King 
So long in the vnlucky Irifh Warres, 

That all in England did repute him dead : 

And from thisfwarme of faire aduanrages, 

You idokc occaiion to be quickly woo’d, 

To gripe the gencrallfwaymto your hand, > 

Forgot your Oath to vs at Doncafter, 

And being fed by V3, you vs\J vs lo. 

As that vngendc gull the Cuckowe> Bird, 

Vi'eth the Sparrow, riitiepprefleour Neft, 

Grew by our Feedings to lo great a bulke, 

1 hat euen our Loue durft not come necre.your fight 
For feare of fwallowing : But with nimble, wing 
We were inforc’djor (afety fake, to flye 
Out ofyour fight, and rail'c this prefent Head* 

Whereby we itand oppoledby inch meanes 
As you your felfe, haue forg’d againft your felfe. 

By vnkindc vfage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and troth 
Sworne to vs in yongcr enterprize. 

Kin* Thefe things indeedcyco haue afticMlate^ 
proclaim’d at Market CroflVsjcad in Churches, 

Toface theGaiment ofRebeUfcfn 
With fome fine colour, that may pleafe the eye 
Of fickle Changelings, and poore Difcontents > 

Which gape, and rub the Elbow at thenewes 
Ofhurly burly InnoU3tion : 

And nener yet did Infurrcttion want 
Such water-colours, to impaint his caufc: 

Nor moody Beggars,ttaruing for a time 
Of pell-mell hauocke,and confufion. 

prin. In both our Armies, there is many a ibule 
Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, 

/^jfoncc they^oyne intriall. Tell your Nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth ioync with all the world 
In praife of Henry Percie : By my Hopes, 

This prelent enterprize let off his head, 

I do not thinke a brauer Gentleman, 

More adliuc, yaliaut,or morewafiant yong, 
Moredaring,or more bold,is now aliue, . 

To grace this latter Age with Noble deeds# . 

For my part, I may fpeakeittp my fhame, 
IhaueaTruantbeenetoChiualry, 

And fo I heare,.he doth account me too,; 

Yet this before rny Fathers Maicfty, ■ / -• 

I am content that he fhalltake the oddes 
Of his great name and eftimation, . , . . i 
And will,to faue the blood on either fide, ' . . 

Try fortune with him, inaSingle Fight., 

King. At\d Prince of WaleSyfo dare we venter thee. 
Albeit, cohfidetjUions infinite 

Do 
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Do make againft ic 2 No good Werfter,no, 

We loue our people well; euen thofe we loue 
That are mifled vpon your Coufins part: 

And will they take the offer of our Grace : 

Both he, and they,and you; yea,euery man 
Shall be my Friend againe, and lie be his. 

So cell your Coufin, and bring me word,j 
What he will do. But if he will not yeeld. 

Rebuke and dread corre&ionwaite on vs. 

And they (hall do their Office. So bee gone. 

We will not now be troubled with reply, 

Wc offer fairc 5 take it aduifcdly* 

Exit IP'orccftcr. 

Prin . It will not be acccpted,on my life, 

The Doivgl<u and the Hotfpurrc both together. 

Arc confident againft the world in Armes. 

King. Hence therefore, euery Leader to his charge, 
For on their anfwer will we fet on them; 

And God befriend v?, as our caufc is iuft. Exeunt* 

Manet Prince and Fa/Jlajfe. 

Fal. Hal, if thou fee me do wne in the battell, 

And beftride me, fo ; ’ris a point of friendfhip. 

Pr/».Nothing but a Cojoflus can do thee that frendfhip 
Say thy prayers,and farewell. 

Fal. I would it were bed rime Hal> and all well, 

Prin, Why,thou ow’ll heauen a death. 

Falft * ' Tis not due yet: I would bee loath to pay him 
before his day. What neede 1 bee fo forward with him, 
that call’s noton me? Wcll/tis no matter, Honor prickes 
me on. But how if Honour prickc me off when I come 
on ? How rhen ? Can Honour fet too a leggc? No : or an 
arme ? No : Or take away the greefe of a wound ? No. 
Honour hath no skill in Surgerie,then ? No.What is Ho- 
nour?Aword. What is that word Honour ? Ayre ; A 
trim reckoning. Who hath it ? He that dy’de a Wednes¬ 
day. Doth hefeele it? No. Doth hce heareit? No. Is it 
infenfible then?yea,to the dead. But wil it not liue with 
the liuing? No. Why ? Detraction wil not fuffer it,ther- 
fore lie none of ic. Honour is a meere Scutcheon, and fo 
ends my Catechifme. Exit . 


Scena Secunc/a. 


Enter IVoreefler, and Sir 'Richard "Vernon. 

fVor. O no,my Nephew muft not know,Sir Richard, 
The liberall kmde otter of the King. 

Ver. ’Twere beff he did. 

War . Then we are all vndone. 
ic is notpolTiblc, it cannot be, 

The King would kcepe his word inlouing v», 

He will fnfpeft vs (fill, and findc a time 
To punifh this offence in others faults: 

Suppofition.all our hues, fhall be ftucke full ofeyes ; 

For Treafon is but trotted like the Foxe, 

Who n$’re fo tame, fo chcrifht,and lock’d vp. 

Will haue a wilde tricke of his Ancettors : 

Lookc how hecan,orfad or merrily, 

Interpretation will mifquote our lookes. 

And we fhall feede like Oxen at a ftall, 

The better cherilht, (fill the nearer death. 

My Nephewes trcfpalTc may be well forgot. 

It hath the excufe of youth,and heate of blood. 


And an adopted name of Ptiuiledge, 

A haire-brain’d Hotfbttrre, gouern’dbv . c„i 
All his offences liue vpon my head, ^ ecne> ’ 

And on his Fathers. We did traine him on 
And his corruption being tane from vs * 

We as the Spring of all, fhall pay for all • 
Therefore good Coufin, let not Harry know 
In auy cafe, the offer of the King, w 

Ver. Deliuer what you will,Ilc f a y » t is f 0 
Heere comes your Cohn. 

Enter Hotfeurre. 

Hot. My Vnkle is return’d, 

Deliuer vp my Lord of Weftmerland. 

Vnkle, what newe-? 

ITor. The King will bid you battell prefenrl,, 
IZW.Dcfie him by the Lord of WeflujerUifd 

Hot. Lord Dowglas : Go you and tell him fo. ' 
Dow. Marry and fhall,and veric willingly, ’ 

Ivor. There is no Teeming mercy in the 

Hot. Did you begge any? God forbid 

™ r \ l h, ?» 8 eiul y of our grceoances, 

Of hisOath-breakmg: which he mended thus 
By now forfwearing that he is forfwornc, * 

He cals vs Rebels,Traitors,and willfccurge 
With haughty armes, this hatefull name in vs. 

Enter Dowglas. 

Dew. Arme Gentlemen, to Armes, for I haue throv 
A braue defiance in King Henries teeth: 

And W cftmerland that was ingag’d did bearc it 
Which cannot choofc but bring him quickly on 

A Tv T hcPri ""/ f ^? Ic!,ftc P tforth beloreth e kin 

And Nephew, challeng <i you to (ingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads 
And that no man might draw fhort breath to day ’ 
But I and Harry Mo> mouth. Tell me,tcll mee, 

How (hew’d his Talking ?Scem’d it in contempt? 

Ver. No, by my Soule : I neuerin my life 
Did bore a Challenge vrg’d more modeilly, 

Vnlefle a Brother fhould a Brother dare 
T o gentle exercife, and proofc of Armes. 

He gaue you all the Duties ofa Man, ' 
Trimm’d vp your praiies with a Princely tongue, 
Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, ’ 

Making you euer better then his praife, 

By ft.ll difpraifingpraife, valew’d wirhyou : 

And which became him like a Prince indeed. 

He made a blufhing citall ofhirofclfe. 

And chid his Trewant youth with fuch a Grace, 

As ifhe mattred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching, and oflearning inttantly: 

There did he paufe. But let me tell the World, 

If he out-liue the enuic of this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fweet a hope, ’ 

So much mifeonftrued in his Wantonneflc. 

Hot. Coufin, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his Follies: neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wilde at Liberty. 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldicrs arme. 

That he fhall fhrinke vnder my curtefie. 

Arme,arme with fpeed. And Fellow's,Soldiers,Friends, 
Better confider what you haue to do, 

That I that haue not well the gift of Tongue, 
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A nfi^urbroodvFvvnhperfwafion. 

Can *»« y Enter a c Meffengtr, 

,. r MV Lord,beere are Letters foryou. 
t cannotreadethemnow. 

. e0 the time of life is fhort; 

° 9 e0t i t hat fhortnefle bafely.werc too long. 

‘T°/ a fide vpon a Dials point, 

T, n a at the arriuall of aphoure, 

St' ^e fiue, we liue to treade on Kings: 

A. n . d ’ braue death,when Princes dye wich vs. 

W L otir Confciences, the Armes is faire, 
the intent for bearing them is iuft. 
vVhen £ntcr another CMefenger. 

M r My Lo;d prepare, the King comes on apace. 
i 1 thanke him, that he cuts me frommy tale: 
c n dVr°feffe not talking: Onely this, 

ch man do his heft. And heere I draWiaSvvord, 
S worthy temper I intend to ttaipe 
tV chthebeft blood that I can meetc witball, 

„ the aduenture of this pcrillous day. 

JJ,- Efperance Percy, and fet on : 

Sound all the lofty Inftmments of Warre, 

And by that Mufick e, let v s ail imbrace : 

For heauen to earth,feme of vs neuer fhall, - ; : 

A lecond timedo.luch a curtefie. 

7 hey embrace, the 7 rumpets found, the King enteretb 
with his power, alarum vn to the battell. Then enter 
Dowglas, and Sir W alter c Rlunt. 

7 /v.Whatls-thy name,that in battel thusycroffctt roc? 
What honor doft thou fecke vpon my head ? 

q)ow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And I do haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Bccaul'e fomc tell me, that thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Dow- The lotd ofStafford decre to day hath bought 
Thylikencflc :for infted of thee King Harry, 

This Sword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 

Vnleffe thou yeeld thee as a Prifoner. 

Bln. I was not borne to yeeld,thou haughty Scot, 

And thou (halt finde a King that will reuenge 
Lords Staffords death. 

Fight, Blunt is flaine,then enters Hotjpur j. 

Hot. o bojy"/<ir,hadft thou fought at Hoimcdon thus 
I neuer had triumphed o’re a Scot, 

Dow. All’s done,all’s won,here breathlcs lies the king 
Hot. Where?- 
Dow. Heere. ye 

Hot. This Dwwglas} No,I know this face full well: I | 
A gallantKnight hfewas, his nanitf was Ulunt, 

Scmblably furnifhUUike the Kiughimfclfe, 

Dow.. Ah focfle.i, gq with thy foule whecii'er-rt gots, 

A bftj^owed Tltle hatt^houhooght too decree 
Why didft thou tell-,me, {'nat thou sver't a K 
Hot. The King hath many niargfeingjn hi^Cuats. 7 
.Dow. N rn by ,jtyS word,J x® ill al 1 :ht4 Coaces, 

ll£.R?urder all HifeWardrobe pee^t fcy-pQece, C AsA 
Vnull I meettfieKmg. 

Hot. Vp.aud a^’Ay, . 

Our Souldiers (land fullfoiifiy for the day. ... : Exeunt 
sissd. ^Alarum,,and enter,F’alft ajfe foists, > . ■ .j 

d: Pol, r'Thoughhe4>iild lcapc fhor>fr«ept Lopd.on .1 fear 
tlie.footheeteiihpreiVno fcprjBigfcfeut vpoqffee pate.Soft 
who ate you ? Sjr iValter “Blunt-, there's Honour for you: 
Here s no vanity, 1 am as hot as molten Lca:d,-aud at he?-‘ 
u y tc *- < ?»b^i ,ei Vk 9 speLe 1 d>Qii 5 <jfft> < ;^ > I neede.no more 
nunc owne Bovveiles; I haue led my>r?g of 


Muffins where they are pepper d .-there’s not three of my 
i eo. left aliue, and they for the Townes end, to beg du¬ 
ring life. But who comes heere? 

Enter the Prince. 

/Vs.Whatjftand’ft thou idle here?Lendmc thy fword, 
Many a Nobleman likes ftarkc and ttiffe 

Vnder the hooues of vaunting enemies. 

Whole deaths are vnreueng d. Prcthy lend-roe thy fword 
Fal. O Hal, I prethee giuc me Ieaue to breath awhile: 
Turkc Gregory neuer did fuch deeds in Armes, as I haue 
done this day. I haue paid Percy,! haue made him lute. 
Prist. He is indeed,and lining to kill thee: 

I prethee lend me thy fword. 

Falfl. Nay Hal., if Percy bee aliue, thou getft not my 
Sword ; but. take my Piftoll if thou wilt. 

Prin. Giuc it me: What, is ic in the Cafe i 
Fal. I Hal, ’tis hot: There’s that will Sacke a City. 

The Trincedraives out a “Bottle of Sacke. 
Prin. What, is it a time to ictt and dally now. Exit, 

7 hrowes it at him. \ 

Fal. If Pern be aliue, lie pierce him: ifhe do come in 
my way,fo: jf-bfcdo not, if 1 come in his (willingly) let 
him make a Carbonado ofmc; Hike not fuch grinning 
honour as Su ffW/cr hath: Gibe mee life, whichif lean 
iaue, fo: if not,honour comes vnlook’d for, and ther’s an 
end. * Exit 


aon: 


weig 


laruf»,txcurfernsyntertbe King,the Pftnce, 

Lord lohn of La>*eafter, and Earle 
t of Wejlwrland. • 

•’tmn ■j'.'-'ij f nj.tsle’ 'D zm . 
King. I preth ee Harry withdraw thy fclfe, <bpy blee- 
deft too much: Lord lohnofLancafltr,%ts you with him. 

P lob. Noti,my Lord,vr>Uflet dtd bleed too* 

Brin I befeech yout Maiefty^make vp, 

Lcaft you retirement do amaj^ your friends. >j . 

King. I will do !o : . i-ri} : 

My Lovdof Weftmerland Uade him to hisTenr. 

Well. Coroe.my Lord, lie leade you to yoarTent. 
Prin. Lead ^tte my Lord? I do-U^, need your helpej 
And heauen forbid a ft\allow (ctfatcb fhoulu driue 
.ThePrince.ofWalesffomluclkhfieldasthis, L . 

VVhere ftain’d Nobility lyes trodcn on, 
eAnfl Rebels Asroes .triumph iqtPA&cres. 

loh. Webreatfi too long: Come cofin Weftmerland, 
Our dutythis v/dy lies,for heaueaslake came. 

Pnn. By heauen thou haft defin’d me I*anf?ftet, 

I did not-thif»fco thee Lprd of fuch a ipitit: 

Before, I iou’d theeids i Brother, John ; 

But now.J dorefpeef ibefcasmy Soule. . r 
j ■'King. : I law Wrcn hblcf.Loxd /'fr^y at the point, 

Wi<3ri luftiermaintenance then! did iookp for 
Of fuch an vtigrowrte WarriQUt.j, 'c. 4 - 1 ; 

Prin. O thiy Boy, lends mettjlhto vs sfil, 

. -S’toh, U-P . .. „ 

Dow. AnothetKiagrTht^l gtdw!ikeHydr*’*b ea dse 
I am the Dowglas, fatall to all thofe—. — -,n A 

Thai weare thoieiclours on tht ( m>.What asCthou 

Thaticou.ntsrfeitiftthepctfoD'.QfttKing?. AhV’ I 

King.Jhc Katjgbiinfcl£w3Wlhb Dowglas gtieUcs.atbart 

So 


. ; fj||l' !P ! 

• . 























































































7 }l _ ^ oe F* r ft art °f ^} n Z Henry the Fourth . 


. 


So many of his fhadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King. IhauctwoBoyes:' . r 

Seeke Percy 2 nd thy felfe about the Field: 

But feeing thou fall’ft on me fo luckily, 

I will aflay thee: fo defend thy felfe. 

1 feare thou art another counterfeit: 

And yet infaith thou bear’ll thee like a King: 

But mine I am furethou art,whocre thou be, 

And thus I win thee. 7 hey fight , the K. hang in danger , 

- Enter Prtnce, 

Prin. Hold yp they head vile Scot,or thou act like 
Neuer to hold it vp againe: the^Spirits 
Of valiant Sherly,StaffordfBlunt,ixc in my Armes; 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but he mcanes to pay. 

They Tight fDowglas fiyeth. 
CheerelyMy Lord: how fare's your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for fuccour fent. 

And fo hath Clifton : Jle to Clifton ftraigiit. 

King. Stay,and breath awhile. 

Thou haft redeem'd thy loft opinion, 

And tliew'd thou mak’ft forac tender of my life 
In this faire refeue thou haft brought to mec. 

Prin . O hcaueti, they did me too much iniury, 

That euer faid 1 hearkned to your death. 

Ifit were fo, I might haue let alone 
The infultingband of Doveglas oueryou. 

Which would haue bene as fpeedy in your end. 

As all the poyfonousPotians in the world. 

And fau’d the Treacherous labour of your Sonne. 

K. Make vp to ,\\c to Sir Nicholas Gats fey. Exit 

Enter Hotfpur. 

Hot, Ifl miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

Prin, Thou fpe&k’ft as if I would deny my name. 

Hot, My name is Harrie Percte. 

Prin. Why then I fee a very valiant rebel ofthat name. 
I am the Prince of Wales,and thinbe not Percy * 

To fharewith me in glory any more ; 

Two Starres keepe not their motion in one Sphere, 

Nor can one-England br-ooke a double reigne. 

Of Harry Percy ^ and the Prince of Wales. 

Hot, Not Thrall it Hary, for the houre is come 
To end the ofteofvs; and would co heauen, 

Thy name in Armes, were iiow a; great as mine. 

Prin. He make it greater,ere 1 part from thee. 

And all the budding Honors on thy Creft, 
lie crof^tomake a Garland for my head. 

Hot. I can no longer brooke thy Vani tics. Fight, 

' Enter Falfiaffe. 

Fal. Well faid Hal, to it Hal. Nay you fliall finde no 
Boy es-play frcerc,! can tell you. 

Enter Dowglas,,he fights with Talftaffcyvbofalsdown 
eti lf%ersere -dead.The Prince kifleth Percte. 

Hot. Oh /7<tfty,fh6ubaft rob'd me ofroy youth r~ 
better brooke the lofle of brittle life, b 
Then thole proud Titles thou hall wohne of me, 

They wound-my rhoghts worfe,then the fword my fleftr. 
Jut thought’s the flauc of Life,and Lifetimes foolej 
And Time, that takes fuwuey of all the world, 

Mtfft haue a flop. O, I could Prophcfic, 

Jut that the Earth,and thecold Rand of death, 
i Lyeson rtnyT or *gucfNo Pcreyyhou art duft i 
And food for- ^ b 

Prin . jp&r Wormcs,braue Percy .Farewell great heart: 

! ll-weau’d Ambirioln,how much art thou fhrunkc? 

When that-th’is bodic did containe a fpirit, T 


tad- 


hail, 


A Kingdome for it was too fmall a bound- 
But now two pacts of the vileft Earth) 

Is roome enough. This Earth that beares tU j 
B eares not aliuefo flout a Gentleman CQ| 

If thou wer’tfenfible of curtefie, * 

I fhould not make fo great a fhew ofZeale. 

But let my fauours hide thy mangled face * 

And euen in thy bchalfe,Ile thanke my f e jf c 
Fordoing thefefayre Rites ofTenderneffe 
Adieu,and take thy pralfe with thee to heauen 
Thy ignoniy fleepc with thee in the graue * 

But not remembredin thy Epitaph. ’ 

What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all thi.fl « 
Keepe in a little life^Poorc Iacke,farewell : 

I could haue better fpar’d a better man. 

O, I fhould haue a heauy mifle of thee 
Ifl were much in louc with Vanity. * 

Death hath not flrucke fo fat a Deere to day 
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray; 
Imbowell’d will I fee thee by and by, 

Till then,in blood,by Noble Pereie lye, 

Ta/fiajfe rtfeth vp. 

Fa/ft. Imbowell’d? If thou imbowell met to d au „ 
giuc you leauc to powder me,and eat me too to morn 
Twas time to counterfet, or that hotte Termagants/' 
had paid me fcot and lot too.Counterfeit?I amno ; 
terfeit; to dye, is to be a counterfeit, fpr bee is but S' 
counterfeit of a man,who hath not the life of a man • j 
to counterfeit dying.when a man thereby liucth is to? 
no counterfeit, but the true and perfefl image of lift J 
deede. The better part of Valour, is Difcretion j i„ / 
which better part, I haue faued my life. I amaffraidco 
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dead. How ifh# 
fhould counterfeit too, and rife ? I am afraid hcc wou| { 
prouc the better counterfeit: therefore lie make him lure 
yea,and lie fwearcl kill’d him. Why may not hcc rife# 
well as I: Nothing confutes mebuteyes, andno-l 
fees me.Therefore firra,with a new wound in yourthigh 
come you along me. Takes Hot^urreonbieb^. 

Enter Prince and lohn tfLar.cafttr. 

Prin. Come Brother lohn, full brauely haft ihoufleDir 
thy Maiden fword. 

lohn. Butfoft,whohaueweheere? 

Did you not tell me this Fat roan was dead ? 

Prin. 1 did, I faw him dead, 

Breath!efle,and bleeding on the groundr'Art thoualiue? 
Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye-light ? 

I prethee fpcake, we will not truft our eyes 
Without our tares. Thou art not what thou fcem’fl. 

Fal. No, that’s certaine: I am not a double man: bin 
ifl be not lacks Falfiaffe, then am I a lacke: There is /’o- 
ry.ifyour Father will do me any Honor,fo: if not,let bin 
kill the next Pereie himfelfe. I lookc to be either JEarleor 
Duke,I can allure you. r 

Prin. Why ,Percy I kill’d my felfe, and faw thee dead, 
Fal. Did’ft thou? Lord,Lord, how the world is giuen 
toLyingPIgrauntyoulwasdowne, and out ofBreath, 
and fo was he, but we rofc both at an inftant.and fought 
a long houre by Shrewsburie docke- Ifl may beebelce. 
utd,fo ;if not,let them that fhould reward Valour,besit 
the finne vpon their owne heads. He take’t on my death 
I gaue him this wound in the Thigh: if the man vverea- 
litxe and would deny it, I'would make him eatea p«« 
of my fword 1 . 

lohn. This is the fltangeft Tale that e’re I heard. 
Prin. This is the llrangeft Fellow,Brother lohn. 
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L -' hr ^7v/u7b 1 gg a g c Nobly on your backc : 

Cotne bri g J in ay do thee grace, 

with rhebappieft tearmes l haue. 
lie S‘‘ a ^ Retreat is founded, 

TktT, r£ l“*«> <»higheftofthe field, 

C«f ® h ° ISends ate liumg.who are dead. |»«« 

for Reward. Hectkatre- 

K'emed.eW.rd' bin,.. If 1 do grow gre.fga.n, 
.? fo p po r He purge, ancl leaue Sackc, and hue 

«'Vf.%l».n P rb<.olddo £», 

deaniy» ass .. . _ 

ScanaQuma . 


The Trumpets found. 

, ... t h e King, Prince of Vales, Lord 1ohn ofLancaffer 
£ Earle ofVeftmerland, with tVorcefler & 
Vernon Prifonert. 

Eire. Thus euer did Rebellion finde Rebuke. 

Ill (pirited Worcefler.did wc not fend Grace, 

Pardon, and tearmes of Loue to all of you i 
And would'fl thou turne our offers contrary ? 

Miiufe the tenor of thy Kinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day, 

A Noble Earle,and many a creature clfe, 

Had becne aliue this houre, 

]f like a Cbriftian thou had’d truly borne 
Betwixt out Armies, true Intelligence. 

W or. What I haue done, my fafety vrg’d me to,- 


And I embrace thisfortunepatiently, 

- Since not tofce auoyded, it fals on mec. 

King. Beare Worcefter to dcath,aod Vernon too: 
Other Offenders we will paufc vpon. • 

C- Exit tf'orcejleratid Vernon, 

How goes the Field ? 

Prin. The Noble Scot Lord Dewglas, when hee law 
The fortune of the day quite turn’d from him. 

The Noble Percy flaine,and all his men, 

Vpon the foot of feare,fled with the reft; 

And falling from a hill, he was fo bruiz. d 
That the purfuers tookc him. At roy Tent 
The Dovoglas is, and I befecch your Grace. 

1 may difpofe ofhim. 

King. With all my heart. 

Prin. Then Brother lohn of Lancaflcr, 

To you this honourable bounty fliall belong : 

Go to the Dovoglas, and deliuer him 
Vp to his pleafure, ranfomlefle and free: 

His Valour fhewne vpon our Crcfts to day. 

Hath taught vs how to cherifli fuch high deeds, 

Euen in the boforoe of our Aduerfaries. 

King . Then this remaines: that we diuide our Power. 
You Sonne lohn, and my Coufin Weftmerland 
Towards Yorke fliall bend ycru, with your deereft fpeed 
To meet Northumberland.and the Prelate Screope, 
Who(as wc heare)are bufily in Armes. 

My Sclfe, and you Sonne Harry will towards Wales, 

To froht with Glendower^nA the Earle of March. 
Rebellion in this Land fhall lofe his way, 

Meeting the Checke of iuch another day; 

And fince this BufmefTe fo faire is dene. 

Let vs not leaue till all our owne be wonne. 


FINIS. 









































































































































74 - 



1 he Second Part of Henry the Fourth 

Containing his Death: and the Coronation 


of King Henry the Fift. 


<\Attus Trim us, Scma Trima. 




i - 

Indvction. 

i 

Scena Secunda. 

Enter T\umour. 

Pen your Earcs : For which of you will flop 
vent of Hearing, when loud Rumor fpeakes? 

l, from the Orient., to the drooping Welt 
i ^ riW (Making the winde my Poft horic) Hill vnfold 
The A6ls commenced on this Ball of Earth. 

Vpon my Tongue, concinuall Slanders ride* 

;The which, in euery Language, I pronounce. 

Stuffing the Eares of them with falfe Reports: 

11 fpeake oi Peace, while couertEnmitic 
(Vnder the loiileofSafety)wounds the World : 

And who but Rumour, who but oncly I 

Make fearful! Mufters^and prepar’d Defence, 

Whil*ft the bigge ycarc, fwolne with fome other griefes. 
Is thought with childc, by the fterne Tyrant, YVarrc, 

And no fuch matter? B^umour, is a Pipe 

Blowne by Surmifes, Icloufics, Conicclures; 

And of fo cafic, and fo plaine a ftop, 

That the blunt Montter, with vneounted heads, 

The ftilldifcordant, wauering Multitude, 

Can play vpon it. But what ncedc I thus 

My wclLkno wne Body to Anathomizc 

Among my houfhold ? Why is Rumour hccrc? 

I run before King Harries viftory. 

Who in a bloodie field by Shrewsburie 

Hath beaten downc yong Hotjpurre, and hisTroopes, 
Quenching the flame of bold Rebellion, 

Euen with theRebeU blood. But what meane I 

To fpeake fo true at firftMy Office is 

To noyfc abroad, that Harry f JMonmouth fell 

Vnder the Wrath of Noble Hotjpurres Sword: 

And that the King, before the TDoveglat Rage 

Stoop’d his Annointed head, as low as death. 

This haue I rumoutM through the pcafant-Towncs* 
Bccweene the Royall Field of Shrewsburie, 

And this Wormc-eatcn-Hole of ragged Stone, 

Where Hotfyurres Father, old Northumberland, 

Lyes crafty ficke. The Poftcs come tyring on, 

And not a man of them brings other newes < 

Then they haue learn*d ofMc. From Rumours Tongues, 
They bring fmooth-Comforts-falfc, worfc then True- 
wrongs. Exit . 

Enter LordTSardo/fe , and the P wtt y % 

L.Har. Who keepei the Gate heereho*? 

Where is the Earle? 

Por. What (ball I fay you are ? 

Ear. Tell thou the Earle 

That the Lord Bardoife doth attend him heere. 

Por. His Lordfhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard 
P»eafe it your Honor, knocke buc at the Gate 

And he himfelfc will anfwer. * 

Enter Northumberland. 

L.Ear. Heere comes the Earle. 

ck W K ha n n ? -cs lv ord B t rdol P Eu ’ f y minUt£n »W 

Should oe the Father offome Stratagem; 

The Times are wilde : Contention (like a Horfe 

Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke loofe. 

And bearcs downe all before him, 

L.Bar, Noble Earle, 

I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury 

Nor. Good,and heauen will. 

L.Bar. As good as heart can wifli: 

The King is almoft wounded to the death : 

And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 

Prince Harrie flaine out-right : and both the Blunts, 
Kill’d by the hand of Dowglas, Yong Prince Iohn, 
And Weftmcrland, and Stafford,fled the Field, 

And Harrie Monmouth’s Brawne (the HulkeSit Ida) 

Is prifoner to your Sonne, O/uch a Day, 

(So fought, fo follow’d, and fo fairely wonne) 

Came not, till now, to dignifie the Times 

Since Cefars Fortunes. 

Nor. How is this dertu’d? 

Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L.Bar. I fpake with one (my L.)thatcatne fro thence, 
A Gentleman well bred.andofgood name. 

That freely render’d me thefe newes for true. 

Nor. Heere comes my Seruant Trottersytt'nom I fwt 
OnTuefday laft, to liften after Newes. 

EnterTrmers , 

L .’Bar. My L ord,I ouer-rod him on the way, 

And he is furnilh’d with no certainties. 

More then he (haply)may rctaile from me. 

Nor. Now Tratsert, what good tidings comes fro you? 

Tit. 
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Lord/iir VmfreuiH turn'd me backc 

JuioyMl typings; and (beingbetter hors d) 

^ A (tie After hirn, came Ipnrnng head 
0u '; r °]cnian (almoft forc-fpent with fpecd) 

/i nn’d bv tne, to breath his bloodied horfe. 
Ibat t°d P LwaycoChefter:Andofhim 
fa Tdetnandwhac Newes from Shrewsbury : 

1<!ld jd ffl c, that Rebellion had ill lucke, 

?j“u it vong Harry Percies Spurre was cold. 

A " d , rha the eaue his able Horfe the head, 
jading forwards ftrookehis able hceles 

5 to the Rowell head, and ftarcmg fo, 
ujfeem’d in running, to deuoure the way. 

Ling no longer queftion. 

North. Ha? Againe: 

Cli j h c yong Harrie Percyes spurre was cold ? 

LLt.S^rre.cold.Spurre?) that Rebellion, 

Hadmet illlocke? • ^ 

° l 'Bar, My Lord : He tell you what, 

TfmV V on g Lord your Sonne,haue not the day, 

Vponmine Honor, for afilken point 
He giue my Barony. Neucr talke of it. 

Nor. Why fhould the Gentleman that rode by Trotters 

Giue then fuch inftances of Lofle f 

l$«r. Who,he? .. •= - • 

He was fome bidding Fellow, that had ftolhe 
TheHorfeherode-on ; andvpon my life 

Speakeataduenture, Looke,here comes more Newes. 
Enter rJMorton. 


N'er. Yea, this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe, 
Eote-telsthcNatureofaTragicke Volume: 

Solookes the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 1 *s®o 
Hathleftawitneft Vfurpation. r ‘ 

Say Merton, did’ft thou come from Shrewsbury ?i 
. Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord)'~ 
Where hacefull death put on his vglieftMaske •*>. ■ 

To fright our party. 

North. How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 
Thoutrembl’ft; and the whiteneffe in thy Chccke 
Isapter then thy Tonguc, to tell thy Errand. 

Eum fuch a man, fo fainc,fo fpiritlcffc. 

So dull, fo dead in lookc, fo woe-be-gonc. 

Drew Prixms Curtaine,in the dead of night. 

And would haue told him, Halfe his Troy was burn’d. 

But Priam found the Fire,ere he his Tongue 
And 1, my Percies death, ere thou report’d it. 

This,thou would’ft fay: YourSonnc did thus,and thus : 
Your Brother, thus . So fought the Noble Dowglas y 
Stopping my greedy care,with their bold deeds. 

But in the end (to Hop mine Earc indeed) 

Thou haft a Sigh, to blow away this Praife, 

Ending with Brother,Sonne,and all are dead. 

Mor. TDowglas is liuing.and your Brother,yet: 
lut for my Lord, yout Sonne. 

North. Why.he is dead. 

See what a ready tongue Sufpition hath : 
dethat buc feares the thing,he would not know, 
lath by Inftin<ft,knowled gc from others Eyes, 
what he feard, is chanc’d. Yet fpeake(34«*>») 
ell thou thy Earle.hisDiuinacion Lrcs, 

And I will take it, as a lwccc Difgrace, 

And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong. 

Mor. You arc too great, to be (by me) gainfaid : 


Your Spirit is too true, your Feares too certaine. 

North. Yet for all this,fay not that Percies dead. 

I fee a ftrange ConfelTion in thine Eye: 

Thou fhak’ft thy head, and hold’ll it Feare, or Sinne, 

To fpeake a truth. If he be flaine,fay fo : 

TbeTongue offends not, that reports his death: 

And he doth finne that doth belye the dead : ’ 

Not he,which fayes the dead is not aliue: 

Yet the fitft bringer of vnwelcome Newes 
Hath but a looting Office: and his Tongue, 

Sounds euer after as a fullcn Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 

L.Bar. I cannot thinkc(my Lord)yoUr fdrt istlead. 

Mor. I am forry, I fhould force you to beleeue 
That, which I would to heauen, I had not feme. 

But thefe mine eyes,fawhim in bloody Rate, 

Rend’ring faint quittance (weatied,and out-breath’d) 

To Henrie Monmouth,vsXtoft fwift wrath beate downc 
The neuer-daunted Percie to the earth, 

From whcncc(with lifc)he neuer more fpruflg vp. 

In few; his death (whofefpirit lent afire," ■< 

Euen to the dulleftPeazant in his Canipc) 

Being bruited once, tooke fire and heatc a Way 
From the beff temper’d Courage in his Troftpcsi 
For from his Mettle, was his Party ftoel’d; ' 

Which once,in him abated, all the reft .'hi 
Turn’d on themfelues, like dull and heauyLeadr 
And as the Yhing; that’s heauy in it felfe, - ~ 

Vpon enforcement,flyes with gveateftfpeedei ’• 

So did our Men,heauy in Hotjpftrres Ioffe, 

Lend to this weight, fuch lightnefTe With th&PFeare, 
That Arrowes fled not fwifter toward their ayme. 

Then did our Soldiers ( ayming at their fafety) " 

Fly fropi the field. Then was that.Noble Worcefter 
Too foone ta’ne prifoner: and that furiods Scot, 

(The bloody Dowglas ) wbofe well-labouring fword 
Had three times flaine th’appesraiice of the King, 

Gan vailfe his ftomacke, and did grace the fhame - 
Of thofe that turn’d their backcs-: and in his flight, > 
Stumbling in Fearc,was tooke. The fumme of all. 

Is, that the King hath wonne: and hath font out r 

A ipeedy power, to encounter you my Lord, 

Vnder the Conduct of yong Lancafter 
And Wellmerland. This is the Newes at full, 

North. For this,Ifhall haue time enough to mourne. 
In Poyfon,there is Phy ficke i and this newes 
(Hauing becue wcll)that would haue made tne ficke. 
Being ficke,haue in fome meafure,made me well. 

And as the Wretch,whofe Feauer-weakned ioynts. 

Like ftrcngthlefle Hindges,buckle vnder life, 

Impatient of hisFit, breakes like a fire 

Out ofhis keepers armes : Euen fo, my Limbes 

(Weak’ned with greefe) being now imag’d with greefir, 

1 Arc thrice themfelues. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A l’calie Gauntlet now,with ioynts ofSteele 
Muff gloue this hand. And hence thou fickly Quoife, i 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which'Princes.fleflt’d with Conqueft.ayme to hit. — 
Now binde my Browes with Iron,and approach 
Theragged’ft houre,that Time and Spight dare bring _ 
To frowne vpon th’enrag’d Northumberland, 

Let Heauen kiffe Earth : now let not Natures hand 
Kecpc the w ilde Flood confin’d : Let Order dye, 

And let the world no longer be a ffage 
TofeedeConrention inaling'ring Acf: 

But let one fpirit of the Firft-borne Caine 
_g Reigne 
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Reigne in all bofomcs, that each heart being fee . 

On bloody Courfes, the rude Scene may end. 

And darkneffe be the buricr of the dead. (Honor. 

L Bar . Sweet Earle,diuorce not wifedom from your 
Mor. The lines ofall your louing Complices 
Leanc-on your health, the which if you giuc -o'rc 
To ftormy Paffion, muft perforce decay. 

You caft ch’euent of Warre(my Noble Lord) 

And fumm’d the accompt of Chance,before you faid 
Let vs make head : It was your prefurmize. 

That in the dole of blowei,your Son might drop, 

You knew ht walk’d o’re perils, on an edge 
M ore likely to fall in, then to get o’ic : 

You were aduis’d his flc(h was capeable 
Of Wounds, and Scarrcs ; and that his forward Spirit 
W ould lift him, where moft trade of danger rang’d. 

Yet did you fay go forth : and none of this 
(Though flrongly apprehended) could reftraine 
The ftiffc-borne Adlion: What hath then bcfalne ? 

Or what hath this bold enterprise bring forth. 

More then thatBeing, which was like to be ? 

L.Bar . We all that are engaged to this Ioffe, 

Knew that we ventur'd on fuch dangerous Seas, 

That if vyo wrought out life,was ten to one s 
And yet we ventur’d for the gaine propos’d, 

Choak’d the refpeft of likely pcrill fear'd, 

And fince we are o’rc-fet,venture againe. 

Come,we will all put forth; Body,and Goods, 

7Wor .'Tis more then time: And (my moll Noble Lord) 

I heare for ccrtaine, and do fpeakc the truth : 

' The gentle Arch-bifaop ofYorkeis vp 
With well appointed Powres : he is a man 

I Who with a double Surety bindes his Followers, 

My Lord (your Sonne)had onely but the Corpes* * 

But fhadowes, and the fhewes of men to fight®m ' 

For that fame word(Rebellion) did diuide - la ; 

The aftionoftheir bodies, from their foules, n; rj-f 
And they did fight with queafineffe, conftrain'd! 

As men drinke Potions; that their Weapons only 
Seem'd on our fide: but for their Spirits and Soules, 

This word (Rebellion)it had froze them vp, 

As Fifh are in a Pond. But now the Biftiop 
Turnes Infurrcftion to Religion, 

Suppos’d fincerc,and holy in his Thoughts: 

He’s-followM both with Body,and with Mindc: 

And doth enlarge his Rifing, with the blood 
Offaire King Richard , ferap’d from Pomfret ft ones, 
Deriues from heauen,his Quarrelfand his Caufe: 

Tels thcm ? he doth beftride a bleeding Land, 

Gafping .for life, vnder great Btittingbrook*, 

And more,and leffe,do fiocke to follow him. 

North. I knew of this before. But to fpeake truth. 

This prefent greefe had wip’d it from my minde. 

Go in with me,and counceJl euery man 
The apteft way for fafecy, and reuenge: 

Get Pofts,and Letters,and make Friends with fpeed, 

S Neuer fo few,nor neuer yet more need. Exeunt. 

Scena Fertia. 


Enter Fal ft afte,and Page, 

F<i/.Sirra,you giant,what tales the Doft.to my water? 
Pag He faidfir, the water it fclfe was a good healthy 
w*ter:buc for the party that ow’d it,he might haue mote 
difeafes tiien he knew for. 

Fal Men of all forts take a pride to gird at mee» the 


braincofthisfoolifh compounded Clay-maii ' 

to inuent any thing that tends to laughter ’ ** not 
inucnt,or is inuented on me. I am not onely w ° rC t ^ n 
lclfc,but the caulc that wit is in other mcii I ?' n 
walkc before thee, like a Sow, that hath o’rewh 0 !' 11 '" 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince putthee in em<la 
uicc for any other reafon, then to fee mee off °i ^ ^’ 
haue no iudgement. Thou horfon Mandrake^ u tbe ° 
fitter to be worne in my cap, then to wait at . u J it 


- ..w...,... ... } — r , ....... at rn v K..i 

was neuer mann d with an Agot till now rbm [ , c /‘ 

you neyther in Gold, norSiluer, but in vilde appj , 1 
fend you backe againe to your Maftcr, fora le n 
Iuuenall (the Prince your Maher) vvhofe Chin^ ’ 
fledg’d, I will fooner haue a beard grow in the P i" 01 ^ 
my hand, then he fhall get one on his cheeke • v u 0 
not fticke to fay,his Face is a Facc-Royall. Heap 
fini(h it when he will, it is not a haire amiffe vet • T ^ 
keepe it ftill at a Facc-Royall, for a Barber fl^ll 


l,y 

ntuct 


came fix pence out of it; and yet he will be crowin " 
he had writ man euer fince his Father was a BatcbV^ 
He may keepe his owne Grace, but he is almoft 0 ' 
mine, I can afliirehim. What faid M .Damtledn ' ° 
the Satten for my ftiort Cloake.and Slops? ’ 

Pag. He faid fir,you Ihould procure him better Aff 
ranee,then Hardolfe: he wold not take his Bond & 
he lik’d not the Security. ™ 

Fal. Let him bee damn’d like the Glutton, may V 
Tongue be hotter,a horfon Achitophel ; a RafcaliyL" 
forfooth-knaue,to bcare a Gentleman in hand, andth*' 
ftand vpon Security ? The horfon fmooth-pates doe no 
wcarc nothing but high (hoes, and bunches ofKeyej 
their girdles: and if a man is through with them inh 0 . 
nc9 Taking-vp, then they muft ftand vpon Securitie: i 
had as liefe they would put Rats-bane in my mouth, « 
offer to ftoppe it with Security. Hook’d hec IhouldL a 
fent me two and twenty yards of Satten (as I am true 
Knight) and he fends me Security. Wcll,he may flcepii 
Security, for he hath the home of Abundance : andthe 
lightneffeofhis Wife Aiines rhroughit, and yet cannot 
he fce.though he haue hi* owne Lanthorne to light him, 
Where’s JBardoifel 

Pag. He’s gone into Smithfield to buy yout woi 
a horfe. 

Fal. I bought him in Paules,and hee’l buy mee a horfe 
in Smithfield. If I could get mee a wife in the Stewes, I 
were Mann’d,Hors’d,and Wiu'd. 

Enter Cbiefe Iuftice 3 and Seruant, 

Tag. Sir, heerc comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for {hiking him,about 'Sardelft. 

Fal. Wait clofe.I will not fee him. 

Ch.Iufi. What’s he that goes there? 

Ser. Falftajft } znd\ pleafe your Lordfhip. 

Iufi. He that was in queftion for the Robbery ? 

Ser. He my Lord,but he hath fince done good feruice 
atShrewsbury: and(a* I heare)«is now going with fome 
ChargCjtothe Lord IohnofLancaJler. 

In ft. What to Yorke? Call him backe againe. 

Ser. Sir John Falftaffe. 

Fal. Boy,tel! him,I am deafe. 

Pag. You muft fpeakc lowder,my Mafter is deafe. 

Inft. I am furehe is,to the hearing.ofany thing gc 
Go plucke him by the Elbow,1 muft fpeakc with him 

Ser. Sir Iohn, 

F<«/.What^a yongknaueaod beg?Is there not warsrh 
there not imployment.?Doth not the K.lackfubiefts?P° 
not the Rebels want SoldiersPThoogh it be a (hame to be 


ofl 
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TT-j^nTkh wotfelhamctobegge, then to I vnquiet time, for your quiet o’rc.pofting that Action 
fide but one, ^ , u _ rVi „ ° amc o( Rr . | f4/t My Lord i <Wolfc. 


on any/ 10c u r a c W ere ic vvorfc then the name of Re- 
bC |?on"can tell how’to make ic. 

Ser ‘. ^hyfir? Did I fav you were an honeft man?Set- 
Vni/ht-hood, and my Souldicrfhip afide, I had 

ti0g J my m.r throat, ifl had faid fo. 

ray you (Sir) then fet your Knighthood and 
Cnuldicr-thip afide, and giuc mcc lcauc to tell you, 
p’lye in your throat, if you fay I am any other then an 

7"i uc thee leaue to tell me io ? I lay a-fide that 
/h'orowes to me? Ifthou get’ft any leaue ofme,hang 
* iffhou tak’ft leaue,thou wer’t better be hang’d :you 
S^nter^encerAuant. 

M ‘ Sirj n,y Lord would fpeakc with you. 

14 Sir 'hbn Fa!flafe,z word with you. 

Ai/i’My good Lord igiuc your Lordfliip good time of 
I j/y.Iam glad to fee your LoVdfhip abroad; I heard 
fj'jf Lordfhip was firke. I hope your Lordfliip goes 
broad by aduife. Your Lordfliip(though not clean part 
!ourvouth)hatb yet fornc fmack ofage in you: fomc rel- 
f fh of the laltncffe of Time, and I moft humbly bcfcech 
' ur L or( ||hip.to haue a rcuerend care of your health. 

^ Juft. Sir lobr.f Ifentyou before your Expedition, to 

Sbvcwsburic- 

Fal. Ifit plcafis your Lordiliip, I hearehis Maicftie is 
return’d with fome difeomfort from Wales. 
btft. I talke not ot his Maiefty : you would not come 

when I fent for you? 

Fal. And I heare moreouer 3 his Highneffcis falnc into 
this fame whorlon Apopicxic. (you. 

/^/?.VVcll)heaucn mend him. I pray let me fpeak with 
Fai This Apoplexic is(as I cakeit)a kind of Lethar¬ 
gic, a fleeping of the blood,a horfon Tingling. 
lift. What tell you me it ? be it as ic is. 

Tal» It hath it originall from much greefe; from ftudy 
and perturbation of the brainc. I haue read the caufe of 
hiseffefts in Galen. It is akindeof deafcncffc. 

Iufi. I thinke you arc falne into the difeaie : For yeu 
heare not what I lay to you. 

Fal. Very wcll(my Lord)very well: rather an’tpleafe 
you) icisthedifcafeofnot Lifining, the malady of net 
Marking, that I am troubled wichall. 

Iufi. Topunifhyou by chcheeles, would amend the 
attention of your cares 3 & I care not if I be your P'hyfitian 
Fat. I am as poore os y Lord;buc not fo Patient: 
your Lordfhip may minifter the Potion of imprifonment 
to me,in refpeft of Pouertic: but how I fhonld bee your 
Patient,to follow your preferiptions, the wile may make 
fome dram of a fcrupIe,or indeede,a fcruplc it felfc. 

fojl. I lent for you (when there were matters againft 
you lor your life) to come fpeakc with me. 

Fal. As I was then aduifed by my learned Councel,in 
ttalawes of this Land-feruicc* I did not come. 

Iufi. V/c\ the truth i$(fir A?^«)you Iiuein great infamy 
Fal.He that buckles him in my belt,canot line in leffe. 
Iufi ,Your Meanes is very (lender,and your waft great. 
Fal. I would ifrwere otherwife : I would my Meanes 
were greater, and my walk (tenderer. 

Iufi, You haue unified the youthfull Prince. 

Fal. The yong Prince hath milled mee. Iam the Fel¬ 
low with the great belly,and he my Dogge. 

/^'Well^I am loth to gall anewriieal’d woundryour 
(hies leruice at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded oue 

your Nights exploit on Gads-hill. You may thanke th 
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Iufi. But fince all is wel.kcep it fo: wake not a fleeping 
Fal. To wake a Wolfe,is as bad as to fmell a Fox 
In. WhatPyou arc as a candle,the better part burnt out 
Fal. A Waffell-Candle, my Lord; all Tallow : ifl did 
fay cfwax 3 my growth would approue the truth. 

Iufi. There is not a white haire on your face,but (hold 
haue his effeft of grauity. 

Fal. His cffe<ft of grauy, grauy, grauy. 

Iufi You follow theyong Prince vp and downe, like 
his euill Angel!. 

Fal . Not fo (my Lord) your ill Angell is light: but 1 
hope, he that lookes vpon mee, will take mce without, 
weighing: and yer,*n fome refpedls I grant,I cannot go : 
I cannot teli.Vertuc is of fo little regard in chefc Coftor- 
mongerSjthat true valor is turn’d Beare-heard, Pregnan- 
cieisrrsadeaTapfter, and hath his quicke wit wafted in 
giuing Reckonings: all the other gifts appertinenc to man 
(as the malice of this A ge fhapes them) are not woortb a 
Goofebcrry.Youxhat are old, confidcrnotthecapaci¬ 
ties of vs that arcyong: you mcaft:re the heat of cur Li- 
uers,with the bitteincs ot your gals: & we that are in the 
vavvard of our youth,I muft con(cffc,are vvagges too. 

1 Iufi. Do you fet downcyour name in the fcrowlc of 
"youth,that are written downc old, with all theCharrac* 
ters of agcPHaueyou not a moift eye ? a dry hand? a yel¬ 
low cheekePa white besid? a dccreafing leg?an increfing 
belly? Is not your voice broken/your winde fhortpyour 
wit Angle? and enery part about you blafted with Ant i- 
quityPand wilyou cal your lclfc yong?Fy,fy,fy, fir Iohn . 

Fal. My Lord,l was borne with a white head, & fom- 
thing a round belly.For my voice,l haue loft it with hal¬ 
lowing and finging of Ainhcmes. To approue my youth 
farther. I will not: the truth is, I am onely olde in iudge¬ 
ment and vnderftandingrandhethat will caper withmee 
for a thoufand Markes,let him lend me the irony, &haue 
at him. For the bexe of th c3rc that the Prince gaue you, 
he gaue it like a rude Prince,and you rooke it like a lenfi- 
blc Lord. I hauecheckt himfor it.and theyong Lion re¬ 
pents : Marry not in afhesand facke-cloath, but in new 
Silke, 2 ndoldSacke. 

Iufi. Wcl,hcauen fend the Prince a better companion. 
J\:/. Heauen fend the Companion a better Prince ; 1 
cannot rid my hands of him. 

Iufi. Well,the King hath feuer’d you and Prince Uar - 
ry ,I heare you are going with Lord Iohn of Lancafter, a- 
gainft the Archbifhop,and the Earle of Northumberland 
Fal. Yes,I thankeyour pretty fwcet wit for it : but 
lookeyou pray, (all you that kifiemy Ladie Peace, ac 
home)chsft our Armies ioyn not in a hot day: for ifl take 
but two fihirts out with me,and I meanc not to fweat ex¬ 
traordinarily : ifit bee a hoc day, ifl brandifh any thing 
but my Bottle* would I might neuer fp'it white againe r 
There is not a daungerous A ft ion can pcepe out his head, 
but I am thruft vpon ic. Wdl,l cannot laft euer. 

/^AVcll^behoneftjbe honcft,andheauen bleffcyour 
n. 

|rill your Lord (hip lend mce a thoufand pound, 
e forth? 

lotapeny, notapenyiyou are too impatient 
to heare croffes. Fare you well. Commend nice to my 
Cofin Weftmt Hand. 

Fal. Ifl do,fillop me with a three-man-Bectlc. A man 
:an no more feparata Age and Couetoufneffe,thcnhe can 
part yong limbes and letchery ; butthe Gowt gallcs the 
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one,andthc pox pinches the other• and fo both the De¬ 
grees preuent my curfes. Boy ? 

Page. Sir, 

FaL What money is in my purfc ? 

Page. Scuen groats.and twopence. 

F*l. I can get no remedy againft this Confumption of 
the purfe. Borrowing onely lingers,! and lingers it out, 
but the diieafc is incureable. Go bearc this letter to my 
Lord of Lancafter, this to the Prince, this to the Earle of 
Weftmerland, and this to old Miftris Vrfula, whomel 
haue weekly fwornc to marry, fincel perceiifd the firft 
white hairc on my chin. About it: you know where to 
findeme. A pox of thisGowt, or aGowtofthisPoxe : 
for the one or tl*other playes the rogue with my great 
toe 2 It is no matter, if I do halc,I haue the warres for my 
colour,and my Petition fhailfeeme the more reafonable. 
A good wit will make vfe of any thing : I will turne dif- 
eafes to commodity. Exeunt 


Sccna Quart a . 


Enter isl 'rchbifh op , Hflings ,\JMowbray, and 
Lord Bardolfe. 

Ar .Thus haue you heard our caufcs,& ktio our Means : 
And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all 
Spcake plainly your opinions of our hopes. 

And firft(Lord Marfhall)what fay you co it ? 

Mew. I well allow the occafion ofour Armes, 

But gladly would be better latisfied, 

How (in our Mcancs ) we fhould aduancc our felues 
To looke with forhead bold and big enough 
Vpon the Power and puifance of the King. 

Haft. Our prefent Mullers grow vpon the File 
To fiue and twenty thoufand men of choice: 

And our Supplies, liue largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whofe bofoine burnes 
With an incenfed Fire of Iniuries. 

L.Bar .The queftion then(Lord 7/<r/7r»^j)flandeth thus 
Whether our prefent fiue and twenty thoufand 
May hold.vp-head,without Northumberland: 

Haft, With him,we may. 

L.Bar. I marry^here’s the point: 

Bat ifwithouc him we be thought to feeble. 

My iudgement is,we lliould not ftep too farre 
Till we had his Afsiftance by the hand. 

For in a Theame fo bloody tac’d,as this, 

ConieCture, Expectation,and Surmiie 
Of Aydes incertaine,fhould not be admitted. 

Arch. ’Tis very true Lord Bardolfe fot indeed 
It was yong Hotjfurres cafe, at Shrewsbury. 

L.Bar, It was(my Lord)who lin’d himfelfwith hope, 
Eating the ay re, on promife of Supply, 

Flatt’ring himfclfe with ProicCl of a power. 

Much fmaller, then the fmalleftofhis Thoughts, 

And fo with great imagination 
(Proper to triad men) led his Powers to death, 

And (winking) leap’ll into deftru&ion. 

Haft, But (by your le3tic)it ncucr yet did hu 
To lay downe likely-hoods,and formes-of ho 

L.Bar. Yes, if this prefent quality of war* 

Indeed ilie'inftant a6lion:a caufeonfoot, 

Lines fo in hope: As in an early Spring, 

We fee th’appearing buds.which to proue fruite, 

Hope giue, not fo much warrant, asDifpaire 
That Frofts will bite them. When wemeane to build, 
Wc firft furuey the Plot,then draw the Modell, 
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And when we fee the figure ofthchoufc^ 

Then muft we rate the coft of the Ere£Uo n 
Which ifwc finde out-weighes Ability * 

What do we then, but draw a-n.ew the Mod n 
In fewer offices? Oratleaft, defift C 

To buildc at all ? Much more, in this great» i 
(Which is (almoft) to plucke a King^dotne do 
And fet another vp)fhould we furuey Wne » 
T he plot of Situation,and the Modell • 

Confent vpon a fure Foundation : 

Queftion Surueyors, know our owne eftate 
How able fuch a Workctovndcrgo, 3 
To weigh againft his Oppofitc?Or clfe 
Wc fortifie in Paper,and in Figures, 

Vfing the Names of men, inftcad of men : 

Like one,that drawes the Modell of a houf e 
Beyond his power to buildc it; who(h a lfe throuvM 
Giues o’re, and leaues his part-created Coft 
A naked fubiedl to the Weeping Clouds 
And wafte,for churlifh Winters tyranny. 

Haft. Grant that our hopesfyet likely of f ail .,. 
Should be flill-bornc. and that wenowpofleft * ^ 
The vtmoft man of expectation; 

I thinke we are a Body ftrong enough 
(Euen as we are) to cquall with the King, 

L.Bar. W hat is the King but fine & twenty thoufjn 
Haft. To vs no more: nay not fo much Lord2^' 
For his diuifions (as the Times do braul) 

Are in three Heads: one Power againft the French 
And one againft G lendower: Perforce a third 
Muft rake vp vs: So is the vnfirme King 
In three diuided: and his Coffers found 
With hollow Pouerty,and Emptincfle. 

<eAr. That he fhould draw his feuerall ftrengths togith 
And come againft vs in full puiffar.ee 
Need not be dreaded. 

Haft. Ifhe fhould do fo. 

He leaues his backc vnarm’d, the French,and Welch 
Baying him at the heeles : neuer feare that. 

L.Bar. Who is it like fhould lead his Forces hither 
Haft. The Duke ofLancafter,and Weftmerland: 
Againft the Welfh himfelfe, and Harrie Monmouth. 
But who is fubftituted’gainft the French, 

I haue no certaine notice. 

Arch. Let vs on: 

And publifh the occafion of our Armes. 

The Common-wealth is ficke of their owne Choice, 
Their oucr-greedy loue hath furfetted: 

An habitation giddy, and vnfure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

O thou fond Many s with what loud applaufe 
Did’ft thou beate heauen with blcffing BuSinghroohf, 
Before he was,what thou would ft haue him be? 
And being nowtrimm’d in thine owne defires, 

Thou (beaftly Feeder)art fo full of him, 

That thou prouok’ft thy felfe to caft him vp. 
So,fo,(thou common Dogge) did'ft thou difgorge 
Thyglutron-bofomeofthe Royall Richard, 

And now thou would’ft eate thy dead vomit vp, 
Andhowlfttofindcit. WhattruftisinthefeTimes? 
They,that when Richard liu’d,would haue him dye, 
Are now become enamour’d on hi* graue. 

Thou that threw’ft duft vpon his goodly head 
When through proud London he camefighingon, 

1 '.fter th’admired heeles o PBtsHingbrooke, 

Iri’ft now, O Earth, yeeld vs that King agine. 
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ffff -’we are Times lubiefts.and Time bids.be gon. 

^0mSecundiif. ScoenaTrima. 

with two Officers,Fang, and Snare. 

jSfi ^MrWaucyou entred the Aftion ? 

It is enter’d. 

Wher’s your Yeoman? I* it a lufty yeoman? 

lyjlheftandtoit? _ 

r f0t . Sirrah, where s Snare ? 
u&jft. 1,1,good M-We.. 
ire Heere,heere. 

T' Snare, vie muft Arrcft Sir John Fa/ftafe. 
u f 1 good M..S»are,\ haue enter’d hirn,tand all. 

Sn it may chance coft fome of vs our liucsihc wil ftab 
u’|X. /\las the day: take heed of him : he ftabd roc 

n mine owne houfe, and that moft beaftly : he cares not 

what mifebeefe hedoth, if his weapon be out. Heewill 
foyne like any diucll, he will fpare ncitherman, woman, 

W F*»£. if I can clofe with him,I care not for his thruft. 
Hoftefe. No.nor I neither: 1 le be at your elbow. 
fane, if 1 but lift him once:ifhc come but within my 

^'//«/?. I am undone with his going:I warrant he is an 
infiuitiue thing vpon my fcore. Good M.Fang hold him 
fure:good M. Snare let him not feape, he comes continu- 
antly to Py-Corner(fauing your manhoods)to buya fad- 
ik and hee is indited to dinner to the Lubbars head in 
Lombatdftteet,to M .Smoothes the Silkman.I pra ye,fince 
m y Exion is enter’d.and my Cafe fo openly known tothe 
world, let him be brought into his anfwer: A too.Marke 
is»longone,forapoorelonewomantobeare: & I haue 
borne, 3nd borne,and borne, and haue bin fub’doff, and 
fub’d-off, from this day to that day, that it is a ftiame to 
>ethoughton.Tbcre is no honefty in fuch dealing, vnlcs 
awoman fhould be made an Affe and a Beaft, to bearc e- 
uery Knaues wrong. Enter Fa/ftafe and Bardolfe. 

Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmefey-Nofe Bar- 
itlfe withhinuDo your Offices,do your officcs:M.F.*wjr, 
8c M .S»(ire,do me, do me,do me your Offices. 

Fal. How nowfwhofe Mare’s dead? what’s the matter ? 
S\tIohn,l arreft you,at the fuit ofMift-^«»e(//. 
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Felft. Away Varlets.draw Bardolfe : Cut me off the 
Villaines head: throw the Queane in the Channel, 

Fo/.Throw me in the cbannell?Ile throw thee there. 
Wiltthou?wilc thou?thoubaftardly rogue.Murder.mur- 
detjOthouHony-fuckle villaine,wilt tiiou kill Gods of. 
ficers,and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue,thou art 
»honyfeed,aMan-queller,and a woman-queller. 

Falf Keep them off, Bardolfe. Fang.A rcfcu,a refeu, 
Hoft. Good people bring a refcu.Thou wilt not?thou 
wilt not? Do,do thou Rogue.-Do thouHcmpfecd. 

Aife.Away you Scullion, youRampalhan, you Fuftil- 
lirian:Ilc tucke your Cataftrophc. Enter. Ch.Juftice. 
luft What’s the matter? Keepe the Peace here, hoa. 
Hof Good my Lord be gooo to mee. I belccch you 
flandtome. 

Ch.InJl .How now fir lohnt What arc you brauling here? 
Doth this become your place.your time,sjrd bufineffe ? 

* ou m°»ld haue bene well on your way to Yotke. 

Stand from him Fellow ;wherefore hang’ft vpon him f 


~H»f Ohmy enoft worftiipfull Lord,and'tpIe2feyour 
Grace I am a poore widdow of Eaftcheap, and he is arre- 
fted army fuit. Ch. Irtft.Vot what lumme ? 

Hof It is more then for fome(my Lord)it is for all: all 
I haue,he hath eaten me out of houlc and home; hee hath 
put allmy fubftance into that fat belly of his: but 1 will 
haue fome of it out againe, or I will ride thee o’Nighrs, 
like the Mare. 

jralfi . I thinke I am as like to ride the Mare, if I haue 
any vantage of ground, to get vp. 

Clr.Ittft. How comes this,SirM»? Fy, what a man of 
good temper would endure this tempeft of exclamation ? 
Are you not aftiam’d to inforce a poore Widdoweto fo 
rough a courfe,to come by her owne # 

Falft. What is the greffe fumme that I owe thee? 

Hoft . Marry (if thou wer’e an honeft man)thy fclfe,& 
the mony too. Thou didft fweare to mee vpon a parcell 
gilt Goblet,fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round 
table,by a fea-cole fire,on Wedncfday in Whitfon week, 
when the Princebrokc thy head for lik’ning him to a Tin¬ 
ging man of WindforjThou didft fweare to me thcti(as I 
was wafhing thy wound)to marry me,arid make mee my 
L 3 dy thy wife.Canft ^ deny it ? Did noci good wife Keech 
the Butchers wife come in then,and cal me goffip J&ickj 
lj> comming in to borrow a meffe of Vinegar: telling vs, 
fhe had a good diffi of Prawnes:whereby ( v didft defire to 
eat fome : whereby I told thee they were ill for a greene 
wound? And didft nor thou (when fhe was gone downe 
ftaires)defirc me to be no more familiar with fuch poore 
people,faying,that ere long they ffiould call me Madam? 
And did’ft nor kiffc me,and bidmee fetch thee 50.S? I 
put thee now to thy Book-oath,deny it if thoucnnfi? 

Fal. My Lord,thisis apooremadfouleiandlhefayes 
vp & downe the town,that her eldcft Ion is likc you.She 
hath bin in good cafe,& the truth is, pouerty hath diftra- 
died her: but for thefe foolifh Officers, I befeech yoii, 1 
may haue redreffe againft them. 

Iuft. Sir Iobn,f\t lohnj am well acquainted with your 
maner of wrenching the true caufe,che falfe way.It is not 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come, 
with fuch (more then impudent)lawcines from you, can 
thruft me from a leuell confideration,I know iyou ha’pra¬ 
ctis'd vpon the cafie-ycelding lpirit of this woman. 

Hoft. Yes in troth my Lord. 

7«/?.Prethee peacc:pay her the debt you owe her, and 
vnpay the viilany you haue done her:the one you roaydo 
with darling mony,& the other with currant repentance. 

Fal. My Lord, I will not vndergo this fneape without 
reply.YoucallhcnorabJeBoldnesdmpudcntSawcineffe: 
If a man wil curt’fie.and fay nothing.he is vertuous: No, 
my Lord(your humble duty remebred)I will not be your 
futor.I fay to you,I defire deiiu’rance from tnefc Officers 
being vpon hafly employment in the Kings Affaires. 

luft. You fpeake,as hauing power to do wrong: But 
anfwer in the effedl of your Reputation, and fatisfie the 
poore woman. 

fklft. Come hither Hofteffe. Enter Tft.Gewer 

Ch.Ittft. Now Matter Gower; Whatnewes? 

Gw .The King(my Lord) and Henrie Prince of W ales 
Arenecreathand: The reft the Paper tclles. 

Falft. As I am a Gentleman. 

Hoft. Nay,you faid fo before. 

. Fal. AsIamaGemleman.Come,nomorewt>rdsofit 

Hoft. By this Hcauenly ground I tread on, I muft be 
faine to pawne both my Platc,and rhcTapiftry of my dy 
ning Chambers. 
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Fal. Glares,glaflcs, is the ouely drinking : and for 

thy waile* a pretcy flight Drollery, or the Stone of the 
Prodigall, or the Germane hunting in Waterworke, is 
worih a thoufand ofthefe Bed-hanging*, andthefe Fly¬ 
bitten Tapiflries. I-et it betenne pound (if thou canft.) 
Come, if it were not for thy humors, there is not a better 
Wench in England. Go,wa{hthy face, and draw thy 
A&ion: Come, thou muft not bee in this humour with 
me, come, I know thou was’t fet on to this. 

Hofi. Prethee (Sir John) let it be but twenty Nobles, 
:I loath to pawne my Plate,in good earneft la. 

Fal. Let it alone, lie make other fliift: you’l be a fool 
ftill. 

Hoff. Well, you fhallhaue it although I pawne my 
Gowne. Ihope you’l come to Supper: You’l pay meal- 
together? 

Fal. Will I liuet’Go with her,with her : hooke-on, 
hooke-on. 

Hoff. Will you haue DollTeare-jhcei meet you at fup- 
per ? 

Fal. No more words. Let’s haue her. 

Ch.IuTl. I haue heard bitter newes. 

Fal What’s the newes (my good Lord?) 

Qi.Iu. Where lay the King laft night ? 

Mef. At Bafingftokemy Lord. 

Fal. I hope (my Lord fail's well. What is the newes 
niy Lord ? 

Ch-Iufi. Come all his Forces backe? 

Mef. No: Fifteenc hundred Foot,fiue hundred Horfe 
Are march’d vp to my Lord ofLancafter, 

Againft Northumberland,and the Archbifllop.' , 

Fal. Comes the King backe from Wales,my noble L? 

Ch.luft. You fhallhaue Letters ofme prefcntly. 
Come.go along with me, good M. Gowrt. 

Fal. My Lord. 

Cb.Iufi, What’s the matter ? 

Fal. Matter Gowre, fliall 1 entreate you with mec to 
dinner ? 

Gove. I muft waite vpon my good Lord heerc. 

I Ithankeyou,good Sir lobn. 

Cb.Iufi, Sir lobn, you loyter heere too long.being you 
are to take Souldiers vp, in Countries as you go.i 
Fal. Will you fup with me,Mafter <j<m>rf? 

Cb.Iufi. What foolifh Mafter taught you thefe man- 
.ners. Sir Iohnl 

. Fal. Mafter Gower, if they become mee not, hee was a 
jFoole that taught them mec. This is the right Fencing 
grace (my Lord) tap for tap,and fo part faire. 

Cb.Iufi. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great 
Foole. Exeunt 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Prince Henry , Point r Bardolfc y 
And Page. 

Prin . Truft me, I am exceeding weary. A 

Poin. Is it come to that? I had thought wearines durft 
lot haue attach'd one offo high blood. 

- Erin. ledoth me: though it difcolours the complexion 
>fmy Gteatnefle to acknowledge it. Doth it not {hew 
rijtieiy in mc y to defirc iroall Becre ? 

Poin . Why,a Prince fhould not be fo loofely fludied, 




as to remember fo weake a Corop^j^ 

Prince. Belike then, my Appetite^ 
got; for (in noth) I do now i emcn.bc r t h!? 01 Prin cd 
ture,SmallBeere. But indeedethefe hnnlf;' C Ha 
uons make me out of louc with my Greatiuff C ° nfl(! «i 
difgrace is it to me, to remember thy name ? n 
thy face to morrow ? Or to take note hoi ' r 
Silk dockings}! haft# (Viz-thefc^nd thofc t r ypaire < 
peach-colour d ones:) Or to bearc thelnuen at * ert 'li 

fhirts, as one for fuperfluity, and one other X of «h 
that the Tennis-Court-keeper knowes bette t’ 1 
it is a low ebbe of Linnen with thee, whenrW fc 
not Racket there, as thou haft not done a or. , Vl 

caufe the reft of thy Low Countries,haue m a 5 Wh „ ilc > b ' 
cate vp thy Holland. , 80)a « e ^lfr t 

Poin. How ill it followes, after you h«,e Ui 
hard,you fhould talkc fo idlcIy?Teli me how C 
yong Princes would do fo, their Fathers I vino f^ 00 
yours is? ■' fc> l0 «ckt i a 

Prin. Shall I tell thee one thing, Points •> 

Poin. Yes : and let it be an excellent o 0 ‘ 0( \ tW 

Prm. It fliall ferue among wittes of no hipheT , 

ing then thine. * 1 Drc ^ 

Toin. Goto : I ftand thepufh ofyourone thing & 
you 1 tell. &• to* 

Prin. Why, I tell thee,it isnocmect.that 
fad now my Father is fickc: albeit I could tell to',1, ,' 
to one it pleafes me,for fade of a better to call m„ £*>? 
I could be fid.and fad indeed too. T ^ 
Poin Very hardly,vpon fuch a fubic£. 

Prin. Thou think’ft me as farre in theDj ue ] 5 R nn i. 
thou,and Falfiajfe, forobduracie and perfiftmeie. l«£ 
end tty the man But I tell thee, my hart bleeds ,nw 3r 
ly, that my Father is o ficke: and keeping fuel, vildcom- 
pany as thou art, hath in rcafon taken from m( . a l| often . 
tation oflorrow. 

Pott. The rcafon? 

Prin. What would’ft thou think of me, if I /hold wcepi 

Poin. I would thinke thee a moft Princely hypocrite. 

Prin. It would be euery mans thoughtand thou art 
a blcfled Feilow,to thinke as euery man thinkes: neuera 
mans thought in the world, keepes the Rode-way better 
then thine: euery man would thinke me an Hypocrite in. 
deede. And what accites your moft worftupful thought 
to thinke fo? 6 

Poin. Why ,becaufe you haue beenc fo lewde, and fo 
much ingrafted to Falftafe. 

Prin. And to thee. 

Peintz*. Nay, I am well fpoken of, I can heart it with 
mine owne earesrthe worft that they can fay ofme is,that 
I am a fecond Brother, and that I am a properFelloweof 
my hands : and chofe two things I confcffe I canot bclpe, 
Looke,looke,here comes Bardolfe. 

Prince . And the Boy that I gaue Falftafe, hehadhim 
from me Chriftian,and fee if the fat villain haue not trans 
form'd him Ape. 

Enter Bardolfe. 

"Bar. Saue your Grace# 

Prin . And yours,moft Noble Bardolfe. 

Poin. Come you pernitious Afle,you bafhfull Foolc, 
muft you be blueing ? Wherefore blufti you now f what 
a Maidenly man at Armes are you become ? Isitfucha 
matter to get a Pottle-pots Maiden-head ? 

Page. He call'd me euen now (my Lord)throtigh ared 
Lattice, and I could difeerne no part of his face from the 

window* 


rphe fecondTart of King H enry th e Fourth, 


8i 


, -^jaftTihTdhis eyes, and me thought he had 
holes in the Ale-wiucs new Petticoat, & pce- 

P C t th i°Hath not the boy profited ? 

' AwaV,y° u hotfon vpright Rabbet,away. 

■ Tnftrurft vs Boy: what dreame, Boy f 

V larrv (rny Lord ) Althea dream'd, flie was de- 
^^ faFirebrand,and therefore I call him bir dream, 

1 ^fjfice A Crownes- worth of good Interpretation : 

There it goo< ] Bloflbme could bee kept from 

. Wclljtheie is fix pence to preferue thee. 

<v, A rd * if y ° u do not niake llim ban s* d amon S y ou > 

vVclfmy good Lord: he heard of your Graces 
mmin 2 to Towne. There’s a Letter for you. 

C °fm, Dcliuer’d with good rcfpeil: And how doth the 

Martlemas, your Mafter ? 

•Bari in bodily health Sir. 

pcirt Marry, the immortall part neecies a Phyhci3n. # 
but that moucs not him: though thatbee ficke, it dyes 

n °Pr/»«- I do allow this Wen to bee as familiar with 
m e,as my dogge: and he holds his place, for looke you 
he writes. 

Pan. Letter. lobn Faffiafe Knight : (Euery man muft 
know that,as oft as hee li3th occafion to name bimfelfc:) 
Euen like thofc that are kinne to the King, for they neuer 
pricke their finger ,but they fay,there is lom of the kings 
bloodfpilt. How comes that (fayeshe) that takes vpon 
him not to concciuc ? the anfwer is as ready as a borrow¬ 
ed cap: I am the Kings poore Cofin,Sir. 

Prince. Nay, they will be kin to vs,but they wil fetch 
itfrom Iaphet. But to the Letter: —Sir lobn Falfiajfe, 
Knight, to the Sn»nc of the King, neereft hit Father, Harris 
Prince of Scales,greeting. 

Poin. Why this is a Certificate. 

Prin. Peace. 

[will imitate the honourable Romaines in breuitie . 

Pom Sure he meanes breuiev in breath:(horn-winded. 
I commend me to thee y I commend thee^and I leaue thee. Bee 
not too familiar with Pointz, for hee mifufes thy Fauours fo 
much, that he free ares thou art to marrie his Sifter Nell. Re- 
fent at idle times as thou mayft r andfo farewell. 

Thine y bjyea and no: which is as much as to fay , as thou 
vfefthim , Iacke Falftaffc with my Familiars:. 
John with my Brothers andSifier:& Sir 
, Iohn, with all Europe . 

My Lord, I will ftcepe this Letter in Sack, and make him 
cate it. 

prin. That’s to make him eate twenty of his Words. 
But do you vfc me thus Ned} Muft I m 3 rry your Sifter? 

Poin. May the Wench haue no worfeFortune. But I 
neuer faidio. 

Prin. Well, thus we play the Fooles with the time.& 
thefpiritsofrhcwiie,ficintiiecloud8,andmocke vs : Is 
your Mafter heere in London ? 

Bard. Yes my Lord. 

Prin. Where fuppes he ? Doth the old Sore, feede in 
the old Franke? 

Bard. At the old place my Lord, in Eaft-cheape, 

Trin. What Company? . v 

Ephcfians my Lord,ofthe old Church. 

Priw. Sup any women with him ? 


Page. None my Lord,but old Miftrii Quickly ,and M. 

DoUTeare-jbeet. 

Prin . What Pagan may that be? 

Page* A proper Gciulewoman,Sir, and a Kinfwoman 
of my Matters. 

Prin. Euen fuch Kin, as the Pariih Hcyfors are to the 
Towne-JJull? 

Shall we fteale vpon them (Ned) at Supper ? 

Poin. I am your fnadow,my Lord,Ile follow you. 
Prin. Sirrah,you boy, and c Bardolph y no word to your 
Mafter that I am yet in Tovvne. 

There’s for your filence. 

Bar . I haue no tongue,fir. 

Page . And for mine Sir,I will gouerneit. 

Prin. Fare ye well: go. 

This DollTeare-fbeet fliould be fome Rode. 

Pom. I warrant you,as common as the way betweene 
S.Albans,and London# 

Prin. How might we fee Falftaffe beftow bimfelfc to 
night, in his true colours,and not our fclues be fecnc l 
Poin t Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and 
waite vpon him at his Table,like Drawers. 

Prin . From a God, to a Bull? A heauie declenfion:It 
was Ioues cafe. From a Prince,to a PrcntLce,a low tran£ 
formation, that fhall be mine: for in euery thing,the pur- 
pofe muft w eigh with the folly. Follow me Nedi^ Exeunt 



Enter Northumberland>his Ladic y ana Harrie 
Percies Ladte . 

North , I prethee louing Wife,and gentle Daughter, 
Giue an euen way vnto my rough Affaires: 

Put not you on the vi(3ge of the Times, 

And be like them to Percic, troubleiome. 

Wife. 1 hsuc giuen ouer, I will fpeak no more. 

Do what you w ill :your Wifcdome, be your guide. 

North , Alas (fwcct Wifc) r Py Honor is at pawne. 

And but my "going, nothing canredceme it. 

La. Oh yet,for hcauens fake,go not to thefe Warrs; 
The T ime was (Father) when you broke your word. 
When you were more endeer’d to it,then now. 

When your owne Percy,when my hcarc-deere Harry, 
Threw many aNorthward looke,to fee buFather 
bring vp his Powres : buche did long in vaine. 

Who then perfwaded you to ftay at home ? 

There were two Honors loft; Yours, and your Sonnes. 
For Yours,may hcaucnly glory brighten u : 

For His, it ftucke vpon him,as the Sunne 
lathe gray vault ofHeauen :and by his Light 
Did alltheCheualrieofEnglandmoue • 

To dobiaue A&$. He was (indccd)theGla{Te 
Wherein the Noble-Youth did drefle themfeiues. 

He had no Lcggcs, thatpratfic'dnothis Gate : 

And fpeaking thickc (which Nature madehis blemiih) 
Became the Accents of the Vahanc. 

For thofc that could fpeake low,and tardily, 

Would turnc their owne Perfci3ron,to Abufcj, 

To feeme like him. So that in Spccch^nGatc, 

In Diet, ill Affedions of delight, 

In Militaric Rules, Humors of Blood, 
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C f hc fecond art of Kjng Henry the Fourth . 

a. Draw. He fee if i can finde out Sneaky 
Enter Hofiefe, and Hoi, 


He was the Markc,andGlaffe, Coppy,and Booke, 

That falhton’d others. And him, O wondrous! him, 

O Miracle of Men! Him did you leaue 
(Second to none) vn-feconded by you, 

To looke vpon the hideous God of Warre, 

In dif-aduantage,to abide a field. 

Where nothing but the found of Hotjfntrs Name 
Did feeme dcfenfible: fo you left him, 

Neuer,0 neuer doe his Ghoft the wrong. 

To hold your Honor more precife and nice 
With others,then with him. Let them alone: 

The Marshall and the Arch-bifhop are ftrong. 

Had my fweet Harry had but halfe their Numbers, 

To day might I (hanging on Hotfturs Necke) 

Haue talk’d of tJAJonmonth's Grauc. 

North. Belhrew your heart, 

(Faire Daughter) you doe draw my Spirits from me. 
With new lamenting anciefit Oucr-fights. 

But I mnft goe,and meet with Danger there. 

Or it will feeke me in another place. 

And finde roc worfe prouided. 

fVifc. O flye to Scotland, 

Till that the Nobles,and the armed Commons, 

Haue of their Puiffancc made a little taftc. 

Lady. If they get ground,and vantage of the King, 
Then ioyne you with them, like a Ribbe of Steele, 

To make Strength ftronger, But,for all our loucs, 

Firft let them trye themfelucs. So did ycur Sonne, 

He was fo fuffer’d; fo came I a Widow: 

And neuer (hall haue length of Life enough. 

To rainevpon Remembrance with mine Eyes, 

That it may grow,and fpro wt,as high as Hcauen, 

For Recordation to my Noble Husband. 

North. Come,comc,go in with mer’tis with my Minde 
As with tbeTyde,fwell’d vp vnto his height. 

That makes a ftill-ftand,runningneyther way, 

Faine would I goe to meet the Arch-bilhop, 

But many thoul'and Rcafons hold me backe, 

I will refolue for Scotland: thercaml. 

Till Time and Vantage crauc my company. Exeunt. 





Selena Ouarta. 


Enter two Drawers. 

I. Drawer. What haft thou brought there? Applc- 
lohns ? Thou know ft Sir Iohn cannot endure an Apple- 
lohn. 

4. Draw. Thou fay’ft true: the Prince once fet a Di(h 
of Apple-Iohns before him, and told him there were fiue 
more Sir Johns: and,putting off his Hat,faid,I will now 
take my leaue of thefe fixe drie, round, old-wither’d 
Knights, It anger’d him to the heart: but hec hath for¬ 
got that. 

1. Draw. Why then couer, and fet them downe: and 
fee if thou canft finde out Sneakes Noyfe ; Miftris Tcare- 
Jheet would faine haue fome Mufique. 

2. Draw. Sirrha, heere will be the Prince, and Mafter 
Points i and they will putontwoof our Jerkins, 
and Aprou 9 , and Sir Iohn rauft not know of it: "Bardolph 
rath brought word. 

I .Draw. Then here will be old Vtis: it will be an ex¬ 
cellent ftratagetn..: 


Hofi. Sweet-heart, me thinkes now you. . 

cellenc good temperalitie : your Pulfidge b ''"’"S 
traordinarily, as heart would defire ; an«j C3tes as ft 
(I warrant you ) is as red as anyRo’fc: By° UrCo loii 
drunke too much Canaries, and that’s a ma * if° U ^ 
ching Wine ; and it perfumes the blood er TUe ° u> ^ 
what’s this. How doe you now ? * ^ ee can r 

Dol. Better then I was: Hem. 

Hofi. Why that was well faid: A good hr,,.* 
Gold. Looke, here comes Sir John. tsw °i 


Wh 


Enter Falfiaffe. 

Talfl. Whtm Arthur firfi in Court.~(em ptietheW^ , 
and wot a worthy King: How now M iftris Dol f tdllD 
Host. Sick of a Calme: yea.good-footh. 

FaltJ. So is all her Sea : if they be once in a r i 
they are fick. 7 emaCa k 

Dol. You muddieRafcall,is that all the comfort, 
giue me? 'v' 

Fal/l. You make fat RafcaJh^MiftrisZW 

Dol. I make them ? Gluttonie and Difeafcs nub 
them, I make them not. wc 

Falfi. If the Cooke make the Gluttonie.vou U„.. 
makethe Difeafes (Dol) we catch of you (Dot) Wec P ’ 
of you: Granf that, my poore Vertuc, grant that, 

Dol. I marry,our Chaynes,and ourlcwcls. 

Falfi. Your Brooches, PcarJes, and Owche's • Fotto 
ferue brauely is to come halting off: you kno W ,'toco mt 
olt the BreachjWith his Pike bent brauely, andtoSurec- 
rie brauely ; to venture vpon the charg’d-Cbambcti 
brauely. 

Hofi. Why this is the olde faihion: you two new 
meete,but you fall to fome difeord: you are both (in 
good troth) as Rhcumatike as two drie Tolies, you can. 
not one beare with anothers Confirmities. What the 
good-yerc ? One muft beare, and that muft bee you; 
you are the weaker Veffcll ; as they fay. the emptier 
Veffell. 7 r 

Dol. Cana weake emptie Veffell beare fuch a huge 
full Hogs-head ? There’s a whole Marchants Venture 
of Burdeux-Stuffcinhim: you haue not feeneaHuike 
better ftufft in the Hold. Come, He be friends with thee 
Jacket Thou art going to theWarres, and whether 1 
fhall eucr fee thee againe, or no, there is no body 
cares. 

Enter Drawer. 

Drawer. Sir, Ancient PtfloU is below, and would 
fpeakc with you. 

Dot. Hang him, fwaggering Rafcall, let him not 
come hither: it is the foule-mouth’dft Rogue in Eng. 
land. 1 

Hofi. If hce fwagger, let him not come here: I muft 
liueamongft my Neighbors, He no Swaggerers: 1 sm 
in good name, and fame, with the very bed: (hut the 
doore, there comes no Swaggerers heere: I haue not 
liu’d all this while, to haue iwoggering now: (hut the 
doore, I pray you. 

Fa/ft. Do’ft thou heare.Hofteffc ? 

Hefi.'Ptzy you pacific your fcl(c(Sir Iohn)thete comes 
no Swaggerers heere. 

& Falfi.W\ 
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- " ~ Bard. ’Pray thee goe downc,good Ancient. 

Falfi. Hearke thee hither,Miftris Dol. 

Pitt. Not I: I tell thee what, Corporall Hardolph, I 
could tearc her: He be reueng’d on her. 


- ic mine Ancient * 

rSw fallv(Sir Iohn )neuer tell me, your ancient 
na :JScS in">y*><»<«. I m.:brforeMaBe, 


SwagS^''nTTuiie the other day: and as hee faid tome, 
7# * thcn Wcdnefday laft : Neighbour 

it«"f hc e.) Mafter Dombe, our Mini Her, was by 

Jhbonr £*>ckly (fayes hec) receiue thofe that 
then-, . r or /fayth hcc) you ore in an ill Name: now 
arC 7-1 fo I can tell whereupon: for(faycs hee) you are 
h .neft Woman,and well thought on; therefore take 
’’’ ITthatGuefts vou recciue: Receiue((ayes hce)no 
hccdC !,inc Companions.There comes none heere. You 
P$g£ you to hearc what hee faid. No, lie no 

SvV3g f' Hee’s no Swaggerer(Hofteffe:> tame Cheater, 
Jyoumayftroake him as gently.as a Puppie Grey- 
heC,y ,. hre will not fwagger with a Barbaric Hennc, it 
b.ckc S any I1.CW of r.filW. Call 

call you ltim ? I will barre uo honeft 

jnmv houfejnot no Cheater: but I doe not loue fwag- 
W ' iog . i am the worfe when one fayes, fwagger: Feclc 

Maflers.how i fluke: looke you,I warrant you. 

Dol. So you doe.Hofteffe. 

Hofi. Doel? yea,in very truth doe I,it it were an Al- 
p en Leafe: I cannot abide Swaggerers. 

Enter Pfiol.and Bardolph and his B oy. 

Pifi. ’Saue you. Sir John. 

Falfi. Welcome Ancient Pifiel. ¥hre(Pifiol)\ charge 
you with a Cup of Sacke: doe you difeharge vpon mine 

Hofteffe. , 

Ptft. I will difeharge vpon her (Sir John) with two 

Bullets. 

She is Piftoll-proofe (Sir) you fhall hardly of- 

fend her. 

Hofi. Come, He drinkc no Proofcs,nor no Bullets: I 
will drinke no more then will doe me good, for no mans 
pleafure, T. 

Pifi. Then to you (Miftris Dorothie) I will charge 
you. 

Dol. Charge me ? I fcorne you (feuruie Companion) 
what?you poore, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lacke-Linnen- 
Mate: away you mouldic Rogue,away ; 1 am meat for 
your Mafter* 

Pifi . I know you,Miftris Dorothie. 

Dol . Away you Cut-purfc Rafcall, you filthy Bung, 
away: By this Wine,lie thruft my Knife in your mouldie 
Chappes,if you play the fawcic Cuttle with me. Away 
youBottle-Ale Rafcall,you Basket-hilc ftale Iuglcr,you. 
Since when, I pray you^Sir? vvhar,with two Points on 
yourfhoulder ? much. 

Pifi. I will murther your Ruffe,for this. 

Hofi. No,good Captaine Ptfiol: not heere, fweetc 
Captaine, 

Dol. Captaine? thouabhominabledamn’d Cheater, 
art thou not afham'd to be call’d Captaine? if Capcaines 
were of my minde, they would trunchioayououc,for ta¬ 
king their N.imes vpon you,before you haue earn’d them. 
You a Captaine? you (lane,for what ? for tearing a poore 
Whores Ruffe in a Bawdy-houfe? Hce a Captaine? hang 
him Rogue, hcc Hues vpon mouldie ftcw'd-Pruines, and 
dry’.de Cakes. A Captaine ? Thefe Villaines will make 
the word Captaine odious ; Therefore Captaines had 
neede looke coir* 


Parre. ’Pray thee goe downe. 

Pifi. He fee her damn’d firft: to Pluto s damn d Lake, 
to the Infernall Deepe, where Erebus and Tortures vilde 
alfo. Hold Hooke and Line, fay I : Downe: downe 
Dogges,downe Faces: haue wee not Hire* here? 

Hofi. Good Captaine Peefel be quiet, it is very late: 

I beieeke you no w,aggrauate your Choler. 

Pifi. Thefe be good Humors indeede. Shall Pack- 
Horfesjand hoilpw-pamper’d lades of Afia,which can^ 
not goe but thirti^miles a day, compare with Cefiir, and 
with Caniballs,and Troian Grcekes ? nay, rather damne 
them with King Cerberus, and let the Welkin roare: fhall 
wee fall foule for Toyes ? 

Hofi. By my troth Captaine, thefe are very bitter 

words. 

Bard. Be gone, good Ancient: this will grow to a 
Brawlc anon. 

Pifi. Die men.hke Dogges;giue Crownes like Pinnes: 
Haue we not Htren here ? 

Hofi. On my word(Captaine)there’s none fuch here. 
What the good-yere,doeyouthinkeI would denye her ? 

I pray be quiet. 

Pifil, Then feed,and be fat (my faire folipolis.) Come, 
giue me feme Sack, Si fortune me torment e, jfierato me con¬ 
sent e. Fcare wee broad-fidcs ? No,let the Fiend giue fire: 
Giue me fome Sack : and Sweet-heart lyc thou there; 
Come wee to full Points here , and are et cetera' s no¬ 
thing ? 

Fal. Pillol, I would be quiet. 

Ptsl. Sweet Knight.I kiffc thy Neaffe: what? wee haue 
feene the leucn Starres. 

Dol. Thruft him downe ftayres, I cannot endure fuch 

a Fuftian Rafcall. •; 

Ptfi. Thruft him downe ftayres ? know we not Gallo¬ 
way Nagges? • • • . 

Fal. Quoit him downe ( Bardolph) like afhoue-groat 
(hilling : nay,it hee doe nothing buc.fpeake nothing* hce 
dial! be nothing here. 

Bard. Come, get you downe ftayres. 

Pifi. What? (hall wee haue Incifion? (hallweeem- 
brew ? then Death rockc me afteepe,abridge my dolefull 
dayes: why then let grieuous, gaftly, gaping Wounds, 
vntwin’d the Sifters three: Come Atropos, I fay. 

Hofi. Here’s good ftuffe toward. 

Fal. Giue me my Rapier.Boy. 

Dol. I prethee lack., I prcthec doe not draw. 

Fal. Get you downe ftayres, 

Hofi. Here’s a goodly tumult: lie forfweare keeping 
houfe,before lie be in thefe tirrits,and frights. So: Mur¬ 
ther I warrant now. Alas, alas, put Yp your nakcdWea- 
pons,put vp your naked Weapons. 

Dol. I prethee Iack.bc quiet, the Rafcall is gone : ah, 
you whorfon little valiant Villaine,you, 

Hofi. Are you not hurt i’tli’ Groyne ? me thought hee 
made a fhrewd.Xhruft at your Belly. 
fal. Haue you turn’d him out ot doores i 
Bard. Yes Sir: the Rafcall’s drunke: you haue hurt 
him (Sir) in the (houlder. 

Fal. ARafcalltobraueme. 

Do/. Ah,you fweet little Rogue, you: alas,poore Ape, 
how thou fweat’ft ? Come,let me wipe thy Face: Come 
on,you whorfon Chops: Ah Rogue,I louc thee: Thou 
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art as valorous as Heitor of Troy,worth fide of Agamem¬ 
non , and tenne times better then the nine Worthies: ah 
Villaine. 

TaL Arafcally SIaue,I will tofle the Rogue in a Blan¬ 
ket. 

Dot. Doe,if thou dar'ft for thy heart: if thou doo’ft. 
He canuas thee betweene a paire of Shcctes. 

Enter (JWuJtque. 

! Page. The Mufiquc is come,Sir. 

Pd. Let them play: play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Del. 
A Rafcall,bragging Slaue: the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-filiier. 

Dd t And thou followd’ft him like a Church: thou 
whorfon little tydic Sartholmcw Borc-pigge f when wilt 
thou leaue fighting on daycs,and foyning on nights, and 
begin to patch vp thine old Body for Hcaucn ? 

Enter the Prince and Pvines disguis'd. 

Pd. Peace (good Do/) doe not fpeake like a Dcaths- 
head: doc not bid me remember mine end. 

Del. Sirrha, what humor is the Prince of? 

Fd. A good (hallow young fellow ; hce would haue 
made a good Pander, hec would haue chipp'd Bread 
well. 

Dot. They fay Paines hath a good Wit. 

Pal, Hec a good Wit ? hang Turn Babootic,his Wit is 
as thicke as Tewksbune Muftard: there is no more con¬ 
ceit in him,'hen is in a M diet. 

Dd. Why doth the Prince lone him fo then ? 

I Fal. Becauie their Leggcsarebothof abignefle: and 
hoc p!jyts at Qnoirs weli,and cates Conger and Fennell, 
and drinkes off Candles ends for Flap dragons,and rides 
the Wilde*Mare with the Boycs,3nd iuiopes vpon Idyn’d- 
ftooles, and fweares with a good grace, and wcares his 
Boot very (rnooth,like vnto the Signc of the Lcgge; and 
breedes no bate with telling of difeteete Rories: and fuch 
other Gambol! faculties hec hath, that fliewa wcake 
MiodCjand an able Body,for the which the Prince admits 
him ; for the Prince himfelfe is fuch another : the 
weight of an luyre will turne the Scales betweene their 
Havcr-de-pois. 

Prince . Would not this Naue of a Whccle haue his 
Eares cut oft ? 

Poin. Let vs beat him before his Whore. 

Prince „ Lookc, if the wither'd Elder hath not his Poll 
claw'd like a Parrot. 

Pain. Is it not ftrange, chat Defirc fhould fo many 
I yeercs out-Iiue performance ? 

Fd. Kiffe me Del. 

P 7 tnce. Saturne and Venns this yeere in Coniuncfion ? 

[ What-fayes the Almanack to that? 

Pain, And lookc whether the fierie Trigon his Man, 
be not lifping to his Maftcrs old Tables,his Notc-Booke, 
his Councelhkecper ? 

Fal. Thou do'ft giuc me flattering Buffer. 

Dol. Naytruely, 1 kifle thee with a moft conftant 
heart. 

Fd. I am olde, I am olde. 

Dol. I loue thee bectcr,then I loue ere a feuruie young 
Boy of them all* 

Pd. What Stuffe wilt thou haueaKirtleof ? I ftiall 
rcceiuc Money on 1 hurfday: thou (halt haue a Cappe 
to morrow. A merrie Song, come : it growes late. 


wee will to Bed 
gone 
Dol 


l nou wilt 


rget 

Thou wilt fet me a weeping if.u „ 
prouc that cucr IdrcfTe my felfe hanWomc 0 ''.^’? 
turne: well,hearken the end. ? 11,1 thy f( 

Fd. Some SzcV,Francis* 

Vrtn.Poin. Anon,anon,Sir. 

Fal. Ha? a Baftard Sonne of the KitiP« > 4 . 
thou Poines,hi& Brother ? ° “ n cj artne 

Prince. Why thou Globe of finfull Conti, 
a Life do’ft thou lead ? ncnts >vvl); 

,D"»cf'" Crthtn, '' OU,IjmaGCT ' 1 ™^.,, 

w B r r,tr “ >sit! “ diro ”' 

Hofi. Oh, the Lord preferue thy good <%. , 
come to London. Now Hcaucn blcflethat f CC: ' Ve| 
of thine: what,are you come from Wale^ ? Fac 

Fal. Thou whorfon mad Compound of MaiefV 
this light FIefh,and corrupt Blood.thouan Wp i ‘ : b 

Dol. How?you fat FooIe,I fcorneyou, mt ‘ 

Poin. My Lord, hee will driuc you otit of v 
uenge, and turne all to a merryment, if you taken^t S 

Prince. You whorfon Candle-mytie you, bo Wvi M| 
did you fpeakc of mecucn now, before this honeft ‘ 
tuous.ciuill Gentlewoman ? )VtI 

Hofi ’Bicfling on your good heart, and fofiiccisb 
my troth. , 

v Fd Didft thou heareme? 

Vrwce. Yes:ai)dyou knew me,as you did when V oi 
ranne away by Gads-hill: you knew I was at your back 
and Ipokc it on purpofe.to trie my patience, 

Fal. No,no,no: not fo s I did not tbmke,thouw a f 
within hearing. 1,1 

Prince. I lhall driuc you then to confefie the wilful 
abufe. and then 1 know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abufe (Hall) on mine Honor,no abufe. 

Prince. Not to difprayfe me? and call mePantlcr.and 
Bread-chopper, and 1 know not what? 

Fal. No abufe (Hal.) 

Poin. No abufe ? 


Fal, No abufe (Ned) in the World; honeftAWnonf, 
I difprays’d him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
might not fall in loue with him: In which doing, 1 haue 
done the part of a carefull Friecd.and a true Subiefl,and 
thyFatheristogiuemethankes for it. No abufe [Etl:) 
x\one(Ned) none; noBoycs,none, 

Prince. See now whether pure Fearc,and entire Cow- 
ardife, doth not make thee wrong this vertuousGentle¬ 
woman,to clofe with vs? Is fheeof the Wicked ? Is thine 
Hoftcfle heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
Wicked ? Or honed Bardolph (whofe Zeals burnei in his 
Nofe) of th; Wicked ? 

Poin. Anfwcre thou dead Elme,anfwere, 

Fal. The Fiend harbprickc downe irrecoue- 

r3ble,and his Face is Lucifers Priuy-Kitchm, where hee 
doth nothing but toft Mault-Wormes : for the Boy, 
there is a good Angell about him, but the Deuill out¬ 
bids him too, 

Ptince. ForthcWomen? 

Fal. For one of thcm,<hee is in Hell alreadic t and 
bumes poore Soules : for the other, I owe her Mo¬ 
ney ; and whether fltee bee damn’d for that, I know 
noc. 

Hofi. No,I warrant you. 

7 Fal. No, I 
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- ^Ttbinkethou art not: Ithinke thou art quit \ 
U ' Marry there is another Indictment vpon thee, 

fortliat. w y> bec eafcn jn ih bou j- c> contrar y to 

f 0 tfuftcnn D wb j cb j t hinkc thou wilt howle. 

’ ^11 Victuallers doe fo : What is a Ioynt 
Mutton, or two,in a whole Lent f 
prvee. You,Gentlewoman. 

Ll What fayes your Grace? , 

His Grace fayes that, which his fleth rebells 

Who knocks folowd at doore? Looketothc 
doorc there, Francis ? 

Enter Veto. 

Prince. Peto, how now ? what newes ? 

Veto. The King,your Father,is at Weftroinfter, 

A id there are twentie weakc and wearied Poftcs, 

Come from the North: and as I came along, ; 

, t an d ouer-tooke a dozen Captaines, 

Rare-beaded,fweating,knocking at the Tauerhes, 

And asking euery one for Sir lohn Falfiafe. 

Prince. By Heauen (Poines)I feelememuchcoblame, 

So idlytoprophane the precious time, 1 

WhcnTcmpelt of Commcftion,like the South, 

Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to mcit. 

And drop vpon our bare vnarmed headsts 

Giue me my Sword,and Cloake: 

fa//#,good night. • Exit. 

falsi- Now comes in the 1 fweeteft Morfcll of the 
night, and wee muft hence, and leaue icvnpickt. Moie 
knocking at the doore? -How*now ? what’s the mat- 

ter? f ^ ^ 

Hard. You muft away to Court,Sir,presently, 

A dozen Captaines ftay at doore for you; 

fa//. Pay the Mufitians, Sirrha : farewell Hofteffe, 
farewell Dol. You fee (my good Wenches)how men of 
Merit are foughr after: the vndeferuer may fleepe,whcn 
themanof Adion is call'd on.Tarewell good Wenches: 
if I be not fent away poftc, I will fee you againe, ere I 
goe. ' i v 

Dol. I cannot fpeake : if my heart bee not readie 
toburft—Well (fwcet t lacks) haue a circ of thy 
felfe. 

folfi. Farewell, farewell. Exit. 

Hofi. Well, fare thee well: Tthane knowne thee 
thefe twentie nine yeetes, come Pefcod-time : but an 
honefter; and ttuer-hearted inan-Well, fare thee 

well. ; ’ - v - 

Bard. Miftris Teare-Jbeet. 

Hofi. What’s the matter? 2 : •— 

Bard. Bid Miftris Teare-fljeet come to my Mafter. 

Hofi. Oh mnne Dol, runne: runne.good 2)u/. 

Exeunt, 


Actus Fertius. Scena Prim a. 


Enter the King^with a Page. 


t fvfA 1 : <« Hi *■' ' 

Kino. Goe,call the EarlesofSurrey,and of Warwick: 
lut ere they come,bid them ore-rcade thele Letters, 
Vnd well confidcr of them: make good fpeed. Exit. 


How many thoafand of my poorefl Sublets 
Are at this howre afleepe ? OS!eepe,0 gentle Slcepe, 
Natures iofc Nurfc, how haue I frighted thee. 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe. 

And fteepe my Scnces in ForgetfulnefTe ? 

Why rather (Sleepe) Iyeft thou in fmoakie Crib's, 

Vpon vncafie Pallads ftretching thee. 

And huifln with bulling Night, flyes to thy (lumber. 
Then in the perfum d Chambers of the Great ? 

Vnder the Canopies of coftly State, 

And lull’d with founds of fweeteft Melodic ? 

O thou dull God,why lyeft thou with the vilde. 

In loathfomc Beds,and lcau’ft the Kingly Couch, 

A Watch-cafe,or a common Larum-Bell ? 

Wilt thou,vpon the high and giddie Maft, 

Seale vp the Ship-boyes Eyes,and rock his Braines, 

In Cradle of the rude impet ious Surge, 

And in the vilitation of the Windes, 

Who take the Ruffian Billowes by the top, 

Curling their monftrous heads,and hanging diem 
With deaft ning Clamors in the flipp’ry Clouds, 

That with the hurley,Death it felfe awakes i 
Canft thou (O pamall Slcepe) giue thy Repofe 
To the wet Sea-Bov,in an houre fo rude: 

And in the calmeft.and moft ftilleft Night, 

With all appliances, and meanes to boote. 

Deny it to a King ? Then happy Lowe,lye downe, 

Vneafie lyes the Head,that wcares a Crownc. 

Enter Warwick* and Surrej. 

War. Manygood-morrowes to yout 
King. Is it good-morrovV,Lords ? 

War. ’Tis One a Clock, and paft. 

King.Why then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Haue you read o’re the Letters that I fent you $ 

War, We haue (my Liege.) v 

King. Then you pcrcciue the Body of our Kingdome, 
How foule it is: what ranke Difcafes grow. 

And with what danger,neere the Heart of it? 

War. It is but as a Body,yet diftempet’d. 

Which to his former ftrength may be reftor d, 

With good aduice,and little Medicine: 

My Lord Northumberland will foonc be cool’d. 

X<»£.Oh Heauen,that one might read the Book of Fate, 
And Vee thercuolutioiiof the Times 
Make Mountains leuell,and the Continent 
( Wearie of folide firmenefre)ooelt it felfe 
Into the Sea: and other Ti?nes, to fee 
The beachie Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neptunes hippes; how Chances (nocks 
And Changes fill the Cuppc of Alteration 
Withdiucrs Liquors.’Tis not tenne yecresgone. 

Since Richard, aud Northumberland, great friends, 

Did fcaft together; and in two yeercs after. 

Were they at Warres. It is but eight yeercs fince, 

This Percie was the man,neereft my Soule, 

Who,like a Brother, toyl’d in my Affaires, 

And layd his Loue and Life vnder my foot: 

Yea,for my fake,cueti to the eyes of Richard 
Gauc him defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Coufin 2W#//,as I may remember) 

When Richard,vi'nh his Eye,brim-full ofTeares, 

(Then check’d,and rated by Northumberland ) 

Did fpeake thefe words (now prou’d a Prophecie:) 
Northumberland, thou Ladder.by the which 
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My Coufin BuUitigbrookc afcends my Throne: 

(Thtugh then,Heaiien knowcs,I had no fuch intent^ 

Bui that neceiluie fo bo w’d the State 

That I and Greatnefle were compell’d to kifle:) 

The Time fliail come (thus did hec follow it) 

The Time will come,tba t foule Sinne gathering head 
Shall breake into Corruption : fo wenc on, 
Fore-teljingthis fame T imes Condition, 

Ana the diuifion of our Amitic. 

War. There is a Hiftorie in all mens Liucs, 
Figuring the nature of the Times deceas’d: 

The which obferu'd, a man may prophecie 
With a necre ayme,of the mainc chance of things. 
As yet not come to Life,which in their Seedes 
And weake beginnings lyecntreafured: 

Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time j 
And by the ncceflarie forme of this. 

King Richard might create a.pcrfect guefle, 

That great Nonbumberlanfth^n falfe to him; j 
Would of that Seed,grow to a greater falfencfie, 

Wnich fbouldnotfindc a ground to rootc vpon, 
Vnlcfleon you. 

King. Arc thefe things then Neceflicies ? ut . ■ 

Then let vs meete them like Necdfities; 

And that fame word,cuen now cryes out on vs: 

They fay,the Bifliop and Northumberland 
Are fiftie thoufand ftrong. . , > V.- i 

War. It cannot be (my Lord;) 

Rumor doth double,like the Voice,and Eccho, 

The numbers of.the feared. Pleafe it your Grace 
To goc to bed, vpon my Life (my Lord) 

The Poyfd that you alrcadie haue fent forth,.■ 
Shall bring this Prize in very eafily. , . i . 
To comfort you the moreji halierecejiiftf) .1 - 
A ccrtajncrtftrtance,that <?/(f»d<>#nsdead. ’ ■■rtWr- 

Your Maie.flic hath beene this fort,night.iU,. 

And thefe vnfeafon’d howres perforce mull ackje ,i' ; .., 
YiitaiyogtSickneflc. - av -larlT '-■■.'A 

King. I will take your counlaile: : 

And were thefe inward Warres once out csf h^nd. 
Wee would (.dearc Lords) ynto the Holy-Lap ji. 
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Scena Secunda. 


£ntcr Shallow and Silence : with Monldieshadow , r { 

• IVart, Feeble, Thill- calfe. 

. | • 

Shed. Come-on,come-6n,come-on: giuemceyour 
Hand,Sir r-giue mee your Hand, Sir : an early flirrer,by 
the Rood. And how .doth my good Coufin Silence f 
Sil. Good-morrow,good Coufin Shallow. 

Shal. Anchhow doth my Coufin, your Bed-fellow ? 
and your faireft Daughter, and mine,my God-Daughter 
Ellen ? •' r 

Sil. Alas,a blackc Ouzell (Ceufin Shallow.) 

Shal. By yea and nay,Sir, I dare fay my Coufin William 
is become a good Scholler ? • hee is at Oxford ftill, is hee 
not ? ’ 

Sil. Indeede Sir,to my tloft. 

Shal. Hee mull then to the lnnes of Court fliortly : I 
was once of Clements lnne i where (I thinke) they will 
talke of mad Shallow yet. 


a A 


r/oH 


Sil. You were call’d lufti 
Shal. 1 was call’d any thing : and I w |° U ^ n ) 
any thing indeede too,and roundly too Tk hau «doi 
little John Doit of StaftordOiire, and blacW ^ U 
and Frances /^%W,and Will Scjnele a C ot r, ‘ 
hadnotfoure fuch Swindgc-bucklers in ill u n »V( 
Court againe: And 1 may fay to you In «Cs, 

the r £ona-Robas were,and had the beft 0 f k ? evv 'vhti 
commandcmcnt. Then was lacke Tallin r them all. 
‘Boy, and Page to Thomas ^olZft^ < 
folke. uke °fN 0t 

Sit. This Sir Iohn (Coufin) that comes l.iu 
bout Souldiers ? u ^ er anon a 

. Shal. The fame Sir John, the very f am . . , . 
breake Scoggaris Head at the Court-Gate wl 
a Crack,not thus high rand thevery famedaS^ 
with one SampfonStoc^-fi/h;* Fruiterer,beh.nVr fi « kl 
Inne. Oh the mad dayes that I haue fpent 
how many of mine olde Acquaintance are t0 ft t 
Sil. Weefhallall folIow(Coufih.) d? 
Shed. Certaine: *tis certaineverv fur? 

Death is certaine to all, all (hall dye. 
of Sullocks at Stamford Fayre? g°°dYoke 

Sil. Truly Coufin,I was not there. 

Shal. Death is certaine. sold Double of wn ,„T 
liuingyer? > r T°v« nt 

Stl. Dead,Sir. swiarv v.arf wo uof;.. ,i 

, D “ d * See, fee.: hee drew a gnod Bo W;ar ’ 
dead? heefhot a fine fhootc. hhn of Gaunt | 
him well, and/betted much Money on hi* head D 
hee would haucrclapc in' the Giowt at Tvselue-fcore! 
carryedyo,ua fore-bandShaft a c- foureteenc, and four, 
tcenc and a halfc, that it would haue done a mam u 
good tofec. .'How ? fcorc of Ewes now l 
_ Sil - Thereafter as they be : a fcore of good Ew< 
may be worth tenne pourtds. 

, .Sbali Ahdis i t \ \\ 

yr.u. • :n 6 lobtiV 21:: ' rxit ■ :} 

: ^ FI EnterFBardotyb and his Boj % 

■ V. . 

Sil* Hccre come two of Sir John Falfiafcs Men (as 
'thinke.) r ri^/i yrn Ti : : ) j: ' 

Shal. ; fiood^moiTowyhoneft Gentlemen. 

'Bard. 1 bcfecch yoi^which is luflicc Shallow ? 

Shal 0 I am Robert 5/W/^(Sir)apobi:eEfquireofthi! 
Councie, and one of the Kings Iufticcs of the Peace 
What is your goodpleafure with me? 1 ■ > 

Bard. My Captainc (Sic) commcnds..hini to you 
my Captaine 5 Sir Iohn Falfiaffe : a tall Gentleman, and i 
mod gallant Leader. 

Shal. Hee grcctes me well: ( Sir) I knew him s 
goqd Back^S word-man. How doth the good Knight 
may I askc.how my Lady his Wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir,pardon : aSouldieris better accommoda¬ 
ted,then with a Wife. 

Shal. It is wellfaid,Sir; and it is well faid, indeed^ 
too: Better accommodated? it is good, yea indeede is 
it: good jplirafes are furely,and eucry where very com* 
mendable. Accommodated y it comes of jiccommoio: 
very good, a good Phrafc. 

Bard. Pardon, Sir, I haue heard the word. Phrafe 
call you it ? by this Day f I know not the Phrafe: but 
I will maintaine the Word with my Sword, to bee 2 
Souldier-like Word, and a Word of exceeding go°^ 
Command. Accommodated : that is, when a man is 
(as they fav) accommodated : or, when a man is, being 
V 7 vvhcrcbj 
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whereby he thought to be accommodated, which is an 

excellent thing. 

Enter Falfiaffe . 

Shal. U is very iuft : Lookc, hecre comes good Sir 
.I Gjuemeyour hand, glue me your Worlbips good 
u d • Truft me, you lookc well: and beare your yearcs 
b ![lweli. Weicome,good Sit lohtf. 

V Fill- Iai»g^d to ^ ec 7 olJ good M. Robert Shal- 
l Stir e-card as I rhinke ? 

I * gfal, Mo fir Iohn , icis my Cofin Silence: in Commifli- 

oH with mee. 

fat. GoodM. Silence, it well befits you fliould be of 
the peace. , rJ • 

Sil. Your good Worihip is welcome. 

Hi Fye, this is hoc weather (Gentlemen) haue you 
'ouided me hcerc halfc a dozen of fufficicnt men? 

^ Sbil. Marry haue we fir: Will you fit? 

Fd. Lettncfeethemjlbefeechyou. 

Shd* Where’s the Roll^ Where’s the Roll? Where's 
the Roll ? Let me lee, let me fee,lct me fee : fo,fo,fo ,fo : 
yea marry Baphe dioitldie-Azt them appcarc as I call: 
let them do fo) let them do fo: Let mec fee. Where is 
MonUic} 

ManL Hccre,if it pleafe you. 

ShaL What thinke you (Sir Iohn) a good limb’d fcl.- 
low; yong,ftrotig, and of good friends. 

Fd. Is thy name Monldie ? 

C Mod. Yea,ifit pleafe you. 

Fd. ’Tis the more time thou wertvs’d. 

Shd. Ha,ha,ha, moft exccllcnc.Things that arc tnoul- 
dje,lackevfc 2 very Angular good. Well faide Sir Iohn ., 
very well faid* 

Fd. Pricke him. 

Mod. I was prickr well enough before, ifyou could 
haue let me alone: my old Dame will be vndone now,for 
oneto doc her Husbandry, and her Drudgery 5 you need 
not to haue pricke me, there are other men fitter to goc 
out,then I. 

Fd. Go too: peace Monldie, you fhall goe. fjMouldie, 
it is time you were fpenc. 

"Mod. Spent? 

Shdlow^. Peace,felIowr,peace; (land afide : Know you 
where you arc? For the other fir Iohn : Let me fce:i Simon 
Shtdow. 

Fd. I marry, let me haue him to fit vndcr; he’s like to 
be a cold fouldier. 

■Shal . Where’s Shadow} 

Sb*d. Hccre fir. 

Fd. Shadow , whofc fonne art thou f 
Shad. My Mothers fonne. Sir. 

Fdfi. Thy Mothers fonne: like enough, and thy Fa¬ 
thers lhadow: fo the lonne of the Female, is the fhadow 
ofthe Male: it is often lo indeede, but not of the Fathers 
lubftance. 

Shal. Doyoulikchim^fir/^w? 

Fdfi. Shadow will ferue for Summer: pricke him: For 
wee haue a number of (hadowes to fill vppe the Mufter- 
Booke. 

Shal. Thomas Wart ? 

Fdfi. Where’s he? 

Wao% Hcere fir. 

F dfi. Is thy name FVart ? 
wm. Yea fir# 

Fal. Thou art a very ragged Ware* 


Vv 


Shal. Shall I pricke him downe, 

Sir Iohn ? 

Falfi. It were fuperfluous: for his apparrcl is built vp¬ 
on his backe, and the whole frame ftands vponpins:prick 
him no more. 

Shal. Ha, ha,ha, you can do it fir: yoi}candocit 
commend you well. 

Francis Feeble . 

Feeble. Heerc fir. 

Shal. What Trade arc thou Feeble ? 

Feeble. A Womans Taylor fir. 

Shal. Shall I pricke him,fir? f j 

Fal. You may: ? 

But if he had beene a mans T ay lor^be would haue prick-d | 
you. Wilt thou make as many holes in m enemies Bat^ 
tailc,as thou haft done in a VVomans pctcic.ote ? r j 

Feeble. I will dec my good will fir, you can haMCAO 


/5; 


’{ 35W 

fl 3' .v 


more. 


: nil 


Falfi. Well faid,good Womans Tailour: Well fayde 
Couragious Feeble ; thou wilt bee as vajj^CAfthe writh- 
fulIDouc,or moft magnanimous Moufe. Pricks the wo¬ 
mans Taylour well Mafter Shallow , deppe ^daifter • Sb*l+ 

! rjr. v'iliii . 00b 

Feeble. I would Wart. might haue gone fir. 

Fal. I would thou were a mans Tailpr,that ^ ofight’ft 
mend him, .and make him fir to goc.- I cannot put hirp to 
a priuate fouldier, that is ; the Leader of iomany thpttr 
fands. LetrthaJt fuffice,moft Forcible Feeble ♦ 

Feeble ♦ It fhall fuffice. • . t c l 

* Falfi . I am bound to thee, reuerend Feeble. Who is 
the next ? 

Shal. Peter Bulcalfe ofthe Greene. 

Falfi . Yea marry, let ys fee Bulcalj*A 

But. Hecre fir. . _ 

Fal. Truft me,a likely Fellow. Comc,prickcme 2v/- 
calfe till heroarcagaine. ' 

BhI. Oh,good my Lord Captainc. 

Fal. What? do ft thou roarc before th’arc pricke. 

BhI. Oh fir,I am a difeafed man. 

Fal. What difeafe haft thou ? 

BhI . A whorfoti cold fir, a cough fir, which I caught 
with Ringing in the Kings affayres, vpon his Coronation 
day,fir. 

Fal. Come 5 thou (halt go to the Warres in aGowne : 
we wilLhauc away thy Cold, and I will take fuch order,, 
that thy friends fhall ring for thee. Is heere all ? - 

Shal. There is two more called then your number : 
you nmft haue but foure hcere fir,and fo I pray you go in 
with me to dinner. 

Fal . Come, I will goc drinke with you, but I caflnot 
tarry dinner. I am glad to feeyou in good troth, Mafter 
Shallow. 

Shal . O fir Iohn, doe you remember fince wee lay all 
night in the Winde^mill jn S Georges Field. 

Falfiaffe . No more oI that good Mafter Shallow: No 
more of that. 

Shal. Ha? it was a merry night. And is lane Ki&ht- 
worke aliue ? 

Fal. She liucs, M.Shallow. 

Shal. She ncuer could away with me. , 

Fal . Ncuer,ncuer: flic would alwayes fay ftlee could j 
not abide M .Shallow. 

Shal. I could anger her to the heart: fhee was then a 
Bona-Roba . Doth fhe hold herownc well. 

Fal. Old,old, M. Shallow. 

Shal ♦ Nay,{he muft be old, (he cannot chopfc.Vu^Be 
__ g g old^ 
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old: certaine (lice’s old: and had Robin Night-worke, by 
old Night-works ,before I C3me to Clements inne. 

T S'll. That’s fiftiefiueyeerej agoe. 

Shal. Hah, Coufin Silence, that thou had ft lee tie that, 
that this Knight and I haue feenc: hah. Sir John, faid I 
Xvill'? 

Faljl. Wee haue heard the Chymes at mid-night,Ma¬ 
tter Shallow. 

Shal. That wee haue,that wee haue; in faitb,Sir lohn , 
wee haue : our watch-word was, Hcm-Boyes. Come, 
let’s to Dinner; come,lct’s to Dinner: Oh the dayes that 
wee haue feene. Come,come, 

Bui. Good Matter Corporate Tar dolph , ftand my 
*frkndj attd Becrcis foure Harry tenne fliillings in French 
iCWWhdiTdr y«5u: in very truth,fir,1 had as lief be hang’d 
dr,as goe: and‘y«,for mine owne part,dr,I do not care; 
4rtit fSthet, becaufe I am vnwilling, and for mine owne 
part,hauc a defire to day with my friends: elfe, dr, 1 did 
liot care,formine owne part,fo much, 

-djjBirrf. Go-tbo: ftand adde. 

-n 'Mould. And good Matter Corporall Captaine,for my 
lildDartiiM falccifland my friend r thee hath no body to 
doe any thingabout her,when I am gone: and flie is old 
and cannotlielpe hfcrfelfe : youfhillhaue fortie,dr. 

Go-too: fiand adde. 

ot iTcthleli 1 care not, a mart can die but once: wee owe a 
"death. I will neuer bearc a baft mindc: if it be my defti- 
nic,fo:ifitbenotyfo; no man is too good to feruchis 
Prince: and let it goe which way it wtll,he that dies this 
yecre,is quit-far the next. 

Bard. Well faid,thou art a good fellow. 

Feeble. Nay,I willbeareno bafemindc. 

Faff. Comedr^fhichmen Ihal! I haue? 

Shal. Foure of which you plcafe. 

Bard. Sir, a<word with you : 1 haue three pound, to 
free UWouldie and Bull-calfe. 

Faljl. Go-too: well. 

Shal. Gome,fir which foure will you haue ? 

half . Doe you chufc for me. 

Shal. Marry then , (JMouldie , Bull-calfe, Feeble, and 
'Shadow. ‘ 

‘■'“Faff. Mbuldie.znd’BuU-calfe: for you Mcu/die,iHy 
at home,iill you are paft ieruice: and for your part, Tull- 
Vitffo^row till you come vnto it: 1 will none of you. 

Shkl. Sir Iobn,Sit lohn,doe not your fclfe wrong,they 
are your likelyeft men,and I would haue you feru’d with 
the beft. 

1 Will you tell me(Mafter5M<w)howtochufc 

a man? Care I forthcLimbc,theThewes, the ftature, 
btrtkejand bigge aflcmblance of a man ? giue mee the 
Ipirit (Matter Shallow.) Where’s Wart ? you fee what 
a ragged appearance it is: bee fhall charge you, and 
difehargc you, with the motion of a Pcwterers Ham¬ 
mer : come oft, and on, fwifter then hee that gibbets on 
| the Brewers Bucket. And this fame halfc-fac’d fellow, 
I Shadow, giue me this man : hec prefents no rnarke to the 
Enemie, the foe-man may with as great ayme lcuell at 
the edge of a Pen-knife: and for a Retrait, how fwiftly 
will this Feeble, the Woman* Taylor, runne oft O, giue 
roe the fpare men, and fpare me the great ones. Put me a 
Calyuer into Warts hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold Wart, Trauerle: thus,thus,thus: 

Faljl- Come,manage me your Calyuer: fo. very well, 
go-too.very good,cxceeding good. O s giue raealwayes 
a littlc,leanc,old,chopc,bald Shot. Well faid Wart,thou 
aft a good Scab: hold,there is a Tetter for thee. 


Shal. 


Hce is not his Crafts-mafter, he t j . 
it right. I remember at Mile-end-Greene °L lno,< lot 
at Clements Inne, J was then Sir2)^» w ; tn 1 % 
Show : there was a little quiuer fellow, an j i 
manage you his Peece thus : and hce Would*'I 0 "* 11 
and about, and come you in, and come you • °° Ut , 
tab, tah, would hec fay, Bowncc would hee f ! ^ 
away againe would hec goe,and againe would aB <l 


away againe 
I fhall neuer fee fuch a fellow. 


Faljl. Thefe fellowcs will doe well. Matter 

Farewell Matter Silence, I will not vfemany Wo H ^ 
you: fare you well. Gentlemen both: 1 thank CSVV *^ 

I mutt a dozen mile to night ,Tardolph ciuetk-e 6 )° u 
Coates. e ^suctheSouldie, 

Shal. Sit lohn, Heauen bleffe you, and profn* 
Affaires, and lend vs Peace. As you retutnc r ^ 0Ur 
my houfe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed*, 
aduenture I will with you to the Court. 

Faljl. I would youwduld J Maftcr 5 WW. 

Shal. Go-too: I haue fpoke at a word. Fare 


vilit 

per- 


well. 


Exit. 




Faljl. Fare you well, gentle Gentlemen.' 0 n 7 f 
dolph, Icade the men away. As I rcturne, I will Wl *1 
thefe Iufticcs : I doe'fee the boctome of lufii cc tu 
low. How fubieft wee old men arc to this vice of J 
ing? This fame ftatu’d lattice hath done nothin# bw 
prate to me of the wildenelfe of his Youth and l, 

Fcates hee hath done aboutTurnball-fireet, and cue' 

third word a Lye, duer pay’d to the hearer, then,!! 

T...!,.. t j _i i. 1 


Radifh, with a Head fantaftically caru’d vpon it with a 
Knife. Hee was fo forlorne, that his Dimenlions (to 
any thickc fight) were inuincible. Hee was the very 
Genius of Famine : hee came euer in the rere-ward of 
the Fafhion : And now is this Vices Dagger become: 
Squire, and talkcs as familiarly of lohn of Gaunt as if 
hec had beene fwornc Brother to him: and lie be fworue 
hee neuer faw him but once in the Tile-yard,and then he 
burft his Head, for crowding among the Marfhalsmen. 
I faw it , and told lohn of Gaunt, hee beat his owne 
Name, for you might haue trufs’d him and all his Ap- 
parrell into an Eelc-skinne: the Cafe of a Treble Hoe- 
boy was a Manfion for him : a Court : and now hath 
hec Land,and Becues. Well, I will be acquainted with 
him,if I rcturne: and it Hull goe hard, but I will mate 
him a Philofophers two Stones to me. If the young 
Dace be a Bayc for the old Pike, I fee no reafon.inthe 
Law of Nature, but I mayfnapat him. Let time lhape, 
and there an end. Exeunt. 


ABusQmrtus. Seem Trim. 


Enter ihe^irch-btjlop, U\l orvbraj,Halting!, 
Wetlmerland, Celeutle. 

Ti[h. What is this Forreft call’d ? 

Hajl. Tis Gualttee Forreft, and’t fhall plwfc y* UI 
Grace. 

"Bifh. Here fiand(my Loras)and fend diFcoucrers iortn, 
To know the numbers of our Enemies. 

Haft. Wee 
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Wee haue lent forth alreadie. 

£ Tis well done. 

,. fttawMnd Brethren (in thefe great Affaires) 

,V V a Jmiaint you, that I haue rccciu’d 
1 0,0 V .id Letters from Northumberland: 

N eW ' rt id intent,tenure,and fubftancc thus. 

I b£ !doth hee wifh his Pcrfon,with fuch Powers 

« mi^nc hold fortance with his Qnalitie, 

Ju- which hee could not leuie: whereupon 
' i. tec yt’d,to ripe his growing Fortunes, 

J c ‘ land; and concludes inhcartieprayers, 

That vo»r Attempts may ouer-liue the hazard, 

W fearefull meeting of their Oppofite. 

Thus do the hopes wc haue in him,touch ground, 
Anddalhthemfclucs to pieces. 

Enter A Mejfetiger*. 


ftd. Now? what newes ? 

tfcfi Weft of this Forreft,fcarccly off a mile* 

r n poodly forme,comes on the Encmic: 

And by the ground they hide, I iudge their number 
Vp6n,orneere,thc rate of thirtie thoufand. 

MW- The iuft proportion that we gaue them out* 
Let vs fway-on,and face them in the field* 


Enter JVefimcrland, 

W/J.What well-appointed Leader fronts vs here ? 
jlfw> 9 I thinke it is my Lord of Wcftmcrland. 

Weft. Healtli,and faire greeting from our Generali, 
The Prince,Lord lohn ,and Duke of Lancaftcr. 

%jh. Say on (my Lord of Weftmcrland) in peace : 
What doth concernc your coraming ? 

fliell. Then (my Lord) 

Vnto your Grace doc I in chicfe addrefle 
Thcfubftanceof my Speech. If that Rebellion 
Came like it felfe,in bafe and abicdl Routs, 

Led on by bloodie Youth,guardcd with Rage, 

And countenanced by Boycs,and Beggcrie : 

I fay,if damn'd Commotion foappeare, 

In his true^naciue^nd moft proper fiiape. 

You (Reuerend Father,and thefe Noble Lords) 

Had not beene hereto drefle the ougly forme 
, Of bafe,and bloodie Infurre<3ion, 

With your faire Honors, You,Lord Arch^bifhop, 
Whofe Sea is by a Ciuili Peace maintain’d, 

Whofc Beard,the Silucr Hand of Peace hath touch’d, 
Whofe Learning,and good Letters,Peace hath tutor’d, 
Whofc white Jnueftmcnts figure Innocence, 
ThcDouc,and very bleflcd Spirit of Peace. 

Wherefore doe you fo ill tranfiate your fclfe. 

Out of the Speech of Peace,that beares fuch grace. 

Into the harfh and boyftrous Tongue of Warre ? 
Turning your Bookes to Graucs, yottr Inke to Blood, 
YourPcnnes to Launces, 3 nd your Tongue diuine 
To a lowd Trumpet,and a Point of Warre. 

VV herefore doe I this ? fo the (Yieftion ftands. 
Sriefcly to this end: Wee are all difeas’d. 

And with our furfetting ? and wanton howres, 

Haue brought our felucs into a burning Fcuer, 

And wee muft bleedcfor it \ of which Difcafe, 

Turlate King Richard (being infe<fted) dy'd.' 

5ut ( m Y mo ft Noble Lord of Weftmerland) 
take not on me here as a Phyfician, 

Nor doe I,as an Encmie to Peace, 


Tvoope in the Throngs of Milicarie men : 

But rather fhew a while like fearcfull Warre, 

To dycc ranke Mindcs,ficke of happinefle. 

And purge th’obftru£lions, which begin to flop 
Our very Veines of Life: hcare me more plainely. 
fjl haue in equall ballance iuftly weigh’d, 

^ What wrongs our Arms may go, what wrongs wc fufifer. 
And findc our Gricfcs heauier then our.Offenccs. 

Wee fee which way the ftreamc of Time doth runne* 

And arc enforc'd from our moft quiet there, 

By the rough Torrent of Occafion, 

And haue the fummarie of all our Gricfes 
( When time fl^ll feruc) to fhew in Articles • 

Which long ere this,wee offer’d to the King, 

And might,by no Suir,gayne out* Audience: 

When wee are wrong’d,and would vnfold our Griefcs, 
Wee arc deny’d acccflc vnto his Perfon, 

Euen by thofc men,that moft haue clone vs wrong. 

The dangers of the dayes but newly gone, 

Whofe memorie is written on the Earth 
With yet appearing blood; and the example* 

Of eucry Minutes inftancc(prefcnt now) 

Hath put vs'in thefe ill-befecming Arrnes: . 

Not to breake Pcace,or any Branch of it* 

But to eftablifh here a Peace indeede. 

Concurring both in Name and Qualitie. 

Weft. When eucr yet was your Appeale deny’d ? 
Wherein haue you beene galled by the King ? 

What Pecre hath beene fuborn’d,to grace on you. 

That you fhould fcale this lawlefle bloody Booke 
Of forg’d Rcbellion,wi:h a Seale diuine? 

Bifh • My Brother generall,the Common- wealth, 

I make my Quarrell,ir. particular. 

Weft. There is no ncede of any fuch redreffc: 

Or if there were,it not belongs to you. 

Mow. Why not to him in part, and to ys all. 

That fecle the bruizes of the dayes before, 

And fuffer the Condition of thefe Times 

To lay a heauie and vneqiull Hand vpon our Honors ? 

Weft. O my good Lord c JMowbray, 

Conllruc the Times to their Nccdfitics, 

And you fliall fay (indeede) it is the Time, 

And not the King,that doth you iniurics. 

Yet for your part,it not appeares tome. 

Either from the King,or in the prefent Time, 

That you fhould haue an ynch of any ground 
To build aGricfcon : were you not reftor’d 
To all the Duke of Norfolkcs Scignorics, 

Y our Noblc,and right wcll-remembred Fathers ? 

Mow. What thing,in Honor,had my Father loft. 

That need to be reuiu’d,and breath’d in me ? 

The King that iou’d him,as the Scare flood then. 

Was forc’djperforce compcll’d to banilh him : 

And then,that Hetrrj Ballingbrooke and hee 
Being mounted^nd both rowfed in their Seates, 

Their neighing Courfcrs daring of the Spurre, 

Theit* armed Staues in charge,their Beauers do tvne. 

Their eyes of fire,fparkling through fights of Steele, 

And the lowd Trumpet blowing them together: 
Thcn,then,whcn there was nothing could haue flay’d 
My Father from the Brcaft of BnlUngbrooke ; 

0,whcn the King did throw his Warder downc, 

(His owne Life hung vpon the StafFe hee threw) 

Then threw hee downc himfelfe.and all their Liues, 

T hat by Indi&ment,and by dint of Sword, 

K aue fince mif-carryed vnder Bullingbrookf. 

gg ^ Weft. You i 
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tVeft.Y oil fpcak(Lord Mowbray )now you know not what. 

The Earle of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the moft valiant Gentleman. 

Who knowcs,on whom Fortune would then haue fmird? 
But if your Father had bcene Vi&or there, 

Hee ne're had borne it out of Couentry. 

For all the Countrcy,in a gcnerall voyce, 

Cry’d hate vpon him : and all their prayers,and loue, 

Were let on Herford^whom they doted on, 

And blefs’d,and grac’d,and did more then the King, 

But this is mcere digreflion from my purpofe. 

Here come I from our Princely Generali, 

To know your Gricfcs;to tell you,from his Grace, 

That hee will giuc you Audience : and wherein 
It fhall appeare,thatyour demands are iuft, 

You (hall enioy thcm,euery thing fet off. 

That might fo much as thinke you Enemies. 

Mow. But hee hath forc’d vs to compcll this Offer, 
And it proceedes from Pollicy,not Loue. 

fVrJt. CMowbray ,you oucr-weene to take it fo: 

This Offer comes from Mercy,not from Fcarc. 

For loe,within a Ken our Army lyes, 

Vpon mine Honor,all too confident 
To giuc admittance to a thought of fearc. 

Our Bactaile is more full of Names then yours. 

Our Men more perfect in the vfe of Armcs, 

Our Armor all as ftrong,our Caufe the beft; 

Then Rcafon vvill,our hearts fhould be as good. 

Say you not then, our Offer is compelled. 

Mow. Wcil,by my will,wee (hall admit no Parley. 
West. That argues but the lhame of your offence: 

A rotten Cafe abides no handling. 

Haft. Hath the Prince Iohn a full Commiffion, 

In very ample vertue of his Father, \ 

To heare,and abfoiucely to determine 
Of what Conditions wee fhall (land vpon ? 

Weft. That is intendedin the Generals Name: 

I mule you make fo flight a Qucftion. 

,Bt(b .Then take(my Lord of Wettmerland)this Schedule, 
For this containcs our generall Grieuances: 

Each feucrall Article herein redrefs’d. 

All members of our Caufe,both here,and hence. 

That are infinewed to this Adlion, 

Acquitted by a true fubftantiall forme. 

And prefent execution of our wills. 

To vs,and to our purpofes confin’d, 

Wee come within our awfull Banks againc. 

And knit our Powers to the Arme of Peace. 

Weft, This will I (hew the Generali. Pleafe you Lords, 
In fight of both our Battaiies,wee may meete 
At either end in peace: which Heaucnfo frame. 

Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 

Which muft decide ir# 

Bifh . My Lord,wee will doc fo. 

Mow .There is a thing within my Bofome cells me. 
That no Conditions of our Peace can (land. 

Haft. Fcare you not,that if wee can make our Peace 
Vpon fuch large tcrmes,and fo abfolute. 

As our Conditions (ball confift vpon. 

Our Peace (hall ftand as firme as Rockie Mountaines. 

C Mow. I,but our valuation fhall be fuch. 

That cuery(light,and falfc-deriued Caufe, 

Yea,cuery idle,nice,and wanton Rcafon, 
Shail,tothcKing ? tafteof chit Action: 

That were our Royall faiths, Martyrs in Loue, 

Wce (hall be winnowed with fo rough a winds. 


That euen our Come (hall feemeas lighTasC^ff^ 
And good from bad finde no partition. na “ e * 
Bifi. No,no (my Lord) note this: the Kino; 

Of daintic,3nd fuch picking Grieuances: b SVVCar ^ 
For hee hath found,to end one doubt by Death 
Rcuiues two greater in the Heires of Life. * 

And therefore will hee wipe his Tables clcane 
And keepc noTcll-tale to his Memorie, * 

That may rcpcac,and Hiftoric his lode. 

To new remembrance. For full well hee know 
Hee cannot fo precilely wcede this Land C5> 

As his mif-doubes prefent occafion ; 

His foes are fo cn-rooted with his friends 
That plucking to vnfixe an Enemie, 

Hee doth vnfaften fo,and (hake a friend. 

So that this Land,like an offenfiue wife. 

That hath enrag’d hjm on, to offer ftrokes, 

Ashe is (hiking, holds his Infant vp, 

And hangs refolu’d Correftion in the Arme 
That was vprear’d to execution. 

haft. Bcfidesjthe King hath wafted all his Rodj 
On lace Offcnders,tluthe now dothlacke 
The very Inftrumcnts of Chafticcmcnt: 

So that his power, like to a Fanglcflc Lion 
May offer,but not hold. 

Bifh. Tis very true: 

And therefore be affur'd (my good Lord Marflul) 

If we do now make our attoncment well, 

Our Peace,will (like a broken Limbe vnited) 

Grow ftrongerffor the breaking. 

Mow. Be it fo : 

Hcere is return’d my Lord of Weftmerland. 

Enter Weftmerland. 

Weft. The Prince is here at handipleafethyour LordHiip 
To meet his Grace, iuft diftancc ’tweenc our Armies? 

Mow. YourGraccofYorke, in heauens name then 
forward. 

Bijh. Bcfore,and greet his Grace(my Lord)wc come, 
Enter Prince Iohn. 

lohnflow are wel encountredhere(my cofin TAwbrej) 
Good day toyou,gentle Lord Archbilhop, 

And fo to you Lord Haftittgs ,and to all. 

My Lord of York e, it better fiiew’d with you, 

When that your Flockc (aflembled by the Bell) 
Encircled you, to heare with reuerence 
Your expofiejon on the holy Tcxr, 

Then now to fee you heerc an Iron man 
Chearing a rowt of Rebels with your Drumme, 
Turning the Word, toSword; and Life to death: 
That man that fits within a Monarches heart, 

And ripens in the Sunne-fhinc of his fauor, 

Would hee abufe the Countenance of the King, 
Alack,what Mifchicfcs might hec fet abroach, 

In (hadow of fuch GreatnelFe? With you,Lord Bifbop, 
It is euen fo. Who hath not heard it fpoken. 

How deepe you were within the Bookcs of Hcaucn? 
To vs,the Speaker in his Parliament; 

To vs,th’imagine Voyce of Heauen it fclfe; 

The very Opcncr,and Intelligencer, 

Bctwecnethe Grace,the Sandlities of Heauenj 
And our dull workings. 0,who (ball belecuc, 

But you mif-vlc the reuerence of your Place, 

Employ the Countenance,and Grace of Heauen, 

As a falfe Fauoricc doth his Princes Name, 

Indcedcs dif-honorable? You haue taken vp* 
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_ , "^counterfeited Zcale of Hcaucn, 

Vn ^ Cf L As of Heauens Subftitute, my Father, 

u ‘"‘. Good my Lord of Lancafter, 

here againft your Fathers Peace: 

{ FL l told my Lord of Weftmerland) 

Bf L , (mif-orderd) doth in common fence 
Thc 1 ,< and crufti vs,to this monftrous Forme, 

T^hold our fafetie vp. I fent your Grace 
rrls and particulars of our Griete, 

T , he P wh hath been with fcornc ftrou’d from the Court: 
Tl !f W i n this Hydra -Sonne of Warre is borne, 

Ee dangerous eyes may well be charm’d afleepe, 
K otnt of our moft iuft and right defires J 
f 5 Sbcdioocc.of .hi, Midncffc cor’d, 
Cr.,mely.o.hefootofM,irll.c. 

* if not,wee readic are to trye our fortunes, 

Tothelaftman. 

Hd. And though wee here fall downe. 

Wee haue Sapplycs, to fecond our Attempt: 

If t hcvmif-carry,theirs fhall lecond them. 

And fo fucceffc of Mifchicfe fhall be borne, 

And Hcire from Heire fhall hold this Quarrell vp, 

Whiles England (hall haue generation. 

John. You are too (hallow {Haftingi) 

Much too (hallow, r 

To found the bottome of the arter-Times. 

^/.Pleafeth your Gracc,to ani were them dircflly, 
How farre-forth you doe like their Articles* 
lohn. I like them all,and doc allow them well: 

And fwearc here,by the honor of my blood, 

My Fathers purpofes haue beene miftookc. 

And fome,about him,haue too lauilhly 
Wrefted his meaning,and Authoritic. 

My Lord,thefeGriefes (hall be with fpeed redrefl: 

Vpon my Life,they (hall. J f this may pleafe you, 
Difcharge your Powers vnto their (euerall Counties, 

As wee will ours: and here,betweene the Armies, 

Let’s drinke together friendly,and embrace. 

That all their eyes may beare thole Tokens home. 

Of our reftored Loue,and Amitie. 

Bijh. I take your Princely word.for thefe redrefles. 
Iohn. I giue it you,and will maintaine my word : 

And thereupon I drinke vnto yourGracc. 

Heft. Goe Capt9ine,and deliuer to the Armic 
This newes of Peace: let them haue pay,and part: 

I know,it will well pleafe them. 

High thcc Cap„taine. Exit. 

Bijh. To you.my Noble Lord of Weftmerland. 

We ft. I pledge your Grace: 

And if you knew what paines I haue beftow’d. 

To breede this prefent Peace, 

You would drinke freely: but my loue to ye, 

Shall (how it fclfc more openly hereafter. 

Bifh. I doc not doubt you. 

Weft. I am glad of it. 

Hcalch to my Lord,and gentle Coufin Lftfowbray. 

Mow. You wifh me health in very happy fcaion. 

For I am,on the fodaine,fomething ili. 

'Bifh. Againft ill Chances,mcn are euer merry, 
Butheauineffe fore-runnes the good euent. 

W?/?.Therefore be merry(Cooxe)fince fodaine lorrow 
Scrues to fay thus: fome good thing comes to morrow. 
Bifh. Bcleeue me,I am paffing light in fpirit. 

Mow. So much the worfe,if your owne Rule be true. 


hearke how 


Iohn. The word of Peace is render’d 
theyfhowt. 

Mow. This had been chearcfull,after Vi&orie* 

Bifh. A Peace is of the nature of a Conqueft ; 

For then both parties nobly are fubdu’d. 

And neither partieloofer. 

Iohn. Goe (my Lord) 

And let our Army be dvfcharged too : 

And good my Lord (fo pleafe you)lec our Traines 
March by vs,that wee may perufc the men Exitm 

Wee fhould haue coap’d withall. 

Bifh. Goe,good Lord Haftings : 

And ere they be difmifs’d,let them march by. Exit. 

Iohn. I truft(Lords) wee fhall lye to night together, 
Enter Weftmerland . 

Now Coufin,wherefore (lands our Army ftill ? 

Weft. The Leaders hauing charge from you to ftand. 
Will not goe off,vntill they heare you fpeake. 

Iohn. They know their duties. Enter Haftings. 

Haft. Our Army is difpers’d : 

Like youihtull Sceercs, vnyoak’d, they tooke their courfc 
Eaft, Wcft,North,South:or like a Schoolc,broke vp. 

Each hurryes towards his home,and fponing place. 

Weft. Good cidings(my Lord Haftings or the which, 

I doe arreft thee (Traytor) of high Trcafon: 

And you Lord Arch-bifhop, and you Lord Mowbra) % 

Of Capitall Trcafon,! attach you both. 

Mow. Is this proceeding iuft^and honorable ? 

Weft. Is your Affembly fo ? 

‘Bifh. Will you thus breakc your faith ? 

Iohn. I pawn’d thee none: 

I promis’d you redreffe of thefe fame Grieuances 
Whereof you did complainc; which,by mine Honor, 

I will pcrforme,with a molt Chriftian care. 

But for you (Rebels ) looke to tafte the due 
Meet for Rebellion,and fuch Acfts as yours. 

Moft fhallowly did you thele Armes commence. 

Fondly brought hcrc,and foohfhly fent hence. 

Strike vp our Drummes,purfue rhe fcatter’d ftray, 

Heauen,and not wee,hauc fafely fought to day. 

Some guard thefe Traitors to the Block of Death, 
Treafons true Bcd.and yeelder vp of breath. Exeunt. 

Enter Falftaffe and Collentle . 

Falft. What’s your Name,Sir? of what Condition arc 
you ? and of what place,! pray ? 

Col. 1 amaKnight.Sir: 

And my Name is Colleuile of the Dale. 

Fa/ft. Well then, Collenile is your Name, a Knight is 
your Degree, and your Place, the Dale. CoHeutle fhall 
ftill be your Name,aTraytor your Degree,and the Dun* 
geon your Place,a place deepe enough : fo fhall you be 
ftill Colleuile of the Dale. 

Col. Are no; you Sir Iohn Falftaffe f 

Falft. As goodamanashefir, who ere I am : doeyec 
yceldc fir,or (hall I fweate for you ? ifl doe fweate, they 
are the drops of thy Louers^and they weep for thy death, 
therefore rowze vp Fcare and Trembling, and do obfer- 
uance to my mercy. 

Col. I thinke you are Sir Iohn Falftaffe ,& in that thought 
yceld me. 

Fal. I haue a whole Schoole of tongues in this belly of 
mine, and not a Tongue of them all, fpcakes anie other 
word but my name: and I had but a belly of any indiffe- 
rencic, I were (imply the moft adliue fellow in Europe : 
my wombe, my wombe } my wombevndocs mec. Heerc 
comes our Gcnerall. 

_gg ? Enter ‘ 
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Enter Prince Iohn^tndWefimerUnd. 

John. The heat is paft,folIo w no farther now: 

Call in the Powers.good Ccufin WeJlmerland. 

Now Falstafe ,where hauc you beeneall this while ? 
When eucry thing is ended,then you come. 

Thefc tardie Tricks of yours will (on my life) 

One time,or other,breake fome Gallowes back. 

Falfi . I would bee forry (my Lord) but it fhould bee 
thus: I neucr knew yec, but rebuke and chccke was the 
reward of Valour. Doe you thinkc me a Swallow,an Ar- 
roWjOr a Bullet ? Haue I, in my poore and olde Motion, 
the expedition of Thought ? I haue fpceded hither with 
i the very extreme!! ynch of poflibilitie. I haue fowndred 
nine fcore and odde Poftes: and heere (trauell-taintcd 
as l am) haue,inmypurc and immaculate Valour, taken 
Sir John Co!leui/cot theDale,amoft furious Knight,and 
valorous Enemie: But what of that ? heefawmee, and 
ycelded : that I may iuftlyfay with the hooke-nos’d 
fellow of Rome, I came,faw,and oucr-came. 

John. It was more of his Courtefie, then your defer¬ 
ring. 

Falfi. I know not • heere hee is, and heere I yecld 
him : and I befcech your Grace, let it be book’d, with 
the reft of this daycsdeedes; orIfweare,I will haue it 
in a particular Ballad^with mine owne Picture on the top 
of it ( Colleuile killing my foot:) To the which courfe, if 
I be enforc’d, if you do not all (hew like gilt two-pences 
tome; and I,in the cleareSkie of Fame, o’re-lhineyou 
as much as the Full Moone doth the Cynders of the Ele¬ 
ment (which flicwlike Pinnes-heads to her) beleeue not 
the Word of the Noble: therefore let mee haue right, 
and let defert mount. 

John. Thine s too heauie to mount. 

Falfi. Let ic llrine then. 

John. Thine’s too thick to fhine. 

Falfi. Lee it doc fomething(my good Lord)that may 
doe me good,and call it what you will. 

John. Is thy Name Colleuile ? . 

Cel. It is (my Lord.) 

John. A famous Rebell art thou, Colleuile. 

Falfi. And a famous true Subiecf tooke him. 

Col. I am (my Lord) but as my Betters are. 

That led me hither: had they becnc rul’d by me. 

You ftiould haue wonne them dearer then you haue. 

Ealfi. I know not how they fold themfelucs, but thou 
like a kinde fcllow,gau’ft thy felfc away; and I thanke 
thee,for thee. 

Enter Weslmerland. 

John. Haue you left purfuit? 

Wefi. Retreat is made,and Execution ftay*d. 

John. Send £etfe#//*,with his Confederates, 

To Yorke,to prefent Execution. 
iS4w»/,lcadehim hence,and fee you guard him fure. 

Exit with Colleuile. 

And now difpatch we toward the Court (my Lords ) 

I hearc the King,my Father,is fore ficke. 

Our Newes (hall goe before vs,to his Maieftie, 
Which(Coufin)you fhall bearc,to comfort him: 

And wee with fober fpeede will follow you. 

Falfi. My Lord, I befecch you,giuc me leaue to goc 
through Glouccfterftiire: and when you come to Court, 
ftand my good Lord,’pray,in your good report. 

John. Fare you vec\\,Falslajfe: I,in my condition. 

Shall better fpeake of you,then you deferue. Exit. 


Falfi . I would you had but the wiT^V— 
then your Dukcdomc. Good faith, this fa,,,?' 1 * 
ber-blcoded Boy doth nor loue me, „or n y ° Un 8 fo 
niake him laugh: but that s no tnaruaile K.-'j 0 C3n no 
Wine. There’s neuerany of thefe demu’re R 
to any proofe: for thinne Drinke doth f 0 ° yca Co «Hi 
their blood, and making many FifluMealr ° li L r “ C0< >li 
fall into a kinde of Male Greenc-fi c knefl’ e .* that 
when they matry.they get Wenches. Tlicv a ^ ttlCn 
Fooles.and Cowards; which fome of Vs hio-uT' 1 * 11 ! 
but for inflamation. A good Sherris-Sick h - Ct0 °, 
fold operation in it: it afeends me into cheB ° 1 tWo * 
me there all the foolilh, and dull, and cruddieT’^ 
whichenuironit: makes it apprehenfiue n U i 1 , 7 ° Urs > 
tiuc, full of nimble,ficrie,and dcledhble fhL! e,fot B c ‘ 
deliucr’d o*re to the Voyce, the Tongue JL- 1 
Birth, becomes excellent Wit. The l'econd d ^ 
yourcxcellcnc Sherris,is, the warming oft??' 
which before (cold,and fetled) left the Liue d 

pale; which is the Badge of Pufillanimitic andr 

dize: but the Sherris warmes it, and makes it 
from the inwards, to the parts extremes: it iilJc 
the Face, which (as a Beacon) giues warning 

r u ft v fth n^ ittIeK,ngd0mc(Man) toA ^e : and f 
the Vitall Commoners.and in-land pettie Soirit, » 

me all to their Captaine, the Heart; who grfat anH^c 
vp with his Retinue,doth any Deed of Courage- S- 
Valourcomcs of Sherris. So, that skill in the W 
is nothing,without Sack (for that fets it a.worke ?°' 
Learning, a mecre Hoord of Gold, kept byaDeum,H 
Sack commences it,and fets it in aft and vfe He 
comes it, that Prince Harry is valiant: for the cold bU 
hee did naturally inherite of his Father, hee hath lit 
Ieane, ftirnll, and bare Land, manured, husbanded at 
tyll’d, with excellent cndcauour of drinking good * 
good (lore of fertile Sherris,that hee is become very ho 
and valiant. If I bad a thoufand Sonnej.thefirftPrincip 
I would teach them, fliould be to for fwcare thinne Pot: 
tions,and to addirft themfelucs to Sack. Enter Bar dolt 
How now 'Bardolfh ? 

Hard. The Armie is difeharged all, and gone. 

Falfi. Let them goe: He through Glouccfterlhiri 
and there will I vifit Mafter Robert Shallow, Elquire: 
haue him alreadie tempering betweene my finger and m 
thombe,and Ihortly will Ifcale with him. Come away. 

Extant. 


Seem Secunda , 


Enter Ki»g,Warwtck$y Clarence, Gloucefler. 

King. Now Lords,if Hcauen doth giue fucceflefull end 
To this Debate,that bleedcth at our doores. 

Wee will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 

And draw no S words,but what are fatnftify’d. 

Our Nauie is addrefled,our Power colletfed, 
OurSubftitutcs,in abfence,well inuefted, 

And eucry thing lyes Icucll to out wilh; 

Onely wee want a little perfonall Strength: 

And pawfc vs,till thefe Rebels.now a-foot. 

Come underneath the yoake of Gouernment. 

War. Both which we doubt not,but your Maieftie 
Shall foone enioy. 

1King, Hm- 
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w s SS tw Lor<! >’‘ Wind ' 

ica \ And how accompanied ? • 

f file not know fmy Lord.) 

^ Is not his Brother, Thotnae of Clarentc, with 

P®* No (roygood Lord) heels in prefence heere. 

; What would my Lord,and Father ? 

l^nthina but well cq thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
N ^hince thou art not with the Prince,thy Brother? 
tf oV ! c t h ec , and thou do’ft ne^leift bl\m(Thomas.) 
Siftabe.etp'aceinhi^i 0 , 

Si all thy Brothers: chenfh.t (my Boy) 

Ld Noble Otficci thou may'Bcftedi 

Of Mediation (after I am dead) • 

r!,« eene his Greatncffe,and thy other Brethren. 

Therefore omit him not: blunt not bis Lone, 
i,.rioofe the good aduantage of his Grace, 

Rvfeeniing cold,or carclelfe of hiswill. -hi- 
ForS* gracious,if hee be obferu’d 
Uee hath a Teare for Pitie.and a/ Hand 
Open (as Day) for melting Charitie: 
Yetnocwithftanding.being incens d.hee s Flint,. 
Ashumotousiii Winter, and asfudden, 

As Flawes congealed in the Spring of day. 

Hit teiDperthtrefore niuft be well obferu’d : 

Chide him focfaults.and doc it reuerently, ^ 

When you psrceiue his blood enclin.d to mitth: 

But being mhoche.giuc him Line,and fcope, 

Till that hispaffrons (like x Whale on ground) 

Confound theipfelues with working. Learne this Thomat, 
And thou (halt proue a (Belter to thy friends, 

AHoopeof Gold,to binde thy Brothers in: 

That the vnited Velfell of their Blood 
(Mingled with Venome of Suggcftiori, 

As force,perforce,the Age will powre it in) 

Shall neucr leake,though it doe workc as ftrong 
As Jconitum ,'or rafh Gun-powder. 
par. 1 fhall obferue him with all care,and loue. 

King Why art thou hot at Windfor with him (Tho- 
mas?) 

Cltr . Hee is not there to day : hee dines in Lon- 
11 . 

King . And how accompanyed ? Can ft thou tell 

that?. . r 

. Clar . With .tointzo, and other his continuall fol¬ 
lowers. ; ' 

King. Moft fubicel is the fetteft Soyle to Weedes: 

Anti hcc(che.Noblc Image of my Youth) 

Isoucr-fprcad with them: therefore my griefe 
Stretches it feife beyond ihchowreof death. 

The blood weepes from my heart, whcn'Ldoe fhape 
(Informes itnaginarie) tlvvnguided Daycs, 

And rotten Tnnes^thae you Avail lookc vpon. 

When 1 am fleeping.wich,Tny Anccftors:. 

For when hit hcad-ftrong Riot hath no Curbe, 

When Rage apd hot-Blood arc his Counlailors, 

When Meanes and lauifh Manners meetc together; 

Oh,with what Wings flaall his Affc&ions flyc 
Towards fronting Peril!,anil oppos’d Decay,? 

it'ar. My.gracious Lotd f you looke beyond him quite: 
The Psince but ftudieshis Companions, 

,1’jke aftrange Tongue: whereunto gaine the Language, 

Tis nctdfialljthac the moft immodeft word 7 i 


Be look’d vpon,and learn’d: which oaccattayn’d. 

Your Higbnefle knowes.comes to no farther vfe. 

But to be knowrie,ond bated. So.hkegrofletermes, 

The Prince wil!,iti the perfetlnefle of time, 

Caft off his followers : and their memorie 
Shall asaPattcrne,ora Meafure.liue; 

By which his Grace muftmete thc.liues of others, 7; 

Turning paft.-euiils to aduantagesi 

Ktng.'Tis feldome,whcn the Beidoth leaue bet Combe 
In the dead Garrion, .. O. J. 

Ltitcr Wefimerland. ’ . 

Who’s heere ? Wefimerlaneti \) ' 15 J .au’-. 

Wefi. Health to my Soueraigoc,and new happinefle 
Added to that,that 1 am to delioet* 

Prince M»,yourSonne,doth kilfe your Graces Hand; 
cJUoivhray,thsBi(hop t Scroope,Hafimgt,anddIt 
Are brought to the Corre&ion of your Law. 1 . n 
There is not now a Rebels Sword vnflicach’d, / ,7 
But Peace puts forth her Oliue euery where :! ; <i ’ 

The manner how this Aftion hath beenc borne* 

Here (at mote leyfure) may yonr Highnefle reade, 

W'ith euery courfe,in his particular. _ : -;r \ 

King. Q Wefimerland,thou.axt a Summer Bind,, 

Which euer in the haunch of Winter fings 
The lifting vp of day., , 1 

Enter Hareeart. 

Looke,hecre’s more newes.. 

Hare. From En.cmies,Hcauen keepe your Maieftie: 
And when they ftand agaioft you,may they fall. 

As thofc that I am come to tell you oft 

The Earl cNorthumberland, and the Lord Bardolfe , 

With a great Power of Englifbjand of Scots, := 

Arc by the Sherife of Yorkefhire ouetthtowne; 

The manner,and true order b£ the fight, L b\i. 

This Packet (pleafe it you);c.Bntaines at large. 

King. And wherefore fhould thefe good newej 
Make me ficke?’; • 

Will Fortune neuer come with both hands full. 

But write her faire words ftill in fouleft Letters? 

Shee eyther giues a Stomack, and noFoode, 

(Such are the poore,in health) or clfea Fcaft, 

And takes away the Stomack (fuch arc the Rich, 

That haue aboundance,and enioy it not.) 

I Ihould reioycenow,at this happy newes, . 

And now my Sight fayles,and my Braine is giddie. 

O me,come ncere me, now lam much ill. 

CIo. Comfort your Maieftie. 

Cla. Oh,my Royall Father. 

Wefi. My Soueraigne Lord,cheare vp your fclfe,laok;« 
vp. ; . . :W 

War . Be patient (Princes) you doe know>thefel?itj«: 
Are with hisHighnefle very ordinaiie, <.’ ■ tA 

Stand from him, giue him ayre : . 7 / 

Hee le ftraight be well. • ,r.z<2 

Clar. No,no,hee cannot long hold oUt: thefe pangs,- 
Th’inceffant care,and labour of bis Minde, - r f- - ; ^: nA 
Hath wrought the Mure,that ftiouldrcogfineii in, , . ■ 

So thinne,that Life lookes throughjandwill breakep^u 
Glo , The people feare me: for they doe oblerue 
Vnfather’d Hcires,and loathly Births of Nature: 

The Seafons change cheir manners,as the Yeere 

Had found fome Moneths afleepe.and leap’d themouer. 

Clar .The Riuer hath thrice flow’d.tio ebbe betweene: 
And the old folke (Times doting Chronicle*) 

Say it did,fo,a little time before . 

That our great Grand-fire Edtvard fick’d,and dy’de. 
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War. Speakc lower (Princes ) tor the King reco- 



uers. 


Glo. This Apoplexic will (certaine) be his end, 

King. I pray you take me vp,and beare me hence 
Into Come other Chamber; foftly ’pray. 

Let there be no noyfe made (my gernle friends) 

Vnleffe.fome doll and fauourablc hand 
Will whifper Muficke to my weario Spirit. 

War: Call for the Muficke in the other Roome. 

King. Set me the Crownc vpon my Pillow here. 

Clar. His eye is hollow,and hee changes much. 

War. Lcffe noyfe, leffe hoyfe. 
atbrnaasHv/'n !4Nv.»*gi> . ,1! 

Enter Trince Henry. 

; u;oy •' ^ . •. . r; 

P.Hen , Who faw the Duke of Clarence? 

Clar. I am here (Brother) tull of heauineffe- 
P.Hen, How riow ? Raine within doores, and none 
abroad? HowdotbtheKing? 

Clo. Exceeding ill. 

P.Igat. Heard hee the good newc* yet ? 

Tell it him. 

Clo. Hee alter’d much,vpon the hearing it. 

P.Hen. If hee be ficke with Ioy, 

Hee’le recouer without Phyficke. 

War. Not fo much noyfe (my Lords) 

Sweet Prince fpeakelowe.. 

The King-,your Father,is difpos’d to (lcepe. 

Clar. Let vs with-draw into the other Roome. 

War. Wil’t pleafe your Grace to goe along with vs ? 
P.Hen. No: I will fit,and watch here,by the King. 

W hy doth, the Crowne lye thereupon his Pillow^ 
Being fntroublcfome aBedifellow ? 

O pollifh’d Perturbation ! Golden Care! 

That keep’ftihe Ports of Slumber open wide. 

To many a watchfull Night: fleepe with it now. 

Yet not fo found, and halfefo deepely fweetc. 

As hee whoft Brow (with homely Biggen bound) 
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Maieflie! 

When thou dd’ft pinch thy Bearer,thou do’ft fit 
Like a rich Armor,worne in heat of day, 

That fcalftfff with fafetie : by his Gates of breath, 

There lyes a dowlney feather,which ftirres not; 

Did hee fufpite.that light and weightleffe dowlne 
Perforce tmifi; mouc* My gracious Lord,my Father, 
This fleepe is found indeede: this is a fleepe, 

That fromthisGoldenRigollhathdiuorc’d 
So many Englifh Kings. Thy due,from me, 

Ts Teares.attd heauic Sorrdwcs of the Blood, 

Which Nature, Loue,and filiall tenderneffc, 

Stall (Odeare Father) pay theeplenteoufly. 

My due/rom thee.is this Impcfiall Crowne, 

Which(as immediate from thy Place.and Blood) 

Deriues it felfe to me, Loc,heere it fits, 

Which'Heauen (ball guard : 

And put the worlds whole ftrength into one gyant Arme, 
Itlhall riot force this Lineall Honor from me. 

THis,from thee,Will I to mine leauc. 

As’tis left tome. Exit. 

Enter Warmcke,Glouctfier,Clarence, 

♦aauorapd; >• . u-. M .->} {*<*»«> ■ ■' : 

:: 'Khtg. Warwick*.Glouerfier,Clarence. 

Clar. Doth the King call ? ■ 

War. What would your Maieflie ? how fares your 
Grace? : 


Why dad you 

Cla.We left the Prince(my Brother'llw ^ f ° r ds>' 
Who vndertookc to fitand watch by you. ^ ^ lc gc) 

King. The Prince of Wales ? where i s w>, 
fee him, ‘ 

War. This dooreisopen,hee is gonerim,. 

' Glo. Hoc came rot sbroughthcCham^/J' 
flayd. 

King. Where is the Crowne ? who took- • . 
Pillow? tfro nJmy 

War. When wee withdrew (my Lie ce ) ™ , 
heere. b Wee fl 

King. The Prince hath ta’ne it hence : 

Goe fecke him out. 

Is hee fo haflie,that hee doth fuppofe 
My fleepe,my death ? Findc him(my Lord of W 
Cnide him hither: this part of his conioynes ^ #tWlc ^) 
With my difeafe, 8 nd helpes to end me. : (4 , *' 

See Sonnes,what things you arc: 

How quickly Nature falls into reuolt. 

When Gold becomes her Obicft? 

For this,the foolifh oucr.carefull Fathers 
Haue broke their fleepes with thoughts. 

Their braines with care,their bones with induflry 

For this,they baue ingroffed and pyl'd vp 

The canker’d heapes of ftrange-atchicued Gold: 

For this,they haue beene thougbtfull.to inueft 
TheirSonnes with Arts,andMartiall Exercifes; 
When,like the Bee,culling from euery flower 
The vertuous Sweetes.our Thighes packt with W» 
Our Mouthes with Honey,wee bring it to the Hiut •’ 
And like the Bees,are murthered for our paines. ’ 
This bitter tafle yeelds his engroffements. 

To the ending Father. 

Enter Warrricke. 

No w,where is hee, that will not flay folong, 

Till his Friend SicknefTe hath determin’d me? 

War.My Lord,I found the Prince in the next Roome 
Wafliing with kindly Tcares his gentle Cheekes, ’ 
With filch a deepe derneanure,in great lorrow, 
ThatTyra»ny,which neuer quafft but blood, 
Would(by beholding him)haue wafh’d his Knife 
With gentle eye-drops. Hee is comming hither. 

King .But wherefore did lice take away the Crowne? 
Enter Prince Henry, 

Loe, where hee Comes. Come hither tom 
Depart the Chamber, leauc vs heere alone. Exit. 
P.Hen. I neuer thought to heareyoufpeakeagaiDc, 
King. Thy wifh was Fathcr(//<srry) to that thought: 

I flay too long by thee, I wearie thee. 

Do’fl thou fo hunger for roy emptic Chayre, 

That thou wilt needes inueft thee with mine Honors, 
Before thy howre be ripe ? O foolifh Youth! 

Thou fcek’ft the Greatneffe, that will ouer-whelmethee, 
Stay but a little: for my Cloud of Dignitie 
Is held from falling,with fo wcake a winde. 

That it will quickly drop : my Day is dimme. 

Thou haft ftolne that,which after fome few howrei 
Were thine,without offence: and at my death 


Thou haft feal’d vp my expe&ation. 

Thy Life did manifeft,thou lou’dft me not, 

And thou wilt haue me dye afliir’d of it. 

Thou hid’ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haft whetted on rhy ftonie heait, 

To ftab at balfc an howre of my Life. 

What? canft thou not forbearc me halfe an howre? 


Then 
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TKcn -ecdiee gone, and digge my grauc thy felfe, 

V l bid the merry Bcls ring ro thy eare 

rhou art Crowned, not that I am dead. 

Th3t II the Teares, that fhould bedew my Hearfe 
K op , of Bairnc, to fanaific thy head: 
n ,iv compound me with forgotten duft. 

^| ,e ^ Jt w hjch gaue thee life, vnto the Wormes : 
SSe downc my Officers, breake my Decrees; 

“ rtSVa time is come, to mockeat Forme. 
Slrvihefift i* Crown'd: Vp Vanity, 

£ ’ r 0V ali State: All you lage Counfailors,hence: 

£" eU *ry Region, Apes of Idleneffe. 

fi®* n ei e hbor-Confine«,purge you ofyour Scum : 

H you a Ruffian that fwil 1 (wearc? drinke? dance f 
Reuell tonight? Rob?Murder?and commit 
Theoldeft finnes, the ne weft kindeofwayes ? 

wiU troublc y° u no more: 

England, (hall double gill’d, his trebble guilt. 
Enelmd.fhall giue him Office, Honor, Might: 

FoAhe Fift Harry, from curb’d Liccnle pluckes 

The muzzle of Reftraint} an< j thewildeDoggc 

Shall flefh his tooth in euery Innocent. 

0 niy poore Kingdome (ficke,with ciuill blowcs) 
When that my Care could not with-hold thy Ryots, 
Whit wilt thou do, when Ryot is thy Cate ? 

0 thou wilt be a Wildernefle againe, 
peopled with Wolues (thy old Inhabitants. 

Prince. Opardonmc(my Liege) 

gut for my Teares, 

The mofi Impediments vnto my Speech, 

I had fore-ftail’d this deere, and deepe Rebuke, 

£re you (with greefe) had fpoke, and I had beard 
Thecoutfeofit-fofarre. There is your Crownr, 

And hethat wearcs the Crowne immortally, 

Lon« guard it yours. Ifl affect it more, 

Then as your Honour, and as your Renowne, 
let me no more from this Obedience rife. 

Which my moft true, and inward duteous Spirit 
Teacheth this proftrate, and exteriour bending; 

Heauen witnefle with me, when I heere came in. 

And found no courfe of breath within your Maieflie, 
How cold it flrooke my heatt. Ifl do faine, 

0 let me, in my prefent wildenefTe, dye, 

And neuer liue, to (hew th’incredulous World, 

The Noble change that I haue purpofed. 

Comming to looke on you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almoft(my Liege)to thinke you were) 

Ifpake vnto theCtownc (as fiauing fenle) 

And thus vpbraided it. The Care on thee depending. 
Hath fed vpon the body of iny Father, 

Therefore, thou beft of Gold, art wotft of Gold. 

Other, lcffe fine in Charradf, is more precious, 
Prefetuing life,in Med’cine potable: 

But thou, moft Fine, moft Honour’d, moft Rcnown’d, 
Haft cate the Bearer vp. 

Thus (myRoyall Liege) 

Accufing it, I put it on my Head, 

To try with it (as with an Encmie, 

That had before my face murdred my Father) 

The Quarrell of a true Inheritor. I . 

But if it did infeil my blood with loy. 

Or fwell my Thoughts, to any ftrainc of Pride* 

If any Rcbell, or vaine fpiric of mine. 

Did, with the leaft Affe&ioh of a Welcome, 

Giue entertainment to the might of it. 


Let heauen, for euer, keepe it from my head. 

And make me, as the pooreft Vaffaile is, 

That doth with awe, and terror kncelc to ih 
King. O my Sonne j 

Heauen put it in thy minde to take it hened, 

That thou might’ft ioyne the more, thy Fathers lode, 
Pleading fo wifely, in excufe of it. 

Come hither Harrit . fit thou by my bedde. 

And heare (I thinke, the very latcft Counfell 
That euer I (hall breath ‘Heauen knowes,my Sonne) 

By what by-pathes, and indireft crook’d.wayes 
I.met this Crownc: and lmy felfcknow well 
How troublefome it fate vpon my head. 

To thee, it (ball defeend withbetterQuiet, 

Better Opinic^, better Confirmation:, 

For all the ffiyfe of the Atchieuement goes 
With me, into the Earth. It feem’d in mee. 

But as an Honour lhatch’d with boyft xonsiiand a 
And I had many lining, to vpbraide 
My gaineofit, by their Affiftunce^, 

Which dayly grew to Quarrel], and to Blood-Ihed, 
Wounding luppofed Peace. 

AlltbefeboldEeares, i. ' 

Thou fejft (with pcrill) I haue anfwerjEd: 

For all my Rxignc, harhfae.enc butas a Scene 

• Aftingthat aiigumenr. Andnow my death 
Changes the Moode: For.what in me,was purchas’d, , 
Falles vpon thee, in a more Fayrer fort. 

So thou, the Garland wear’ft fucceffiuely. 

Yet, though thou ftand’ft more fiire,then I Could do. 
Thou arcnoefirme enough, fince greefes arc greene: 
AndiaHtby Friends, which thou mwft make tby Friend* 
Haue but their ftings,and teeth,newly tak’n,out, k 
-By wfiofirfell wcrjcipg, I was firft adu.aoc’d. 

And by whofe power, 1 well might lo.dge aJPeare 
To be againe difplac’d. Whichto auoyd, 

I cut them off rand had apurpofenow 
To leade out many to the Holy Land; 

Leaft reft, and lying (till, might makcthemlooke 
Too iieere vnto my Scatc. 

Therefore (my Harrie') 

Be it thy courfe to bufie giddy Mindes 
WithForraigne Quarrels : that Action hence borne OUt, 
May wafte the memory of the former dayes. 

More wouldl, but my Lungs ate wafted fo. 

That ftrength of Speech is vttcrly deni’de mee. 

How I came by the Crowne, O heauen forgiue r 
And grant it may,w ith thee, in true peace liue. 

trince. My gracious Liege: 

You wonne it, wore it: kept it,gaue it me. 

Then plainc and right mult my poffeffion be j 
Which I.with more, then with a Common painc, 

’Gainft all the World, will rightfully maintaine. 

Enter Lord John of Lancafier^ 

■ and Warwick,e. 

King. Looke, looke, 

• Heere comes my lohn of Lancafter; 

John. Health, Peace, and Happineffe, 

To my Roy all F ather. 

King. Thou bring’ft me happineffe and Peace 
(Sonn t lohn: 

But health (aiackc) with youthfull wings is flownc 
From this bare, wither’d Ttunke. Vpon thy fight 
My worldly bufineffe makes a period. 

When 
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Where is my Lord of Warwicke i 
prin. My Lord of Warwicke. 

King. Dpth any name particular.belong 
Vnto the Lodging,where I firft did lwoon’d ? 
War. ’Tis call'd Jerusalem, my Noble Lotd, 
King. Laud be to heauen : 

Euen there my life muft end. 

11 hath bcenc.prophe(i’de to me many yearcs, 
I fhould not 4ye»but in Ievttpdeny : 

Which (vainly)Ifuppos’d the Holy-Land. 

But beare nve^Fhat Chamber, there lie lye: 
In that IcrufaltptyQLiiW Harry dye. 


Exeunt. 




ABus Quintus. Sccena Trima. 


Enter Shallow, Silence, Fa/ftafe,Bardolfe, 

' Page, and Dame. 

Shot. By Cocke and Pye,you (hall not away to night. 
What Dauy, l fay.l * 

Fal. You muftexcufe me, M .Rahert Shallow. 

Shal. I will not excufe you :you (hall not be cxcufed. 
Excufes (hall not be admitted : there is no excufe (hall 
ferue: you (hall not be excus’d. 

Why pauie. . ■ ‘ . 

Dame. Heere fir. % i 

Shat. Dauj , Dauy, Dotty, let me fee (Dauy) let me fee : 
IPtlliam Cooke, bid him come hither. Sir Iobn,ymi (hal 
not be etftos'd. r,'f 

Dauy. Mkrryfir,thus: thofe Precepts cannot bee ; 
feru’d : sift'd agairie fir, dull wc fowe the head-landwith 
Wheatc i 

Shat. With red Wheate Dour. But for tViHiam Cook: 
arc there no yong Pigeons? 

Dauy. Yes-Sir. 

Heere is now the Smithes note, for Shooing, 

And Plough-Irons. 

Shal. Let it be caft, and payde: Sir Iohn, you (hall 
Hbtbeextus’d. : - • 

Dauy. Sir, a new iinketdthe Bucket muft needes bee 
had: And Sir, doe you meane to ftoppe any of Williams 
Wages,about the Sacke he loft the other day,at Hinckley 
Fayre ? ' • • 

Shal. Heftiallanfwerit: 

Some Pigeons Dauy, a couple of (hort-legg’d Hennes: a 
ioynt of Mutton,and anypretty little tine Kick(hawes, 
tell william Cooke. 

Dauy. Doth the man of Warre,ftay all night fir ? 

Shal. Yes Dauy : ' . 

I will vfe him well. A Friend i’th Court, is better then a 
penny inpurfe. Vic his men well Dotty, for they are ar¬ 
rant Knaues, and will backe-bite. 

‘ Dauy . No worfe then they arc bitten, fir : For they 
haue maruellous fowle linnen. 

Shallow. Well conceited Dauy: about thy Bufinefle, 
Dotty. 

Dauy. I befeech you fir. 

To countenance mlliamVifor oSWoncot, againft Cle¬ 
ment Perkes of the hill. 

Shal. There are many Complaints Dauy> againft that 
I Vifir, ihitXIifir is an arrant Knaue, on my know¬ 
ledge. * ' • • ' ' **' ' ' l; ‘ • • • :M 


D * u l- ‘lrgtaun.t your Worfoip vl h at 'j^^ 

But VCt heauen <^ir k.i* o it _ *kri! 


But yet heauen forbid Sir,but a Knaue fhouM k ' Sir : 
Countenance, at his Friends neqjicft. An !• h3Ue ^ 0l »! 
is able to fpeake, for,liimfdfd, whYn a!KnaurTi ^ n ’ an h 
feru’d your Worfoippe truely fir, xhefe sight v ^ hi 
mot onccnontwice in a t_ ^ j { 


if I cannot onccpr twice in a Quarter beare' 


31|{ 


againft an honeftman.I haufc bufca very Ih-U° UC , aka *ue 

your Wor&ipp* • T he Knaue is mine honeftp-?'^ 

therefore 1 beiccch your Worftiip, l et him 
nanc’d. 1 e ^oui 

Shal. Go too, ' ■!’ • • v , o ‘ 

I fay he (hall haue no wrong: Looke about 
Where are you Sir Iohn ? Come, off w iJi voisru’ 
Giue me your hand M. Tardolfe. 

Bari. I am glad to fee your Worflhin. . v, 

Shal. I thankc thee,’with all my heart hind 

Bardolfe: and welcome my tall Fellow: * 

Come Sir Iohn. 

Falflaffe, lie follow you, g QP d Mafi 
Bardolfe , looke to our Hordes . lf{ were 
Quantities, Khouldmakefoure dozeu of iuch k ' 7 
Hermitesftayes, as Maftcr Shadow. jt» avu . n , a 7‘ 
thing to fee the fcmblable ; Coherencc ojfhis mens fo* “ 

likcfool.n, luttKts: H«. by mmtbtuu, ,h,» “ 
turn d into a Iuftice-likc Serujngman. Their fnj,iu’ s ,! 
fo married in Coniumftion, with the participation 0 fs 
ciety, that they flocke together in confcnt, ljUfom!” 
nyWilde-Gcefe. If I hap-a fuitetp. May^er i, 
would humour his men, with the imputation of beeb 
necre their Mayfter. IftphisMen, I would currie wi 
Maifter Shallow, that no man could better command bit 
Seruants. It is certaine, that cither wife bearing, orig. 
r.orant Carriage is caught, as men take difedes onc of 
another: therefore, let men take heede of their Compi. 
nie. I will deuife matter enough outofthisAW/w, ( 0 
keepe Prince Harry in continual! Laughter, the wearing 
out of fixe Falhions (which is foureTearmes)ortwoAc. 
tions, and he (hall laugh with Interuallums. Oitismuch 
thataLye (with a flight Oath) and a ieft (withafadde 
brow) will doe, with a Fellow, thatneucr had theAche 
in bis (houlders. O you fhali fee him laugh, tillhisjaee 
be like a wet Cloake, ill laid vp, 

Shal. Sir Iohn. - 

Falfi, I come Mafler Shallow. I come Matter Shtllm. 

Exeunt 


int e - 




Scena Secunda. 


Enter the Earle of'Warwick *, and the Lord 
Chiefe luftice. 

Warwick*. How now, my Lord Chiefe luftice, whe¬ 
ther away ? 

CbJuft. How doth the King ? 

U?arw. Exceeding well: his Cares 
Are now, all ended. 

Cb.Iuft. I hope,not dead. 

Hee r s walk'd the way of Nature, 

And to our purpofes,he liucs no more. 

Cb.Iafi. I would his Maiefly had call’d me with him, 
The feruice, that I truly did his life. 

Hath left me oocn toalliniuries. - 

1 JVtf, 
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War. 


I chinke the yong King loues you not. 

V loll I Know he doth not,and do arme my lelfe 
^welcome the condition of the Time, 

:£ ch cannot looke more h.deoufly vpou me, 

XlicTl haue drawnc it in my fantafie. 

Enter Iohn efLaucafler, Glettcetter, 
and Clarence. 

War. Heere come the heauy Iffue of dead Harriet 
r, rhatthcliuing Harrie had the temper 
nrkim the worft of thefe three Gentlemen : 

?. v many Nobles then, fhould hold their places, 

CS ftfike fade, to Spirits of vildc fort? 

fh i4- Alas > 1 fcare » a11 wiJI bc oucr * turn d - 

loin. Good morrow Cofin Warwick,good morrow, 
G l 0 i,. Cla. Good morrow, Cofin. 

Iohn. We meet, like men,that had forgot to fpeake. 
War. We do remember: but our Argument 
hall to® heauy, to admit much talke. 

1 Job. Welh Peace be with him.that hath made vs heauy 
Ch.lnfi. Peace be with vs,leaft we be heauier. 

Glou.O, good my Lord,you haue loft a friend indeed: 
And I dare fwcare.you borrow not that face 
Offeeming forrow, it is fure your owne. 

Iohn. Though no man be affur’d what grace to hnde, 
You (land in eoldeft expectation. 

I am the ibrricr,would 'twere otherwife. 

Cla. Wei,you muft now fpeake Sir Iohn Fa/staffe faire, 
Which fwimmes againft your ftreame of Quality. 

rbjnfi. Sweet Princes: what I did, I did in Honor, 

Led by th’Imperiall Conduit of my Soule, 

And neuer (hall you lee, that I will begge 
A ragged, and fore-ftall’d Remiflton. 
ifTroth, and vpright Innoccncy fayle me, 

He to the King (my Maftcr) that is dead, 

‘And tell him, who hath fent me after him. 

War. Heere comes the Prince, 

Enter Prince Henrie. 

Cb.M.G ood morrow: and heauen faue your Maiefty 
Prince. This new, and gorgeous Garment, Maiefty, 

Sits not fo cafie on me, as you thinke. 

Brothers, you mixe your Sadncffe with fome Feare: 

This is the Engli(h,not theTurkilh Court: 

Not Amurab , an Amurah fuccecds. 

But Harry, Harry : Yet be fad (good Brothers) 

For (to fpeake truth) it very well becomes you: 

Sorrow,!© Royally in you appeares, 

That I will deeply put the Fafhion or.. 

And wcare it in thy heart. Why then bc fad, 

But entertaine no more of it (good Brothers) 

Then a ioynt burthen, laid vp'on vs all. 

Forme, by Heauen (1 bid you be affur’d) 
lie be your Father, and your Brother too: 

Let me but beare your Lone, lie beare your Cares; 

But wcepe that Harrie 's dead,and fo will I. 

But Harry liucs, that (hall conuert thole Teares 
By number, into houres of Happincffe. 
hhnfyc. We hope no other from your Maiefly. 

Pm. You all looke ftrangely on me: and you moft, 
You are ([ thinke) affur’d,t louc you not. 

Cb.Iuft. I am affur’d (if I be meafur’d rightly) 
lour Maiefty hath no iuft caufc to hate mcc. 

Pr.No?How might a Prince of my great hopes forget 
So great Indignities you laid vpon me ? 


What?Ratc? Rebuke? and roughly fend to Pnfon 
Th’immediatc Hcire of England? Was this eafie ? 

May this be waffl’d in Lethe , and forgotten f 

Ch.Ittft. I then did vfe the Perfon of your Father; 

The Image ofhis power, lay then in me. 

And in th’adminiftracion ofhis Law, 

Whiles I was bufie for the Commonwealth, 

Your Highneffe pleafed to forget my place, 

The Maiefty, and power of Law,and luftice. 

The Image of the King, whom I prefenced. 

And ftrooke me in my very Scare of Judgement v 
Whereon (as an Offender to your Father) ( 

I gaue bold way to my Authority, 

And did commitypu. If the deed were ill. 

Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 

To haue a Sonne, fee your Decrees at naught ? 

To plucke downe luftice from your awefull Bench? 

To trip thecourfcofLaw.and blunc the Sword 
That guards the peace, and fafety of your Perfor. ? 

Nay more, cofpurncatyaurmoftRoyall Image, 

And mockeyour workings.in a Second body ? 

Qoeftion yout Royall Thoughts,make the cafe yours; 

Be now the Father,and propofe a Sonne: 

Heare your owne dignity fo much prophan’d, 

See your moft dtcadfull Lawes,fo loofely flighted; 

Behold your felfe,fo by a Sonne difdained: 

And then imagine me,taking you part, 

And in your power, foft filencing your Sonne: 

After this cold confideraucc, fentcnce me; 

And.as you are a King.fpeake in your State, 

What 1 haue done, that misbecame my place, 

My perfon, or my Lieges Soueraigntie. 

Prin. You are right luftice,and you weigh this well: 
Therefore flill beare the Ballancc, and the Sword : 

And I do wi/h your Honors may encreafe, 

Till you do liuc, to fee a Sonne of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 

So fhali I liuc, to fpeake my Fathers words: 

Happy ami, that haue a man fo bold. 

That dares do luftice,on my proper Sonne; 

And noleffe happy, hauing luchaSonne, 

That would deliuer vp his Gccacneffe fo, 

Into the hands of luftice. You did commitme: 

For which, I do commit into your band, 

Th’vnftained Sword that you haue vs’d to beare :j 
With this Remembrance; That you vfe the fame 
With the like bold, iuft, and impattiall fpirit 
As you haue done’gainftroe. There is my hand. 

You (hall bc as a Father, to my Youth: 

My voice fhali found, as you do prompt minceare,! 

And I will ftoope, and humble my Intents, 

To your well-pra£(is’d, wife Dire 6 hons. 

And Princes all, beleeue me, I bcfeech you: 

MyFathcris gonewilde intoHisGraue, 

(For in his Tcmbe,lyc my Affections) 

And with his Spirits, fadiy I furuiue, 

T o mocke the expe&ation of the World j 
To fruftrateProphefies,and toraceout 
Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me downe 
After my feeming. TheT'de ofBlood in me. 

Hath prowdly flow’d in Vanity, till now. 

Now doth it tume, and ebbe backe to the Sea, 

Where it fhali mingle with the ftace ofFloods 
And flow henceforth in formall Maiefty. 

Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 

And let vs choofc luch Limbe: of Noble Counfaiie, 

3 ‘/ 
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That the great Body of cur Scatc may go 
In equall rankc, with the beft gouern’d Nation, 

That Warre, or Pcace,or both at once may be 
As things acquainted and tamilur to vs, 

In which you (Father) fhall hauc formoft hand. 

Our Coronation done, we will accitc 
(As I before remembred) all our State, 

And heauen (configning to my good intents) 

No Prince, nor Peere, fhall hauc iuft caufe to fay, 
Heauen (horten Harries happy life, one day. Exeunt. 


Seem Tertia. 


Enter Falftaffc, Shallow, Silence , Bardolfe, 

Tage,and Pifioll. 

Shiil Nay, you (hall fee mine Orchard: where, in an 
Arbor we will cate a laft yeares Pippin of my owne graf¬ 
ting. with a difh ofCarrawayes,and fo forth.(Come Co¬ 
fin Sile»ce,*nd then to bed. 

Fal. You haue heere.a goodly dwelling,and a rich. 

Shal. Barren, barren,barren: Beggers all.beggers all 
Sir lohn: Marry,good ayre. Spread “ZW/jfpread Dante \ 
Well faid Dante. 

Faifl. This Dauie femes you for good vfes: he is your 
Seruingman,and your Husband. 

Shal. A good Varler,a good Varlet,a very good Var- 
let, Sir lohn: I haue drunkc too much Sacke at Supper. A 
goodVarlet. Now fit downe, now fiedowne : Come 
Cofin. 

5/7. Ah firra(quoth-a) we fhall doe nothing but cate, 
and make good cheere, and praife heauen for the merric 
yeere: when flefh is cheape,and Females deere,and luftie 
Lads rome heere,and there : fo merrily, and cuer among 
fo merrily. 

Fal . There’s a merry heart, good M.Silence, llegiue 
you a health for that anon. 

Shal. Good M.Bardolfe: Tome wine, Dauie. 

Da. Sweet fir, fit: lie be with you anon : moft fweete 
fir,fit. Maftcr Page,good M.Page,fit: Proface. What 
yo u want in meate,wee’l hauc in drinkc: but you beare, 
the heart’s all. 

Shal. BemerryM.^4rd(?//e,andmy little Souldiour 
there,be merry. 

Sil. Be merry, be merry.my wife ha’s all; 

For women are Shrewcs, both fhort,and tall: 

Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wagge all; 

And welcome merry Shrouetide. Be merry,be merry. 

Fal. I did not thinkc M.Silence had bin a man of this 
Mettle. 

Sil. Who If 1 1 haue becne merry twice and once, ere 
now. 

Dauj. There is a dilb of Lether-coats for you. 

Shal. Dauie. 

Dau. Your Worlhip: He be with you ftraight. A cup 
of Wme,fir ? 

Sil. A Cup of Wine,that’s briske and fine, & drinke 
tnto the Leman mine: and a merry heart hues long-a, 

Fal. Well faid,M.5/W. 

Sil. Ifwe fhall be merry,now comes in the fweete of 
the night. 

Fal. Health.and long life to you,M.5//mv. 



Stl. Fill the Cuppe, and let it come 
mile to the bottome. 

Shal. Honcft Bardo/fe, welcome : If t (, ou w 
thing,and wilt not calf befhrew thy heart. W ^ 
little tyne theefe,and welcome indeed too - u* ^ 0trie Qiy 
M.Bardolfe,znd to all the Cauilcroes about Lod^ 1 ' 

Dau. IhopetofceLondon.onccereldie 

Bar. Ifl might fee you there, Dauie. 

Shal. You’lcrackcaquarttocether. f Ha ,.,:n 

M. Bardolfe ? * not 

Bar. Yes Sir,in a pottle pot. 

Shal, 1 thanke thee: the kr.aue will fti c ]{ C k i 
can allure thee that. He will not out,hc is true hr T ’ * 
Bar. And He fticke by him,fir. ed ' 

Shal. Why there fpoke a King:lack nothing, be m 
Looke,who’s at doore therc.ho: who knockes? 

Fal Why now you haue done me right, 

Sil. Do me righc,and dub me Knight, 's amim T , 
notfo? 4 * «t 

Fal. ’Tisfo. 

5//.Is’t fo? Why then fay an old man can do 

If« pleafc your Worlhippc, ch.re',3 
come from trie Court with newes. J 1 

Fal. From the Court? Let him come in. 

Enter Fiji oil, 

HownowPiftolI? 

Fiji. Sir lohn, ’faue you fir. 

Fal. What winde blew you hither, Pifioll ? 

Ptjl. Not the ill winde which blowcs nonetogood 
Tweet Knight : Thou art now one of thegreateftmen in 
thcRcalmc. 

Sil. Indeed, I thinkc he bee, buti Goodman Fife 0 f 
Barfon. 

Pin. Puffc? puffe in thy teeth,moft recreant Coward 
bafe. Sir lohn, 1 am thy Pifioll, 3 ndthy Friend : hcltet 
skelter hauc I rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and 
luckieioyes, and golden Times, and happie Newcsof 
price. 

Fal. I prethcc now deliucr them, like a manof this 
World. 

Pifi* A footra for the World 5 and Worldlings bafe, 

I fpcake of Affrica,and Golden ioyes. 

Pal. O bafe Aflyrian Knight, what is thy newes ? 
Let King Couitha know the truth thereof. 

Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and lohn. 

Pifi. Shall dunghillCurres confront th cHcllicom} 
And (ball good newes be baffcfd ? 

Then Pifioll lay thy head in Furies lappe. 

Shal. Honeft Gentleman, 

1 know not your breeding. 

Pifi . Why then Lament therefore* 

Shal. Giuc me pardon,Sir, 

If fir, you come with news from the Court, I take it,there 
is but two wayes, either to veter them, or to conccale 
them. I am Sir, vnder the King, in feme Authority. 

Pifi. Vnder which King? 

‘Bez.oman, fpeake,or dye. 

Shal. Vnder King Harry. 

Pifi . Harry the Fourth? or Fift ? 

Shal Harry the Fourth. 

Pifi. A footra for thine Office. 

Sir lohn , thy tender Lamb-kinne, now is King, 

Harry th« Fife’s the man, I fpcake the truth. 

When Pifioll lyes, do this, and figge-uic; like 
The bragg in g Spaniards 


U 
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dead ? 

S As nailein doore 
W , t r*n< a/ ike are iu&* 

T 'T/ 11 A wiUarMfe, Sadie my Horfe,* 

Robert Shallow, choofe what Office thou wilt 

Tmd tis thine. Ptftol, I will double chargethee 

In the h anu > 

r „ 

^ ,ld not take a Knighthood for my Fortune. 

IW a What? I do bring good newes. 

F i' Carrie Mafter Silence to bed: Mafter Shallow, my 
f j 'eUloW be what thou wilt,I am Fortunes Steward. 
k° r rhv Boots, wee 1 ride all night. Oh fweet Pifioll : 

G »Jlolfe : Come Pifioll, vttermoretomee: and 
AvV , 3 Jll (jeuife fomething to do thy felfe good. j?oote, 
'- Ur Shallow, I know the young King is Tick for 
b T et vs take any mans Horfles: The Lawes ot Eng- 
Sare at my commandment. Happie are they, which 
jauebeene my Friendes: and woe vnto my Lord Chiefe 

^p C J‘ Let Vultures vil’defcize on his Lungs alfo: 
V'herei* the life that late I led,fay theyi? 

\yiiy heere it is,welcome thofe pleafant dayes. Exeunt 



Enter Hojleffe Quickly, Dol Teare-fiecte, 
andBeadles. 


Hoftejfe. No, thou arrant knaue: I would I might dy, 
that I might haue thee hang’d : - Thou haft drawnemy 
(boulder out ofioynt. 

Of The Coaftables hauc deliucr’d her ouertomee: 
and Ihee (hall haue Whipping cheere enough, 1 warrant 
her. There hath becne a man or two (lately )kill’d about 

ptol. Nut-hooke, nut-hooke, you Lye: Come on,lie 
tel! thee what, thou damn’d Tripc-vifag’d Rafcall, if the 
Childc I now go with, do mifearrie, thou had’ft better 
thouhad'ftftrooke thy Mother, thou Paper-fac’d Vil- 
laine. 

Hof O that Sic lohn were come, hee would make 
this a bloody day to fome body. But I would the Fruite 
ofherWombe might mifearry. 

Oficer. Ifitdo, you fhall haue a dozen of Cufhions 
againe, you h 3 ue but eleuen now. Come, I charge you 
both go with me: for the man is dead, thatyou andPi- 
ftollbeateamong you. 

Dol. lie tell thee what, thou thin maninaCenfor; I 
willhaueyou as foundlv fwindg’d for this, youblew- 
Bottel’d Rogue: you filthy famifli d Correfiioner, ifyou 
benot fwing’d, He forfwearc halfe Kittles. 

Of. Come, come, you fhee-Knight-arrant, come. 

llof O, that right (liould thus o recomc might. Wei 
offufferance,comes cafe. 

Dol. Come you Rogue, come: 

Bring me to a Iuftice. 

Hof Yes, come you ftaru’d Blood-hound. 

Dol. Goodman death, goodman Bones. 

Hof Thou Anatomy, thou. 

Dol. Come you thinne Thing: 

Come you Rafcall. 

Off. Very-well. Exeunt. 



Seem Quinta. 


Enter two Groomcs. 
x.Groo. MoreRuflies.more Rufhcs. 
i.Groo. The Trumpets haue founded twice. 
x.Groo. It will be two of thcClocke, eretheycoroe 
from the Coronation. LxitGroo, 

Enter Falfiaffe,Shallow, Pifof Bardolffe,and rage. 

Taljlafc. Stand heere by me, M. Robert Shallow,! will I 
make the King do you Grace. I will leere vpon him, as j 
he comes by: and do but markc the countenance that hcc J 
will giue me. 

Piffol. Bleffc thy Lungs,good Knight. 

Falft. Come heere Piflel ,ftand behind me. O if I had 
had rime to haue made new Liuerics, I would haue be¬ 
llowed the thoufand pound I borrowed ofyou.But it is 1 
no matter, this poore (Lew doth better: this doth inferre 
the zeale I had to fee him. 

Shal. ltdothfo. 

Falft. It fhewes my carneftncfTc in affc&ioo. 

Fiji. ltdothfo. 

Fal. Mydeuotion. 

Pift. It doth.it doth.it doth, 

Fal. Asitwere,toridedayandnight, 

And not to deliberate, not to remember. 

Not to haue patience to fhift mc.i 
Shal. It is moft ccrtaine. 

Fal. But to ftand ftained with Trauaile, and fweating 
with defire to fee him, thinking of nothing elle, putting 
all affayres in obliuion,as ifthcre were nothing els to bee 
done, but to fee him. 

Pift. fentper idem: for obfqtte hoc nihil eft. 'Tis all 
ineuerypart. 

Shal. ’Tis fo indeed. | 

Pift. My Knight,! will enflame thy Noble Liuer, and | 
make thee rage. Thy Dol, and Helen of thy noble thoglus I 
is in bafe Durance, and contagious' prifon :\ Hail’d chi- J 
therby moft Mechanicall and durty hand. Rowze vppe 
Rcuenge from Ebon den, with fell Alefto’s Snake, tor., 
Dol is in. Piftol,fpeakcs nought but trotb, 

Fal. I will deliuer her. 

Piftol. There roar’d the Sea: and Trumpet Clangour 

founds. 

7he Trumpets found. Enter King Henriethe 
Fifty Brothers, Lord Chiefe 
Iuftice, 

Falft. Satie thy Grace,King Hall, my Royall HaS. 

Dift. The heauens thee guard,and kcepe, moft royall 
ImpeofFame. 

Fal. ’Sauc thee my fweet Boy. 

King. My Lord Chiefe Iuftice, fpeakc to that vaine r 
man. 

Ch.Iuft. Haue you your wits ? 

Know you what’tis you fpeakc ? 

Falft. My King, my Ioue ; I fpcake to thee, my heart. 
King. 1 know thee not,old man; Fall to thy Prayers s 
How ill white haircs become a Foole, and Ieftet ? I 

_ I haue/ 
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100 The fecond Tart ofl \mg Henry the Fourth. 


I hauc Jong dream’d of {uch a kinde of man. 

So furfeit-lwcll’d, fo old, and fo propbane: 

But being awake, I do defpife my dreame. 

Make lefic thy body (hence) and more thy Grace, 

Lcaue gourroandizing ; Know the Grauc doth gape 
For thee, thrice wider then for other men. 

Reply not to me, with aFoole-borne left, 

Prelumc not, that I am the thing I was. 

For heauen doth know (fo fhall the world perceiue) 
That I haue turn’d away my former Selfe, 

So will I thofe that kept me Companie. 

When thou doft hearc I am, as I haue bin. 

Approach me, and thou (halt be as thou was’t 
The Tutor and the Feeder of my Riot s: 

Till then, I banifh thee,on painc of death. 

As I haue done the reft of my Mifleaders, 1 
Not to come neere our Perfon, by ten mile. 

For competence oflifc, I will allow you. 

That lacke of meanes enforce you not to cuill: 
Andasweheare you do reforme your fclues. 

We will according to your ftrength.and qualities, 

Giue you aduancement. Be it your charge (my Lord) 

T o fee perform’d the tenure of our word. Set on. 

Exit King. 

Fal. Mafter Shallow ,Toweyou athoufand pound. 
Shal. I marry Sir Iobn, which I befecch you to let me 
haue home with me. 

F^/.That can hardly be,M.i Shallow, do not you grieue 
at this: I fhall be fent for in priuate to him: Looke you, 
hemuft feeme thus to the world: feare not your aduance¬ 
ment : I will be the man yct,that fhall make you great. 


l °uld 


Shal. I cannot well perceiue how'vni.V - 
giue meyourDoublet,and ftuffeme our W° ll, *' 0 i 

my thoufand. U 

Fal. Sir I will be as good as my word. Thi l 

heard, was but a colour. niSt naty 0 

Shall. A colour I feare,that you will <J •• • 

Fal. Feare no colours, go with me , 0 ‘di’!" Sir/ 4 ( 

Gome Lieutenant Ptttol, comeHardclfr Sr: 

I fhall be fent for foonc at night. 

Ch.IuJl. Go carry Sir Iobn Fal/laffe to rk*ti 

Take all his Company along with hioj, eete , 

Fal. My Lord.my Lord. 

. 1 ;.“ not now fptikt ' 1 r«. 

Ptjl. St for tan a me tormento.fttr* me content, 

TU Tft- Lmc after 4(M | C I,U ,. 

hhn. I like this faire proceeding of the Kin,, ■ 

He hath intent his wonted Followers b ‘ 
Shall all be very well prouided for; 

But all are banifht,till their conuerfations 
Appeare more wife.and modeft to the world 
Cb.Iuft. And fo they are. * 

Iohn. The King hath call’d his Parliament. 

My Lord. “ 

Ch.IuJl. He hath. 

Iohn. I will lay odde*,that ere this yeere expire 
Wc beareourCiuillSwords,andNatiuefire * ’ 

As farre as France. I hearc a Bird fo fing, 

Whole Mulicke (to my thinking)pleas’d theKine 
Come,will you hence f ^ 


FINIS. 



>EPmOG VE. 

KJ Ak. 



I^ST,my %r<bi ttyfi myQurtfxe: lall,my Speech. 
My Feare, is your DiSpkafure : My fur tfie, my Dutie: 
Md my Speech, to Beggeyour Tardons. If you lookefor a 



\(I doubt) proque mineqmc. may ring. But to the Burpofe, 

> andfo to the Venture• Be it know-tie to you (as it is wy. 
*eB)Ivas lately heere in the end of adifpleafingBlay, topray your Batience 
for it, and to promifeyou a Better: I did meane (indeede) to pay you frith this, 
Mnch if (like an ill Venture) it come unluckily home Jbr cake- andyoujnygen* 
tie Creditors lofe. Heere Ipromifl you I ivouldbe, and heere I commitmy Bodie 
toy our Mercies: Bate mefeme, and twill pay you feme, and(as moft Debtors do) 
promifeyou infinitely. 

If my Tongue cannot entreateyou to acquit me: 'trillyou command me to <vfe 
my Legges ? Andyet that were but light payment, to Dance out of your debt: mt 
a good Qmfcience,trill make any pofsible fatisfallion, andfo 'trill I. All tic Gen? 
tkwomen heere, haue forgiuen me, ifthe Gentlemen frill nptjhen the Gentlemen 
do not awee with the Gentlewowen, which Iras neuerfeme before, inf uch an Afi 
fembly. 

One word more, Ibefeechyoti: if you be not too much cloid with Fat Me ate, 
our humble Author will continue the Story (frith Sir Iohn in it) and make you 
merry,frith faire Katherine 0/France: frhere (for any thing I knofr) Fal- 
ftaffe fhall dye of a fweat, r vniejfi ? already he be killd with y our hard Opinions: 
For Old-Caftle dyed a Martyr , and this is not the man. My Tongue is frearte, 
when my Legs are too, I will bidyougood night ; andfo kneele downe before you: 
But (indeed) to pray for the Queene . 
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The Life of Henry the Fift. 

Enter Prologue. 


O ForatMtfi of Fire, that would afeend 
phe bright eft Heauen of Inuention : 

A Kingdom for a Stage, Princes to Act, 

And tftlorturchs to behold the fire fling Scene. 

Then Should the Warlike Harry, hk*bimfelfc, 

Alfme the Port of Mars, and at hit heelss 
(Lafbt in, like Hounds) (heuld Famine,Sword,and Fire 
(touch for employment . 'But pardon,Gentles all: 
the itt vnrayfed Spirits , that hath dar d, 

Qnthii vnworthj Scaffold, to bring forth 
So neat an Ob-efd. Can this Cocks Pit hold 
Thevafiie fields of France ? Or may we cramme 
wi! bw this iVoodaen O. the very Caskcs 
That did afright the Ayre at Agincourt l 
0 pardon: fince a crocked Figure may 
Attefi in little place a Million, 

And let vs Cyphers to thisgreat Accompt , 


On yourimaginarie Forces works. 

Suppofe within the Girdle of thefe Walls 
Are now confind two mightie Monarchies , 
whofehigh,vp-reared,and abutting Fronts, 

The perillotts narrow Ocean parts afunder. 

Teece out our imperfeblions with your thoughts: 

Into a thou fund parts diuide one Man, 

And make imaginarie Puiffance. 

Thinks when we tally of Horfes.thatyou fee thetru 
Printing their prowd Hoofes tth' reeeiuing Sarth: 

For ’tit your thoughts that now muff deck. nur dfings, 

Carry them here and there : lumping o’re Times ; 

Turning th’ accomplifhment of many yeeres 
Into an Howre.glaffe : for the which fupplie , 

Admit me Chorus to this Historic ; 

Who Prologtte-ltke,your humble patience pray, 

Gently to heart, kindly to iudge our Play. Exit. 


oyftfus c Primus . Scama Trima. 



Enter the Wo Bifbofs of Canterbury and Ely . 

Hifjs. Cant. 

|Y Lord,lie tell you,that felfe Bill is vrg*d, 
.Which in th’eleuechyereofylaft Kings reign 
!\Vas like,and had indeed againft vs paft, 

But that the Rambling and vnquiet time 
Did pufh it out of farther queftion. 

Hifh.Ely. But how my Lord fhall we refift it now ? 
%jh.Cant. It muft be thought on:if it paflc againft vs. 
We loofe the better halfe of our PofTeflicn : 
ForallcheTcmporall Lands* which men dcuout 
ByTeftament haue giuen to the Church, 

Would they ftrip from vs; being valu’d thus, 

Asmuch as would maintainc,co the Kings honor. 

Fullfifeeene Earles,and fifeeene hundred Knights, 

Six thoufand and two hundred good Efquires: 

And to rclicfc of Lazars,and weakc age 
Of indigent faint Soules,pad corporall toyle, 

Ahundred AImes-ho>Tes,right well fupply’d : 
AndtotheCcfFers of the King befide, 

A thoufand pounds by th’yeerc Thus runs the Bill, 
'Bifk.Ely. This.would dnnke deepe. 

'B’/b.Cant.’T would drinke the Cup and all. 

^tlh.Elj/. But what preuention ? 


Bi(b. Cant . The King is full of grace, and faire re¬ 
gard- 

Bifh.Sly . And a true louer of the holy Church. 

Bif!? Cant .The courfes of his y outh promis'd it not. 
The breath no fooner left his Fathers body. 

But that his wildneire,mortify*d in him, 

Seem’d to dye too: yea,at that very moment, # 
Conllderation like an Angel! came. 

And whip t th'offending Jidam out of him ; 

Leauing his body as aParadife, 

T’inuelop and containe Celeftiail Spirits. 

Neuerwas fucha fodainc Schollermade: 

Neuer came Reformation in a Flood, 

With fuch a heady currance fcowring faults? 

Nor neuer Hidra- headed Wilfulnefife 
So foonc did loofe his Scat; and all at once; 

As in this King. 

Bifh.Ely . We are blefled in the Change. 

Btjh.ffant . Heare him but reafonin Diuinicie; 

And all-admiring,with an inward with 

You would defirc the King were made a Prelate: 

Heare him debate of Common-wealth Affaires; 

You would fayyt hath been all in all his ftudy: 

Lift his diicourfe of Warre; and you fliall heare 
A fearefull Baccaile rendred you in Mufique. 
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Turne him to any Caufc of Pollicy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will vnloofe. 

Familiar as his Garter: that when he fpeakes. 

The Ayre,a Charter'd Libcrtine,is Hill, 

And the mute Wonder lurkech in mens eares, 

To fteale his fweet and honyed Sentences: 

So that the Art and Pratique part of Life, 

Muft be the Mifirefle to this Thcorique. 

Which is a wonder how his Grace fhould gleane it, 

Since his addition was to Cotirles vaine, 

His Companies vnlcuer'd,rude 3 and iliallow. 

His Houres fill'd vp with Ryots,Banqncts,Sports; 

And neuer noted in him any ftudie, 

Any retyrement, any fequeltration. 

From open Haunts and Popularitie. 

2L£7p.Thc Strawberry gtowes vnderncath the Nettle, 
And holefome Berryes thriuc and ripen beft. 
Neighbour’d by Fruit of bafer qualitie: 

And fo the Prince obfeur’d his Contemplation 
Vndcr the VeyleofWtldneffe,w r hich(no doubt) 

Grew like the Summer Grade, fafteft by Night, 
Vnfeene,yec crefliue in his facultie. 

B.Cant. It muft be fo: for Miracles are ccaft : 

And therefore wc muft needes admit the mcancs. 

How things are perfected. 

B.Ely • But my good Lord : 

How now for mittigation of this Bill, 

VrgM by the Commons ? doth his Maicfiie 
Incline to it,orno? 

B.(fant. Hefeemes indifferent: 

Or rather fwaying more vpon our part. 

Then cheriftiing th’exhibicers againft vs: 

For I haue made an offer to his Maieftie, 

Vpon our Spirituall Conuocation, 

And in regard of Caufes now in hand, 

Which I haue open’d to his Grace at large, 

As touching France, to giuea greater Summe, 

Then cuer at one time the Clcrgie yet 
Did co his Predeceflors part withalL 

B . Sly . How did this offer feeme recein’c^my Lord ? 
B.Cant. With good acceptance of his Maieftie: 

Saue that there was not time enough to heare. 

As I perceiu’d his Grace would faine haue done. 

The feueralls and vnhidden paflages 

Of his true Titles to fomc certainc Dukedomcs, 

And generally,to the Crownc and Seat ot France, 
Deriu'd from Edward, his great Grandfather. 

B.Elj. What was th’impedimcnt that broke this off? 
B.Cant. The French Embaffador vpon that inftanc 
Crau’d audience; and the how re I thinke is come. 

To giue him hearing: Is it fourc a Clock ? 

B. Ely. It is# 

Then goe wc in,to know his Embaffie: 
Which I could with a ready guefle declare. 

Before the Frenchman fpcake a word of it* 

B.Ely . lie wait vpon you,and I long to heare it, 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King, Humfrey,Bedford, Clarence , 
Warwick^, tVeftmerland, and Exeter . 

King. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury ? 
Exeter. Not here in prefence. 

King . Send for him,good Vntkle, 
iVejlm* Shall we call in th'Amba(Tador,my Liege ? 
King. Not yet,my Coufin: we would be refolu’d. 
Before we hcare ; him,of fome things of weight, 

That taske our thoughts.conccrning vs and France# 


Enter two Bi/hops. 

y.Cant God and his Angels guard your f acre d Tk 
And make you long become it, ca * n 

King. Sure we thanke yom 
My learned Lord,we pray you to proceed 
And iuftly and rcligioufly vnfold, 1 
Why the Law Saline ,that they haue in France 
Or flhould or ftiould not barre vs in our Clav * 
And G od forbid,my dcare and faithfull Lord ’* 
That you ftiould fa{hion,wrcft,or bow your re d’ 
Or nicely charge your vndcrftanding Soule ^ 
With opening Titles mifcrcate, whofe right 
Sutes not in natiue colours with the truth • 


>ron 


! a 


For God doth know,how many now in health 
Shall drop their blood,in approbation 
Of what your rcuerence (hall incite vs to. 
Therefore take heed how you impawne our Pc r f on 

How you awake our fleeping Sword ofWarrc* J 

We charge you in the Name of God take heed • 

For neuer two fuch Kingdomes did contend 
Without much fall of blood, whofe guilcleffe drop 
Are eucry one,a Woe,a fore Complaint, 

'Gainft him, whole wrongs giucs edge vnto the Sword 
That makes fuch wafte in briefe mortalitie. ° 
Vnder this Coniuration/peake my Lord: 

For vt e will heare,note,and beleeueinhearr, 

That what yoii fpcake,is in your Confcicncc^vafht 
As pure as finne with Baptifme. 

B.fan. Then heare me gracious Soucraign.fc youPecr 
That owe your fe!ues,your liues,and feruices, 

To this Impcriall Throne. There is no barre 
To make againft your Highneffe Clayme to France 
Bat this which they produce from Pharamond' 

In t err am Salic am Afulteres ne faccedaul. 

No Woman fhall fucceed in Salike Land: 

Which Salike Land,the French vniuftly gloze. 

To be the Real me of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this Law, and Female Barre. 

Yet their owne Authors faithfully affirme, 

That the Land Salike is in Get manic, 

Bctweer.e the Flouds of Sala and of Elue : 

Where Charles the Great hauing fubdu’d the Saxons, 
There left behind and fettled certaine French: 

Who holding in dffdainc the German Women, 

For fomc difhoneft manners of their life, 

Eftabliflit then this Law; to wit^NoFemale 
Should be Inheritrix in Salike Land : 

Which Salike (as I Uid) ‘cwixt Elue and Sala, 

Is at this day mGermanie,call ? d Adcifen. 

Then doth it well appeare, the Salike Law 
Was notdeuifed for the Realme of France: 

Nor did the French pofieffe the Salike Land, 

Vntill foure hundred one and twentie yeeres 
After defunftion of King Pharamond, 

Idly fuppos’d the founder of this Law* 

Who died within the yeere of our Redemption, # 
Foure hundred twentie fix: and Charles theGreat 
Subdu'd the Saxoiis,and did feat the French 
Beyond the Riuer Sala, in the yeere 
Eight hundred fiue. Bcfides.their Writers fay, 

King Pepin, which depofed Childerike, 

Did as HeireGenerali,being defeended 
Of Blithild, which was Daughter to King Clethair , 
Make Clayme and Title to the Crowne of France, 
Hugh Capet alfo,who vfurpt the Crowne 


<^^[heDuke of Loraine, foie Heire male 
nf the true Line and Stock of Charles the Great: 
r id his Title with fome fliewes of truth, 

T u ,,h in pure truth it was corrupt and naught. 

Th Sd himfelfc as th’Heire to th’ Lady Liugart, 
C ° nU hccr to Charlemaine ,who was the Sonne 
the Emperour.and Lewes the Sonne 
CUrles the Great: alfo King Lewes the Tenth, 

?L was foie Heire to the Vlurper Capet y 
" . j n0t kcepc quiet in his confcience, 

the Crowne of France/till fatisfied, 

Th?t fane Qneene Ifihel ,his Grandmother, 

Lineall of the Lady Ermengare, 
n thter to Charles the forefaid Duk.'of J oraine: 

which Marriage,the Lyqe of Char.es theGreat 
1 reunited to the Crowne of France. 
r 0 thatascleare as is the Summers Sunne, 
ferns Title,and Hugh Capets Clayme, 
l'° Ewes his fatisfatfion, all appeare 
Tohold in Right and Title of the Female: 

So doe the Kings of France vnto this day. 

Howbeitjthey would hold vp this Salique Law, 

To barre your Highneffe clay ming from the Female, 

And rather chofc to hide them in a Net, 

Then amply to imbaTre their crooked Titles, 

Vfurpt from you and your Progenitors. 
ji>r.May I with right and confcience make this claim? 
Eifb.Cant. The finne vpon my head.dread Soueraigne: 
For in the Booke of Numbers is it writ, 

When the man dyes, let the Inheritance 
Defccnd vnto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 

Stand for your owne,vnwind your bloody Fhgge, 

Looke back into your mightie Anceflors: 

Goe my dread Lord, to your great Grandfires Totnbe, 
from whom you clayme; inuoke his Warlike Spirit, 
AndyourGreatVnckles,£iifiiw-ithe Black Prince, 

Who on the French ground play'd a Tragedic, 

Making defeat on the full Power of France: 

Whiles his moft mightie Father on a Hill 
Stood fmiling,to behold his Lyons Whelpe 
Forrage inblood of French Nobilitie. 
ONobleEnglifh.that could entertaine 
With halfe their Forces* the full pride of France, 

And let another halfe Rand laughing by, 

All out of worke,and cold for action. 

Hifl). Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead. 

And with your puiflant Arme renew their Feats; 

You are their Heire.you fit vpon their Throne : 

The Blood and Courage that renowned them. 

Runs in your Vetnes: and my thrice-puifl'ant Liege 
Is in the very May-Morne of his Youth, 

Ripe for Exploits and mightie Enterprifes. 

Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Doe all expe<5t,thac you fhould rowlc your felfe, 

As did the former Lyons of your Blood. (might; 

^y?.They know your Grace hath caufe,and means,and 
SohathyourHighneflc : neuer King of England 
Bad Nobles richer, and more loyall Subie<Rs, 

Whofe hearts haue left their body es here in England, 

And lye pauillion’d in the fields of France. 

'Bijh.Can. O letiheir bodyes follow my deare Liege 
With Bloods.and Sword and Fire.to win your Right: 
inayde whereof, wc of the Spiricualtie 4i ■: 

Will rayfe your Highneffe luch a mightie Sutnme, 

As neuer did theClergie atone time 

Bring in to any of-.your Ancestors. i f c r - ' 
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Ktng.We muft not onely arme c'inuade the French, 


3ut hy dovvne our proportions, to defend 
Againft the Scot,who will make roade vpon vs. 

With all aduantages. 

Bi(b.Ca». They ofthofe Marches,gracious Soueraign, 
Shall be a Wall fufficient to defend 
Our in-land from the pilfering Borderers. 

King. We do not mcane the courfing fnatchers onely. 
But fcare the mainc intendment of the Scot, 

Who hath been flill a giddy neighbour to vs; 

For you fhall reade.that my great Grandfather 
Neuer went with his forces into France, 

But that the Scot,on his vnfurniflit Kingdomc, 

Came pouring like the Tyde into a breach. 

With ample and brim fulneffe of his force. 

Galling the gleaned Land with hot Affaycs, 

Girding with gtieuous fiegc,Caftlcs and Townes; 

Th 2 t England being emptic of defence, 

Hathihooke and trembled atth’ill neighbourhood, 
B.Ca*. She hath bin the move fear’d the harm’d,my Liege: 
For heare her but cxampl d by her felfe. 

When all her Cheualrie hath been in France, 

And fhee a mourning Widdowof her Nobles, 

Shee hath her felfe not onely well defended, 

Bui taken and impounded as a Stray, 

The K ng of Scots: whom fhee did fend to France, 

To fill King Edwards fame with prifoncr Kings, 

And make their Chronicle as rich with prayfe. 

As is the Owle and bottome of ih - Sea 
VVith funken Wrack,and fum-leffeTreafunes. 

Btfh.E/y. But there’s 3 faying very old and true, 
Ifthatjou will France win, then with Scotlandfirsl begin. 
For once the Eagle (England) being in prey. 

To her vnguarded Neft,the Wcaxell (Scot j 
Comes fneaking.and fo lucks her Princely Egges, 
Playing the Moufe in 3bfence of the Cat, 

To tame and hauocke morcthcn (lie can eate. 

Exet. It foliowes theu, the Cat muft flay at home. 
Yet that is but a crufh’d necefsity. 

Since wc hauelockes to fafagard neceffaries. 

And pretty traps to catch the petty theeues. 

While that the Armed hand doth fight abroad, 
Th’aduifed head defends it felfe at home: 
ForGouernment, thoughhigh,and low,and lower. 

Put into parti,doth keepe in one confent, 

Congreeing in a full and natural dofe, 

LikeMuficke. 

Cant. Therefore doth heauendiuide 
The ftate of man in diuers functions. 

Setting endeuour in continual motion: 

To which is fixed a, an aymeorbutt, 

Obedience: for fo wotke the Hony Bees, 

Creatures that by a rule in Nature teach 
The Aft of Order to a peopled Kingdome# 

They haue a King,and Officers of forts, 

Where fome like Magiftrates correft at home; 

Others,like Merchants venterTrade abroad: 

Others,like Souldiers armed in their flings, 

Makeboote vpon the Summers Veluetbuddes: 

Which pillage,they with merry march bring home i 
To the Tent-royal of their Emperor : 

Who bufied in his Maiefties furueyes % 

The fiugingMafons building roofes ofGold, 

The ciuil Citizens kneading vp the hony; 

Thcpoore Mechanicke Porters,crowding in 
Their heauy burthens at his narrow gate; 

h * 
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Thefad-ey’dluftice with his furly huramc, 

Deliuering ore to Executors pale 
The lazie yawning Drone: I this inferre, 

That many things hauing full reference 
To one confent, may worke contrarioufly. 

As many Arrowesloofed feuerall wayes 

Come to one marke : as many wayes meet in one towne. 

As many frefh ftream cs meet in one fait fea; 

As many Lyncs clofe in the Dials center: 

So may a thoufand actions once a foote. 

And in one purpofc, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Diuide your happy England into fourc. 

Whereof, take you one quarter into France, 

And you withall fhall make all Gallia (hake. 

If we with thrice fuch powers left at home. 

Cannot defend our owne doores from the dogg^ 

Let vs be worried, and our Nation lofc 
The namcofhardinefle and policic. 

King. Call in the Meffengers fent from the Dolphin. 
Now arc wc well refolu’d, and by Gods helpe 
And yours, the noble finewes ofour power, 

France being ours, wee’l bend it to our Awe, 

Or breake it all to pceccs. Or there wee’l fit, 

(Ruling inlarge and ample Emperic, 

Ore France, and all her (almoft) Kingly Dukedomcs) 

Or lay thefc bones in an vnworthy Vrne, 

Tomblcffc, with no remembrance ouer them : 

Either our Hiftory fhall with full mouth 
Speakc freely of our A&s, or clfe our graue 
Like T urkifh mute, fliall haue a tangucieffc mouth. 

Not worfliipt with a waxen Epitaph. 

Enter Ambajfadors of France. 

Now are we well prepar’d to know the plcafurc 
Of our fairc Cofin Dolphin : for we hcare; 

Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 

Amb* May’cpleafe your Maicftie tc gtue vs lcuue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge; 

Or fliall we fparingly fliew you farre off 
The Dolphins meauing, and our Embafsie. 

King. We are no Tyrant, but aChriftianKIng, 

Vnto whofe grace our pafsion is as fubiedt 
As is our wretches fettred in our prifons, 

Therefore with franke and with vncqrbcd plainnefic. 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Amb . Thus than in few : 

YourHighneffe lately fending into France, 

Did claime fome ccrtaine Dukedomes* in the right 
Oryour great Predecefi'or,King£^4r^thcthird. 

In anfwer of which claime, the Prince our Matter 
Sayes, c hat you fauour too much of your youth, 

And bids you be aduis’d : There’s nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne: 

You cannot rcucll into Dukedomes there. 

He therefore fends you meeter for your fpirit 
This TunofTreafure; and in lieu of this. 

Defires yeu jet the dukedomes that you claime 
Hearc no more of you. This the Dolphin fpeakes. 

King. WhatTrcafure Vncle? y 

£xe. Tennis balles, my Liege. 

Kin, Wc are glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with vs, 
His Prelent, and your paincs we thanieyou for: 

When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe Balles, * . 
We will in France (by Gods grace) play a fct, " r 
Shall ttrike his fathers Crovyne into the hazard. 

Tellhiifl, he hath made a match widvfuch a Wrangler, 
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That all the Courts of France will be diflTiuT 
WkhChacc*. And we ''nderfiand hiniyjpjt^ 
How he comes o re vs with our wilder d * 

Not meafuring what vfe we made of them 
Wc neuer valcw’d this poorefeate of Enel 
And therefore lining hence, did giuc ourfS* 

T o barbarous licenle: As ’tis euer common 
That men are merrieft, when thev are from u 
But tell the Dolphin, I will keepe my St** 

Be like a King, and fliew my fayl e of Cream <r 
When I do rowfe me in my Throne of Fran ^ 
For that I hauelayd by my Maicftie, CC * 
And plodded like a man for working day cs . 

But I will rife there with fo full a gloricf * 

That I will dazle all the eyes ofFrance * 

Yea ftrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs 
And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mocke ofhis 
Hath turn’d his balles to Gun-ftones, and hi, r , 
Shall ftand fore charged, for the waftefull veno° U ' 
That fhall fly e with them: for many a thoufcnH *”•*! 
Shall this his Mocke. 
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Shall this his Mockc, mocke out of their dk.« 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mock Caftl^H ’ 
And fome are yet vngotten and vnborne, * d ° Wlt! 
That dial haue caufe to curfc the Do/phws f corn£ 

But this lyes all within the wil of God 
To whom I do appeale, and in whofe name 
Tel you the Dolphin, I am comming on 
To vengc me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightfull hand in a wel-hallow’d caufe. 

So get you hence in peace : And tell the Dolphin 
His left will fauour but of (hallow wit, 

When thoufands weepe more then did laugh atit. 
Conucy them with fafe conduit Fare you well, * 

LxeHKtAmkfikt. 

Exe. This was a merry Meffage. 

King. Wc hope to make the Sender blufliatit : 
Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy howre, 

That may giue furth’rance to our Expedition: 

For we haue now no thought in vshuc France, 

Saue thofe to God,that runne before our bufinelfe. 
Therefore let our proportions for thefc Warres 
Be loonc colle&cd,and all things thought vpon, 

That may with reasonable fwiftnefTe adde 
More Feathers to our Wings: for God before, 

Wee’le chide this Dolphin at his fathers doore. 
Therefore let euery man now taskc his thought, 

That this fairc Aifion may on foot be brought, Exam. 

Flourifh. Enter Chorus. 

Now all the Youth of England are on fire. 

And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobelyes: 

Now thriue the Armorers,and Honors thought 
Reignes folely in the breaft of euery nun. 

They fell thcPaflure now,to buy theHorfe; 
Following the Mirror of all Chriftian Kings, 

With winged heeles,as Englifli Mercuries. 

For now fits Expectation in the Ayre, 

And hidesaSword,from Hilts vnto the Point, 

With Crowncs Imperial!, Crownes and Coronets., 
Promis’d to Harry, and his followers. 

The French aduis d by good intelligence 
Of thisttfjoft dreadful! ■preparation, 

Shake in their fcare,4nd with pale Pollicy 
Seekcfc*4*uePt tjhr Englifh purpofes. 

O England: Model! tat by inward Greatnefle, 

Like little Body with a mighcic Hearts 
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men: 


Exit 


" V rft thou do, that honour would thee do 
W bat TlfbY children kinde and naturall: 

W *f!thv fault France hath in thee found out, 
fiUt ft ofhollow bolomes, which he filles 

rreacherons Crowncs, and three corrupted 
^JLrd Earle of Cambridge, and the fecond 
0ne ’ l «rd scroope otCMafham, and the third 
£W Grcj Knight of Northumberland, 

S y L the Gilt ofFrance (O guilt indeed) 
Krm'dConfpiracy with fearefull France 
i°i bv their hands, this graceof Kings muft dye. 
ftHcll and Treafon hold chcirprom.les 
S take (hip for France ; and m Southampton. 

T ncer vour patience on, and wee 1 digcft 
Sibufcofd.ftance; force a play i 
; e fumme is payde, the Traitors are agreed, 

Kin c is fet from London, and the Scene 
r.now tranfported(Gentles) to Southampton,* 

There is the Play-houfe now, there muft you fit, 

And thence to France fliall we conucy you fafe, 

^hrme vou backe: Charming the narrow feas 
pogftie you gentle Paffe : for if wc may, ' 

We£ 'l not offend one ftomacke with our Play.- 
But rill the Xing come forth.and not till then, 

Vnto Southampton do we (Lift our Scene. 

Enter Corporall Hym, and Lieutenant Tardolfe. 

‘Pur. Well met Corporall Nym. 

fytn. Good morrow Lieutenant 'Bardolfc. 

Bur. What, are Ancient Pifioll and you friends yet ? 

For my part, I care not :1 fay little: but when 
time (hall ferue, there fhall be fmiles, but that fliall be as 
itmay. I dare not fight, but I will winke and holdeout 
mine yron: it is a fimple one, but what though ? It will 
toftc Cheefe, and it will endure cold, as another mans 
fword will: and there’s an end. 

"Bar. I will beftow a breakfaft to make you friendes, 
and wee’l bee all three fworne brothers to France: Let’t 
be fo good Corporall Nym. 

A)?».Faiih, I will Hue fo long as I may .that’s the cer- 
taineofit: and when I cannot Hue any longer, I will doe 
asl may: That is my reft, that is the rendeuous ofit. 

Bar. It is ccrtaine Corporall, that he is ma’ ryed to 
Nell Quickly, and certainly (he did you wrong, for you 
were troth-pHght to her. 

Nym. I cannot tell, Things muft be as they may :men 
mayfleepe, and they may haue their throats about them 
atthattime, and iome fay, kniues haue edges : It muft 
be as it may, though patience be a tyred name, yetfhee 
willplodde, there muft be Conclufions, well, I cannot 
tell. 

Enter ft fell, cfr Quickjj. 

Bar. Hecre comes Ancient Pifioll and his wife: good 
Corporall be patient heerc. How now mine Hoafte Pi- 


Pifi. BafeTyke, cal’ftthoumecHofte, nowbythis 
land I fwearc I fcornc the terme: nor fhall my Nel keep 
Lodgers. 

He/?.No by my troth, not long: For we cannot lodge 
and board a dozen or fourteene Gentlewomen chat hue 
loneftlyby the pricke of their Needles, but it willbee 
thought wc keepe a Bawdy-houfe ftraight. O welliday 
-ady,ifhe be not hewne now, we fliall fee wilful adulce- 
ty and murthcr committed. 

Bar. Good Lieutenant,good Corporal offer nothing 
^ ecre - Nym. Pifli. 


tjr. Pifli for thee, Ifland dogge: thouprickeard cur 
oflfland. 

Hofi Good Corporall Njm £hew thy vaIor,andput 

vpyourfword. 

Nym. Will you fhogge off? I would haue you folus. 

Pifi. Solus, egregious dog ? O Viper vile; The folus 
in thy m<?ft meruailous face, the folus in thy teeth, and 
in thy throatc, and in thy hatefull Lungs,yea in thy Maw 
perdy; and which is worfe, within thy naftie mouth. I 
do retort the folus in thy bowels, for 1 can take, and Pi~ 
fiols cocke is vp, and flafliing fire will follow. 

Nym. I am not 'Barbafon, you cannot conjure mee 1 1 
haue an humor to knockeyou indifferently well: Ifyou 
grow fowle with me Piftoll, I will fcourc you wich my 
Rapier, as 1 may, in fayre tearmes. Ifyou would walke 
off, I would pricke your guts a little in good tearmes, as 
I may .and that’s thehumor ofit. 

Pifi. OBraggard vile, and damned furious wight. 
The Graue doth gape, and doting death is nccre, 
Therefore exhale. 

Bar. Hearc me, heare me what I fay: Hee that ftrikes 
the firft ftroake. He run him vp to the hilts, as I am a fol- 
dicr. 

Pifi. An oath ofmickle mighc,and fury fliall abate. 
Giuc me thy fift, thy fore-footc to me giue: Thy fpirites 
are moft tali. 

Nym. I will cut thy throate one time or other in faire 
temies, that is the humor of it. 

Pifioll. Couple a gorge, that is the word. I defie thee a- 
gaine.O hound of Greet, think’ft thou my fpoufe to get ? 
No, to the fpittlcgoc, and from the Poudtingtub ofin- 
famy, fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Crefiias kinde, Doll 
Teare-jlreete, fhc by panic, and herefpoule. I haue, and I 
will hold the Quondam Qtt’ckely for the onely ftice: and 
Pauca, there’s enough to go to. 

Enter the Boy. 

Boy. Mine Hozft Tifioll, you muft come to my May- 
fter, and your Hofleffe:He is very ficke,& would to bed. 
Good Bardolje , put thy face betweene his fheets, and do 
the Office of a W arming-pan: Faith,he’s very ill. 

Bard. Away you Rogue. 

Hofl. By my troth he’l yecld the Crow a pudding one 
of thefe doyes: the King has kild his heart. Good Huf- 
band come home prefently. Exit 

Bar. Come,(Tull I make you two friends. Wee muft 
to France together:why the diucl fhould we keep kniues 
to cut one anothers throats ? 

Pifi. Let floods ore-fwcll, and fiends for food howle 
on. 

Nym. You’I pay me the eight {hillings I wonofyou 

at Betting? 

Tift. Bafe is theSlaue thatpayes. 

Nym. That now I wil haue: that’s the humor ofit. 

Pifi. As manhood fhalcompound;pnlhhome. Drove 

Bard. Bythisfword, hee that makes the firft thruft, 
lie kill him : By this fword.I wil. 

Pi. Sword i* anOath,& Oaths nuift haue their courfe 

Bar . Coporall Nym,Si thou wilt be friends be frends, 
and thou wilt not, why then be enemies with me to:pre- 
theepuevp. 

Pifi. A Noble fhatt thou haue, and prefent pay, and 
Liquor Hkewife will I giue to thee, and friendfhippe 
fhall combyne, and brotherhood. He Hue by Nymme,d 
Nymme fhall hue by me, is not this iuft? For I fhalSnc- 
ler be vnto thojCampe, and profits will accrue.Giue mee 
thy hand. 

h 3 Nym. 
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Nym. I fli?U hauc my Noble? 

Pift. In calh, moll rnftly payd. 

Nym. Well, then that the humor oft. 

Enter Hofteffe. 

Hofi, As euer you come of women, come in quickly 
to fir lobn: A poore heart, hec is fo fhak’d of a burning 
quotidian Tertian, that it is moll lamentable to behold. 
Sweet men, come to him. 

Nym. The King li 3 th run bad humors on the Knight, 
that’s the euen ofit. 

Pift. Nym, thou halt fpolce the right, bis heart is fra¬ 
med and corroborate. 

Nym. The Kingis a good’King,butitmuflbeeas it 
may : he paffes fome humors, and carrccrcs. 

Pifi. Let vs condole the Knighr,for(Lambekins)wc 
williiue. , 

Enter Exeter, Bedford, dr Weftmerland. 

Tied Fore God his Grace is bold to truft thefc traitors 
Exe. They (ball be apprehended by and by. 

Weft.How fmooth and eucn they do bear tliemfelues, 
Asifallegeancc in their bofontes fate 
Crowded with faith, and conftant loyalty. 

Bed. The King hath note of all that they int-nd. 

By interception, which they dreamc not of* 

Exe. Nay,but the man that was his bedfellow, 
Whom he hath dull'd and cloy’d with gracious fauours; 
That he flrould for a forraigne purfc, fo fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and treachery. 

Sound Trumpets. 

Enter the King, Scroope, Cambridge,and Cray. 

King. Now fits the winde faire, and we will aboord. 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kindc Lord of Itfaftsam, 
And you my gentle Knight, giuc me your thoughis: 
Thinke you not that the powres wc beare with vs 
Will cut their paflage through the force of France ? 
Doing the execution, and the adle, 

For which we hauc in head aflcmbled them. 

Sero. Nodoubtmy Licge.ifcach maocio hisbeft.- 
Ktng. I .doubt not that, fince we are well perlwaded 
We carry not a heart with vs from hence. 

That growes not in a faire confcnt with ours: 

Nor leaue notone behinde, that doth not vvifli 
Saccefle and Conqucft to attend on vs. 

Cam* Neucrwas Monarch better f<?a,r’4and lou’d, 
Then isyour Maiefty; there’s not I thinke a iubieft 
That fits in heart-greefe and’vncafincfic 
Vndcr the fweet fhade cfyour gouerrunept. 

Kni. True: thofe drat were your Fathers enemies, 
Hauc fleep’d their gauls in hony.'and do ferue you 
With hearts dreatc : of duty, and ofzcale. 

King. We therefore bane great caufe of thankfulnes. 
And fhall forget the office ofour hand 
Sooner then quittance of defert and merit, 

According to the weight and wortbineffi?. 

Sero. So feruice fhall with fteeled finewes toyle. 

And labour fhall rcfrcfii jt felfe with hope 
•To do your Grace inceffapr feruices. \»,. r 
; King. We Iudge nr) lefle. Vnklc of Exeter, 

Enlarge the man comipitredyefterday, 

I That rayl’d againft our perfon: Weconfidcr 
It wasexcclfe.of Wine r that fet him on. 

And on hrsniore aduicc, Wc pardon him, 

Sero. That's mercy, bm.tOQ,muchfecurity: 

Let him be puhi ffi’d Soueraigne, leaft example * 

Breed (bytrisfufirerauce) more of fuch a kind. 

King. Oletvsyctbemercifull. -r, 
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Cam. So may your High^flVa,^ v „ 

Grey Sir,you fhew great mercy ifUf 
Afterthe taflcofmuch corre&ion / y u 8 lu e himi: 


King. Alas, your too muchTo'uenn^, 

Are heauy Orifons ’gainft this poore wre?!'^ 
iHittlc faults proceeding on diflemper • 

Shall not be wink’d at, how fhall We ft rcrr . 

W hen cap.tall crimes, chew’d, fwallew’d , 
Appeare before vs ? Wce’l yet inlarge tW? 4 ** 
Though Cambridge, Scroope, and Gray in k 

And tender preferuation ofour pevfon hcirdeer 'c at 
Wold hauehim punrfhUAnd now to 0Ur P 

Who are the late Commiffioncrs ? renct, caiifc, 

Cam. I one my Lord, 

Your Highneffe bad me aske for it to dav 

Sero. So did you me my Liege, y " 

Gray. And I my Royall Soueraigne 
King.Thcn RichardEaAc of Cambridge the,, ■ 
There yours Lord Scroope ofCMaJb am %t Si 
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours • K ”' g t; 
Rcade them, and know I know your worths. <r 
IVly Lord of Weftmerland, and Vpklc Exeter ^ 

We will aboord to night. WhyhownoJr , 

What lee you in thofe papers, that you loofe ' ^ 
So much complexion ? Looke ye how they chano, 

1 he.r cheekcs are paper. Why, whar readc y 0 £ 
That Inue 10 covvarded and chac’d your bloo 1 
Outofapparancc. a 

Cam. I do confeffe my fault, 

And do fubmit me to you'r Highneffe meroy, 

Cray. Sero. To which we aJlappealc. ** 

King. The mercy that was quicker., vs but i Jt . 
by your owne counlailc is fupprclf and kill'd • * ’ 
You otuft not dare (for ffiamc) to taike of m «cy 
For your owue reafons turac into your bofom^ 

As dogs vpon their maifters, worrying you : ’ 

See you my Princes, apd my Noble Peeres 
ThefcEngliffi monfiers; My Lord of 

You Know how apt our loue.was, to accord ’ 

To furniffi with all appertinents 
Belonging to his Honour $ and this man, 

Hath for a few light C.ownes, lightly confpir’d 
And lwome vr.to the praflifes ofFrancc 
Tokill vs. hee/.e in Hampton, Tothewhicb, 

This Knight no leffe for bounty bound to Vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewife fworoe. But 0 , 
What fhall I fay to thee Lord Scraope,iho\i cruell, 
Jngratefull, l'au 2 ge,and inhumane Creature ?. 

Thou that didfl beare the key ofall my counfailcs, 

That knew’ft the very.boitome ofn.y fouler. 

That (almoffi) might'fl hauc coyn’dme intoGolde, 
Would’ft thou haue pra&is'd on me,for thy vfc? 

May it be pofsible, that forraigne hyer . 

Could out of thee extradf one fparke of.euill 
That might annoy my finger ? ’Tis fo ftrange, 

That though the truth ofit (lands offasgrofle 
As blacke and white, my eye will fcarfely fee it. 
Trealon.and murther, euer kept together, 

As two yoake diuels fworne to eythers purpofe, 
Working fo groffely inan nacurall caufc, 

That admiration did not hoope at them. 

But thou (gainft all proportion) didfl bring in 
Wonder to waite on rrcafon, and on murther: 

And whatfoeuer cunning fiend it was 
That wrought vpon theefo prepofteroufly, 

Hath got the voyce in hell for excellence: 

Anil 
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aJ^ther diuels that fuggeft by treafons, 

Hn botch and bungle vp damnation, 

W th P«ches, colours, and with formes being fetcht 
; V * alift’nne femblanccs of piety: 

Khe g that temper’d thee, bad theeftand vp, 
r uc thee no inHancc why thou (houldft do treafon, 

V leffe to dub thee with the name of Traitor. 

Tf!hstW Daemon that hath gull’d thee thus, 

Should with his Lyon- gate walkc the whole world, 
Uemi°ht returne to valhe Tartar backc, 

And?ell the Legions, I can neucr win • 
k foiilefo eafie as that Lngliihmans. 

Oh how hart thou with icaloufie infe6led 

T hc lwcetneffe of affiance? Shew men dtxtiftill, 

o/hy fo did ft thou : i'ecme they grauc and learned ? 

f 0 didft thou. Come they of Noble Family ? 

Why didft thou.Seeme they religious ? 

Whv fo didft thou. Or arc they fparc in diet. 

Free from grofte pafsion, or of mirth, orangery 
Conftant in fpirit, not fwerumg with the blood, 

Garni and deck’d in modeft complement, 

Not working with the eye,without the e3re. 

And but in purged judgement trufting neither. 

Such and fo finely boulced didft thou leeme: 

And thus thy fall hath lef: a kindc of blot, 
fo make thee full fraught man, and beft indued 
With lomcfufpition, 1 will weepe for thee. 

For this reticle of thine, methinkes is like 
Another fall of Man. Their faults arc open, 

Atreft them to the anfwcr of the Law,: 

AmlGodacquit them of their pra&ifes# 

Exe. Iarreftthce of High Treafon, by the name of 
Richard Earle of Cambridge . 

Iarrcft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Lord Scroope of 

I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the name of Thomas 
Grey, Knight of Northumberland" 

Sero. Our purpofes, God iuftly hath difcoucr’d. 

And I repent my fault more then rr\y death. 

Which I bcfeech your Highneffe to forgiue*i 
Although my body pay the price ofit. 

Cam. For me, the Gold of France did not feduce,t 
Although I did admit ic as a vnotiue. 

The fooner to effc<ft what I intended : 

But God be thanked for preuention, 

Which in fufferance heartily will reioyce, 

Befeeching God, and you, to pardon roec. 

Gray. Neuer did Faithful! fubieft more rcioycc 
At the difeouery of moft dangerous Treafon, 

Then I do ar this houre ioy ore my felfe, 

Preuenccd from a damned entcrprize ; 

My fault, but not my body, pardon Soueraigne. 

King. God quityoirin his mercv:Hcaryour fentence 
You haue confpir'd againft Our Royall perfon, 

Ioyn’d with an enemy proclaim'd,and from his Coffers, 
Reccytfd the Golden Earneft ofOur death: 

\Vherein you would haue fold your King to (laughter, 
HisPrinces, andhisPcercs to feruitudc,i 
His Sublets to opprefsion, and contempt^ 

Andhis whole Kingdome into defolation : 

Touching our perfon, feeke we no reuenge. 

But we our Kingdomes fafety tuuft fo tender. 

Wholeruineyou lought, that to her Laweg 
Wedodeliuer you. Get you therefore hence, 

|Poore miferablc wretches)to your death: 
he tafte whereof, God of his mercy giue 


Exit. 


You patience to indure, and true Repentance 
Of all your dcare offences. Beare them hence. 

Now Lords for France: the enterprife whereof 
Shall be to you as vs,like glorious. 

Wc doubt not of a faire and luckie Warre, 

Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light 
This dangerous Trcafon,lurking in our way. 

To hinder our beginnings. Wc doubt not now. 

But curry Rubbc is fmooched on our way. 

Then forth,deare Countrcymen : Let vs deliuer 
Our Puiffance into the hand ofGod* 

Putting it ftraight in expedition. 

Chearely to Sea,the fignes of Warre aduance. 

No King of England,if not King of France. Flcnrif 
Enter T'iftollNi^fFardolfhfBoy^nd Hofteffe . 

Hofteffe. ’Pry thee honey fweet Husband,let me bring 
thee to Staines. 

j Piftoll. No: for my manly heart doth erne. t Bardo/pb y j 
beblythe: 7\7/»rrowlc thy vaunting Veines: Boy,brifsJe 
thy Courage vp : for Faljiajfe hee is dead, and wee muft 
erne therefore. 

'Bard. Would I were with him, wherefomerc hee is, 
eyther in Hcauen,or in Hell. 

Hofieffc* Nay fure^ee's not in Hell: hee's in Arthurs 
Bofome,if euer man went to Arthurs Bofome: a made a 
finer end.and went awavand it had beeneany Chriftome 
Child: a parted eu’n iuft beeweene Twclue and One,euT> 
at the turning o’th’Tydc: for after I faw him fumble with 
the Shcets,and play with Flowers,and fmile vpon his fin¬ 
gers cnd,I knew there was but one way: for his Nofe was 
as (harpe as a Pen,and a Table of grcenc fields. How now 
Sir John (quoth I what man ? be a good chcare : fo a 
cryed ou^God^od^od,three or foure times :* now I, 
toebmfort him, bid him a ftiould not thirvke of God; I 
hop’d there Was no neede to trouble himfeife with any 
fuch thoughts yet: lo a bad me hy more Clothes on Bis 
feet: 1 puc my hand info the Bed,and fclc them,and they 
were as cold as any ftoue : then I felt to his knees, and fo 
vp-pecr’d,and vpward,and all was as cold as any ftone^ ; 

Nim. They fay he cryed out bt Sack. 

Hofteffe. Rthat a did. 

Bard . And of Women. 

Hofteffe. Nay.that a did not. 

Boy. Yes that a did, and faid they were Denies incar¬ 
nate* 

W'oman 

lour he llcuer lik’d* 

Boy . Afaidonccj the Deule would haue him about 
Women. 

Hofteffe . A did in fome fort (indeed Jhandle Women: 
but then hee Was rumauque, and talk’d of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

Boy. Doe you not remember a faw a Flea fticke vpon- 
Bardolphs Nofe^and a faid it was a blacke Soule burning 
in Hell* 

Bard. Wcll,the fuell is gone that maintain’d that fire: 
that’s all the Riches I got in his feruicc. 

Nim. Shall wee fhogg ? the King will be gone from 
Southampton. 

Pift. Come^et’s away. My Loue,giue me thy Lippes: 
Lctoke to my Chattels, and my Moueablcs^ Let Scnies 
rule :The world is,Picch and pay: truft none: for OatlVes 
are Strawes, mens Fauhs are Wafer-Cakes and hoTd-faft 
is the oncly Dogge: My Ducke, therefore Catteio bee 
thy Councilor, Goe, cleare thy Chryftalls. Yoke# 
fellowes in Aimes, let vs to France , like Hbrfe- 

lecches 


’ i ^ T ;0 I 

A could neuer abide Carnation, ’twas aCo-i 
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leeches myBoycs,to fucke,to fuckc, the very blood to 
fucke. 

Boy. And that s but vnwholefome food,they fay, 
Vift. Touch herfoft mouth,and march. 

Bard . FarwellHoftefle. 

Nim, I cannot kifle, that is the humor of it: but 
adieu. 

Fiji. Let Hufwiferie appeare: keepc clofe, I thee 
command. 

Hofteffe* Far well: adieu. Exeunt 

Flourijh. 

Enter the Trench Kingyhe Dolphin{he Dukes 
of Berry and Britain*. 

.Thus comes the English with full power vpon vs, 
And more then carefully it vs conccrncs. 

To anfwcr Royally in our defences# 

Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britaine, 

Of Brabant and of Orlcance,fhall make forth, 

And you Prince Do!phin 3 with all fwift difpatch 
To lyne and new repayre our Townes of Warre 
With men of couragc,and with meanes defendant: 

For England his approaches makes as fierce, 

As Waters to the fucking of a Gulfc. 

It fits vs then to be as prouident. 

As fearc may teach v$,out of late examples 
Left by the fatall and negleclcd Englijfih, 

Vpon our fields. 

Dolphin. My moll redoubted Father, 

It is mod meet we arme vs ’gainft the Foe: 

For Peace it felfe fhould not fo dull a Kingdome, 
(Though War nor noktiowne Quarrel were in queftion) 
But that Defences,Mufters,Preparations, 

Should be maintain’d,aficmbled,and collctfed, 

As were a Warrc in cxpc&ation. 

Therefore I fay/tis meet we all goc forth, 

To view the fick and feeble parts of France: 

And let vs doe it with no fhew of feare, 

Norwich no more,then if we heard that England 
Wore bufied with a Whitfon Morris-dance: 

For,my good Liege,(hee is fo idly King’d, 

Her Scepter fo phantaflically borne. 

By a vaine giddie (hallow humorous Youth, 

That fearc attends her not. 

Const. O peace,Prince Dolphin, 

You are too much miftaken in this King : 

Queftion your Grace the late Etnbaffadors, 

With what great State he heard their Embaflie, 

How well fupply’d with Noble Counccllors, 

How model} In exception ; and withall, 

How terrible in conftant rcfolution: 

And you fhall find,his Vanities fore-fpent. 

Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus , 

Couering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly; 

As Gardeners doe with Ordure hide thofc Roots 
That fhall firflr fpring,and be mod delicate. 

Dolphin . VVell/tis not fo,my Lord High Conftable. 
But though we thinke it fo,it is no matter: 

Jn cafes of dcfence/cis beft to weigh 
TheEnemie more mightie thenhefeemes. 

So the proportions of defence are fill’d: 

Which of a weake and niggardly proie&ion, 

Doth like a Mifer Ipoyle his Coat,with fcanting 
A little Cloth. 

King, Thinke we King Harrj ftrong i 
And Princcs,looke you ftrongly arme to meet him. 

The Kindred of him hath beenc fleflu vpon vs: 


The Life > of H enry the Fift. 


And he is bred out of that bloodie ftraine 
That haunted vs in our familiar Pathes: * 
Witnefle our too much memorable (h am( . 

When Creffy Battell fatally was ftrucke ’ 

And all our Princes captiu’d.by the hand 
Of that black Name,£^W,black Prince 
Whiles th^t his Mountaine Sire,on Mountain!!^ 5 -' 
Vp m the Ayre,crown’d with the Golden c, an(i ‘n 

Saw his Heroicall Secd,and fmil’d to fee W, 

Mangle the Worke of Nature, and deface ^ 

The Patternesjthat by God and by Frenth F 
Had ewentie yeercs been made. This is a c, 8ther * * 
Of thac Vi&orious Stock: and let vs f earc 
The Natiue mightineffe and fate of him. 

Enter .CMejfeuger, 

CMef EmbafTadors from Harry King of F 1 
Doc craue admittance to your Maieftjef ° a H 

King. Wecle giue them prefent audience 
Goc,and bring them. « 

You fee this Chafe is hotly followed/riends 
. D»/,WTurr.ehcad Md 0 o Pp „ r f ult:fo „ TO 
Moftfpend their mouths.whe what they feemm i 1 
Runs tarre before them. Good ray Souera^ne 1 
Take vp theEnglilh (hort,and let them know 
Ot what a Monarchic you are the Head: 

Sclfe- loue.my Liege,is not fo vile a finne, 

As fclfe-negle<fting. 

Enter Exeter. 

King. From our Brother of England ? 

Exe. From him,and thus he greets your Maieft; e . 
He wills you in the Name of God Almightie 
That you deueft your felfe.and lay apart ‘ 

The borrowed Glories,that by gife of Heaucn 
By Law of Nature,and of Nations.longs 
To him and to his Heires, namely, the Crowne 
And all wide-ftretchcd Honors, that pertaine ’ 

By Cuftomc.and the Ordinance of Times, 

Vino the Crowne of France: that you may know 
Tis no finlfter,nor no awk-ward Clayme, 

Pickt from the worme-holes of long-vaniflitdaycs, 
Nor from the duff of old Obliuion rakt, 

He fends you this mod memorable Lync, 

In euery Branch truly demonftratiue; 

Willing you ouer-looke this Pedigree: 

And when you find him cucnly denu’d 
From his moft fam’d,offamous Anccftors, 

Edward the third ; he bids youthen religne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome,indirectly held 
From him,rhc Natiue and true Challenger. 

King. Or elfe what followes ? 

Exe. 31oody conflraint: for if you hide theCtowne 
Euen in your hearts,there will herakeforit. 
Therefore in fierce Tempeft is he comming, 

In Thunder and in Earth-quake, like a 1m: 

That if requiring taile,be will compell. 

And bids you, in the Bowel* of the Lord, 

Dcliuer vp the Crowne,and to take mercie 
On the poore Soule*,for whom this hungry Warre 
Opens his vaftie Iawes.-and on your head 
Turning the Widdowes Teares, the Orphan* Crycs, 
The dead-mens Blood,the priuy Maidens Groancs, 
For Husbands,Fathers,and betrothed Louers, 

That fhall be ("wallowed in this Controuerfie* 

This is his Clayme,his Threatning,and my Meffag* 1 
Vnlefle the Dolphin be in prefence here; 

To whom expreffely I bring greeting to. 
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r for vs, we will confider of this further: 

To jotrow fiiallyou beare our full intent 
I°k to our Brother of England. 

33 T)elvb- F° f c ^ c Dolphin, , ,, 

, here for him: what to him from England ? 

Exe Scorne and defiance, fleight regard.contempt, 
and any thing that may not mil-become 
^u.miphtic Sender, doth he prize you at. 

! us fay« my King:and if your Fathers Highneffc 
I" n ot,in graunt of all demands at large, 

P eecen the bitter Mock youfent his Maieftie; 

q He call you to fo hot an Anfwcr of it. 

That Caues and Wombie Vaultages of France 
I," -1 c hide your Trcfpas,and rcturne your Mock 
Tnfjcond Accent of his Ordinance. 

1 p 0 iph' Sav: if my Father render faire returnc, 

Ttijagainftmywill: fori defire 
Nothin® but Oddes with England. 

Tothatend.as matching to his Youth and Vanitre, 

[ did prefent him with the Paris-Balls. 

Exe. Hee’lemake your Paris LouerfnaVe for it. 

Were it the Miftrefle Court of mightie Europe: 

And be affur’d,youIe find a diff’rence, 

As we his Sublets haue in wonder found, 
getweene the promife of his greener dayes, 

And cliele lie mafters now: now he weighesTime 
Euen to the vtmoftGraine: that you lball reade 
inyourowne Loffcs,if he flay in France. 
gittg, Jo morrow fhall you know our mind at full. 

Flourtfh, 

Exe. Difpatch vs with all fpeed, lead that our King 
Come here himfelfe to queftion our deby; 

For he is footed in this Land already. 
JCw£.Youflialbefoonedifpatchr,withfaire conditions. 
A Night is but fmall breathe,and little paw fe, 
Toanfwermatccrsof this confequencc. Exeunt. 


<iAHus Sccundus, 


Flourtfh. Enter Chorus. 

Thus with imagin’d wing our fwift Scene fives, 

In motion of no leffccelcritie then thac of Thought. 

Suppofe, that you haue feenc 

The well-appointed King at Douer Peer, 

Embarke his Royaltic: and his braue Fleet, 

With filken Streamers,the young Phebus fayning; 

Play with your Fancies: and in them behold, 

Vpon the Hempen Tackle,Ship-boye$ climbing; 
Heare the Thrill Whiffle, which doth order giue 
To founds confus’d : behold the threaden Sayles, 
Borne with ch’inuifible and creeping Wind, 

Draw the huge Boctomes through the furrowed Sea, 
Brefting the fofcic Surge. 0 ,doe but thinke 
You ftand vpon the Riuage.and behold 
A Citic on th’inconftant Billowes dauncing: 

For fo appeares this Fleet Maiefticall, 

Holding due courfe to Harflew. Follow, follow: 
Grapple your minds to fternage of this Nauie, 

And lcaueyour England as dead Mid-night, ftill, 
Guarded with Grandfires,Babycs,and old Women, 
Hyther paft 3 or not arriu’d to pyth and puifiance: 

For who is hc,whofe Chin is but cnricht 


With one appearing Hayre.that will not follow 
Thcfe cull’d and choyfe-drawne Caualiers to France? 
Worke, worke your Thoughts,and therein fee a Siege : 
Behold the Ordenancc on their Carriages, 

With fatall mouches gaping on girded Harflew. 

Suppofe th’Embaflador from the French comes back: 
Tells Harry, Thac the King doth offer him 
Katherine his Daughter,and with her to Dowrie, 

Some petty and vnprofitablc Dukedomes. 

The offer likes noc: and the nimble Gunner 
With Lynftock now the diuelliih Cannon touches, 

ALr urn,and Chambersgoe cff. 

And downc goes all before them. Still be kind, 

And eech out our performance with your mind. Exit . 

Enter the King , Exeter , Bedford, and Glouceflet. 
Alarum: Scaling Ladders at Harflew. 

King. Once more vnto the Breach, 

Deare friends,once more; 

Or clofe the Wall vp with our Englifii dead : 

In Peacejthere’s nothing lo becomes a man, 

As modeff ftillneflc,and humilitie: 

But when the blaft of Warre blowcs in our eares* 

Then imitate the a£Hon of the Tygcr: 

Stiffen the finewes,commune vp the blood, 

Difguife faire Nature with hard-fauour’d Rage: 

Then lend the Eye a terrible afpe£i: 

Let it pry through the portage of the Head, 

Like the Braflc Cannon: \*x the Brow o’rewhelme it* 

As fearefully,as doth a galled Rocke 
O’re-hang and iucty his confounded Bale, * 

Swill’d with the wild and waftfull Ocean. 

Now let the Teeth,and ftretch the Nofthrill wide. 

Hold hard the Breath,and bend vp euery Spirit 
To his full height. On,on,you Noblifh Englifh, 

Whofe blood is fet from Fathers of Warre-proofe : 
Fathers, that like fomany Alexanders , 

Haue in thefe parts from Morne till Euen fought. 

And fheath’d their Swords,for lack of argument. 
Difhonournot your Mothers: nowatteff. 

That thole whom you call’d Fathers,did beget you. 

Be Coppy now to me of grofler blood. 

And teach them how to Warre. And you good Yeomen, 
Whofe Lyms were made in England $ (hew vs here 
The mettell of your Paff ure; let vs fwcare, 

That you arc worth your breeding: which I doubt not 
For there is none of you fo meaner and bafe, 

That hath not Noble liifter in your eyes. 

I fee you ftand like Grey-hounds in the flips. 

Straying vpon the Start. The Game’s afoot: 

Follow your Spirit; and vpon this Charge* 

Cry,God for Harry, England,and S .George, 

Alarum , and Chambers goe off, 

Enter Nim^BardolphJPiftolJand Boy m 
Bard, On,on,on,on,on,to the breach,to the breach. 
Nim . Tray thccCorporall ftay, the Knocks are too 
hot: and for mineownepart,IhauenotaCafcofLiues: 
the humor of it is too hot, that is the very plainc-Song 
of it. 

Tifi, The plainc-Song is rnoff iuft: for humors doe a- 
bound : Knocks goc and come: Gods Vaffals drop and 
dye: and Sword and Shield, in bloody Field,doth winne 
immortall fame. 

Boy. Would I were in an Ale-houfe in London, I 
would giue all my fame for a Pot of Ale,and fafetie. 

Tift. And 
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Pift. And I: If withes would preuayle with me, my ledge inTh’aunchianTww^---—— 

purpofe fliould not fayle with me; but thither would I j ledge of his directions: 


‘Boj. As duly, but not a$ truly, as Bird doth fingon 
bough. 

Enter Flue Hen. 

Fiu. Vp to the breach, you Dogges ; auaunt you 
Cullions. 0 

Pift. Be mercifull great Duke to men of Mould : a- 
bate thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage ; abate thy Rage, 
great Duke. Good Bawcock bate thy Rage; vfe lenitie 
fweet Chuck* 

Him. Thefc be good humors: your Honor wins bad 
humors. Exit. 

Bey. As young as I am , I hatie cbferu'd thefe three 
S wafhers: I am Boy to them all three,but all they three, 
though they would ferue me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three fuch Antiques doc not amount to a man: 
for Bardolpb, hec is whitc-liuer’d, and red_fac*d; by the 
meanes whereof,afaces it out,but fights not: for Piftoll, 
hec hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the 
meanes whereof, a breakes Words , and keepes whole 
Weapons : for Nim, hcc hath heard, that men of few 
Words are the beft men,and therefore lice fcornes to lav 
his Prayers, left a fhould be thought a Coward but his 
few bad Words arc matcht with as few good Deeds; for 
a neucr broke any mans Head but his ownc, and that was 
againft a Poft,when he was drnnkc. They will ftealcany 
thing, and call it Purchafc. ‘Bardolph ftole a Lute-cafe, 
bore it twelue Leagues, and fold it for three halfepcnce. 
Nim and Bardolph are fwornc Brothers in filching : and 
in Callice they ftole a fire-fliouell. I knew by that pecce 
ofSeruice, the men would carry Coales. They would 
haue me as familiar with mens Pockets, as their Clones 
or their Hand-kerchers : which makes much againft my 
Manhood, if I fhould take from anothers Pocket, to put 
into mine ; for it is plaine po«ke:ting vp of Wrongs. 
I muft leauc them,and feckc fome better Scruice : their 
Villany goes againft my wcakc ftomackc, and therefore 
Imuftcaftitvp. Exit. 

Enter Gower. 

Gower. Captaine Fluellen, you muft come prefently to 
the Mynes; the Duke of Glouccftcr would lpcake with 
you. 

FIh. TochcMynes? Tell you the Duke, it not fo 
good to come to the Mynes: for looke you, the Mynes 
is not according to the difciplincs of the Warre;the con- 
cauities of it is not fufficicnt: for looke you, th’atbuer- 
farie,you may difcufle vnto the Duke, looke you, is cige 
himfelfe foure yard vnder the Countermines: by Chep:u y 
I thinke a will plowe vp all, if there is not better diredfi- 
ons. 

Gower. The Duke of Gloucefter, to whom the Order 
of the Siege is giuen, is altogether direfted by an IriCh 
man, a very valiant Gentleman yfaith. 

Welch. It is Captaine 'Mahynorrice, is it not ? 

Gower. I thinke it be. 

Welch: By Chefbtt he is an Afle, as in the World, I will 
verifie as much in his Beard : he ha’s no more directions 
in the true difciplincs of the Warres, looke you, of the 
Roman diiciplines,then is a Puppy-dog. 

Enter Makmorr ice,and Captaine lamj. 

Gower . Here a comes,and the Scots Captainc,Captainc 
Lvrnjy with him. 

if^elcb. Captaine Iamy is a maruellous falorous Gen- 
tleman,chat is certain,and of great expedition and know- 


Argument as well as any Militaricman L*l ntai »e 
the difciplincs of the Priftine Wanes ofth ^ ' Vorl(i 
Scot. 1 fay gudday .Captaine e K °man s , 

Jf°*" your w oiiHip ) go0( j 

ff r r : i HoWn ? w Ca P taine M*ch»°n iee L 

quit the Mynes i haue the Pioners eiuen «• ’ hau ' 
MU. By ChrifhLaw ,i(l, ill rfi'””/'* 
giue oucr, the Trompet found the Retreat R W ° rlit il 
I fwcarc, and my fathers Soule, the Worke id m? ^ 3n 
it ifh giue ouer ; I would haue blowed vd ,i t ° n< 
fo Chrifh fauemelaw,in an houre. Orifh ;iu °^ 0Wni 
done:by my Hand tifh ill done. <a ° ne >tiQ 1 

Welch. Captaine Mackmorriee, I befcech 
will you voutfafe me, looke you, a f ew dif pu J° U nov 
you, as partly touching or concerning the dif. T" 1 ' 
the Warre.thc Roman Warres, in the way of ^ ^ 
looke you,and friendly communication- partly tf"® 
my Opinion,and partly for the fatisfaftion 1 0 L°' ! 
my Mind: as touching the direaion of the Mil;./° U ! < 
cipline.that is the Point. lj tariedi] 

Scot It fall be vary gud.gud fcith.gud Ca P t e „ s b at | 

^ h8Udleuc * asIm# yp i£k0 ^ 

Iri[h. It is no time to difeourfe, fo Chrifh f 3Be 
the day ,s hot,and the Weather,and the Wane, and, 
King,and the Dukes: it is no time to difeourfe th-T 
is be fcech’d : and the Trumpet call vs to the breech ° 3 ! 
we tnlke, and be Chrifh do nothing, tis fhamefom jl 
foGod fa me m fl.ame to Band ftill, « IS fhame bvm 
hand : and there is ) hroats to be cut, and Workestob 
dore.and there ifh nothing dcne.fo Chrift la'ine law 

Scot. By the Mcs, ere theife eyes of mine cakethem 
felucs to flomber.aylede gud feruice, or jle li«g e j,}, 
grund ■■ n it • ay or goc to death: and lie pay usvalo. 
rotifly as 1 nn , that fal I fuerly do. that is the breffanr 
the long: mary, I wad full faine heard fome queflior 
tween ycu tway. • 

Welch. Captaine CMackmorrice, I thinke, looke you, 
^n Jcr your correction, there is not many of your Na¬ 
tion. 

^ Trip?. Of my Nation ? What ifh my Nation ? Tfti a 
Villaine, and a Bafterd.and a Knaue, and a Raicall, What 
ifh on Nation? Who talkes of my Nation? 

Welch . Looke you, if you take the matter otherwife 
then is meant, Captaine CMackynorrice } peraduenture I 
fhal! thinke you doe not vfe me with that affabilities in 
diferetion you ought to vfe me,looke you,beingasgood 
a man as you* fclfe, both in the difciplincs of Warrc, and 
in the deriuation of my Birth > and in other particular 
rities. 

Irtfh. I doe not know you fo good a man as my fclfe: 
fo Chrifh fauc me,I will cut off your Head. 

Gower. Gentlemen both,you will miftakc each other, 

Scot. Achat's a foule fault. J Peril). 

Gower. The Towne founds a Parley. 

Welch. Captaine c Mackmorrtce, when there is more 
better oportunitie to be required, looke you, I will be 
fo bold as to tell you, I know the difaplines oi Warrc: 
and there is an end. Exit. 

Enter the Kipg and all his Traine before the Cotes. 
King. How yet refolues thcGouernour of theTownc? 
This is the lateft Parle we will admit: 

There- 
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", fore to our beft mercy giue your felues, 

Wore t d o{c icftruaion, 

J f ? v Vtoour worft : for as l am a Souldier 
D £ethat in my thoughts becomes me beft; 

the batt’rie once againe, 
lfI n n°ot lea uc the h 3 lfe-atchieued Harflew, 
n her afkcs flic lyc buryed. 

If rates of Mercy (hall be all flitK vp, 

heflefb’d Souldier, rough and hard of heart, 
rhrrtie of bloody nand.fhall raunge 
SJconfcience wide « Heli.mowing like Graffc 
v rfrcfh faire Virgins,and your flowring Infants. 

L° h ., is it then to me,if impious Warre, 

'ff* d in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, 
nVwith his f| nyrcht complexion all fell feats, 

Lnckt to waft and delation ? 

vjL is’t to me,when you your felues are caufc, 

Jvour pure Maydcns fall into the hand 

SfU and forcing Violation? 

lA/hacReync can hold licentious Wickednelie, 

\Vhcndowne the Hill he holds his fierce Carricrc? 

Wcmay as boctlelTe fpend our vaine Command 
Vpoii th’enragcd Souldiers in their fpoyle. 

As lend Precepts to the Leviathan } to come afnore. 
Therefore, you men of Harflew, 

Take piety of your T-ownc and of your People, 

Whiles yet my Souldiers arc in my Command,^ 

Whiles yet thecoole and temperate Wind ot Grace 

O’re-blovves the filthy and contagious Clouds 

Of beatlly Murther,Spoyle,and Vlllany. 

j{ n ot: why in a moment looke to fee 

The blind and bloody Sonldier.with foule hand 

Ddire the Locks of your fhrilLfnriking Daughters: 

Your Fathers taken by the filuer Beards, 

And their moft rcucrcnd Heads daflu to the Walls: 
yournaked Infants fpitted vpon Pykes, 

Whiles the mad Mothers, with their howlcs confus’d. 

Docbreake the Clouds;as did the Wiues of levvry, 

Ac Herods bloody-hunting flaughtcr-mcn. 

What fay you ? W ill you y ccld,and this auoyd ? 

Orguiltie in defence,be thus deftroy’d. 

Enter Gouernotir. 

Cotter. Our expectation hath this day an end : 
TbeDolphin,whomof Succours we entreated, 

Returnes vs^that his Powers are yet not ready, 

Torayfe fo great a Siege: Therefore great King, 

Weyccld our Townc and Liues to thy foft Mercy: 

Enter our Gates,difpofe of vs and ours, 

For we no longer are defenfible. 

King Open your Gates: Come Vnckle Exeter , 

Goeyou and enter Harflew; there remaine, 

And fortifie it ftrongly ’gainft the French: 

Vfe mercy to them all for vs,deare Vnckle. 

The Winter comming on,and Sickncfle growing 
Vpon our Souldiers,we will retyre to Calis. 

Tonight in Harflew will wc be your Gueft, 

Tomorrow for the March are wc addreft. 

Flotsrtfby and enter the Towne. 

Enter Katherine and an old Gentlewoman. 

Kathe. Alice , tn as efie en A aglet err e± & tu bien parlas 
le Language. 

■Alice. En pen Madame. 

K*tb. Jetcfrie menpg»iet.,il faut que ie apprend a pair- 
Itn: Comient appelle vovu le main en Anglois t 
^hcc. Le main it appelle de Hand , 


Katb. Tie Hand. 

Alice. Eledoyts. 

Kat. Ledcyts,m*foy leoublie.edoyt mays.ientefouemeray 
le dojis tc penfe qu'tls ont appelle defingres, oh defingres. 

Alice. Le main de Handje doyts le FIngres } ie penfe qne ie 
fait le bon efchclier. 

Katb. raygaynie diux mots d'Anglois viftementfoment 

appelle vous le ongles ? 

Alice . L e ongles Jes appellons de Nayles . 

Katb. De Nayles cfcoute: dites moy , fi ie parle bien: de 
Hand , de Fingres , e de Nayles. 

Alice. C eft bien dift Madame,il&fort bon Anglois. 

Kath. Dites mojC Anglois pour le bras. 

Alice. De Arme,Madame. 

Kath. Edecoudee. 

Alice . D y Elbow. 

Kath. D Elbow: lc menfay lerepiticiode touts les mots 
cjtte voits maves^apprins des a prefent. 

Alice. 11 & trop difficile Madame,comme Ie penfe. 

Kath. Exeufemoy cilice efconte , d'Hand, de Fingre } de 
Nayles , d'Arma^eBilbow. 

Alice . D'Elbow, Madame. 

Kath. O Seigneur Dienfte men cnblie d* S lb ow foment op - 

pelle voits lecol. 

Alice. DeNick^Madame. 

Kath. De Nick^, e Ie msnton. 

Alice. De Chin. 

Kath. De Sin: le col de Nick ., le menton de Sin. 

Alice. Ouy. Saufvoftrehonneurcnvcrite vow pronoun- 
cies les mots auji droill , cjne le Natifs d* Angletcrre. 

K.sth. Ie nedoutcpoint d'appr entire par de grace de Diets, 
& en pea de temps • 

Alice. Hoarse vosy deft a oubliece que ie vous a enfignie. 
Kath. Nome ie reciter a a vous promptement^ d'Hand, de 

Fingre , de May lees. 

Alice. De Nayles, Madame. 

Kath. De Nay les,de Arme, de Ilbow . 
c Alice. Sans voftre hone us d' Elbow. 

Kath. Ainfide ie d'Elbow,de Nick^,& de Sin: content ap 
pelle volts les pied & de rob a. 

Alice . Le Foot Madame,(fr le Count. 

Kath. Le Foot, & le Count: O Seignietir Diets, il font le 
mots de fon mauvais corruptible groffie cr impudique & non 
pour le Dames de Honour d'vfer : le ne voudrayprommeer ce 
mots deuant le Seigneurs de France, pour toute le monde^fo le 
Foot & le Count,neant moys,Ie reciter a vn antrefoys ma lecon 
enfembe , ct Handy de Fingre , de Nayles , £ Arme, dlElbow, de 
NicI^* de Sm , de Foot, le Count. 

Alice. Excellent, Madame. 

Kath. C'eft affies pour zmefoycsflons nous a diner. 

Exit. 

Enter the King of France , the Dolphin , the 
(fonftabie of France,and others. 

King. ’TiscertainchehathpafttheRiuerSome. 

Con ft. And if he be not fought withall,my Lord, 

Let vs not liue in France: let vs quit all. 

And giue our Vineyards to a barbarous People# 

Dolph. O Dieu viuant: Shall a few Sprayes ot vs. 

The emptying of our Fathers Luxuric, 

OurSycns,put in wilde and fauage Stock, 

Spirt vp fo fuddenly into the Clouds, 

And oucr-looke their Grafters^ 

Brit. Normans,but baftard Normans^Norman baftards: 
7 Won dumaviefxf they march along 
Ynfought withall,buc I will fell my Dukedome, 
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To buyaflobbry and adurtic Farme 

Io that nooke-fhotten lie of Albion. 

Can ft. T)ic» de 'Battailes,vt\\ttt haue they this mcttcll ? 
Is not their Clymate foggy,raw,and dull? 

On whom,as in delpight.the Sunne Iookespale, 

Killing their Fruit with frownes. Can fodden Water, 

A Drench for fur-reyn’d Iades,thcir Barly broth, 

Deco6t their cold blood to fuch valiant heat ? 

And ftiall our quick blood,fpiritcd with Wine, 

Seeme froftie ? 0 ,for honor of our Land, 

Let vs not hang like roping Ifyckles 

Vpon our Houles Thatch,whilcs a more froftie People 

Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich fields: 

Poore we call them,in their Natiue Lords. 

*DoIphin. By Faith and Honor, 

Our Mad 3 mcs mock at vs,and plainely fay, 

OurMcttell is bred out, and they will giue 
Their bodyes to the Luft of Englifh Youth, 
Toncw-ftore France with Baftard Warriors. 

Erit. They bid vs to the Englifh Dancing-Schooles, 
And teach Lauolta's high,and fwift Carranto's, 

Saying, our Grace is onely in our Heelcs, 

And that we are mod loftic Run-awayes. 

Ki»g. Where is Montioy the HcraldPi'peed him hence. 
Let him greet England with our fharpe defiance. 

Vp Princcs,at)d with fpirit ofHonor edged. 

More fharper then your Swords,high to the field: 

Char Us Delabreth, High Conftable of France, 

You Dukes of Orleance^Burbon, of Berry , 
os4lanfon, c BrabantfRar,*x\&Burgonie, 

Iaqttes ChAttrition, Rambures, Vandemont, 

'Beumont, Cjrand Free, Ron #?,and Faulconbriige, 

Lays, Leftrale, Bouciqually and CharaUyes , 

High DukcSjgreat Princes,Barons,Lords,and Kings; 

For your great Seats,now quit you of great fhames: 
Barre Harry England,that l weepes through our Land 
With Pcnons painted in the blood of Harflew: 

Ruih on his Hoaft,as dorh the melted Snow 
Vpon the Valleyes.whofc low Valfall Seat, 

The Alpes doth fpit,and void his rhewme vpon. 

Goc downc vpon him,you fiauc Power enough. 

And in a Captiue Chariot, into Roan 
Bring himourPrifoner. 

Const. This becomes the Great. 

Sorry am I his numbers arc fo few. 

His Souldicrs fick,and famifht intheirMarch: 

Fori amfure,whenhc (hall fee our Atmy, 

Hee’lc drop his heart into the finck of feare. 

And for atchieuetncnt,offer vs his Ranfome. 

King. Therefore Lord Conftable,haft on Montioy, 

And let him fay to England,that we fend, 

To know what willing Ranfome he will giue. 

Prince Dolphin, you flia.ll ftay with vs in Ro 3 n. 

Dolph. Not fo,[ doc befcech your Maieftie. 

King. Be patienr,for you fhall remaine with vs. 

Now forth Lord Conftable,and Princes all, 

And quickly bring vs word of Englands fall. Exeunt. 


Enter f'aptaines, English and Welch, (ftotter 
and Flue lien. 

Cower. How now Capcainc/7#c7/<r»,comc you from 
the Bridge? 

Flu. 1 allure you.thcre is very excellent Seruices com¬ 
mitted at the Bridge. 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe? 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as xiga- 
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mernnon, and a man that I loue and honour. • 
and my heart, and my dutic, and my li Ue 
and my vttermoft power. He is no? God P ^ ^ ' 
bleffed, any hurt in the World, but ] 
moft valiantly .with excellent difcipIj D e ?f* the H 
chient Lieutenant thereat the Pridge I th i San 4 
confcience hee is as valiant a man as in; “>**- 

hce is a man of no eftimation in the World 
him doe as gallant feruice. • 

Cower. What doe you call him? 

Fla. Hee is call’d aunchient Tiftoll, 

Gower. 1 know him not. 


Enter Tiftoll. 

Flu. Here is the man. 

Pift. Captaine,I thee befcech to doe 
Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 


faiii 




Flu. I, I pray fc God, and 1 haue merited fo* , 
his hands. 0 ° mc louen 

Pift. Bardolph , a Souldierfirme and found n 
and of buxomc valour, hath by cruell Far ° °, " tatt 
Fortunes furious fickle Wheel?,that GoddcS # 
ftands vpon the rolling icftleffe Stone. Cblln **,th« 

Flu. By your patience, aunchient r 
painted blinds, with a Muffler afore his eve* r!?” Ci| 
to you, that Fortune isblinde: andfheeic * ° 

»i.h,wh K i e ,,,n g „ac t o y CX"iB 2 

it, that ftiee is turning and inconftant, and mutlb° 
and variation: and her foot, looke yoi/ j$ p SfH ° 
Spher.call Stone, which rowies,and ro w I«,andVvT 
in good truth,the Poet makes a moft excellent defer! i 
onot it: Fortune is an excellent Morall, f ’ 

Pift. Fortune is Bardolphs foe, and frownes 
for he hath ftolne a Pax,and hanged muft a be • ad,™, j 
Ice Gallowctgape forrfoggcS ^ 
and let not Hempc his Wind-pipe furcate*, bntf 
hath giucn thedoome of death, for Pax of little pi 
Therefore goefpeake, the Duke will heare thyvovee. 
and let not Bardolphs vitz\l thred bee cut with edge rf 
Penny-Cord, and vile reproach. Speak.c Captainc fo 
his Life,and I will thee requite. 

Flu. Aunchient Tiftoll, I doe partly vnderflandyi 
meaning. ' 

Pift. Why then reioycc therefore. 

Flu. Certainly Aunchient, it is not a thingto rcioyct 
at: for if,looke you,he were my Brother, 1 woulddefirt 
the Duke to vie his good pleafure, and put him to cxecu. 
tion; for difciplinc ought to be vied. 

Pift. Dye,and be dam’d,and F>ge for thy frici 

Flu. It is well. 

Pift. The Figge of Spaine, Exit. 

Flu. Very good. 

Gower. Why, this is an arrant counterfeitRafcall,I 
remember him now: a Bawd,a Cut-purfe. 

Flu. He allure you, avtt’red as praue words at th 
Pridge,as you ftiall fee in a Summers day : but it is very 
well: what he ha’s fpoketo me,that is well I warrant you, 
when time is ferue. 

Gower. Why ’tis a Gull,a Foole.a Rogue,that nowmd 
then goes to the Warres, to grace himfelfe at his rcturct 
into London, vnder the forme of a Souldier: and fuch 
fellowes are perfit in the Great Commanders Names,and 
they will learne you by rote where Seruices were done; 
at fuch and fuch a Sconce,at fuch a Ereach,at fuch a Con. 
uoy : who came off brauely, who was fliot, who din 
grac’d,what termes the Enemy flood on : and this they 
connc pcrfitly in the phrafe of Warre; which they trick 


w 


vp 
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r »t and a horride Sute of the Campc,will doc a- 
nCtJ V^nino Bottles, and Ale-waftu Wits, « wonder¬ 
ing ' heught on: but you muff learne to know luch 
n"ders of ehc3ge> orcllcyou may bcmaruellouflymi- 

ft °°/ kC ‘r tell you what,CaptaineGwe>-.- I doeperceiue 

^ the man that hee would gladly make Ihevv to 
rid hee is: if I findeaholein his Coat,I will tell 
1 ,?minde : hcarke you,the King is comming, and I 
^ e ake With him from the Pridge. 

ep rm and Colours. Enter the King and his 
poore Souldiers. 

Pit God pleffe your Maieflic. 
r \ How now Flueden,circle thou from the Bridge? 
t'if ] i'opleafeyourMaieftie : The Duke of Exeter 
, . verv gallantly maintain’d the Pridge; the French is 
otf looke you, and there is gallant and moft praue 
°°rr 3 oes: marry, th’athuerfarie was haue poflefiion of 
If p^jtierc, but he is enforced to retyrc.and the Duke of 
Exeter of the Pridge : I can tell your Maieltie, 

the Duke is a praue man. 

Kite. What men haue you \oR,Fluellen t 

flu 7 The perdition of th’athuerfarie hath beene very 
ereac, reafonnable great: marry for my part,] thinkc the 
Duke hath loft neuer a man,but one that is like to be exe¬ 
cuted for robbing a Church, one 'Bardolph, if your Maie- 
ftie know the man: his face is all bubuklcs and wheikes, 
and knobs, and flames a fire, and his lippes blowes at his 
D ofc and it is like a coale of fire, fometin.es plew,aod 
fometimesred , but his nofe is executed, and his fire’s 
out. 

Fine. Wee would haue all fuch offenders fo cut off: 
and we giue expreffecli 3 rge,thatmour Marches through 
the Countrey, there be nothing compell’d from the Vil¬ 
lages; nothing taken, but pay’d for: none of the French 
vpbrayded or abufed in difdainefuli Languagcjfor when 
Leuitie and Crueltie playforaKingdome, the gentler 
Gimeftcr is the fooneft winner. 

Tucket. Enter Mountioy. 

Momtioy. You know me by my habit. 

Km. Well then, I know thee: what ftiall I know of 
thcc? 

Mountioy. My Mafters mind. 

King. Vnfold it. 

Mountioy. Thus fayes my King: Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we feem’d dead,we did but fleepe: 
Aduantage is a better Souldier then raftineffe. Tell him, 
wee could haue rebuk’d him at Harflewc, but that wee 
thought not good to bruife an iniurie, till it were full 
ripe. Now wee fpeake vpon our Q^and our voyce is icn- 
periall; England ftiall repent his folly, fee his weake- 
nefTe, and admiie our lufferance. Bid him therefore con- 
fider of his ranfome,which muft proportion the Ioffes wc 
wue borne, the fubiefts we haue loft, the difgrace we 
woedigefted; which in weight to re-anl’wer, hispetti- 
neffe would bow vnder. For our Ioffes, his Exchequer is 
too poore; for th effufion of our bloud,thc Muftyr of his 
ivingdomc too faint a number; and for our difgrace, his 
ownep^rlon kneeling at ourfeet,but a wcake and worth- 
c c Jatisfaelion. To this adde defiance: and tell him for 
condufion, he hath betrayed his followers, whofe con¬ 
demnation is pronounc’t; So farre my King and Matter: 

io much niy Office. 




King. What is thy name ? I know thy qualitic. 

Mount. CMountwy. 

King. Thou doo ft thy Office fairely.Turne thcc back, 
And tcil thy King, I doe not feeke him now. 

But could be willing to march on ro Callice, 

Without impeachment: for to fay the footb. 

Though ’tis no wifdoroc to confcfle fo much 
Vnto an eneinie ofCrafc and Vantage, ^ 

My people arc with flekneffe much enfeebled. 

My numbers leffen’d: and thofe few I haue, 

Ahnoft no better then fo many French; 

Who when they were in health,! cell thee Herald, 

I thought.vpon one payre of Enghfli l egges 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgiue me God, 

That I doe bragge thus; this your ayre of France 
Hath blowne that vice in me. I muft repent: 

Goe therefore tell thy Mafter, heere lam; 

My Ranfome,is this frayle and worthlcffe Trunke; 

My Army.but a weakc and fickly Guard: 

Yet God before,tell him we will come on. 

Though France himfelfe, and fuch another Neighbor 
Stand in our way. There’s for thy labour c JAtomtioy. 

Goe bid thy Matter well aduife himfelfe. 

If wc may pafic,we will x if we be hindred, 

Wcftialiyour tawnie ground with your red blood 
Difcolour: and fo c Mountioy, fare you well. 

The fumme of all our Anfwer is but this : 

We would not fcckc a Battaile as w r e are. 

Nor as we are.wc fay vve will not ftiua it: 

So tell your Mafter. 

C Mount. I ftiall dcliuer fo: T’nankes to yourHigh- 
neffe. 

Clone. I hope they will not come vpon vs now. 

Ktng. We arcsinGods hand,Brother, not in theirs: 
March to the Bridge,’t now' drawes toward night. 
Beyond the Riucr wee’le cncarrpe our felues. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. Exeunt. 

Enter the Conftable of France.the Lord Ramburs , 
Orlcance, Dolphin, with others . 

Conft. Tut, I haue the beft Armour of the World: 
wouid it were day. 

Orleance. You haue an excellent Armour: but let my 
Horfe haue his due. 

Conft. It is the beft Horfe of Europe. 

Orleance. Will it neuer be Morning? 

Dolpb. My Lord of Orleance,and my Lord High Con¬ 
ftable,you ralke of Horfe and Armour ? 

Orleance. Yen are as well prouided of both, as any 
Prince in the World, 

Delph. What alongNightisthis? I will not change 
my Horfe with any that creadcs but on foure poftures: 
ch’ ha: he bounds From the Earth,as if his entraylcs were 
hayres: l. Cheual volante, thePegafus, does les Marines de 
feu. When I be ftrvdc him,I foare,I am a H.nvkc;.he trots 
the ayre: the Earth lings,when he touches it: the bafeft 
borne of his hoole, is more Muficall then the Pipe of 
Hermes. 

Orleance. Hce’s of the colour of the Nutmeg* 

Dolpb. And of the heat of the Ginger. ItisaBeaft 
(otPcrfeue: hee is pure Ayre and Fire; and the dull Ele¬ 
ment* of Earth and Water neuer appeare in him,but on¬ 
ly in patient ftillneffe while his Rider mounts him: hec 
is indeede a Horl’e, and all other lades you may gall 
Beafts. 

‘f Const. In- 
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Confi. Indeed my Lord, it is a moft abfolute and ex¬ 
cellent Horfe. 

Dolph. It is the Prince of Palfrayes, his Neigh is like 
the bidding of a Monarch, and his countenance enforces 
Homage. 

Orleance . NomoreCoufin. 

Dolph. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot from 
the riling of the Larlce to the lodging of the Lambe, 
vane deferued prayfc on my Palfray : it is a Thearae as 
fluent as the Sea:Turnc the Sands into eloquent tongues, 
and my Horfe is argument for them all : ’tis a 1 'ubicft 
for aSoueraignc to realonon.and for afoucraignes So- 
ueraigneto ride on: And for the YVorld.familiarto vs, 
and vnknownc, to lay apart their particular Functions, 
and wonder at him, I once writ a Sonnet in his prayfe, 
and began thus, Wonder of Nature. 

Orleance. I hauc heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Mi- 
ftrcfTe. . 

Dolph. Then did they imitate that which I compos’d 
to my Courfer,for my Horfe is my MiftrcfTc. 

Orleance. Your Miftrefle bcareswell. 

Dolph. Me well,which is the prefeript prayfc and per¬ 
fection of a good and particular Miftrefle. 

Confi. Nay, for me thought yetterday your Miftrefle 
fluewdly ihooke your back. 

Dolph. So perhaps did yours. 

Confi. Mine was not bridled. 

Dolph. O then belike (lie was old and gentle.and you 
rode like a Kerne of IrcIand,your French Hofc off,and in 
your flraic Strollers. 

Confi. You haue good iudgement in Horfeman- 
fliip. 

Dolph. Be warn’d by me then: they that ride fo, and 
ride not warily, fall into foule Boggs: I had rather haue 
my Horfe to my Miftreflc, 

Confi. I had as liue haue my Miftrefle a lade. 

Dolph. I tell thee Conftable, my Miftrefle we 3 res his 
ownehayre. 

Confi. I could make as true a boaft as that, if I had a 
Sow to my Miftrefle. 

Dolph. Le chien efi reteurneafon prtpre vemiffement efi 
la leuye tame ah botsrbiertthoa mak’ft vfe of any thing. 

Confi. Yet doe I not vfe my Horfe for my Miftrefle, 
or any fuch Proucrbe,fo little kin to the purpole. 

Ramb. My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in 
your Tent to night,are thofc Starres or Sunnes vpon it; 
Confi. Starres my Lord. 

Dolph. Some of them will fall to morrow,I hope. 
Confi-. And yet my Sky fhallnot want. 

Dolph. That may be, for you beare a many fuperflu- 
oufly,and ’twerc more honor fome were away. 

Confi. Eu’n as your Horfe beares yourprayfes, who 
would trot as wel!,were fome of your bragges difmoun- 
ted. 

Dolph. Would I were able to loade him with hisde- 
fert. Will it neuer be day ? I will trot to morrow a mile, 
and my way fii 3 ll be paued with Englifli Faces. 

Confi. I will not fay fo, for fcare I fhould be fac’t out 
of my way: but I would it were morning, for I would 
faine be about the cares of the Englifli. 

Ramb. Who will goc to Hazard with roe for twentie 
Prifoners ? 

Confi. You muft firft goc your felfe to hazard,ere you 
haue them. 

Dolph .’Tis Mid-night, lie goe arme my felfe. Exit. 
Orleance.Tht Dolphin longs for morning. 
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Ramb. He longs to eate theEngliffi.' 

Confi . I thinkc he will eate all he kill* 

Orleance. By the white Hand of mv I , 
lant Prince. y La£ 7>hee’} a g a , 

o O : ASw.. I cb y h„F„o t , t h, tftemiytttidoii4 

Orleance. He is Amply the moft aaiu e c,n.i 
France. n,Ie maa 0 : 

Confi. Doing is aftiuitie, and he will flill k 

Orleance. He neuer did harmc,that I hr ° ln §- 
Confi. Nor will doc none to morrow- k° ... 
that good name ftill. c k 

Orleance * I know him to be valiant. 

Confi. I was told that, by one that knovves u 
then you. w «mmbi 

Orleance. What’s hee? 

Confi. Marry hee told me fo himfelfe.and h te &*.l 
car d not who knew it. a y d "« 

him ‘ YUAnCe ' Hccncedcsllot » 5t is no hidden vercue 

Confi. By my faith Sir,but it is: neuer any b 0 d vfl 
it,but his Lacquey: ’tis a hooded valour and wh 
appeares, it will bate. ncn 

Orleance. Ill will neuer fayd well. 

Confi. I will cap that Prouetbe with, There isfl aiteri , 
in friendfhip. 111 

Orleance. And I will take vp that with,GiuethcDeu,l 
his due. 11 

Confi. Well plac’t : there flands your friend forthi 
Deuill: haue at the very eye of that Prouerbc with a 
P ox oftheDeuill. 1 

Orleance. You are the better at Prouerbs.byhownmc!. 
a Fooles Bolt is foonefhoc. 

Confi. You haue fliotoucr. 

Orleance. Tis not the firft time you were oucr-lbofc 

Enter a Meffengcr. 

Afcff. My Lord high Conftable,the Englifli lyewitbin 
fifcccne hundred paces of your Tents. 

Confi. Who hath meafur’d the ground ? 

Meff. The Lord Cjrandpree. 

Confi. A valiant and moft expert Gentleman. Would 
it were day? Alas poorc/Airr/ of England: hee longi 
not for the Dawning,as wee doe. 

Orleance. What a wretched and peeuifh fellow is this 
King of England, to mope with his fat-brain’d follower! 
fo farre out of his knowledge. 

Confi, If the Englifli had any apprehenfion, they 
would runne away. 

Orleance. That they lack: for if their heads bad any in- 
tcllcdftuall Armour, they could neuer weare fuch hcauic 
Head-pieces. 

Ramb. That Hand of England breedes very valiant 
Creatures; their Maftiffes arc of vnmatchable cou¬ 
rage. 

Orleance. Foolifli Curres, that runne winking into 
the mouth of a Ruffian Beart, and haue their headscruflii 
like rotten Apples: you may as well fay, that $ a valiant 
Flea, that dare cate hi* breakefaft on the Lippe °* 3 
Lyon. 

C»”fi- Iuft, iuft: and the mendoefytnpsthizewiw 
the Maftiffes, in robuftious and rough comming on, 
leauing their Wits with their Wiues: and then g> ut 
them great Mealcs of Becfe, and Iron and Steele; they 
will eate like Wolue*,and fight like Deuils. 

Orlear.ce. I, 
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- 0rlt „ ce , ^WSefbEng'*^ are forowdlyout of 

Bcefc rf Then (ball we finde to morrow.they haue only 
to eate, and none to fight. Now is it time to 

0(niC fomc (hah we about it ? 

T Ze It is now two a Clock: but let me fee, by ten 
/cc (hall haue each 9 hundred Englifli men. Exeunt. 


dAclus Tertrn. 


Chorus. 

Mow entertaine conieaurc of a time, 

When creeping Murmure and the poring Darke 

l ,| S t [, c wide Vcflcll of the Vniuerfe. 

flomCamp to Camp,through the foule Womb ofNight 

The Homme of eytlicr Army Hilly founds; 

That the fixt Centinels almoft receiue 
The fecret Whifpers of each others Watch, 
hire anfweri fire,and through their paly flames 
Bach Battaile fees the others vmber’d face. 

Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftfull Neighs 
piercing the Nights dull Eare: and from theTents, 

The Armourers accomphfliing the Knights, 

With bufie Hammers clofing Riuets vp, 

Giue dreadfull note of preparation. 

The Countrey Cocks doe crow,the Clocks doe towle: 
And the third howre of dro wfie Morning nam’d, 
proved of their Numbers,and fecurc in Soule, 

The confident and ouer-luftie French, * 

Doeche low-rated Englifh play at Dice; 

Jind chide the creeple-tardy-gatcd Night, 

Who like a foule and ougly Witch doth limpe 
Sotedioufly away. The poore condemned Englifh, 

Like Sacrifices,by their watchfull Fires 
Sitpatiently, and inly ruminate 
TheMornings danger: and their gefture fad, 

Tnuefting lankc-leane Cheekcs.and W arre-worne Coats, 

Prefented them vnto the gazing Moonc 

So many horridc Ghofts. O now,who will behold 

TheRoyallCaptaine of this ruin’d Band 

Walking from Watch to W atch,frotn Tfcnt to Tent; 

Let him cry,Pray fe and Glory on his head : 

For forth he goes,and vifits all bis Hoaft, 

Bids them good morrow with amodeft Smyle, 

And calls them Brothers,Friends,and Countrcymen, 
Vpon his Royall Face there is no note, 

How dread an Army hath enrounded him; 

Nor doth he dedicate one iot of Colour 
Vnto the wearie and all-watched Night: 

But frefhly lookes,and ouer-beares Attaint, 

With chearefull femblance,and lvveet Maicftie: 

That eucry Wretch.pining and pale before, 

Jeholding him,plucks comfort from his Lookes. 

A largefle vniuerfall,likc the Sunne, 
lis liberall Eye doth giue to euery one, 

Thawing cold feare.that meane and gentle all 
lehold,as may vnworthinefle define. 

A little touch of Harry in the Night, 

And fo our Scene muft to the Battaile flye: 

'Vhcre,0 for pitty.we fhall much difgrace, 

(Vith fome or fiue moJI vile and ragged foyles, 

Right ill difpos’d, in brawle ridiculous) 


The Name of Agincourc : Yet fit and fee, 

Minding true things, by what their Mock’ries bee. 

Exit. 

Enter the King, 'Bedford,and Gloucefitr . 

King. Gloficr ft\s true that we are in great danger, 

The greater therefore fhould our Courage be. 

God morrow Brother!? Bedford: God Almightie, 

There is fome foule of goodnefle in things euill, 

Would men obferuingly diftill it out. 

For our bad Neighbour makes vs early ftirrers. 

Which is both healthfull, and good husbandry. 
Befidrs.they arc our outward Confciences, 

And Preachers to vs all; admonifhing. 

That we fnould drefle vs faircly for our end: 

Thus may we gather Hore» from the Weed, 

And make a Morall of thwDiucll himfelfe. 

Enter Erpingham. 

Good morrow old Sir Thomas Erpingham: 

A good foft Pillow for that good white Head, 

Were better then a churlifh turfe of France. 

Erpmg. Not fo my Liege.this Lodging likes me better 
Since I may fay, now lye l like a King. 

King.' Tis.good for men to Ioue their prefentpaincs, 

Vpon example.fo the Spirit is eafed : 

And when the Mind is quickncd,out of doubt 
The Organs,though defund! and dead before, 

Breake vp their drowfie Graue. and newly moue 
With called flough,and frefh legeritie. 

Lend me thy Cloakc Sir Thomas: Brothers both. 
Commend me to the Princes in our Campe j 
Doe my good morrow ro them,and anon 
Dcfire them all to my Pauillion; 

Glofier, Wc fhall,my Liege. 

, Erping. Shall I attend your Grace? 

King. No,my good Knight: 

Goe with my Brothers to my Lords of England: 

I and my Bofome muft debate a while, 

. And then I would no other company. 

Erping. The Lord in Heauen blefle thee , Noble 
Harry. Exeunt. 

King. God a mercy old Heart, thou fpeak’ft cheare- 
fully. Enter Pifioll. 

Pifi. (fhe vests la ? . 

King. A friend, 

Ptfi. Difcuflevntome, art thou Officer, or arc thou 
bafe,common,and popular ? 

King, I am a Gentleman of a Company. 

Ttft. Trayl'ft thou the puiffant Pyke ? 

King. Euen fo: what are you ? 

Pffi. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 

King. Then you are a better then the King. 

Pifi. The King’s a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a 
Lad of Life, an Impe of Fame, of Parents good, of Fift 
moft valiant s I kifife hisdurtie fbooe, and from heart- 
ftringl loue the louely Bully. What is thy Name? 

King. Harry le Roy. 

Ttfi.Le Roy ? a Cornifh Name: art thou of Cornifh Crew? 
King. No, I am a Welchman. 

Pifi. Know’ft thou Flue lien l 
King. Y tf s. 

Tift. Tell him lie knock his Leeke about his Pate vpon 
S. ‘Dasties day. * 

King. Doe not you weare your Dagger in yout Cappc 

rlvie t* K m Lriv/»./~lr vU/if ahnilr vfnnrc 
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Vifl. Art thou his friend ? 

King. And his Kinfman too. 

Pi/}. The Figo for thee then. 

King. 1 thanke you: God be with you. 

Pifi. My name is Pittol call’d. . Exit. 

King. It forts well with your fiercenefle. 

Man tt King. 

Enter Flut/lcn and Gower. 

Gower. Captaine Flue lien. 

Flu. ’So,, in the Name of lefu Chrift, fpeake fewer: it 
is the greateft admiration in the vniuerfali World, when 
the true and aunchienc Prcrogatifes and Lawes of the 
Warres is not kept: if you would take the paines but to 
examine the Warres of Pompey the Great,you fhall finde, 
I warrant you,that there is no tiddletadlenor pibble ba- 
ble in Pompeyes Campc : I warrant you , you fhall finde 
the Ceremonies of the WarriOaftd the Cares of it, and 
the Formes of ir.and the Sobrietie of it,and the Modeftie 
of it,to be otherwife. 

Gower. Why theEnemieislowd, you heare him all 
Night. 

Flu. If the Enemic is an Aflc and a Foolc, and a pra¬ 
ting Coxcombe; is it meet, thinks you, that wee fliould 
allo,looke you,be an Aflc aiid a Fooie,and a prating Cox- 
combe,in your owne confluence now ? 

Gow. I will fpeake lower. 

Flu. I pray you,and bcfcech you,that you will. Exit. 
Though it appcarc a little out of fafhion. 

There is much care and valour in this Wclchman. 

Enter three Souldiers,Iohn 'Bates , Alexander Court, 
and Michael Williams. 

Court. Brother Iohn Bates , is not that the Morning 
which breakes yonder? 

Bates. I thinke it be: but wee hauc no great caufc to 
defirc the approach of day. 

Williams. Wee fceyonderthe beginning of the day, 
but I thinke wee fhall ncuer fee the end of it. Who o 0 es 
there? & 

King. A Friend. 

Williams. Vnder what Captaine ferue you i 
King. Vnder Sir Iohn Erpingham. 

Williams. A good old Commander, and a moft kinde 
Gentleman : I pray you,what thinkes he of our eftate ? 

K‘ n g. Euen as men wrackt vponaSand, that looke to 
be waflrt off the next Tyde. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the King? 

King. No: nor it is not meet he fliould : for though I 
fpeake it to you, I thinke the King is butaman.asl am : 
the Violet fmelis to him, as it doth to me; the Element 
fliewes to him, as it doth to me; all his Scnces hauc but 
humane Conditions: his Ceremonies layd by, in his Na- 
kednefTe he appearcs buc a man ; and though his affecti¬ 
ons are higher mounted then ours,yet when they ftoupe, 
they ftoupe with the like wing : therefore, when he fees 
rcafon of fcares,as wc doe; his fcares.ogt of doubt,be of 
the fame reliifh as ours are: yet in reafon, no man fliould 
ipoffefle him with any appearance of fearc; leaft hee, by 
{hewing it,fliould dis-hearten his Army. 

Bates. He may flievv what outward courage he will: 
but I beieeue.as cold a Night as ’tis, hee could wifh him- 
felfe in Thames Vp to the Neck; and fo I would he were, 
and I by him,at all aduentures/o we were quit here. 

Kmg, By my troth,I will fpeake my conscience of the 
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Then I would he were here al r ‘ ^ 

fure to be ranfomed.and a many poorer- 0 

King. Idarcfay,youlouehimnotf 0 m 1Uesfj N. 

here alone : howloeucr you fpeake th» 1 
mens minds, me thinks I could not 6y c anw , / Wlc 
tented,as in the Kings company; his Cauiet rCf ° Co ” 
hts Quarrell honorable. ° cl o 

Williams. That’s more then we know 

Bates. I,or more then wee fliould feikenf , 
know enough, ifwee know wee arc the K; 

if bis Caufe be wrong, our obedience to th^K 
theCrymcof it out of vs. ^ ln Swiptj 

Williams. But if the Caufe be not Por,^.i 
felle hath a beanie Reckoning to nJke v u CKln ^ lli, n 
Legges, and Armes,and Heads, chopc off j„ ! thof| 
fhall loyne together at the latter day and erv 11 u llc 
ed at fuch a place, fame fwearing, 
gean; fome vpon their Wiucs, left poore behhJ 1 ^ 
fom- vpon the Debts they owe,feme vpon ch eir rh u" 1 ' 
rawly left: Iamafear’d, there arc fewdvewpll^'"” 
in a Battaile: for how can they charitably 
thing,when Blood is their argument Now if ?f ^ 
doc not dye well, it will be a black matter fo I 
that led them to it; whoto dilobcy,wercao a i n n,,, " «- 
portion of lubiedhon. 6 a %°- 

King. So, if a Sonne that is by his Father fenr ,1, 
Merchandize,doe flnfully mifearry vpon the Sc~rh' 
pmationof h,s ^ckednefl'^byyourrufo&oulibell 
poled vpon his Father thar lent him: or if a Serin,, I 
‘ cr Its M aflers command, tt anfporting a funnneofM 
> 1f y,b(?aiTayled by Robbers,anidve .nmanyTecS 
Iniquities; you may call the bufineffe of the Maftcrtk 
J of the Seruants damnation: bucthis ts not ft 

T ™\ c^i'j n ° C b , OUnd CO anfwer| he particular enclinri 
ot his Souldiers, the Father of his Sonne, northe Mafia 
of his beruant; for they purpofe not their death wl lei 
they purpofe their fcruiccs. Befidcs.therc is no Kin* b ( 
his Caufe ncuer fo fpotlefle, if it come to the arbure- 
meat of Swords, can rrye it out with all vnfpotted Soul, 
diets: fome (peraduenture ) haue on them the guilt ol 
premeditated and conrriued Murther; Tome,ofl>egui- 
ling Virgins with the broken Scales of Periurie; fome, 
making the Warres their Sul warke,that haue beforego. 
red the gentleBolome of Peace with Pillage and Robbe- 
ne. Now, if thefe men haue defeatcdtheLaw,andoiu- 
runne Natiue punifhment ; though they can out-drip 
men, they haue no wings to flye from God. Watte is 
his Beadle, Warrc is his Vengeance: fo that here men 
are punifht, for before breach of the Kings Lawes.in 
now the Kings Quarrell: where theyfeared the death, 
they haue borne life away; and where they would bcc 
fafe, they perifh. Then if they dye vnprouided,nomore 
iithe King guiltie of their damnation, then hee was be¬ 
fore guiltic of thole Impieties, for the which they are 
now vifited. Euery Subiedis Dutie is the Kings, but 
cuery Subietfts Soule is hi* owne. Therefore fliould 
euery Souldier in the Warres doe as euery fickcman in 
his Bed, wafli cuery Moth out of his Confcience: and 
dying fo, Death is to him aduancage ; or not dying, 
the time was blefledly loft,wherein fuch preparation was 
gayned : and in him that elcapes, it were not finne to 
thinke, that making God fo free an offer,he let him out¬ 
line that day, to fee his Greatnefle, and to teach others 
how they fliould prepare. ^ ^ 
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s-rjfig Tlscertaine,euery man that dyes ill,the ill vpon 
.. nwtie head.the King is not to anfwer it- 
” ,S 'Bates. I doe not defire hee fliould anfwer for me, and 
I r determine to fight luftily for him. 

I my felfe heard the King fay he would not be 

\ hee faid (q, to make vs fight chearefully: but 
w beU our throats are cue, hee may be ranfoin’d, and wee 

ne’rethc wifer- 

If I liue to fee it, I will ncuer trufl his word af- 

You pay him then: that’s a pcrillous fliotout 
f an Elder Gunne,that a poore and a priuatc difple,ifure 
°an doe agaiflft a Monarch : yon may as well goe about 
C t urne the Sunne to yce.with fanning in his face with a 
peacocks feather : You’lc ncuer truft his word after; 
com a; ti s a foolifh faying. , „ 

Kinf Your reproote is lomeching too round,! Ihould 

bcan^y y ° u > l(c ^ c t!me wcrc conuen i cnc - 

H'til. Let it bee a Quarrell betweene vs, if you 
liue. 

Ki;;*, I embrace it. 

ml How (lull I know thcc againe ? 

Ki*/r. Giue me any Gage of thine, and I will weare it 
in my bonnet: Then if euer thou dar’ft acknowledge it, 
I will make it my Quarrell. 

ml Hcere’s my Glouc : Giuc nice another of 
thine. 

King. There* 

ml This will I alfo vvearc in my Cap : if euer thou 
come to me, and fay,aftcrtomorrow,This is my Glouc, 
by this Hand I will take thee a box on the care. 

King. Ifeuer I liue to fee it,I will challenge it # 
ml Thou dat’d as well be hang’d* 

Ktng. Well, I will doe it, though I take thee in the 
Kings companie* 

mil. Keepe thy word : fare thee well. 

‘Bates. Be friends you EnglilTn fooles, be friends, wee 
haue French Quarrels enow,if you could tell how to rec¬ 
kon. Exit Souldiers. 

King. Indeedc the French may lay ewentie French 
Crowncs to one, they will beat vs, for they bearc them 
ontheir (boulders : buc it is no Englifh Treafon to cut 
FrenchCrownes,and to morrow the King himfelfe will 
bea Clipper. 

Vpon the Kingdet vs our Liues,our Soules, 

OurDebts,our carefull Wines, 

OurChildren,and our Sinncs,lav ontheKin^: 

Wercuft bearc all. 

0 hard Condition,Twin-horne with GrcatnefiV, 

Subieft to the breath of cuery foole, whofc fence 
No more can fcele,but his owne wringing. 

What infinite hearts-eafe rouft Kings neglect. 

That priuate men enioy f 

And what haue Kings,that Priua tes haue not too, 

SaucCereraonie, laue gcnerall Ceremonie ? 

And what art thou,thou Idol! Ceremonie ? 

What kind of God arc thou? that fuffcr’ft more 
Of mortall griefes,then doe thy worfhippers. 

Vi hat are thy Rcncsf what are thy Commings in ? 

0 Ceremonic,fhew me but thy worth. 

What ? is thy Soule of Odoration ? 

Art thou ought elfe but Place,Degrce,ancl Forme, 
treating awe and fcare in other men ? 

Wherein thou arc leffc happy,being fear’d, 

Inen they in fearing. 


What drink’ft thou ofc,in. ftcad of Homage iwcec* 

Buc poyfon’d flatcerie r 0,be fick,great Greatneflc, 
And bid thy Ceremonie giue thee cure. 

Thinks thou the fierie Feuer will goe out 
With Titles blowne from Adulation ? 

Will it giue place to flexure and low bending ? 

Canft thou,when thou command’# the beggers knee. 
Command the health ot \i* No,chouprowd Drcamc, 
That play’ft fo fubtilly with a Kings Rcpof 
I am a King that find thee : and I know, 

Tis not the Balme,the Scepter,and the Ball, 

The Sword,the Mafe^hc Crowne Imperial!, 

The enter-tiffued Robe of Gold and Pearle, 

The farfed Title runningYore the King, 

The Throne he fits on: nor the Tyde of Pompe 3 
That beates vpon the high fhore of this World: 

No,not all thcfe > thrice T gorgeous Ceremonie ; 

Not all thefe,lay’d in^cd Maiefticali, 

Can fleepe fo ibur.dly,as the wretched Slaue: 

Who with a body fiH’d,and vacant mind. 

Gees him to reft, cram’d with diftreflefull bread 3 
Neuer fees horride Night,thc Child of Hell: 

Buc like a Lacquey, from the Rife to Set, 

Sweates in the eye of Phebns ; and all Night 
Sleepcs in Slt^ium: next day after dawnc, 

Doth rife and hclpe Htperio to his Horfc, 

And followes fo the euer-running yeere 
With profitable labour to Ids Graue: 

And but for Ceremonie,fuch a Wretch. 

Winding vp Daves With toy!e,and Nights with fleepe. 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 

The Slaue,a Member of the Courrtreyes peace, 

Enioyes it; but in grofle braine little wots. 

What watch the King keepcs,to rnaintaine the peace; 
Whole howres,the Pcfanc beft aduantages. 


Enter crpingham. 

Erp . My Lord,your Nobles lealous of your abfence, 
Seeke through your C3mpe to find you* 

King. Good old Knight,col!e6l them all together 
At my Tent: lie be betorc thee. 

Erp. I fhali doo’tjmy Lord. Exit. 

King . O God of Battailes^ftcelc my Souldiers hearts, 
Pofleffe them not with feare: Take from them now 
The fence of reckningof th’oppofed numbers: 

Pluck their hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 

O not to day, thinke not vpon the fault 
My Father made,in comparing the Crowne. 

I Richards body hauc interred new. 

And on it haue beftowed more contrite tearcs* 

Then from it itfued forced drops of blood* 

Fiue hundred poore I haue in yeerely pay. 

Who twice a day their witherT hands hold vp 
Toward Heauen,to pardon blood : 

And I haue built two Chauntries, 

Where the lad and folemne Priefts fingftill 
For Richards Soule. More will I doe: 

Though all that I can doe,is nothing worth 
Since that my Penitence comes after all. 

Imploring pardon. 

Enter Cjlouccfler. 

Glouc. My Liege. 

King. My Brother Gleuceflers voyce ? I! 

I know thy errand, I will goe with thee : 

The day,my friend,and all things ftay forme 

Exeunt. 
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Enter the Dolphin , Orleance , Rambler s y and 
'Beaumont* 

Orleance . The Sunne doth gild our Armour vp, my 
Lords. 

‘Dolph, Monte Chetial: My Horfe, ZJerlot Lacquaj: 
Ha. 

Orleance . Oh braue Spirit, 

Dolph . Pi* /« rim er /mr. 

Orleance. Rien puis le air c y feu. 

Dolph . CV«*,Coufin Orleance. Enter Con ft able* 

Now my Lord Conftable? 

Confi . Hearke how our Stccdes, for prcfcnc Scruice 
neigh. 

Dolph . Mount them,and make incifion in their Hides, 
That their hot blood may fpin in Englifh eyes. 

And doubt them with iuperfluous courage: ha. 

Ram. What,wi! you haue them weep our Horfes blood? 
How (hall we then behold their nfturall tcares ? 

Enter C JWeffetjger. 

CMeJJeng. The Englifh are embattaikd, you French 
Pceres. 

Confi. To Horfe you gallant Princes,tf might to Horfe. 
Doe but behold yond poorc and ftarued Band, 

And your faire fhc w fhall fuck away their Soules, 
Leauing them but the lhales and huskes of men. 

There isnotworkc enough for ail our hands. 

Scarce blood enough in ail their fickly Veines, 

To giue each naked Curtleax a ftaync, 

That our French Gallants fhall to day draw our. 

And fheath for lack ot Iport. Let vs but blow on them, 
The vapour of our Valour will o’rc-turnc them. 

*Tis pofitiue 3gainft all exceptions,Lords, 

That our fuperfluous Lacquies,and our Pefants, 

Who in vnneceffarie a&ion fwarmc 
About our Squares ofBattaile, were enow 
To purge this field of fuch a hilding Foe; 

Though we vpon this Mountaines Bafis by, 

Tooke ftand for idle fpeculation: 

But that our Honours muft not. What’s to fay * 

A very little little let vs doe, 

And all is done: then let the Trumpets found 
The Tucket Sonuance,and the Note to mount: 

For our approach fhall fo much dare the field. 

That England fhall couch downe in feare,and yee'd. 
Enter Graundpree, 

Grandpree.Why do you flay fo long,my Lords of France? 
Yond Hand Carrions, defperatc of their bones, 
Ill-fauoredly become the Morning field : 

Their ragged Curtaines poorcly are let loofe. 

And our Ayrc {hakes them paffingfcornefully. 

Bigge CWars feemes banqu’rout in their begger’d Hoaft, 
And faintly through a ruftie Beucrpeepcs. 

The Horfemen fit like fixed Candlcfticks, 

With Torch-ftaues m their hand: and their poore lades 
Lob downe their heads,dropping the hides and hips: 

The gumme downe roping from their pale-dead eyes. 

And in their pale dull mouthes the fymold Bitt 
Lyes foule with chaw’d-grafTc,ftil/ and motionleffc* 

And their executors, the knauifh Crowei, 

Flye o're them all,impatient for their howre. 

Description cannot lute it felfe in words. 

To demonftrate the Life of fuch a Battaile, 

In life fo liueleffe,as it (he wes it felfe. 

Confi • They haue faid their prayers. 

And they ftay for death. 

J)olph. Shall we goe fend them Dinners^nd frefih Sutcs, 
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And giue their farting Horfes ProuendeT 
And after fight with them? * 

I ftay but for my Guard: on 
To the field,I will the Banner from aTr..™ 

And vfe it for my haftc. Come,come away 1 *' ^ 
The Sunne is high,and wc out-wcate theJL 

y - 


'em 


-xeter, 


WeftmerUnd. ’ 
done. Where is the King ? 

Jffif' The King himfelfe is rode to tie w their Bat 

Weft. Of fighting men they haue full threefcor. l 
land. LOf cthot 

Sxe. There’s fiue to one,befides thev all ar.r n 

Salub. Gods Arme ftrike with vs.’tis a fearrf 
God buy'you Princes all; lIetomyCharo e . U *° ddei 
If wc no more meet, till we meet in Heauen • 

Then ioyfully,my Noble Lord ot Bedford ’ 

My deare Lord Gloucefter.and my good Lord E 
And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all^dieti. ' 

Bedf. Farwell good Salary ,&good j Uc i| .. 

And yet 1 doc thee wrong,to mind thee of it, "" 
For thou art fram’d of the firme truth of valour 
Exe Farwell kind Lord: fight valiantly today. 
Bedf. He is as full of Valour as of Kindneffe 
Princely in both# 

Enter the King. 

Weft. O that we now had here 
But one ten thoufand of thofe men in England, 

Tnat doe no worketoday. 

King. What’s he that wifhes fo ? 

My Coulin Wefimerland. No,my faire Coyfin: 

I f we arc markt to dye,we are enow 
To doe our Countrey Ioffe : and if to liue, 

The fewer men,the greater (hare of honour. 

Gods will,I pray thee wifh not one man more, 

By lone , I am not couecous for Gold, 

Nor care I who doth feed vpon my coft: 

It yernes me not,if men my Garments wcarc; 

Such outward things dwell not in my dchres. 

But if it be a finne to couet Honor, 

I am the molt offending Soule aiiue. 

No , faich > my Couze,wifh not a man from England: 
Gods peacc,I would not loofe fo great an Honor, 

As one man more me thinkes would fharc fromme, 
For the beft hope I haue. O,doe not wifh onemore; 
Rather proclaimc it (jVeftmerland) through my Hoaft, 
That he which hath no ftomack to this fight, 

Let him depart,his Palport fhall be made, 

And Crownes for Conuoy put into his Purfe: 

We would not dye in that mans companie, 

That fcarcs his fellowfhip, to dye with vs. 

This day is calPd the Feaft of Crifitan: 

He that out-liucs this day,and comes fafe home, 

Will ftand a tip-toe when this day is named. 

And rowle him at the Name of Crifiian . 

He that fhall fee this day, and liue old age, 

Will yeerely on the Vigil feaft his neighbours, 

And fay,to morrow is Saint frifiian. 

Then will he ftrip hisfleeue,and fhew his skarres: 

Old men forget; yet all fhall be forgot: 

But hee’le remember, with aduantages, 

What feats he did that day. Then fhall our Names, 
Familiar in his mouth as houfehold words, 

V") 
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Bedford and Exeter, 
and Talbot, Salisbury and qiouccfter, 

W * rheir flowing Cups frefhly remembred. 

ftory (hall ‘ he g° od man tca< * h ' $ fomie: 

Cnhne Criftan frail ne're goe by, 
day to the ending of the WorJd, 

«.<■ in it frail be remembred; 

Kw,we happy few,we band of brothers: 

’ day that flieds his blood wuh me, 

£ f U be my brother: be he ne're fo vile. 

This day (hall gentle his Condmon. 

I id Gentlemen in England,now a bed, 
fukhinketherfclues accurfl they were not here; 

A d bold their Manhoods cheape,whiles any fpeakes, 

rhst fought with vs vpon Saint Criftms day. 

Thlttoig E„ter Salisbury. 

54/.My Soueraign Lord.bertow your felfe with fpced: 
The French arc brauely in their battatlcs fet, 
i n d will with all expedience charge on vs. 

A K<”Z’ d lin g s are fcady.if our minds be fo. 

iff?. Pcrtfh the man,whole mind is backward now. 
Ei„g. Jhou do’ft not wifr more hclpe from England, 

^°Wcjl. Gods will,my Liege,would you and T alone, 
Without more helpc,could fight this Royall battaile. 

jCinir.Wby now thou haft vnwifht flue thoufand men: 
Which likes me better,then to wifla vs one. 

You know your places: God be with you all.* 

Tucket. Enter Biontioy. 

Mont. Once more I come to know of thee King Harry > 
If for thy Ranfomc thou wilt now compound. 

Before thy moft aflured Oucrthrow: 

For certainly,thou art fo neere the Gulfc, 

Thou needs muft be engluttcd. Bcfides.in mercy 

The Conftable defires thee,thou wilt mind 

Thy followers of Repentance; that their Soules 

May make a peacefull and a fwcct retyre 

From offthefe fields: where(wrctches)their poore bodies 

Muft lye and fefter. 

King. Who hath lent thee now ? 

Mont. The Conftable of France. 

King. I pray thee bc3re my former Anfwer back : 

Bid them atchieueme,and then fell my bones. 

Good God,why fhould they mock poore fellov/es thus ? 

The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 

While the beaft liu’d,was kill’d with hunting him. 

A many of our bodyes frail no doubt 

Find NatiueGraues: vpon the which,I trull 

Shall witnefle liue in Brafle of this dayes worke. 

And thofe that leaue their valiant bones in France, 

Dying like men,though buryed in your Dunghills, 

They fliall be fam’d: for there the Sun frail greet them. 
And draw their honors reeking vp to Heauen, 

Leauing their earthly parts to choake your Clyme, 

The fmcll whereof frail breed a Plague in France, 

Marke then abounding valour in our Englifh: 

That being dead,like to the bullets crafing, 

Breake out into a fecond courfe of milchiefc. 

Killing in relapfe of Mortalicie. 

Let me fpeake prowdly : Tell the Conftable, 

We are but Warriors for the working day: 
OurGaynefle and our Gilt are all befmyrcbt 
With raynic Marching in the painefull field. 

There’s not a piece of feather in our Hoaft: 

Good argument(I hope)we will not flye: 


And time hath worne vs into flouenrie. 

But by the Mafle,our hearts are in the trim: 

And my poore Souldiers tell me,yet ere Night, 

They’lcbe in frefrerRobes,or they will pluck 
The <>ay new Coats o’rc the French Souldiers heads. 

And tume them out of feruicc. If they doe this. 

As if God pleafe, they frail; my Ranfome then 
Will foone be leuyed. 

Herauld,faue thou thy labour: 

Come t’nou no mote for Ranfomc,gentleHeiauld, 

They frail haue none,I fweare,but thefe my ioynts: 

Which if they haue,as I will leaue vm them, 

Shall yeeldthem little, tell the Conftable. 

Mont. I fhall,King Harry. And fo fare thee well: 

Thou neuer (halt heare Herauld any more. Extt. 
King. I feare thou wilt once more come againe for a 

Ranfome, 

Enter Torke • 

Torke. My Lord,moft humbly on my knee I begge 
The leading of the Vaward. 

King. Take it, braue Torke. 

Now Souldiers march away. 

And how thou pleafeft God,difpofc the day. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Excttrfions. 

Enter PiftolfFreneh SouldierfBoy. 

Fift. YecldCurre. 

French. Ie penfe que votes eftes le Gentilhome de bon qua- 
litee. 

Fift. Qualtitiecalmiecuftureme.Art thou aGcntle-. 
man ? What is thy Name ? difeufie. 

French. O Seigneur Dieu. 

Pi(l. O Signieur Dcwe frould be aGentleman: per¬ 
pend my words O Signieur Dewe,and marke: O Signieur 
Dewe, thou dyeft on point of Fox, except O Signieur I 
thou doe giue to me egregious Ranfome. 

Trench. Oprennes miferccordie aye pitex. de mey. 

Ttft. Moy fhall not ferue,I will haue fortie Moves:for 
I will fetch thy rymme out at thy Throat, in droppes of 
Crimfon blood. 

French. Efttl impoffible d'efehapper le force de ton br m. 
Fift. Brafic,Curre?thou damned and luxurious Moun- 
taineGoat, offer’ll me Brafle ? 

Trench. O perdonne moy. 

Fift. Say’ft thou me fo ? is that a Tonne of Moyes ? 
Come hither boy,aske me this flauc in French what is his 
Name. 

Toy. Efcoute comment eftes votts appelte? 

French. Mounfteurle Fcr. 

Toy. He fayes his Name is M.Fer. 

Fift. yi.Fer: lie ferhim,andfirkehim,and ferrethim: 
difeuffe the fame in French vnto him. 

Toy. I doe not know the French for fcr,and ferret,and 
firke. 

Tift. Bid him prepare,forI will cut his throat. 

French, ftfite dit il Mottnfteur ? 

Toy. Lime commande a voue dire que votte faite vetu 
preft , car ce foldat icy eft dijpofee tout afture de couppes voftre 
gorge. 

Ptft. Owy, cuppele gorge permafoy pefant, vnltflc 
thou giue me Crownes,braue Crownes$or mangled fr alt 
thou be by this my Sword. 

French, O Ie votes fupplie pour l'amour de TFeu : m& par- 
dormer,Ie fuis le Gentilhome de bon maifort,garde ma viewer Ie 
vow donneray deux cent efew. 

[ rift. What are his words# 

1_Bey. He 
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Boy. He prayes you to faue his life, he is a Gentleman 
of a good houfc, and for his ranfona be will giue you two 
hundred Crownes. 8 J 

Psft. Tell him my fury fhall abate,and I the Crownes 
will take, 

Bren.Petit (JMonfteur que ditil? 

hoj. Encore qu i/et contra fon /nrement 3 depardonner ats- 
Cme Ff 0 ”””-- "«tnt-mc>,sponr Us efates que vans layt apro- 
metsjlcft content a vans dmnes le.ltberte Ufjancbtfement. 

Ere. Surmesgemuxfc votes donuts mi lies remer cions, et 
Ic me eftimt heurex que Ie intombe.entre Us main, d’vn Che . 
ualter Ie peufe lepirn br,we valiant et tres difiinte fttnieur 
d’Angleterre. * 

Pifi. Expound vnto me boy. 

Boy. He giues you vpon hu knees a thoufand thanks, 
and he efteemes himfelfe happy, that he hath falne into 
thehands ofone (as he thinke*) the moft braue, valorous 
and thrice-worthy figneur of England. 

Pifl. As .1 lucke blood, I will fomc mercy fliew, Fol. 

low mee, J 

Toy. Saaue votes le grand Capitaine ? 

I did neuer know fofuil a voycc ifiucfrom fo emptiea 
heart: but the faying is true. The empty ve(Td makes the 
greateft found ,Tardolfe and Nym had tenne tin.es more 
valour, then this roaring diucll i iholdcplay, that cuerie 

one may payre his naylcs with a woodden'dagger, and 
they are both hang’d, and lo would this be, if hee durft 
ftealc any thing aduenturoufly. I muft flay with the 
Lackies with the luggage of our camp, the French might 
haue a good pray ot vs, if he knew of it, for there is none 
toguarditbutboyes. Exit. 

Snter Conflable, Orleance , Bnrbon, Dolphin , 
and Rambnrs. 


Com. O Liable. 

Orl, O figneur le tour etperdia, touts et perdie. 

Dol. <JMor Dtenma vie, all is confounded all, 

I Reproach, and cuerlafling fharne 
Sits mocking in our Plumes. ji (], ort Alarum. 

O mefehante Fortune y do not runne away. 

Con, Why ail our rankes are broke. 

Do!, O perdurable fhame, let’s flab our fclues i 
Be thefe the wretches that we plaid at dice for ? 

Or/. Is this the King wc fent too, for his ranfome ? 
Tnr. Shame, and eternall ihamc, nothing but fharne, 

[ Let vs dyein once more backr againe, 

And he that will not follow Bnrbon now, 

J Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand 
Like a bale Pander hold the Chamber doore, 

Whilft a bafcflauc, no gentler then my dogge. 

His faireft daughter is contaminated. 

Con. D fordcr that hath fpoyl’d vs,fricnd vs now. 

Let vs on heapes go offer vp our liues. 

Orl. Weareenowyetliuing in the Field, 

To Another vp the Englifh in our throngs. 

If any order might be thought vpon. 

Tnr. Thediuell take Order now, He to the throng; 
Let life be fhort, elfe ftiame will be too long. Exit. 

Alarum. Enter the King and his trajne , 
with Prtfvners. . 

&wf.Well haue we done.thrice-valiant Countrimcn, 
But all’s not done, yetkeepe the French the field. 

Sxe. The D.ofYork commends him to your Maiefty 
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( Yoakc-fcllow to his bonour-owinp.l,,^^ 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo l v £ ° Unc ^) 
Suffolke firfl dyed, and Yorke all hap’l e ,l 
Comes to him, where in gore he lav^nfi ° UCf 
And takes him by the Beard, kifles the 
^ hat bloodily did yawnc vpon his face * ^ 

He cryes aIoud;Tarry my Cofin Suffolke 
My foule (ball thine keepe company to hei. 

T an y (fweetfoule) for tLe, /cn <£^2* 
As in this glorious and wcll-fouehten * * 

We kept together in our Chiuahic. W 
Vpon thefe words I came, and cheer’d him v„ 

He fail d me in the face, taught me his hand P ’ 
And with a feeble gripe, fayes: Deere my Lord 
Commend my fcruice to my Soucraio nc ’ 
So did he turnc, and oucr Suffolkes necke 
He threw his wounded armc,and kifi hisl, PPes 
And lo cfpous'd to death, with blood he leal d’ 

A TeftamentofNoble-cnding-loue: d 

The prettie and fweet manner ofit forc’d 
Thofe waters from me, which I would haue Hop’d 
But I had not fo much of man in mee, * 

And all my mother came into mine eyes, 
Andgauemevptoteares. ‘ 

King. I blame you not. 

For hearing this, 1 mufl perforce compound 
With mixtfull eyes, or they will ifloc to. 

But liearkc, what new alarum is this fame? 

The French haue re-enforc’d their fcatteiM men • 

1 hen euery fouldiour k.II his Pi ifoners, 

Giue the word through. 


-d/ai 



Enter Fine lien and Cower. 


Flu. Kill the poyes and the luggage, ’Tisexprefl 
againft the Law of Armes, tis as arrant a peece oflna 
ry marke you now, as can bee offeit in your Confciei 
now, is it not? 

Cow. Tiscerrainc, there’s not a boy left aliue,and 
Cowardly Rafcalls that ranne from the battaile ha’dc 
this (laughter: befidcsthey haue burned and carried 
way all that was in the Kings Tent, wherefore the Ki 
mod worthily hath caus’d euery foldiourto cut his p 
(oners throat. O’tis a gallant King. 

llHi I, hee wa»porne at Monmouth Captaine Gm 
What enll you the Townes name where Alexander t 
pig was borne? 

Cow. Alexander the Great. 

Flu. Why I pray you, is not pig, great? The pig, 
the grear, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnar 
mous, are all one reckonings^aue the phrafe is a litlc v 
nations. 

Cower. I thinke Alexander the Great was borne 
CMacedon, his Father was called Philltp of Maccdon, a< 
take it. 

FI** 1 thinke it is in Macedon where Alexander 
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■Ttelfyou Captaine, if you looke in the Maps of 
r‘A-u t warrant you fall finde in the comparifous be- 
lhtU ,'Macedon & Monmonth, \hat the fixations looke 
tvvee hnrh alike. There is a Riuer in CMacedon,* there 
fjL ». M'nmmb, i. is .ail'd W,« « 

’*f 'th . but it is out of my praincs, what is the name 
c wither Riuer: but’tis all one, tis alike as my fingers 
° ft L finders, and there is Salmons in both. If you 
'^Alexanders life well, Harry of Monmonthes life is 
0,31 after it indifferent well, for there is figures in all 
c01Tie Alexander God knowes, and you know, in his 
tllin S S ' nc j hij furies,and his wraths, and his chollcrs, and 
Goodes, and his difpleafures, and his indignations, 
l, ' s . n5 , ( - 0 being a little intoxicates in his praines, did in 
Jfic and his angers (looke you) kill his bell friend 

Our King is not like him in that, he neuer kill’d 
anv of his friends. • 

Fla- It is not well done (cnarke you now) to take tnc 

i c6 out ofmy mouth, ere it is made and finifhcd.I fpeak 
but in the figures, and comparilonsofic : as Alexander 
kild his friend C l 3 tHS >- bc ^g his Ales and his Cupnes; fo 
alf o ffgrty CMonmurb being in his right wittes, and his 
a 0 od judgements, turn’d away the fat Knight with the 
nrcat belly doublet: he was full of ietts, and gypes, and 
kiuuerics, and mockes, I haue forgot his name. 

Gw. Sir lohnFal/fajfe, 

fltt. That is he: ilc tell you,there is good men pome 

rtObfonmonth. 

Gd*. Hecre comes his Maiefly- 

Alarum. Inter King Harry and Burbw 
with pr ifoners . Flottrijh. 

' King* I was not angry fince # Icame to France, 

Vntill this inftauc. Takc a Trumpet Herald, 

Ride thou vnto the Horfcmen on yond hill: 

Ifthey will fight with vs, bid them come downe, 

Or voyde the field : they do offend our fight* 
lfthey'1 do neither, wc will come to them. 

And make them sker away, as fwift as ftones 
Enforced from the old Aflyrian (lings: . 

Befides, wec’l cut the throats of thofe we haue, 

And not a man of them that we fhall take. 

Shall taftc our mercy* Go and tell them fo. 

Enter Montioy. 

Fxe. Here comes the Herald ot the French, my Liege 
Clou. His eyes are humbler then they vs*d to be. 

Ktng . How now, what mcanes this Herald ? Knowft 
thou not. 

That I haue fin'd thefe bones of mine for ranfome? 

Com’ft thou againe for ranfome ? 

Her. No great King .• 

I come to thee for charitable Licenfc, 

That we may wander ore this bloody field, 

To bookeour dead, and then to bury them, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men. 

For many of our Princes ( woe the while) 

Lye drown’d and foak'd in mercenary blood : 

So do our vulgar drench their pcafant hmbes 
Itjblood ofPrinces, and with wounded deeds 
Fret fec-locke deepe in gore, and with wildcrage 
Yerke out their armed hceles at their dead matters, 

Killing them twice. O giue vs leaue great King, # 

To view the field in fafety, and difpolc 
Of their dead bodies. 


Kin 1 tell thee truly Herald, 

•I know not if the day be ours or no. 

For yet a many ofyour horfcmen pecre^ 

And gallop ore the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Kin. Prailcd be God, and not our ftrength for it : 
What is this Cattle call’d that ftands hard by. 

Her. They call it Agincourt. 

King. Then call we this the field of Agincourt, 

Fought on the day of Crifpin^rijpianus. 

Flu. Your Grandfather of famous memory(an , t pleafe 
your Maietty) and your great Vncle Edward the Placke 
Prince of Wales,as I haue read in the Chronicles, fought 
a moft pratie pattlc here in France* 

Kin. They did FlueRen. 

Flu. Your Maictty fayes very true: If your Maicfties 
is remembredofic, the Welchmen did good fcruice in a 
Garden where Leekes did grow, wearing Leckes in their 
Monmouth caps, which your Maiefty know to this houre 
is an honourable badge of the feruicc: And I do beleeue 
yourMaieftytakcsnofcornctoweare the Leekevppon 
S.Tauiesday. 

Kmg . I weare it for a memorable honor: 

For 1 am Welch you know good Countriman. 

Flu. All the water in Wye, cannot wafhyour Maie- 
fties Welfhplood out ofyour pody, I can tell you that: 
God plcffe it, and preferue it, as long as it picafeshis 
Grace,and his Maiefty too. 

Kh. Thankes goad my Countrymen. 

Flu. By Iefhu, I am your Maicfties Countreymau, I 
care not who know it: 1 will confeflc it to all the Orld, I 
need not be ? afhamed of your Maiefty,praifed be God 
fo long as your Maiefty is an honeft man. 

King* Good keepe mefo. 

Enter Williams. 

Our Heralds go with him, 

Bring me iuft notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither, 

Exe. Souldier, you muft come to the King. 

Kin Souldier, why wear*ft thou that Gloue in thy 
Cappe ? 

Will. And’c plcafeyour Maiefty, tis the gage of one 
that I fhould fight wiihall,if he be aliue. 

Kin. An Englifhman ? 

ml. And’t plcafeyour Maiefty, aRafcall that fwag- 
gci’d with me laft night 2 who if aliue, and euer dare to 
challenge this Gloue, I haue fworne to take him a boxc 
a'th ere : or if I can fee my Gloue in his cappe, which he 
fwore as he was a Souldier he would wiare^if aliue^I wil 
ftrikeitout foundly. 

Kin. What thinke you Captaine Flutllen, is it fit this 
fouldier keepe his oath. 

Ilu. Hec is a Crauen and a Villains elfe. and’t pleafe 
your Maiefty in my confcience. 

King. It m^y bcc, his enemy is a Gentleman of great 
.fort quije from the anfwer of his degree. 

Flu . Though he be as good a Icntlcman as the diuel is, 
as Lucifer and Belzcbub himfclfe, it is neceflary (looke 
your Grace) that he keepe his vow and his oath: If hee 
bee periur'd (fee you now) his reputation is as arrant a 
villaine and a lacke fawce, as euer his blacke (hoo trodd 
vpon Gods ground, and his earth, in my confcience law 

Kmg. Then keepe thy vow firrah, when thou mee^ft 
the fellow. 

VFtl. So, I wil my L^cge, as I liuc. 

King. Who feru’ft thou vndcr? 

Wil* 
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WtU. Vndcr Captaine Gower ,my Liege. 

Flft. Gower is a good Captaine, and is good know¬ 
ledge and liccraturcd in the Warrcs. - 

King. Call him hither to me,Souldier. 
mu. I will my Liege. Exit. 

King. Here Flue lien, we are thou this fauour forme,and 
ftickc it in thy Cappe: when j 4Uw[on and fny Iclfc were 
downetogethcr,I pluckt thisGlouc from his Hclme: If 
any man challenge this, hcc is a friend co ts4lanfon,m& an 
enemy to our Perfon; if thou encounter any fuch, appre¬ 
hend him,and thou do’fl me loue. 

Flit. YourGrace doo’s me as great Honors as can be 
delir’d in the hearts of his Subieds: I would faine fee 
the man,that ha’s but two legges, that fliall find himfelfe 
agreefd at this Gloue; that is all: but I would faine fee 
it once.and plcafe God oi his grace that I might fee. 

King. Knovv’fi thou Gower ? 

Flu. He is my dcare friend,and plcafe you. 

King. Pray thee goe l'ecke him, and bring him to my 
Tent. 

Flu. I will fetch him. Exit. 

King. My Lord of Warwick, and my Brother Glofter, 
Follow Fluellen tlofely at the heelcs. 

The Gloue which I hauegiuen him fora fauour 
May haply purchafc him a box a’th'eare. 

It is the Souldiers: I by bargaine fnould 
Weare it my felfe. Follow good Coufin Warwick,: 

If that the Souldier ftrike him,as 1 tudge 
By his blunt beanng,he will keepc his word j 
Some fodaine mifehiefe may afire of it: 

For I doe know Fluellen valiant, 

And toucht with Choler,hot as Gunpow!)qf J# 

And quickly will rcturne an iniurie. 

Followjand fee there be no harme bctwccnc them. 

Goe you with me,Vncklc cf Exeter. Exeunt. 
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Enter Gower and Williams. 

WiB. I warrant it is to Knight y ou,Captaine. 

Enter Fluellen . 

Fits. Gods will,and his pleafurc, Captaine, I bcfcech 
I you now, come apace co the King : there is more good 
toward you peraducncure, then is in your knowledge to 
I dreame of. 

Will. Sir,knowyou thisGloue? 

Flu. Know the Glouef I know the Gloue is a Gloue* 
JfiB. I know this,and thus I challenge it* 

Strikes him. 

Flu. 'Sblud.an arrant Traytor as anyes in the Vniuer- 
I fall World.or in France,or in England. 

Gower. How now Sir? you Villainc. 

Will. Doc you chinke lie be forfworne ? 

Flu . Stand away Captaine Gower y I will giue Tceafon 
his payment incoplowcs,I warrant you* 

Will. I am noTraytor# 

Flu . That’s a I ye in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
| Maiefties Name apprehend iiim,hc's a friend of the Duke 
u4Unfons. 

Enter Warwick^ and CjloHcefter. 

Warw. How now,how now,what’$ the matter? 

Flu. My Lord of Warwick, hecre is,prayfcd be God 
for it, a moft contagious Trcafon come to light, looke 
you, as you fliall defire in a Summers day. Hccrc is his 
Maieftie, Enter King and Exeter. 

King* How now, what’s the matter ? ^ 

Flu. My Liege, heere is a Villainc, and a Traytor, 
that looke your Grace, ha’s ftrooke die Gloue which 


your Maicftic is take 
fin . 


ou^^Hdtu^ 


ma. My Liege,this was my Gl 0Uc h er . • , 

Ihcthatloaueirrnin^u_’ rc ** the 


ofit:and he that I gaueit to in chan« prom ".? cfcll ov 
it in his Cappe: I promis’d to firikfh’im iff* t t0 *'ar 
th ls man with my Gloue in his Cappe, an ' d d,d • 1 * 

good as my word. * 1 a * haue b tci)j 

Flu Your Maieftie heare now,faui ng _ . 

Manhood, what an arranc rafcally bee i e ®«i 
Knauc it is : I hope your Maieftie is pea te ^ 
and witnefle.apd willauouchment th«■^onii 
of jilanfon, that your Maicftic is gi uc m f' S theG S 

r ' & e > ln youtc ( 


feience now. 

King. Giue me thy Gloue Souldier • 

Looke,heere is the fellow of it: 

’Twas I indeed thou promifed’ft to ftfilft 
And chou haft giuen me moft bitter terme's 
Flu. And plcafe your Maieft.e, let his Neck 
for it,if there is any Marflull Law in the World ^ 
King. How can ft thou make me fatisfatW? 
mil. All offences,my Lord,come from the hear, 

"rf" 51 ” n,ine > d, “ 

King. It was our felfe thou didft abufe. . 
mil Your Maicftic came not like yo'u*f e |f 
appear’d to me but as a common man • uimLr V 
Night, your Garments, your LowlincfTe: an <uf' 
your Highneffc luffer’d vnder that (hape , I bcfcech'!. 
take it for your ownc fault, and not mine: f or had ^ 
bcene as I tooke you for, I made no offence; there!!' 
befccch your Highneffe pardon me, 

KingMete Vntkle Exeter fi\\ thisGloue wichCrownn 
Ano giue it to this fellow. Keepe it fellow. 

And weare it for an Honor in thy Cappe 
Till I doe challenge jr. Giue him the Crownes: 

And Captaine,you mutt needs be friends with him 
Flu. By this Day and this Lighc, the fellow ha’s met. 
tell enough inhis belly: Hold, there is twelue-pencefor 
you, and I pray you to ferue God, and keepe you out of 
prawlcs and prabbles.and quarrels and diffentior.s.and] 
warrant you it is the better for you# 

Will. I*will none of your Money. 

Flu . It is witha goodwill: I can tell you it will fevue 
you to mend yourfhooes; come, wherefore jfhould you 
be fo paflifull, your fihoocs is not fogood: ’cis a ©ood 
filling I warrant you,or I will change it. 

Enter Herauld . 

King. Now Herauld,are the dead numbred? 

Herald . Heere is the number of the flaushued 
French. 

King. What Prisoners of good fort arc taken, 
Vnckle? 

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleance,NephewtothcKing, 
Iohn Duke of Burbon,and Lord Bouchtijuald: 

Of other Lords and Barons,Knights and Squires, 

Full fiftecne hundred,bcfides common men. 

King. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand French 
That i n the field lye flaine: of Princes in this number, 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twentic fix: added to thefe, 

Of Knights,Efquires,and gallant Gentlemen, 

Eight thoufand and foure hundred: of the which, 

Fiuc hundred were but yefterday dubb’d Knights. 

So that in thefe ten thoufand they hauc loft. 

There a#e but fixtecne hundred Mercenaries: 

The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords,Kniglus, Squires, 

And 
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I rTaentleioen of bloud and qualitie. 

Names of thofc their Nobles that lye dead: 

V r lts DcUbrctk , High Conftable of France, 
of Chatilion,Admirall of France, 

TMafterof the Croffe-bowes,Lord Kamhurcs, 
r Matter of Francc,thc braue Sir Gutclwd ‘Dolphin, 

t f Duke of Alaofon ,j4ntho»ie Duke of Brabant, 
the Brother to the Duke of Burgundie, 
id Edward Duke of Barr : of luftie Earle j, 
rrtrdpree and Rouffle, FauconOridge and Fojet, 
turnout and Murle,V.indemont and Leftrale. 

Here was a Royall fcllowlhip of death. 

Where is the number of our English dead 
Edtntrd the Duke of Yorkc,rhe Earle of Suftolkc, 

1Richard Ketlj, Dauj Gam Efquire; 

!one elfc of name: and of all other men, 

Rut fine and twcntic. 

0 God, thy Arme was hecre : 

And not to vs, but to thy Arme alone, 

Afcribe wc all: when,without ftratagem, 
gut in plaine fliock,and eu:n play of Battaile, 

VVas euer knowne fo great and little Ioffe 1 
'll) one part and on th’othcr,take it God, 
poritisnone but thine. 

Exet. 'Tis wonderfull, 

fair. Come ; goe me in proceflion to the Village: 

And be it death prodaymed through our Hoaft, 

Toboaft of this,or take that prayfe from God, 

Which is hisonely; 

Flu. Is it not lawful! and plcafe your Maieflic, to tell 
how many is kill’d? 

King. Yes Captaine: but with this acknowledgement, 
Xh 3 t God fought for vs. 

Flu. Yes,my confcience,he did vs great good. 

King. Doe we all holy Rights: 

Let there be fung Non nobis 1 and Te Deunt, 

The dead with chari tie enclos’d in Clay: 

And then to Callicc,and to England then. 

Where ne’rc from France arriu'd more happy men. 

Exeunt . 



Enter Chorus. 

Vouchfafc to thofc that hauc not read the Story, 

That I may prompt them : and of fuch as hauc, 

I humbly pray them to admit th’excufe 
Of time,of numbers,and due courfe of things. 

Which cannot in their huge and proper life, 
Behereprefented. Now we beare the King 
Toward Callice: Graunt him there; there feene, 

Hcauc him away vpon your winged thoughts, 

Athwart the Sea: Behold the Englifti beach 
Pales in the flood; with Men, Wiucs, and Boyes, 

Wliofe fhouts & claps out-voyce the deep-moutlVd Sea, 
Which like a mightie Whiffler ’fore the King, 

Secmes to prepare his way: So let him land, 

And folcmnly fee him fee on to London. 

So iwife a pace hath Thought,that cuen now 
You may imagine him vpon Black-Heath; 

Wherc,that his Lords defire him,to haue borne 
His bruifed Helmet 7 and his bended Sword 
Before him,through the Citie: he forbids it. 


Being free from vain-nefle,and fclfe-glorious pride; 
Giuing full Trophee,Signalled Oftent, 

Quite from himfelfe,to God# But now behold, 

In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thought; 
How London doth powre out her Citizens, 

The Maior and all his Brethren in beft fort. 

Like to the Senatours of th’ancique Rome, 

With the Plebeians fwarming at their heeles, 

Goe forth and fetch their Conqu’ring Cafar in : 

As by a lower,buc by Idling likelynood, 

Were now the Generali of our gracious Emprefle, 
As in good time he may/rom Ireland comming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword; 

How many would the peaceful! Cicie quir. 

To welcome him ? much more,and much morecaufe. 
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him. 

As yet the lamentation of the French 
Inuites the King of Englands flay at home : 

The Emperour’s comming in behalfc of France, 

To order peace betwecnc them: and omit 
All the occurrences^what euer chanc’t, 

Till Harrycs backe returne againe to France: 

There muft we bring him; and my felfe haue play’d 
The interimby remembring you ’tis paft. 

Then brooke abridgement,and your eyes aduance, 
After your thoughts,ftraight backe againe to France, 

Exit . 

Enter Fluellzn and Gower. 


Gower. Nay, that’s right: but why weare you your 
Lceke todays S. Dauiesdzy is paft# 

Flu . There is occafions and caufes why and wherefore 
in all things : I will tell you afle my friend, Captaine 
Gower ; the rafcally, fcauld, beggerly, lowfie, pragging 
KnzncViffoll, which you and your felfe,and all the World, 
know to be no pecter then a fellow,looke you now,of no 
merits: hce is come tome, and prings me pread and 
fault yefterday, looke you, and bid me eatc my Leekc: 
it was in a place where I could not breed no contention 
with him; but I will be fo bold as to weare it in my Cap 
till I fee him once againe, and then I will tell him a little 
piece of my defires. 

Enter Piftoll. 

Gower. Why heere hec comes,fwelling like aTurky- 
cock. 

Flu. Tis no matter for his fwcllings, nor his Turky- 
cocks. God plclfeyouaunchiencP;i?^;you feuruie low¬ 
fie Knaue,God plefle you - . 

Fiji. Ha, art thou bedlam ? doeft thou thirft, bafe 
Troian, to haue me fold vp Fareas fatall Web ? Hence; 
I am qualmifh at the fmeli of Leeke. 

Flu . I pefeech you heartily, feuruie lowfie Knauc, at 
my defires, and my requefts, and my petitions, to cate, 
looke you,this Leeke ; becaufe, looke you, you doe not 
loue it, nor your affe<3:ions,and your appetites and your 
difgcftions doo’s not agree with it, I would defire you 
to eate it. 

Pift. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 

Flu. There is one Goat for you. Strikes him* 
Will you be fo good,fcauld Knaue,aseateit? 

Pifl. Bafe Troian,thou (bale dye. 

Flu. You fay very true, fcauld Knauc, when Gods 
will is: I will defire you to liue in the meane time, and 
cate your Viftuals : come, there is fawce for it. You 
call’d me yefterday Mountaine-Squicr, but I will make 
_ ^ __ you 
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you to day a (quire of low degree. I pray you fall too,if 
you can mocke a Leckc,youlean cate a Lcckc. 

Gottr. Enough Copcaine,you hauc aftonifht him, 

Tlu-l fay, I will make him cate fomc part of my Ieeke, 
or I will pcate his pate toure dayes : bite I pray you, it is 
good for your greene wound, and your ploodieCoxc- 

combe. 

Tt/l. Mufti bite. 

Tht. Yes certainly,and out ofdoubtandoiK ofque- 
fiion too, and ambiguities, 

Tift. By this Lcckc, I will muft horribly reuenge I 
eatc and eate I fwearc. 

Flu . Eatc I pray you, will you hauc fome more faucc 
toyour Lceke: there is not enough Locke to fweare by. 

Fiji. Qn ct thy Ctidgcll,thou doit fee I eate. 

Flu , Much good do you feald knauc, heartily. Nay, 
pray you throw none away, the skinne is good for your 
broken Coxcombe ; when you take occafions to fee 
Lcekcs hccreafcer, I pray you mocke at ’em, that is all, 

Till. Good. 

Flu • I, Lcekcs is good: hold you, there is a groat to 
hcaleyour pate. 

Fiji. Me a groat? 

Tits Yes verily, and in truth you {hall take it, or I haue 
another Lcckc in my pbeket,which you fhall eatc. 

Pi ft. I take thy groat m earned of reuenge. 

Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in Cud¬ 
gels, you fhall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of 
me but cudgels: God bu’y you, and kcepe you, 6c heale 
your pate. Exit 

Fiji. All hell {hall ftirrefor this. 

Goiv. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly ICnaue, 
will you mocke at a n ancient Tradition began vppon an 
honourable rcfpeift, and worne as a memorable Trophce 
of prcdecealcd valor,and dare not auouch in your deeds 
any of your words. 1 hauc fccnc you gleeking & galling 
at this Gentleman twice or thrice. You thought,becauft 
he could not fpeake Enghfh in thenatiue garb, he could 
not therefore handle an Englifh Cudgcll: you finde it o- 
therwifc, and henceforth let a Wclfh corrc&ion, teach 
you a good Englifh condition, fare ye well. Exit 

Pijl . Doeth fortune play the hulwifewith mcnow r ? 
Ncwes hauel that my Dollxs dead i’th Spittle of a mala¬ 
dy of France, and there my rendeuous is quite cut off: 
Oldldowaxe, and from my wearie iimbes honour is 
Cudgeld. Well,Baud lie turnc, andfomething leaneto 
Cut-purfc of quickehand: To England will I ftcalc, and 
there lie ftcalc: 

And patches will I ger.vnto trwfe cudgeld fearres. 

And iworc I got them in the Gallia warres. Exit. 


The Ltfe of Henry the Fift . 


Enter at one doore , King Henry , Exeter , Bedford yWarwiclte, 
ana other Lords. At another, Queene lfabcly 
the King, the Duk* °f Bourgongnc,and 
other French . 

King. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we arc met; 
Vnto our brother France, and to our Sifter 
Health and fairc time of day: Ioy and good wi(hes 
To cur moft faire and Princely Cofine Katherine : 

And as^a branch and member of this Royalty, 

By whom this great ancmbly is contriv'd. 

We do falute you Dakc of Burgogne, 

And Princes French and Pecrcs health to you all. 

Fra. Right ioyaus are we to behold your face, 

Moft worthy brother England, fairely met. 

So are you Pnpces (Englifh) eucry one. 


'oiir 


^e. So happy be the ] ffue 
Of this good day, and of this gra«iou Sn c Ln<J 
As weare now glad to behold you rcvcs ,n §> 
Your eyes which hitherto haue bon* ’ 

In them agoinft the French that met th.m • i 
The fatall Balls of murtheringBatiliskcs - 10 ^ 6 '^ 1 
The venome of fuch Lookes we fairely hon 
Haue loft their qualitie, and that this day 
Shall change all griefes and quarrels into l 0Uc 
Ew. To cry Amen to that, thus w c appear 
Q»fe. You Enghlh Princes all,I doe fLj* 
"Eurg. My dutic to you both, on equal] lou/ 0 "' 
Great Kings of France and England:.hat I k.„ *,, 
Wuh all my wits, my paines.and ftrong endej ^ 
To bring your moft Imperiall Maicfties 
Vnto this Barre,and Royall enterview • 

Your Mightineffe on both parts beft can witn,<r 
Since then my Office hath fo farre preuayfd C ‘ 

That Face to Face, and Royall Eye to Eye 9 
You haue congreetcd : let it not difgr/ceme 
If I demand before this Royall view° 

What Rub, or what Impediment there is, 

Why that the naked, poore, and mangled Peace 
Dcarc Nourfe of Arts, Plentyes,and ioyfull B'rths 
Should not in this beft Garden of the World * 

Our fertile France,put vp her louely Vifage } 
Alas 3 fhee hath from France too long been chafd 
And all her Husbandry doth lye on hcapes. 
Corrupting in it ownc fertility. 

Her Vinc,the merry chearcr of the heart, 
Vnpruncd,dycs : her Hedges euen pleach’d, 

Like Prisoners wildly oucr-growne with hayre, 

Put forth difordedd Twigs: her fallow Leas 
The Darnell,Hemlock,and lankc Fcmetary, 

Doth root vpon; while that the Cultcr ruiis, 

That fhouid deracinate fuch Sauagery: 
i he euen Meade,that erft brought fweecly forth 
The freckled Covyfhp,Burnet,and greene Clouer, 
Wanting the 5 ychc > wir.hall vncorre< 3 ed,rankfS 
Conceiues by idleneffc,and nothing teemes, 

But hatefull Docks, rough Thifiles,Kcklycs^Burrcs, 
Loofing both beautic and vtilitie; 

And all our Vineyards, Fallowes,Meades,and Hedges, 
Dcfeftiuc in their natures,grow to wildneffe. 

Euen fo our Houles,and our felues,and Children, 
Haue loft,or doc not learne, for want of time. 

The Sciences that fhoula become our Coumrcy; 

But grow like Sauages,a* Souldiers will, 

That nothing doe, but meditate on Blood* 

To Swearing,and fterne Lookes,defus'd Attyrc, 

And cuery thing that feernes vnnaturall. 

Which to reduce into our former fauour, 

You are aflemblcd : and my fpcech entreats. 

That I may know the Let. why gentle Peace 
Should not cxpell theie inconueniences, 

And blefte vs with her former qualifies# 

Eng, If Duke of Rurgonie,you would thePeace» 
Whole want giucs growth to th’imperfe&ions 
j Which you hauc cited; you mull buy that Peace 
' With full accord toallouriuft tfrmands, 

Whofe Tenures and particular cffcfls 
You haue cnfcheduPd briefely in your hands. 

Burg. The King hath heard them: to the which,flsye 
There is no Anfwer made. 

Eng. Well thcQithe Peace which you beforefovrgd 
Lyes in his Anfwer.* 


pranct- 
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«Thaue but with a curfelaric eye 
• fr iVc the Articles: Pleafeth your Grace 
0 t e "S fome of your Councell prefently 

1° ‘P p wi[h vs once more,with better heed 
To f e foruey them; we wi'J fuddcnly 
7 ‘ aC£ ept and peremptortc Anfwer. 
c' laid. Brother we (hall. GoeVnck! e Exeter, 
^Brother Clttrer.ee, and you Brother Gloucefter , 
jLri,and Huntington, goe with the King, 

f i take with you tree power,to ratifie, 

cnt or alter, as your Wifdomcs beft 
S lee aduarftageable for our Digni tic, 

Bine in or out of our Demands, 
fL cc ? lc configne thereto. Will you,faire Sifter, 

H with the Ptinces.or flay here with vs? 

Q mC ' Our gracious Brother, 1 will goe with them: 

„ ~Tii«* a Womans Voyce may doe lomc good, 
wjhen Articles too nicely vrg’d,bc ftoodoii. 

EntUnd. Yet leaue our Coufin Katherine here with vs, 
shc if our capitall Demand,compris’d 
wi hin the fore-ranke of our Articles. 

Outer Sue hath good lcaue. Exeunt omnes. 

Jldanct King and Katherine. 

King- Faire K at her me »and moft faire* 

Will youvouchiafe coteacha S^uldier tearmes, 

Sacb as will enter at a Ladyes eare, 

hnd plead c his Louc-fuit to her gentle heart. 

Kath. Your Maieftic {Rail mock at me,I cannot fpeake 

your England. 

King- O faire Katherine , if you will louc me foundly 
with your French heart, I will be glad to hcare you con- 
feffe it brokenly with your Englifli Tongue. Doe you 
hkeme, Kate ? 

. Kath. Pardonne moy> I cannot tell wat is like me. 

King. An Angcll is like you Kate> and you are like an 
Angel 1* 

Kath. Quy d/t il que Ie fuis [emblable a les Anges ? 

Lady. Ouy verayment (fnufvoflre Grace) ainfi dit il. 

King . I laid fo, deare Katherine, and I mu ft not blufh 
toiffirmc it. 

Kath. 0 bon TOieu, les largues des hommes font flein de 
tromferies. 

King. What fayesfhe/aireone^ that the tongues ot 
men are full of deceits ? 

Lady Ouy y dat de tongeus of de mans is be full of de¬ 
ceits : dat is de Princeffe. 

King. The Princeffe is the better Englifh-woman : 
yfaith Kate, my wooing is fit for thy vnderftandmg, I am 
thou canft fpeake no better Englifh, for if thou 
could’ft, thou would’ft finde me fuch a plaine King,that 
thouwouldft thinkc, I had fold my Farme to buy my 
Crowne. Iknownowayes to mince it in loue, butdi- 
cftly to fay, I lone you; then if you vrge me farther, 
then to fay,Doe you in faith? I weare out my fiiitc: Giuc 
meyour anfwer, yfaith doe, and fo clap hands,and a bar- 
jaine: how fay you,Lady i 

Kath. Saufvofire honeur y me vnderftand well. 

King. Marry, if you would put me to Verfe$,orto 
)ancc for your fake, Kate, why you vndid me: for the one 
hauc neither words nor meaftire 5 and for the other, I 
laueno ftrength in mcafure, yet a teafonable mcafurc in 
Length. If I could winne a Lady at Leape-frogge,or by 
vawtmg into my Saddle, with my Armour on my backe; 
Viiderthecorreftion of bragging be it fpokeii* I fliould 
quickly lcapc into a Wife : Or if I might buffet for my 


Louc or boundmy Horfe for her fauours, I could jay on 
like a Butcher,and fit like a lack an Apes,ncuer cfl. But 
before God Kate, I cannot looke greenely, nor gafpc out 
my eloquence, nor I haue no cunning in proteftaaon; 
onelydowne-rightOathes, which I neuervfe tillvrg’d, 
nor ncuer breake for vrgiog. If thou canft louc a fellow 
of this temper,K^whofcTacc is not worth Sunne^ur- 
ning i that ncuer lookes in his Glaffe, for louc of any 
thing he fees there ? let thine Eye be thy Cooke. I fpeake 
to thee plaine Souldier: If thou canft loue me for this, 
take me ? if not? to fay to thee that I (hall dye,is true; but 
for thy loue, by the L. No: yet I loue thee too. And 
while thou liu ft,deare Kate, take a fellow of plaine and 
vneoyned Conftancie,for he perforce muft do thee right, 
became he hath not the gift to wooe in other places: for 
thefc fellowcs of infinit tongue,that can ryme chemfclues 
into Ladyes fauours, they doe alwayes reafon themfelucs 
out againc. What ? a fpeakcr is but a prater, a Ryme is 
but a Ballad ; a good Legge will fall, a ftrait Backe will 
ftoope,a blacke Beard will turne white, a curl'd Pate will 
grow bald, a fairc Face will wither, a full Eye will wax 
hollow : but a good Heart, Kate, is the Sunnc and the 
Moonc, or rather the Sunne, and not the Moone; for it 
(Lines bright, and neuer changes, but kcepes his courfe 
truly. If thou would haue fuch a one, take me ? and 
take me; take a Souldier: takes Souldier; take 3 King. 
And what fay’ft thou then to my Loue ? fpeake my fairc, 
and fairely, I pray thee. 

Kath. Is it pofiible dat I fould loue dc cnncmic of 
Fraunce ? 

Ktng. No,it is not poffible you fbould loue the Ene- 
mteof France, Kate; but inlouingme,you (houldloue 
the Friend of France : for I loue France fo well, that I 
will not part with a Viltage of it; I will haue it all mine: 
and Kate, when France is mine,and 1 am yours;then yours 
is France,and you are mine. 

Kath. I cannot tell wat is dat# 

King . No,Kate? I will tell thee in French,which I am 
fure will hang vpon my tonguejikea new-married Wife 
about her Husbands Necke, haidly to be ftiooke oft; It 
quand fur le pofjeffion de Fraunce , & quand vow ones It pof 
feffion de moy . ( Let mee fee,what then ? Saint Dennis bcc 
myfpeede) Done voftre efl Fraunce , & vons efles mienne. 
It is as cafic for me, conquer the Kingdoms,as to 

fpeake fo much more French : 1 {Kill neuer moue thee in 
Frcnch,vnleffe it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf Voftre honbur, le Francois ques vons parleys , il 
dr me he ns que I Anglo is le quel Ie parle . 

King. No faith is’t not, Kate ; but thy fpeaking of 
my Tongue , and I thine, moft trucly falfely, muft 
needes be graunteti to be much at one. But AT^doo'ft 
thou vnderftand thus much Englifh i Canft thou loue 
mee ? 

Kath . I cannot tell. 

King. Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate} lie 
aske them. Come,I know thou loueft me : and at night, 
when you come into youvClofec, you'le queftion this 
Gentlewoman about me; and I know,/C*f<?, you will to 
her difprayfe thofe parts in me,thac you loue with your 
heart: but good Kate y wocVc ir*c mercifully, the racher 
gentle Princeffe,bccaufc 1 louc thee cruelly, if cuer thou 
beeft mine, Kate , as I haue a fauing Faith within me tells 
methouihalt; I get thee with skambling , and thou 
muft therefore needes proue a good Souldier-breeder: 
Shall not thou and I, betweene Saint Dennis and Saint 
George, compound a Boy, halfe French balfe Englifli, 
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thatfhall goc to Conftantinople>and take thcTurkc by 
the Beard* Shall wee not ? what fay’ft thou, my fairc 
Flower-de-Luce. 

Kate. I doe net know dat# 

Kwg. No*/tis hereafter to know,but now to promife: 
doe but now promife Kate , you will endeauour for your 
French part of fuch a Boy ; and for my Englifli moytie, 
take the Word of a Kina;, and a Batcheler. How anfwer 
you. La plus telle Katherine dn monde won trefchcrcr deain 
deeffe. 

Kath . Your Maieftce anc faufe Frenche enough to 
dcceiue de moft lage Damoileil dat is cr« Fraunce. 

King. Now fye vpon my falfe French:by mine Honor 
in true Englifh,! louc thee Kate-, by which Honor,I dare 
not fweare thou loueft me, yet my blood begins to flat¬ 
ter me, that thoudoo’ft; notwithltanding the poore and 
vntempering effcil of my Vifage. Now befhrew my 
Fathers Ambition, hee was thinking of Ciuill Warrcs 
when hee got me, therefore was I created with a flub- 
borne ont-lide,with an afpe <3 of Iron, that when I come 
to wooe Ladye$,I fright them : but in faith Kate, the el¬ 
der I waXjthc better I fliall appearc. My comfort is,thac 
Old Age, that ill layer vp ot Bcautie, can doc no more 
fpoyle vpon my Face. Thou haft me,if thou haft me, at 
the worft; and thou fhalt wcare me, if thou wcare me, 
better and better : and therefore tell me, moft fairc Ka¬ 
therine, will you hauc me ? Put off your Maiden Blufhes, 
auouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Lookcs of 
anEmprefle, take me by the Hand , and fay, Harry of 
England, I am thine : which Word thou fhalt no fooner 
blefle mine Eare withal!, but I will tell thcc alowd, Eng¬ 
land is thine, Ireland is thine,France is thine,and Henry 
Vlantaginet is thine ; who, though 1 fpeake it before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the beft King, thou (halt 
finde the beft King ofGood-fellowes. Come your An¬ 
fwer in broken Mufick ; for thy Voycc is Mufick, and 
thy Englifli broken : Therefore Quecne of all, Katherine, 
breakc thy mindc to me in broken Englifli; wilt thou 
haue me > 

Kath. Dat is as it {hall pleafe de Roy won pere. 

King. Nay,it will pleafe him well, Kate; it (hall pleafe 
him, Kate. 

Kath. Den it fall alfo content me. 

King. Vpon that I kifle your Hand, and I call you my 

Qucene. 

Kath. Laijfe won Seigneur s iaijfle,laiffe, way foy : Ie ne 
veus point que vons abbarjje voflrc grande us , cn baifant le 
wain dune noslre Seigneur indignieftruiteur exetfemoy. Ie 
vous fupplie won tref-puiffant Seigneur. 

King. Then I will kifle your L\ppzs % Katc. 

Kath. Les Dames & Damoifels pour eftre baifee deuant 
Uur nopcefe il net pas le coflume de Fraunce. 

King. Madame,my InterpreterAvhat fayes fhee? 

Lady. Dat it is not be de faflion pourle Ladies of 
Frauncc; I cannot tell wat is buiffe cn Anglifh. 

King. To kifle. 

Lady . Your Maieftcc entendre bettre que woy. 

King. It is not a fafhion for the Maids in Fraunceto 
kifle before they are marrycdjwould fhe fay? 

Lady. Ouy verayment. 

King. O Kate,n\ce Cuftomcs curfie to great Kings. 
Dcare Kate, you and I cannot bee confin’d within the 
weake Lyft of a Countrcyes fafhion : wee are the ma¬ 
kers of Manners, Kate*, and the libertiethat foilowes 
our Places, ftoppes the mouth of all findc-faults, as I 
will doc yours, for vpholdingthe nice fafhion of your 


Ikejgijeoftlenrythc Fift. 


Countrey, in denying me ^KifSTiw^T' 
and yeelding. You haue Witch-craft „ P at ‘% 

Kate: there is more eloquence in , c„ y ° Ut L >ppe’ 
them, then in the Tongues of the French r 8n t0Uc h of 
they fhould fooner perfwade Harry 0 f En?^ 11 ’ J »« 
gencrall Petition of Monarch*. He *.,- 8 
Father. crc Co »e s 
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"Burg. God faue yourMaieftie, t»v R 0u , n P 
teach you our Princefie Englifli? ‘ y ‘ UI '-oulin 

King. I would haue her iearne, my fai re Cni , r 
perfectly I louc her,and that is good Enolin, 1D * ll0 ' 

Burg. Isflieenotapt? b * 

King. Our Tongue is rough,Coze, and m yCon ,. 
on is not fmooth: fo that hauin? nevthcr ,h. u dlt| 
the Heart of Flatterie about me, I cannot fr> ■ tn °' 
the Spirit of Loue in her, that hec will appeal?' 
likenefle. PP^remhi SttUt 

Burg. Pardon the franknefle of my mirth if t 
you for thar. If you would coniurc in he/ v *"* 
make a Circle : if coniure vp Louc in her in I ?"" 1 
likenefle, hee muft appeare naked, and blindc C 
blame her then, being a Maid, yet ros'd oue'rJ!!^ 
Virgin Crimfon of Modeftie, iffliec deny theann " ‘' 
of a naked blinde Boy in her naked feeing felfpM 
(my Lord) a hard Condition for a Maid to cJf 
to. 0 llh 8 ® 

King. Yet they doe winkeandyeeld,as Loueisb'in, 
and enforces. 1111 

Burg. They are then excus'd,my Lord,whtntl>evfo 
not what they tioc. * c 

King. Then good my Lord, teach your CouGn to 
content winking. 

Burg. I will winke on her to ccnfcnt.my Lord.ifyot 
will teach her to know my meaning: for Maidawll 
Summer’d, and warme kept, are like FJyes at Bartholo- 
mew- tyde, blinde, though they baue their eves,andthen 
they will endure handling.which before would notabidc 
looking on. 

King. This Morall tyestne ouertoTime,andabo: 

Summer; and fo 1 fliall catch the Flye, your Coufin, in 
the latter end,and fliec muft be blindc to*. 

Burg. As Louc is my Lord,beforc it loues. 

King. It is fo : and you may, fonie of you, tbankt 
Loue for my blindnefle, who cannot fee many a fairc 
French Citic for one faire French Maid that (lands in my 
way. 

French King. Yes my Lord, you fee them perfpet- 
tiucly : the Cities turn'd into a Maid ; for they ait 
all gyrdled with Maiden Walls, that Warre hath en- 
tred. 

England. Shall Kate be my Wife ? 

France. So pleafe you. 

England. I am content, fo the Maiden Cities you 
talke of, may wait on her : fo the Maid that flood in 
the way for my Wifti, (hall (hew me the way to my 
Will. 

France, Wee haue confented to all tearmes of rea- 
fon, 

England. Is’t fo,my Lords of England ? 

Weft. The King hath graunted euery Article: 

His Daughter firft; and in fequele,all. 

According to their firme propol’ed natures. 

Exit. Owl] 



Fhe Life of Henry the Fift. 


EmTo ndy he hath not yet fubferibed this: 

Wh«e yourMaieftic demands,That the King of France 
vV h y nv occafion to write for blatter of Graunt, fliall 
baUl0! lour Highncfle in this forme, and with this additi- 
french .Noftrc trefeherfiU Henry Roy d'Angleterre 
tore de Frounce: and thus in Latine; Praclariflimtu 
ffl nnfler Henricm Rex Anglu & HeresFrancU. 

FrJce Nor this I haue not Brother lo deny d, 
oUr requeft fliall make uie let it pafie. 

^ 1 pr-^y you then,in lone and dcarc ally ance, 

r ecChat one Article rankewich chereft, 

\ A thereupon giue me your Daughter. 

*!\ce .Take he/faire Sonne,and from her blood rayfe vp 
liTuc to me, that the contending Kingdomes 
Of France and England,whofe very flioares looke pale, 
iVi-h enuy of each others happinefle, 

Mavccaic their hatred ; and th« dcare Conjunction 
pLit Neighbour-hood and Chriftian-likc accord 
Iiuhcirfweet Bcfomcs : thac neuer W arre adttance 
His bleeding Sword ’twixt England and tairc France. 

Fords. AiTien. 

gjnff' Now welcome Kate: and bcare mewitndle ail, 
T'nat here I kifle her as my Soucraignc Qiiccne. 

Flourifh. 

Once. God,the beft maker of all Marriages, 

Combine your hearts in onc,yourRealmes in one : 

AsMan and Wife being two,arc one in lone. 

So be there’twixt your Kingdomes fuch aSnoulall, 

That neuer may ill Office, or fell [caloufie, 


Which troubles oft the Bed of blefled Marriage, 
Thruft in betweenc the Pation of thefe Kingdomesj 
To make diuorcc of their incorporate League: 

Thac Englifli may as French,Frcnch Englishmen, 
Recciue each other. God fpeake this Amen. 

All. Amen. 

King. Prepare we for our Marriage: on which day. 
My Lord of Burgundy wee’le take your Oath 
And all the Pccres.for furetic of our Leagues. 

Then fliall I fweare to A<ire,and you tome. 

And may our Oathes well kept and profp’rous be, 
Senet. Exeunt. 

Enter Chorttt . 

Thus farre with rough,and all-vnablc Pen, 

Our bending Author hath purfu’d the Story, 

In little roome confining mightie men. 

Mangling by (farts the full courfe of their glory. 

Small time: but in thac fmall,moft greatly liued 
This Starte of England. Fortune made his Sword} 

By which,the Worlds beft Garden he atchieued: 

And of it left his Sonne Imperiall Lord. 

Henry the Sixt.in Infant Bands crown’d King 
Of France and England,did this King fuccced: 

Whofc State fo many had the managing, 

That they loft France,and made his England bleed: 
Which oft our Stage hath fliowne; and for their lake. 
In your fairc minds let this acceptance take. 


FINIS. 


























































































The firfl Part of Henry the Sixt. 


<lAttus Primus. Scama Trima. 



Dead LTi.vcb. 

Enter the Funeral! of Kina Henry the Fift, attended on by 
the Duke of Bedford Regent of France ; the Duke 
ofClofer, P retell or \ the Duke of Exeter JVar- 
voicke, the Bilhop of Winchefier, and 
the Duke of Somerfet. 

Bedford. 

Vr.gbcyheaucnsw. idi black,yield day tonight; 
Comets importing change of Times and States, 
Brandifh your cry {-tail Tretles in the Skie, 

And with them fcourge the bad rcuolcing Stars, 
That hauc contented vnto Henries death: 

King Henry the Fift.too famous to line long, 

England ne’re loft a King of fo much worth. 

qiofi. England ne’re had a King vntill his time: 
Vercuc he had.dcferuing to command. 

His brandiftit Sword did blinde men with his beames, 
His Armes fpred wider then a Dragons Wings: 

His fparkling Eyes,repleatvvich wrathfull fire. 

More dazled and droue back his Enemies, 

Then mid-day Sunne,fierce bent againft their fates. 
What ftiould I fay? his Deeds exceed all fpeech: 

He neVe lift vp his Hand,but conquered. 

Exe. We mourne in black,why mourn we not in blood? 
Henry is dead,and neuer fhall reuiuc: 

Vpon a Woodden Coffin we attend; 

And Deaths difhonourablc Vi&brie, 

We with our ftately prefence glorifie, 

Like Captiues bound to a Triutr phant Carre. 

What? (ball weeurfethe Planets ofMifhap, 

That plotted thus our Glories ouerthrow? 

Or fhall wethinkethc fubtile-witted French, 

Conjurers and Sorccros, that afraid of him. 

By Magick Verfes hauc contriu’d his end. 

Winch. HcwasaKing.blcftof the King of King*. 
Vnto the French,the dreadfuil Iudgement-Day 
So dreadfuil will not be,as wa3 his fight. 

ThcBattailcs of the Lord of Hofts he fought: 

The Churches Prayers made him fo profperous. 

Glop. The Church ? where is it ? 

Had not Church-men pray’d, 

His thred of Life had not fo foonedecay’d. 

None doe you like, but an effeminate Prince, 

Whom like a Schoole-boy you may ouer-awe. 

Wtnch. Glofler ,what ere we like,thou art Protestor, 

And lookeft to command the Prince and Realmc: 

Thy Wife is prowd, fhc hcldeth thee in awe. 

More then God o: Religious Church-mcn may. 


Glofi. Name not Religion,for thou lou’ft t h e r, . 
And ne’re throughout the yeere to Church thou o m 
Except it be to pray againft thy foes, °° ' 

#«/.Ceafe,ceafe thefe Iarrcs,& reft your mind.: 

Let’s to the Altar: Heralds wayt on vs; In peace: 
In fteadof Gold,wec'Je offer vp our Armes 
Since Armes auayle not,now that Henry’s dead 
Poftcritie await for wretched yecres, ’ 
When at their Mothers moiftned eves,Babe< ft,.n r , 
Our He be made a Nourifh of fait Teares, ‘ Uc ' 
And none but Women left to wayle the dead 
Henry the Fift, thy Ghoft I inuocace: 

Profper this Realme, keepe it from Ciuill Broyles 
Combat with aduerfe Planets in the Heauens- ’ 

A farre more glorious Scarre thy Soule will make 
Then Inline Cafar,ot bright—— ’ 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Afeff. My honourable Lords,health to youall; 

Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of Ioffe, of flaughter,and difeomfiture: 

Gu) eii,Champaigne,Rhcimes,Orleance, 

Paris Guyfors,Poi(ftiers,are all quite loft. 

Bedf. Wiiat fay’ft thou man,before dead Henry's Conk) 
Speakc loftly.or the loflc of thofe great Townes 
Will make him burft his Lead,and rife from death. 

Ghst. Is Paris loft? is Roan yeeldcd vp ? 

If Henry were recall’d co life againe, 

Thefe news would caufc him once more yeeld the Ghoft, 
Exe. How were they loft { what trccherie was vs’d; 
Mejf. No trecherie, but want of Men and Money. 
Amongft the Souldiers this is mutcered. 

That here you maintaine feuerall Fadtions: 

And whil’ft a Field fhould be difpatcht and fought. 
You are difputing of yourGenerals. 

One would hauelingring Warres,with little cod; 
Another would flye fwift,but wanteth Wings ; 

A third thinkes,without expcnceat all, 

By guilefull faire words,Peace may be obtayn’d. 
Awake,awake,Englifh Nobilitic, 

Let not flouth dimme your Honors,new begot; 
Cropt are the Flower-de-Luces in your Armes 
Of Englands Coat,one halfc is cut away. 

Exe. Were our Teares wanting to this Funeral!, 
Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 

Bedf, Me they concerne,Regent I am of France: 
Giueme my fteelcd Coat,lie fight for France. 

Away with thefe difgracrfull wayling Robes; 
Wounds will I lend the French,in ftcad of Eyes, 

T o weepe their intermiffiue Miferies. 
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fitter to them another Meffenger. 
u <T Lords view thefe Letters.full ol bad mifchancc 
^ is reuolted from the Englifh quite, 

Frjn Vnme pettv Townes,ot no import. 
gSSS. Chios cro-ned Kmg in = 

^ n ftardof Orleance witn him is loyn d . 

TheB , 7 ] D ,ke of Aniou, doth take his part, 

^ nic of Alanfon flyeth to his fide Jxa. 

T The Dolphin crown’d King?all flye to him? 

„ iX lu eI ffiall we flye from this reproach i 
° rti We will not flye.buc to our enemies throats. 

„ yj :f thou be flacke. He fight it out. 

7 ’ Glofler, why doubtft thou ot my fovwardneffc? 

, haue I mufler’d in my thoughts, 
herewith already France isouer-run. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Wcf. My gta ciolls *- ords > to addc to y 3t,r Iaments s 

Herewith you now bedew Kmg Henries hearic, 

Rrtwixtthc flout Lord Talbot , and the French. 
fins WhacPwherein Talbot ouercame, is’t fo ? 

. JtfefO no: wherein Lord Talbot was o’rechrown: 
fliecircumftance lie tell you more at large. 

The tenth of Auguft laft, this dreadfuil Lord, 

Retvring from the Siege of Orlcance, 

Hauing full fcarce fix thoufand in his troupe. 

By three and twentie thoufand of the French 
^round incompa(Ted,and fet vpon: 

No leyfure had he to enranke hi* men. 

Hewanced Pike* to fet before his Archers: 

In (lead whereof, fharpe Stake* pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched in the ground confufedly, 

Tokcepe the Horferaen off,from breaking in. 

More then three houres the fight continued: 

Where valiant T*lbot,aboue humane thought, 

Enafted wonders with his Sword and Lance. 

Hundreds lie fent to Hcll,and none durft ftand him: 

Here,there,and puery where enrag’d.he flew. 

The French exclaym’d, the Deuill was in Armes, 

Ml the whole Army flood agaz’d on him. 

His Souldiers fpying his vndaunted Spirit, 

A7V/wf,a Talbot,cry'd outamaine. 

And rulht into the Bowels of the Battailc. 

Here had theConqueft fully been feal’d vp. 

If Sir IohnFalfiafe had not play’d the Coward. 

Hebeing in the Vauward, plac’t behinde, 

Withpurpofc to relieue and follow them. 

Cowardly fled,not hauing flruck one ftroake. 

Hence grew the generall wrack and maflacre: 

Endofed were they with their Enemies. 

AbafeWallon,to win the Dolphins grace, 

Thruft Talbot with a Speare into the Back, 

Whom all France,with their chicfe aflcmbled ftrength, 
Durft not prefume tolookeonce in the face. 

Bedf. I* ra/for flainethcnflwillflaymy felfe, 
Forliuing idly here, in pompe and eafe, 

Whil’ft i’uch a worthy Leader,wanting ayd, 

Vnto his daftard foe-men is betray’d. 

3 sMeff. O no,he Hues, but is tooke Prifoner, 

And Lord Scales with him,and Lord Hunger ford: 

Moft of the reft flaughter’d,or tooke likewife. 

Bedf. His Ranfome there is none but I (hall pay, 
lie hale the Dolphin headlong from his Throne, 
li* Crowne fhall be the Ranfome of my friend: 

Pourc of their Lords lie change for one of ours. 


Farwell my Matters,to my Taske will I, 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make. 

To keepe our great Saint Georges Feaft withall. 

Ten thoufand Souldiers with me 1 will take, 

Whofc bloody deeds fhall make all Europe quake. 

3 .CWeJf. So you had need, for Orlcance is befieg’d. 
The Englifh Army is growne wcake and faint: 

The Earle of Salisbury craueth fupply, _ 

And hardly keepes his men from rnutinie. 

Since they fo few,watch fuch a multitude. 

Exe. Remember Lords your Oathes to Henry fwome: 
Ey ther to quell the Dolphin vtterly. 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoake. 

Bedf. I doe remember it,and here take my leaue. 

To goc about my preparation. Exit Bedford. 

Glojl. lie to the Tower with all the haft I can. 

To view th’Artillerie and Munition, 

And then I will proclayme young Henry King 

Exit Glofter. 

Exe. To Eltam will I,where the young King is, 

Bcim> ordayn’d his fpeciall Gouernor, 

And for his fafetie there lie beft denife. Exit. 

Winch. Each hath his Place and Fumftion co attend: 

I am left out; for me nothing remaincs : 

But long 1 will not be lack out of Office, 

The King from Eltam I intend to fend. 

And fit at chiefeft Sterne of publique Weale, 

Exit. 

Sound a Flour ip?. 

Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reigneir , marching 
with Drum and Souldiers. 

Charles. "Mars his true mouing.euen as in theHeaueni, 
So in the Earth,to this day is not knowne. 

Late did he fhine vpon the Englifh fide: 

Now we a re Viffors.vpon vs he fmiles. 

What Townc* of any moment,but we hauc # 

At pleafure here we lye,ncerc Orleance: 

Otherwhiles,the familht Englifh,like pale Ghofts, 
Faintly befiege vs one houre in a tnoneth. 

Alan.Thcy want their Porredge,& their fat BulBeeues: 
Eyther they muft be dyeced like Mules, 

And haue their Prouender ty’d to their mouthes. 

Or pitteous they will looke,like drowned Mice. 

Reigneir. Let’s rayfe the Siege: why liuc wc idly here ? 
Talbot is taken,whom we wont tofeare: 

Remayneth none but mad-brayn’d Salisbury , 

And he may well in fretting fpend hi* gall, 

Nor men nor Money hath he to make Warre. 

Charles. Sound,found Alarum,we will rufh on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorne French: 

Him I forgiue my death,that killeth me. 

When be fee* me goe back one foot, or flye. Exeunt. 
Here Alarum, they are beaten back , b by the 
Englt/h, with great lojfe. 

Enter Charles, Alanfon, and Reigneir. 

Charles. Who euer faw the like?what men haue I? 
Dogges,Cowards.Daftards: I would ne’rehauefled. 
But that they left me ’midft my Enemies, 

Reigneir. Salisbury is a defperateHomicide, 

He fighceth as one weary of his life: 

The other Lords,like Lyons wanting foode. 

Doe rufli vpon vs as their hungry prey. 

k 3 Atanf. Frey - 
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Alan [on. Froyfitrd, a Countreyman of ours^rccords, 
England all Oliuers and Rowlands breed, 

During the time Edward the third did raignc: 

More truly now may this be verified; 

For none but $amfons and Goliajfes 
It fendcch forth to skirmilh : one to tenne ? 

Leane raw-borrd RafcaU,vvho would e're fuppofe, 

They had fuch courage and audacitie? 

Charles. Let’sleauethisTowne, 

For they are hayre-brayn’d Slaucs, 

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager: 

Of old I know them; rather with their Teeth 
The Walls they’le teare downe,then forlake the Siege. 

Reigneir . 1 thinkeby fomeoddeGimmors or Deuice 
Their Armes are fet,like Clocks^ill to ftrike on ; 

Elfe ne’re could they hold out fo as they doc : 

By my confen^wce’le eucn let them alone. 

Alanf on. Beitfo. 

Enter the TZaftard of Orleance . 

IBaftard. Where’s the Prince Dolphin? Ihatiencvvcs 
for him. 

Dolph. Baftard of Orleance,thrice welcome to vs. 
Baft. Me thinks your looks arc fad,yo:»r chcar appaf d. 
Hath the late ouerthrow wrought this offence ? 

Be not difmay’d,for fuccour is at hand : 

A holy Maid hither with me I bring. 

Which by a Vifion fent to her from Heauen, 

Ordayncd is to rayfe this tedious Siege, 

And driue the Englirti forth the bounds of France: 

The fpirit of deepc Prophecie fhe hath. 

Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome; 

What’s paft,and what's to come, fhe c 3 n defery. 
Speake^all I call her in i bclecuc my words. 

For they are certaine,and vnfallible. 

Dolph. Goecallher in: but firft, to try her skill, 
Reignicr ftand thou as Dolphin in my place; 

Qucftion her prowdly,let thy Lookes be flerne. 

By this meanes fhall we found what skill fhe hath. 

Enter loane Puz,tl. 

Reigneir. Faire Maid, is’c thou wilt doe thefe won¬ 
drous feats ? 

Pazsel. Rcignter, is’t thou that thinkeft to beguile me? 
Where is the Dolphin ? Come, come from bchinde, 

I know thee well,though neuer fccne before. 

Be not amazV^therc’s nothing hid from me; 

In priuate will I talke with thee apart: 

Stand back you Lords,and giue vs leauea while. 

Reigneir. She takes vpon her brauely at fiift daflo. 
Pttz,el. Dolphin ,1 am by birth a Shepheards Daughter, 
My wit vntrayn’d in any kind of Art: 

Heauen and our Lady gracious hath it pleas’d 
To fhine on my contemptible eftatc. 

Loe,whilcft I way ted on my tender Lambcs, 

Ana to Sunncs parching heat difplay’d my cheekes, 

Gods Mother deigned to appeare to me, 

And in a Vifion full of Maieftie, 

’Will’d me to ieaue my bale Vocation, 

And free my Countrcy from Catamitie: 

Her ayde fhe promis’d ,nnd afl'ur’d fuccefle. 

In compieat Glory fhee reueal’d her felfe: 

And whereas I was black and fwart before. 

With thofc cleare Rayes,which fhee infus’d on me. 

That beautie am I bleft with,which you may fee. 


£0n 
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Aske ihc what queflion thou canft poffible 
And I will anfwcr vnpremeditated : 

My Courage trie by Combat,if thou dar’ft 
And thou malt finde that I exceed my Sex. * 

Refolue on this,thou fhalt be fortunate. 

If thou rcceiue me for thy Warlike Mace. 

Dolph. Thou haft aftonifiht me with thy hiok 
Onely this proofc lie of thy Valour make, & tCrrn ty 
In fingle Combat thou fhalt buckle with me • 

And if thou vanquifheft, thy words are true * 
Otherwife I renounce all confidence. 

Ptiz.eE I am prepar’d: here is my keene-edoMc 
Deckt with fine Flower-dc-Luces on each fide " W °^ ; 
The which at Touraine,in S .Katherines Church* v 
Out of a great dealc of old Iron,I chofe forth 
Dolph. Then come a Gods name,I feare no w 
Phz.cL And while I liue,lle nc’rc fly C f rom a n ° man * 
Here they fight y a*d loane de Vtixscl overcomes^' 
Dolph. Stay,ftay thy hands, thou art an Atnazo 
And fighteft with the Sword of Debcra. 

/W/. Cnrifts Mother hclpes me, elfe I wer ct0 

Dolph. Who c’re helps thee/cis thou that muft U 
Impatiently I burne with thy defire, 

My heart and hands thou haft at once fubdu’d. 
Excellent Puz.ef if thy name be fo, 

Lee me thy fcruant,and not Soueraigne be, 

Tis the French Dolphin fucth to thee thus. 

Pttz.iL I muft not yeeld to any rights of Loue 
For my Profeflion’s facred from aboue: 

When 1 hauc chafed all thy Foes from hence, 

Then will I thinkc vpon a recompence. 

Dolph. Mcane time looke gracious on thy preftrate 
Thrall. 

Reigneir . My Lord me thinkes is very long in talke. 
^/atf/TDoubtlcftc he fnriues this woman to her fmock 
Elfe ne’re could he fo long protrad his fpeech. 

Reigneir. Shall wee difturbe him, fincc hec keepesno 
mearc? 

Alan. He may mcane more then we poor men do know, 
Thefc women arc fhrewd tempters with their tongues. 
Reigneir. My Lord,where are you?what deuifeyouon? 
Shall we giue o’re Orleance, or no ? 

Ptiz.el. Why no,I fay: diftruftfull Recreants, 

Fight till the laft gafpc: He be your guard. 

JDolph. Whatfhecfaycs, lie confirmc: wee’le fight 
it out. 

Puzai. Aflign’d am I to be the Englifh Scourge, 
This night the Siege aflurcdly lie rayfe: 

Expcft Saint c Martins Summer, Halcyons dayci, 

Since I haueentred into thefc Warres. 

Glory is like a Circle in the Water, 

Which neuer ccafeth to enlarge it felfe. 

Till by broad fpreading, it difperfe to naught. 

With Henries death,the Englifh Circle ends, 
Difpcrfed are the glories it included: 

Now am I like that prowd infulting Ship, 

Which Cafar and his fortune bare at once. 

Dolph. Was “Mahomet infpired with a Douc ? 

Thou with an Eagle art infpired then. 

Helena he Mother of Great (fonflantine y 
Nor yet S .Philips daughters were like thee. 

Bright Starre of Venn* /alne downe on the Earth, 

How may I reucrcntly worfhip thee enough ? 

*Alan fin. Leauc off delayes , and let vs ra 5 r c 1 c 

S!C§C * Reizntir.^o. 


T^man do^hat thou canft to iaue our honors, 
H ne,r f r rom Orleance,and be imroortahz d. 

Kl ZkZ wee’lc try: come,let’s away about ,t, 
will 1 truft,if fiiee proue falfe. Exeunt. 

Inter Glofter,with bit Seruing-men. 


, aBI come to furuey the Tower this day; 

G %e»nci death, 1 feare there is Conucyance: 

Si lice t u e f c Warders,that they wait not heie ? 

"' iere t rates ’cis Glefter that calls. 

0 p £llt ' e ) VVho’s there,that knocks fo impcrioufly i 
It**. Nobl. DukcofGloft,,. 

6 Z',i r . Who ere he be,you may not be let in. 
t ' hfM Villaines,ar.fwer you fo the Lord ProteC.or. 
h mrder. The Lord protedhim,lo wc anlwcrhim, 
h . „ n0 otherwife then wee are will d. 

^ C ? Who willed you?or whofe will ftands but mine? 
rkle’snone Proteftor of the Rcalmc.but 1 : 

PL vp the Gates, lie be your warramize; 
f, I r be flowted thus by dunghill Groomes# 

^ Glofiers men rufbat the Tower Gates, and iVoodutlc 
' the Lieutenant Jpeakes within, 
pyodule. What noyfe is this? what Tray tors hauc 

Lieutenant,is it you whofe voyce I heare? 
rinen the Gates, here’s qiofter that would enter. 

JL fade. Haue patience Noble Duke,I may not open, 
ThcCardinall of Winchcfter forbids: 

From him I haue exprefle commandemcnt. 

That thou nor none of thine (hall be let in.^ 

Gloll. Faint-hearted Wooduile. prizeft him’fore me? 
Arrogant tVincbefler. that baughtse Prelate, 

Whom Henry our late Soueraigne ne’rc could brooke ? 
Thou art no friend to Gad or to the King : 

Open the Gates.or lie (hut thee out fhortly. 

Stminmen. Open the Gates vnto the Lord Protector, 

Or wee’le burft them open,if that you come not quickly. | 

Enter to the Protector at the Tower gates tVinchefier 
and bis men in Tavrney Coates. 

Wincbeil. How now ambitious Fmfheir, what meanes 
ibis? 

Glop. Piel’d Prieft,doo’ft thou command me to be 
(hut out ? 

Winch. I doe, thou moft vfurping Proditor, 

And not Prote&or of the King or Realme. 

Gltfi. Stand back thou manifeft Confpirator, 

Thou that contriucd’ft to murther our dead Lord, 

Thouthat giu'ft Whores Indulgences to (inne, 
llecanuas thee in thy broad Cardinalls Hat, 

If thou proceed in this thy infolence. 

Nay,ftand thou back,I will not budge a foot: 
ThisbeDamafcus, be thou curled Cain , 

To (lay thy Brother Abel, if thou wilt. 

Glop. 1 will not flay thee, bur lie driue thee back : 

Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Childs bearing Cloth, 
lie vfe.to carry thee out of this place. 

Winch. Doe what thou dar’ft, I beard thee to thy 
face. 

(jlofi. What? am I dar*d,and bearded to my face { 
Draw men,for all this priuiledged place, 

Blew Coats to Tawny Coats. Prieft,beware your Beard, 

I tneane to tugge it,and to cuffc you foundly, 

Vndcrmy feet 1 ftampe thy Cardinalls Hat: 
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In bight of Pope,or dignities of Church, 

Here bv the Cheekes lie drag thee vp and downe. 

Winch. thou wilt anfwcrc this before the 

V ° ? ciofi. Winchcfter Goofe/I cry,a Rope, a Rope. 

Now beat them hence,why doc you let them ftay ? 

Thee He chafe hence, thou Wolie in Shecpes array. 

Out Tawney-Coates.out Scarlet Hypocrite. 


Here Clofiers men beat out the Cardinalls men , 
and enter in the hurly-burly the Maior 
of London,and bts Officers. 

Maior. Fye Lords.that you being fupremc Magiftratcs, 
Thus contumelioufly fhould breake the Peace. 

Clofl. Peace Maior, thou know’ft little or my wrongs: 
Here’s Teauford, that regards nor God nor King, 

Hath here diftrayn’d the Tower to his vie. 

Winch. Here’s Glofter, a Foe to Citizens, 

One that ftill motions Warre.and neuer Peace, 
O’rc-charging your free Purfes with large Fines; 

That feekes to ouerthrow Religion, 

Becaufe he is Protestor of the Realme; 

And would haue Armour here out of the T ower. 

To Crowne himfcltc King,and lupprefl'e the Prince. 
qiofl. I will not anfwer thee with words, but blowes. 

Here they skirmifb againe. 

Maior, Naught refts for me,tnthis tumultuous ftrife, I 

But to make open Proclamation. 

Come Officer,as lowd as e’re thou canft.cry : 

Ad manner of men, affembled here in Armes this day, 
agatnfl Gods Peace and the Kings, wee charge and command 
you, in his Highneffe Name, to repayre to your feueralldwet- 
'ling places, and not to weave, handle, or vfe any Sword, Wea¬ 
pon, or ‘Dagger henceforward,vpon paine of death. 

G/ofi. Cardinall.Ile be no breaker of the Law: 

But w** fhall meet,and breake ourminds at large. 

Winch. Glofter, wee’le meet to thy coft.be fure: 

Thy heart-blood I will hauc for ttys dayes worke. 

Maior. He call for Clubs,if you will not away: 

This Cardinally more haughtie then the Deuill. 

Gloft. Maior farewell : thou doo’ft but what thou 
may’ft. 

Winch. Abhominable Glofter, guard thy Head, 

For I intend to haue it ere long. Exeunt. 

■Maior. Sec the Coaft clear’d, and then we will depart. 
Good God,thcfe Nobles fhould fuch ftomacks beare, 

I my felfe fight not once in fortie yeere. Exeunt . 

Enter the Mafter Gunner of Orleance , and 
his Boy. 

MG#»Hfr.Sirrha,thou know’lt how Orleance is befieg’d, 
And how the Englifh hauc the Suburbs wor.ne. 

'Boy. Father I know,and oft hauc (hot at them. 

How c’re vnfortunate,! mifs’d my ayme. 

M.Gunner.Rut now thou fhalt not.Be thou rul’d by me: 
Chiefe Mafter Gunner am I of thisTowne, 

Something I muft doe to procure me grace : 

The Princes efpyals haue informed me. 

How the Englifh,in the Suburbs clofc entrencht, 

Wetu through a fecret Grate of Iron Barres, 

In yonder Tower,to ouer-pecrc the Citie, 

And thence difcouer,how with moft aduantage 
They may vex vs with Shot or with Afiault. 

To intercept this inconuenience, 

A Peece of Ordnance’gainft it I hauc plac’d. 

And 
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And cucn thcfc three dayes haue I watcht. 

If I could fee them. Now doe thou watch. 

For I can flay no longer. 

If thou fpy’ft any, runne and bring me word, 
And thou fliak finde me at the Gouernors. 

Boy. FaiherJ warrant you,take you no care, 
lie ncucr trouble yoiyfl may fpycthcm. 



Exit . 


Exit . 


Enter Salis bury and Talbot on the Turrets, 
with or kerf. 

Salisb. lifc.my ioy,againe return’d ? 

How wert thou handled,being Prtfoner ? 

Or by what meanes got’s thou to be releas’d ? 

Difconrfe I prethec on this Turrets top. 

Talbot. The Earle of Bedford had a Prifoncr, 

Call’d the brauc Lord Ponton de Santrayle, 

For him was 1 exchang*d,and ranfom’d. 

But with a bafer man of Arroes by farre, 

Once in contempt they would haue barter’d me : 

Which I difdaining,fcoriVd,and craued death. 

Rather then I would be fo pil’d efteem’d: 

In fine, redeem’d I was as I defir'd. 

But 0 ,the trecherous Faljlaffe wounds my heart. 

Whom with my bare fifts I would execute. 

If I now had him brought into my power. 

Salub. Yet tell’ft thou not, how thou wert enter¬ 
tain’d. 

Tal. With fcoffes and fcome$,and contumelious taunts, 
In open Market-place product they me. 

To be a publique fpc&acle to all: 

Here,fayd they f is the Terror of the French, 

The Scar-Crow that affrights our Children fo. 

Then broke I from the Gfficcrs that led me, 

And with my nayles digg’d ftones out of the ground, 

To hurle at the beholders of my fhame. 

My grifly countenance made others fiyc. 

None durft comencere,forfeare of fuddainc death. 

In Iron Walls they deem’d me not fecure: 

So great fcare of my Name 'mongft them were fpread. 
That they fuppos’d I could rend Barrcs of Steele, 

And fpurne in pieces Pofts of Adamant. 

Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot I had, 

That walkt about me euery Minute while: 

And if I did but ftirre out of my Bed, 

Ready they were to ihoot me to the heart. 

Enter the Boy with a Linftock* 

Salisb. I grieue to heare what torments you endur’d. 

But we will be rcueng’d fufficiently. 

Now it is Supper time in Orleance: 

Herc,through this Grate,I count each one, 

And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie: 

Let vs lookc in a the fight will much delight thee: 

Sir Thomas (yargrane, and Sir William Glanfdale, 

Let me haue your exprefle opinions. 

Where is beft place to make our Batt’ry next ? 

Gargraue. I thinkc at the North Gate,for there ftands 
Lords. 

Clanfdalc. And I hccre, at the Bulwarkc of the 
Bridge. 

Talb , For ought I fec,this Citie muft be facniflir, 

Or with light Skirroiftics enfeebled. Here they [hot, and 

Salisbury falls downe. 

Salisb. O Lord haue mercy on ts, wretched finners. 
Gargrauc . O Lord haue mercy on me,wofuIl man. 

Talb. What chance is thi$,that fuddenly hath croft vs ? 
Spcakc Salisbury ; at leaft, if thou canft, fpeake: 


How far’tt thou,Mirror of all MartialTmen > 

One of thy Eyes,and thy Cheekes fide ftnicir a 
Accurfed Tower, accurfed fatall Hand, ? 

That hath contriu’d this wofullTragedie 
In thirtecne ftzmi\\ts % Salisbury o’tecame • 

Henry the Fift he firft trayn’d to the Warres 
Whil’ft any Trumpe did found,or Drum ft/ t. 

His Sword did ne’re leaue ftriking in the field ^ 
Yet liu’ft thou Salisbury! though thy fpeech a' 

One Eye thou haft to lookc to Heauen f or p ra j 
The Sunne with one Eye vieweth all the Wo U* 
Heauen be thou gracious to none aliue 1 
If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands. 

Beare hence his Body,I will helpe to bury it 
Sir Thomas Gargmuo,ha(l thou any life?" 

Speakc vnto Ttlbot,my.looievp to him. 

Salisbury cheare thy Spirit with this comfort 
Thou (halt not dye whiles—— 

He beckcns with his hand,and fmiles on me • 

As who fliould fay, When I am dead and "one 
Remember to auengc me on the French. & ’ 
Plantaginetl will, and like thee, 

Play on the Lute,beholding the Townes burnt • 
Wretched (hall France be onely in my Name. 

Here an A Ur urn,and it Thunders and Lightens 
What ftirre is this ? what tumult’s in the Heaucns ? 
Whence commcth this Alarum.and the noyfe? 
Enter a Afetfenger. 

Mejf.My Lord.my Lord,the French haue gather’d hea 
The Dolphin,with one loanede Putxl toyu'd, 

A holy Pi ophetefle, new rifen vp. 

Is come with a great Power,to rayfe the Siege. 

Here Salisbury lifteth hmfelfe vf,a»dgemet, 
Talb. Heare, heare, how dying Salisbury doth groan, 
It irkes his heart he cannot be rcueng’d. 

Frenchmen,lie be a Salisbury to you. 

Puuel or Pufiel ,Dolphin or Dog.ftfti, 

Your hearts lie ftatnpe out with my Horfes heclcs 
And make a Quagmire of your mingled braines, * 
Conucy me Salisbury into his Tent, 

And then wee'le try what thefe daftard Frenchmen dare 
Alarum. Exeunt. 

Here an Alarum againe,and Talbot purfueththeDolphm, 
and driueth him: Then enter loane de Puul, 
drilling Englijhmen before her. 

Then enter Talbot. 

7 V£. Where is my ftrength,my valour,and my force. 
Our Englilh Troupes retyre,I cannot ftay them, 

A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them. 

Enter Ptixel, 

Here,hcre dice comes. He haue a bowt with thee: 
Deuill,or Deuils Dam,Ue coniure thee: 

Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch, 

And ftraightway giue thy Soule to him thou leru’ft. 

Tuxxl. Come, come, ’tis onely I that muft difgrace 
thee. Here they fight. 

Talb. Heauens,can you fuller Hell fo to preuayle ! 
My breft He burft with draining of my courage, 

And from my fhoulders crack my Armes afunder, 

But I will chaftifc this high-minded Strumpet. 

They fight againe. 

Pux.el. Talbot farwell,thy houre is not yet come, 

I muft goe Vi&uall Orleance forthwith: 

A fhort Alarum : then enter the Tow** 
with Souldiers, 

Ore- 




re TTakeniciFthou canft,I fcorne thy ftrength. 

?Teoe, cheare v P thy hungry-ttarued men, 

G ,Tf uubun to make his Teftamenc, 

*.c ours as many more (ball be. Exit. 

^My thoughts are whirled like a Potters Wheele, 
J* * not where I am.nor what I doe : 

1 Witch by feare.not force,like Hannibal. 

^ • back our troupes,and conquers as (lie lifts. 

with fmoake, and Doues with noyfome fteneb, 

So t heir Hyues and Houfes driuen awa^. 
r\ C v call'd VS, for oUr fiercenefle,Englilh Dogges, 

JSlike to Whelpcs.we crying runne away, 

N° W)1K A fbort Alarum. 

a^keCoubtreymen, eyther renew the fight, 
n t e'-rc the Lyons out of EnglandsCoat; 
nmiuice your Soyle.giuc Sheepe in Lyons ftead : 

£pe run not halle fo trecherous from the Wolfe, 

OrHorl'e or Oxen trom rhe Leopard, 

. ou flye from your oft-fubdued flaues. 

^ tsAUrum. Here another Skjrwifb. 

T cV vi]l not be, retyre into your Trenches: 

Voiiall confcnted vnto Salisburies death, 

for none would ftrike aftroake in his rcuenge. 

Hul centred into Orleance, 

In fpiglu of vs,or ought that we could doc. 

0 would I were to dye with Salisbury , 

The (hame hereof,will make me hide my head. 

Exit Talbot. 

Alarum, Retreat, Tlourifh. 

Inter on the Walls, Tuzatl, Dolphin, I{eigneir 9 
zs 4 lanfon, and Souldiers . 

Tnz,el. Aduance our wauing Colours on the Walls, 
Rcfcu’d is Orleance from the Englifh. 

Thus loans de Pu^el hath perform’d her word. 

Dolpb. Diuineft Creature ,Afinas Daughter, 

How lhall 1 honour thee for this fuccdfc ? 

Thy promifes are like Stdonis Garden, 

Thaconeday b]oom’d,and froitfull werethenext. 

France,triumph in thy glorious Prophetefle, 

Rccouer’d is the Towne of Orleance, 

More bleficd hap did ne’re befall our State. 
hiync'tr. Why ring not out the Bells alowd. 

Throughout the Towne ? 

Dolphin command the Citizens make Bonfires, 

And feaft and banquet in the open ftrects, 

To celebrate the ioy that God hath giuen vs# 

Alanf. All France will be repleat with mirth and ioy. 
When they ftiall heare how wc haue play’d the men. 

Dolph. ’Tis loane, not we,by whor^the day is wonne: 
For which,1 will diuide my Crowne with her. 

And all the Priefts 3nd Fryers in my Realme, 

Shall in procefiion fing her endlefle prayfe. 

A ftatelyer Pyramis to her He reare, 

Then Rjpodophe s or c JMemphis euer was. 

In memorie of her,v/hen fhe is dead, 

Her Allies,in an Vrne more precious 
Then the rich-icwel’d Coffer of Darius, 

Tranfportcd,fiiall be at high Feftiuals 
Before the Kings and Quecnes of France. 

No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry. 

But loane dePuzad fiiall be France’s Saint. 

Come in,and let vs Banquet Royally, 

After this Golden Day ofViaorie. 

Flourifh . Exeunt . 



Enter a Sergeant of a Band,with two Sentinels 


Ser. Sirs, take your placcs,and be vigilant: 

If any noyfe or Souldicr youperceiue 
Neere to the walles, by fome apparant figne 
Let vs haue knowledge at the Court of Guard. 

Sent. Sergeant you fiiall. Thus are poore Seruitors 
(When others fleepc vpon their quiet beds) 

Conftrain’d to watch in darknciTe, raine, and cokt.i 

Enter Talbot , ‘Bedford , arJ Burgundy, with foaling 
Ladders: Their Drummes beating a 
T)ead<JlUrcb. 

Tal . Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy , 

By whofe approach, the Regions of Artoys y 
Gallon, and Picardy , are friends to vs: 

This happy night, the Frenchmen are fecure, 

Hauing all day carows’d and banquetted. 

Embrace we then this opportunity, 

As fitting beft to quittance their deccite, 

Contriu’d by Artj and baleful 1 Sorceric. 

/y^LCoward ofFrancc,how much he wrongs his fame, 
Difpairing of his owne armes fortitude. 

To ioyne with Witches, and the helpe of Hell. 

Bur. Traitors haue neuer other company. 

But what*s that Puz^ell whom they tcarme fo pure? 

Tal. A Maid, they fay. 

‘Bed. A Maid? And befo martiall ? 

Bur . Pray God file prouc not mafeuline ere long: 
Ifvnderneath the Standard of theFrcnch 
She carry Armour, as (lie hath begun. 

Tal. Well, let them pra&ifc and conuerfe with fpirits. 
God is our Forzrefl’e, in whofe conquering name 
Let vs refolue to fcale their flinty bulwarkes. 

Bed. Afcend braue Talbot^ytc will follow t^ec. 

T* 1 . Not altogether: Better farre I gueffe. 

That we do make our entrance fcuerall wayes: 

That if it chance the one of vs do faile. 

The other yet may rife againft their force. 

Bed. Agreed ^lle toyond corner. 

Bur. And I to this. 

Tal. And heere will Talbot mount,or make his graue. 
Now Salisbury , for thee and for the right 
Of Englifli henry,&\*\l this night appeare 
How much in duty, I am bound to both. 

Sent. Armc, arme, the enemy doth make aflault.’ 

Cry, S.\George, A Talbot , 

The Trench leape ore the walles in their flirts. Enter 
Jeuerall wayes, Bafard,AUnfon,Reignkr , 
halfe ready, and halfe vnready • 

Alan . How now my Lords ? what all vnreadie fo ? 
Bafi . Vnready? I and glad we fcap’d fo well. 
ReigTTvfzs time (1 trow) to wakeiand leaue our beds, 
Hearing Alaxums at our Chamber doores. 

Alan. Of all exploits fince firft I follow’d Armes, 

Nerc heard I of a warlike enterprize 

More 
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Morevcnturousjordclperatc then this. 

Baft. I thinke this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell. 

Reig. If not of Hell, theHeauens furefauour him. 
Alanf. Here coramcch Charles, I maruell how he fped? 

Enter Charles and Ioane. 

Baft. Tut,holy Ioanc was his dcfenfiucGuard. 

Chari. Is this thy cunning,thou dccckfull Dame? 
Didfl: thou at fitft,to flatter vs vvithall. 

Make vs partakers of a little gay nc, 

That now ourlofTe might be ten times fo much? 

loan*. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his friend? 
Ac all times will you hauc my Power alike? 

Sleeping or waking,muft I flill preuayle, 

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me ? 

Icnprouident Souldiors,had your Watch been good 5 
This fudden Mifchiefe ncucr could hauc falnc. 

Chari. Duke of Ahnfon,thi s was your default, 

That being Captainc of the Watch to Night, 

Did looke no better to that weightie Charge. 

Alanf. Had all your Quarters been as fafely kept. 

As that whereof I had the gouernment, 

We had »ot beene thus(hamefully furpriv/J. 

Baft. Mine was fccurc. 

Reig. Andfo was mine, my Lord. 

Chari. And formv fclfe,moft part of all this Night 
Within her Quarter,and mine ownc Precin&, 

I was imploy’d in pafling to and fro. 

About relicuingof the Ccntincls. 

Then how,or which way,fhould they firfl breake in i 
loane. Qticfiion(my Lords) no further of the,cafe. 
How or which wav; *tis fure they found fome place, 

( But wcakely guarded, where the breach was made: 

And now there refts no other fhife but this, 

I S To gather our Souldiors,fcatter’d and difperc t. 

And lay new Plac-formcs to endammage them. 

Exeunt. 

Alarum. Ento a Souldicr frying, a Talbot, a Talbot: 
thej jijeyUaumg their Clothes behind. 

Sou Id. lie be fo bold to take what they haue left; 

The Cry of Talbot femes, me foraSvvord, 

For I hauc Ioadcn me with many Spoylcs, 

Vfing no other Weapon but his Name. ExitJ 

£ Her Talbot , Bedford, Purgmdie. 

Hedf. The Day begins to breake* and Night is fled, 
Whofepitchy Mantle ouer-vayfd the Earth. 

Here found Retreat,and ccafe our hoc gurfuit# Retreat. 

Talb. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury, 

And here aduance it in ihe Market-Place* 

The middle Ccncurc of this curfed Towue. 

Now haue T pay’d my Vow vntohis Soule: 

For cuery drop of blood vvas drawne from him. 

There hath at leaft fiue Frenchmen dyed tonight. 

And chat hereafter Ages may behold 
What ruinc happened in reuenge of him. 

Within their chicfeft Temple He crcft 
ATombc,wherein his Corps iliaJl beinterr’d: 

Vpon the whi^that euery one may readc, 

Shall be engrau'd the fackcof Otleancc, 

The trechcrous manner of his mournef^ll death. 

And what a terror he had beene to France. 

But Lords,iuiall our bloudy Maffacre, 

I mufe vve met not with the Dolphins Grace, 
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His new-come Chi»pion,vgrtuous /^ of , 

Nor any of his falfe Confederates. 

Tedf.’Tis thought Lord Talbot,vthen thrfi i , 
Rows’d on the hidden from their drowllc B h^ 
They did amongft the troupes of armed m C n 
Lcape o’re the Walls for refuge in the field ’ 

'Burg. My fclfe.as farre as I could well difr 
For fmoakc.and duskie vapours of the nioht 
Am Cure I fear’d the Dolphin and his Trull * 
When Arfnc in Arme they both came fwif t | v 
Like to a payre of louing Turtle-Doues ^ rUnn ' n g, 
That could not liueafunder day or njoht* 

After that things are fet in order here^ 

Wec’lc follow them with all the power wc h ailc 

Enter a CMejfenger. 

MefhW haylc,my Lords:whichof this p r m„ i 
Call ye the W arlike Talbot, for his Afts ytra J 
So much applauded through thcRealmeofFra.v., 
T*&. Here is the Talbot ,who would fiS!u. 
Mef Thevertuous Lady,CouotcfTe ofO 
With modcftic admiring thy Renowne llcr 2 ne , 
By me entreats (great Lord) thou would'# voucher 
1 o vifit her poorc Caftle where fhe lyes, " c 

That (lie may boaft flic hath beheid the man 
Whofe glory fills the World with lowd report' 
Xurg. Is it euen fo ? Nay .then I fee our Wants 
Will turne vnto a peacefull Comick fpert, 

When Ladyescrauc to be cncountred with. 

You may hoc (my l ord) defpife her gentle fait 

Talk Ne’retruft me then: for when a World ofon 

Could not preuayle with all their Oratorio, 

Yet hath a Womans kindnefle oucr-rul’d: * 

And therefore tell her,I rcturne great thankes 
And in fubmiflion will 3ttend on her. 

Will not your Honors bcarc me company? 

Bcdf. No,truly,’cis more then manners will: 

And I haue heard it layd,Vnbiddcn Guclh 
Are often welcommelt when they arc gone. 

i alo . Well then,alone (lince there's no remedie) 

I mcane to proue this Ladycs courtelie. 

Come hither Captainc, you percciuc my minde. 

lybtjpcrs. 

Captm I doe my Lord, and mcane accordingly. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Countcjfe„ 

fount . Porter,remember what I gauc in charge, 
And when you hauc done fo,bring the Keyes tome. 
Port . Madame,! will. Exit. 

Count. The Plot is lay d, if all things fall out right, 

I fliall as famous be by this exploit. 

As Scythian Tomyrts by Qr/a death. 

Great is the rumour of this dreadfull Knight, 

And his atchieuements of no lefle account: 

Faine would mine eyes be witnefle with mine cares, 
To giuc their cenfure of thefe rare reports. 

Enter AfeJJengcr and Talbot. 

Mef > Madamc,a£cording as your Ladyfhip defir’d, 
By MeflTage crau’d, fo is Lord Talbot come. 

fount. And he is welcome: whatsis this the man i 
Mef. Madame, it is. 

Count . Is this the Scourge of France ? 

Is this the Talbot fo much fear’d abroad ? 

That with his Name the Mothers (till their Babes? 

I fee Report is fabulous and falfe; 
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"T Mitl fliould haue feene fomc Hercules, 
for his grim afpeif. 

A Sfe pro P ortion of his ftrong knit Limbcs. 
; i 2 S »ChJd.»r,llyD»a,fc: 


cannot be,this vveake and writhled (hrimpe 


, .jftrike fuch terror to his Enemies. 

Kl Madame, I haue beene bold to trouble you: 
Jfinceyout Ladyfhip is not at leyfure, 

SfortfoV other timetov.fit you. 

Comt. What meancs he now ? 
rt aske him,whither he goes ? 

M IT. Seay my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craues, 
Tnknow the caufe of your abrupt departure ? 

1 ^ $ Marry, for that fliee s in a wrong bclecfe, 


fdb 

Igocto 


certifie her Talbot's here. 


Enter Porter with Keyes, 
fount. If thou be he,then art thou Prifoner. 
fdl>. Prifoner ? to whom ? 
fount. To me.blood-thirftie Lord: 

And for that caufe I trayn’d thee to my Houfe. 
low time thy fhadow hath been thrall to me. 

For di my Gallery thy Pitfure hangs: 

Bucnow the fubftance fiiall endure the like, 

Audi will chayne thefe Legges and Armesof thine, 
That had by Tyrannic thefe many yeercs 
Walled our Countrey,flaine our Citizens, 

And fent our Sonnes and Husbands captiuate. 
fd. Ha,ha,ha. 

fount. Laughed thou Wretch ? 

Thy mirth (ball turne to moane. 

Talb. I laugh to fee your Ladylhip fo fond, 

To thmke.that you haue ought but Talbots fhadow, 
Whereon to pra&ife your feueritie. 

fount. Why l art not thou the man i 
■ fd. I am indeede. 

Count. Then haue I fubftance too. 
fd. No,no, I am but fhadow of my lelfe : 
Youaredcceiu’d, my fubftance is not here; 

Forwhac you fee,is but the fmalleft part, 

And leaft proportion of Humanitie: 

Itell you Madarae,wcrethe whole Frame here, 

]t is of fuch a fpacious loftie pitch. 

YourRoofe were not fufficient to contayn’t. 

Count. This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce. 
He will be here,and yet he is not here : 

How can thefe contrarieties agree ? 

Td. That will I fbew you prefently. 

Winds his Horne, Drummes flrihe vp,a Peale 
of Ordenance: Enter S outdoors. 

How fay you Madame ? are you now perfwaded. 

That Talbot is but fhadow of himfelfe ? 

Thefe arc his fubftance,finewcs,armes,and ftrength. 
With which he yoaketh your rebellious Neckes, 
Razeth your Ci tics,and fubuerts your T o wncs, 

And in amoment makes them defolate. 

Count, Victorious pardon my abufe', 

lllndethou art no lefle then Fame hath bruited. 

And more then may be gathered by thy fhapt. 
bet my prefumption not prouoke thy wrath. 

For I am forry, that with reuerence 
ldid not entertaine thee as thou art. 

Be not difmay’d.faire Lady,nortnifconftcr 
The minde of Talbot, as you did miftake 
Lie outward compofition of his body. 

\\ hat you haue c!one,hath not offended me: 

Nor other l'atisfaftion doe I craue. 
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But onely with your patience,that we may 

Tafte of your Wifte,and fee what Cates you haue, 

For Souldiers ftomacks alwayes leruc them well. 

Count. With aB my heart, and thinke me honored. 
To fcaft fo great a Warrior in my Houfe. Exeunt , 

Enter T^cLtrd Plantagenet,Warwick,,Sowerfet i 
Poole , and others. 

Torke. Great Lords and Gentlemen, 

What mcancs this filence ? 

Dare no naan anfwer in a Cafe of Truth { 

Sujf. Within the Temple Hall wc were too lowd. 

The Garden here is more conuenient. 

Y or £ Then fay at once,if I maintain’d the Tiuth ; 

Or elfe was wrangling Somerfet in th’error? 

Sujf. Faith I haue beene aTruant in the Law, 

And ncucr yet could frame my will to ic. 

And therefore frame the Law vnto my will. 

Som. Iudgeyou, my Lord of Warwicke, then be- 
twccnc vs. 

W,.r, Between two Hawks,which flyes the higher pitch, 
Between two Dogs,wbich hath the deeper mouth. 
Between two Blades,which beares the better temper, 
Between two Horfes,which doth beare him beft, 
Between two Girles, which hath the merryeft eye, 

I haue perhaps fome fhallow fpirit of ludgement: 

But in thefe nice fliarpe Quillets of the Law, 

Good faith I am no wifer then a Daw. 

Torkj Tut,tut,here is a mannerly forbearance; 

The truth appeares fo naked on my fide, 

That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Setn. And on my fide it is fo well apparrell’d. 

So dearc,fo fhining.and fo cuident. 

That it will glimmer through a blind-mans eye. 

York Since you are tongue-ty’d, and folothtofpeake, 
In dumbe fignificants proclayme your thoughts: 

Let him that is a true-borne Gentleman, ? 

And ftands vpon the honor of his birth, 

If lie fuppofe that I haue pleaded truth. 

From off this Bryer pluck a white Rofe with me. 

Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 

But dare maintaine the panic of the truth, 

Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorne with me. 

War. 1 loue no Colours: and without all colour 
Of bafe infinuating flattevie, 

I pluck this white Rofe with Tlantagenet. 

Suff. I pluck this red Rofe,with young Somerfet t 
And fay withall,I thinke he held the right. 

Vernon. Stay Lords and Gentlemen,and pluck no more 
Till you conclude, that he vpon whofe fide 
The feweft Rofes are cropt from the Tree, 

Shall yeeld the other in the right opinion. 

Som. Good Mafter Vernon,\t is well obie&ed s 
If I hauefew,|ft,I fubferibe in filence. 

Yor!{. And I. 

Vernon. Then for the trutb,and plainneffe of the Cafe, 
I pluck this pale and Maiden Bloffome here, 

Giuingmy Verdiiff on the white Rofe fide. 

Som. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off, 

Leaft bleeding,you doc paint the white Role red. 

And fall onvny fide fo againft your will. 

Vrrnon. If I,my Lord,for my opinion-bleed. 

Opinion (hall be Surgeon to my hurt, $ - j 

And keepe me on the fide where ftill I am,' 

Som, Well,wel!,comeon,wbo elfe? 
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Lawyer. Vnleffe my Studic and my Bookes be falfe, 
The argument you held.was wrong ift you; 

In figne where of,I pluck a white Rofe too. 

Yorke. Now Somcrfct, where is your argument? 

Som. Herein my Scabbard,medicating^hat 
Shall dye your white Rofe fta a bloody red* 

TVi^Mcane time your cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes: 
For pale they locke with fearers witnefling 
The truth on our tide. 

Som. No Plantagenet: 

’Tis not for feare,buc anger, that thy cheekes 
Bluflh for pure fhaine,to counterfeit our Rofes, 

And yet thy tongue will not confclle thy error. 

Yorke. Hath not thy Rofc a Canker, Somerfet ? 

Som . Hath not thy Rofe a Thorne, Plantagenet ? 

Yorks • I,fharpe and piercing to maincaine his truth. 
Whiles thy confirming Canker eates his faffehood. 

5 ^.WelhIle find friends to weare my bleeding Rofes, 
That fhall maintainc what I haue laid is true, 

Where fallc Plantagenet dare not be feenc. 

Yorke . Now by this Maiden Bloffome in my hand, 

I fcorne thee and thy fafhion,pecuifii Boy. 

Stiff. Turne not thy fcornes this way 5 Plantagenet . 
Yorks . Provvd‘ 7 W<?, I will, and fcorne both him and 
thee. 

Stiff. He turne my part thereof into thy throat. 

Som. Away,away,good William de U Poole , 

We grace the Yeoman,by conueifing with him. 

Warw. Now by God* will thou wrong’ft Wim^Somcrfit: 
His Grandfather was Lyonel Duke of Clarence, 

Third Sonne to the third Edward King of England: 
Spring Oertlcfle Yeomen from io deepe a Root ? 

Yo ks> He beares him on the place’s Prmiledge, 

Or clurft not for his crauen heart fay thus. 

Sov. By him that made me> lie maintainc my words 
On any PK>t qFG round in Chriftendome. 

Was not thy Father, RichardfEwXz of Cambridge, 

For Trcafon executed in our late Kings dayes t 
And by his Trcafon, ftand’ft not thou attainted, 
Corrupted,and exempt from ancient Gentry i 
His Trefpas yet hues guiltic in thy blood. 

And till thou be reftorYhth^u art a Yeoman. 

Yorke. My Father was attached, not atcainted, 
Condemn’d todyc for Ticafo^but no Tray tor; 

And that He proue on better men then Somerset, 

W^re growing time once ripened to my will. 

For your partaker Poole , and you your felfe, 
lie note you in my Booke of Memorie, 

To fcourge you for this apprehenfion: 

Loukcco iivVcIl.and fay you 3 re well warn’d. 

Sent. Ah,thou Oialt finde vs ready for thee ftill: 

And know vs thele Colours for thy Foes, 

For thefe,my friends in fpight of thee fhaJI weare. 

Yorke. And by my Soule # this pale and angry Rofe, 

As Cognizance of my blood-drinking hat£. 

Will I for euer,and my Faction weare, 

VnBll it wither with me to my Graue, 

Or flouri Hi to the height of my Degree. 

Suff Goe forward,and bcchoak’d with thy ambition: 
And fo farwelljvutill I meet thee next. Exit. 

Som. Hade with thee Poole: Farwcll ambitious Ri¬ 
chard. Exit. 

Yorks- How l am biau’d,.and muft perforce endure 
it? 
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warn. This irforthar they obieft againft yourHoufc, 
Shall be whipt out in the next Parliament, 


Call’d for the Truce of Wincheficr and Cloucel? f ^ 
And if thou be not then created Yorke J **'' 

I will not liue to be accounted Warwick?. 

Meane time,in fignall of my louc to thee 
Againft prowd Somcrfct .and William Poole 
Will I vpon thy partie weare this Rofe. * 

And here I prophecie: this brawlc to day, 

Grownc to this faftion in the Tcmplc Garden 
Shall fend betweenc the Red-Rofc and the Wh* 

A thoufand Soules to Death and deadly Nioh t UC| 
Yorke. Good Matter Vernon,\ am bound to v 
That you on my behalfe would pluck a Flower ^° U) 
Fcr. In your behalfe ftill will I weare the fai^ 
Lawyer. And fo will I# C# 

Yorks . Thankcs gentle. 

Come, let vs foure to Dinner: I dare fay, 

This Quarrell will drinkc Blood another day. 

Enter Mortimer, brought in a Chayre 
and I ay lor s. 

21 ort. Kind Keepers of my wcake decaying Aee 
Let dying C Mortimer here reft himfclfe. ' ® 1 

Euer. like a man new haled fiom the Wrack, 

So fare my Limbes with long liiipiifonment; 

And thefe gray Locks,the Purfuiuants of death 
Nefior-\\Vt aged, in nn Age of Care, 

Argue ihe end of Edmund Mortimer . 

Thefe Eyes,like Lampes,whofc wafting Oyle isfn enr 
Waxe dimme,as drawing to their Exigent. ) 

WeakeShoulders,ouer-bornc withburtheningGricfc 

And pytn-lcfl'e Armes,likc to a withered Vine * 
That droupes his fappc-leffe Branches to the ground 
Yet are thefe Fcet,whofe ftrcugth-leffe ftay is numme 
(Vnablcto fupport this Lumpc of Clay) 
Swift-winged with defire to get a Graue, 

As witting I no other comfort haue. 

B it tell me,Keeper, will my Nephew come > 

Keeper. Richard Plantagenet >my Lord,will come; 
Wc fenc vnto the Temple,vnto his Chamber, 

And anfwer wat, return’d,that he will come. 

Mort . Enough: my Soule {hall then be fatisfied, 
Poore Gemleman,his wrong doth equall mine. 

Since Henry Monmouth firft began to rcigne, 

Before whole Glory I was grea: in Armes, 

This loathlome fequeftration haue I had; 

And euen fince then,hath Richard beeneobfeur’d, 
Depriu’t! of Honor and Inheritance. 

But now,the A* bitrator of Defpaires, 
luft Deathjkinde Vmpircof mens miferies, 

With fweet enlargement doth difmiffcme hence: 

I would his troubles likewife were expir’d, 

That fo he might rccouer vvhat was loft. 

Enter Richard . 

Keeper . My Lord,your louing Nephew now is come 
Mor . Richard Plantagenet , my friend, is he come ? 
Rich. I,Noble Vnckle,thus ignobly vs d, 

Your Nephew,late dcfpded Richard, comes. 

TAort. Dirc£l mine Armes,! may embrace his Neck, 
And in his Bofome fpend my latter galpe# 

Oh tell me when my Lippes doe touch his Cheekes, 
That I may kindly giue one fainting Kilfe. 

And now declare lwert Stem from Yorkes great Stock, 
Why didft thou fay of late thou wert defpis d ? 
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-.rriSJSSK "gcJ B«k apin« o.in« Arme, 

F , ,Mtiare«ment vpon aCafc, 

:Tb*.. r i, erc grew’twixt Somcrfet and me: 
^ e :;tiue^e S ,he vs’d his hU tongue, 
h(tl S vpbrayd me with my Fathers death ; 

A ", d h nblociuie (et barres before my tongue, 

W hlth . t)ic ],kc I had requited him. 

EllCVV fore good Vnckle, for my Fathers fake, 
fhonorof a true VUnftgenet, 
n jfnr Alliance lake, declare the caufe 
An i her Earle of Cambridge.loft his Head. 

W 1 ' T ’ hat c aufe(faire Nephew)that imprifon’d ms, 

, ?hath detayn’d me all my flowring Youth, 

Shin a loathfomc Dungeon, there to pyne, 

S/js'eurfed loflrutnent of has deceafc. 

± Difcouer more at large what caufe that was, 
Jlamignor»nt,and cannot gueffe. 
y«rt. 1 will,if that my fading breath permit, 

JDeath approach not,ere my Tale be done. 

„ n ti-e Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 

DeDOi’d his Nephew Richard,Edward* Sonne, 
rhe firft begotten, and the lawfull Hcire 
Of King,1 he Third of that Dcfccnt. 

D irin p v\hofe Rcigne, the Percies of the North, 

Fading his Vforpation molt vniufl, 

Endeuour’d my aduancement to the Throne. 

The rcafon mou’d thefe Warlike Lords to this, 
W'sjortbat fyoung Richard thus remou’d, 

Lcaulng no Heire bcgotccn of his Body) 

I W as the next by Bir th and Parent age: 

For by my Mothcr.I dcriued am 
FtomDW Duke of Clarence,third Sonne 
ToKing Edward the Third; whereas hec, 

FromM»of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree, 

3 eing but fourth of that Heroick Lyr.e. 

Butmarke: as in this haughtie great attempt. 

They laboured,to plant the rightfull Heire, 

Holt my Libertie, and they their Liues. 

Long after chis,when Henry the Fift 

(Succeeding his Father Ettllingbrooke) & id reigne; 

Thy Father^Earlc of Cambridge.then deriu’d 
Fiom famous Edmund Langley, Duke of Yorke, 

Marrying my Sitter,that thy Mother was; 

Againe.in pitty of my hard diflrefle, 

Leuied an Army, weening to redeeme. 

And haue inflall’d me in theDiadcme: 

But as the reft,fo fell that Noble Earle, 

And was beheaded. Thus the CMortimers, 

Inwhom the Title tcfled,were fuppreft. 

Rich. Of which,my Lord,yourHonoristheIaft, 
Mert.T rue; and thou feeft,that I no Ifluc haue. 

And that my fainting words doe warrant death; 

Thou art my Heire; thercft.I wifh thee gather: 

But yet be wary in thy fludious care. 

tich. Thy graue admonifliments preuayle with me: 
But yet me thmkes,my Fathers execution 
Was nothing lefle then bloody Tyranny. 

^r.With filence,Nephew,be thou pollitick, 

Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lane after. 

And like a Mountaine.not to be remou’d. 

But now thy Vnckle is remouing hence. 

As Princes doc their Courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a fetlcd place. 

Rich.O V nckle,would fome part of my young yeercs 
light but redeerue thepaffage of your Age. 


Mart .Thou do’ft then wrong me,as f flaughterer doth. 
Which giueth many Wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourne ncrt.except thou forrow for my good, 

Onely giue order for my Funcrall. 

And fo farewell, and faire be ail thy hopes. 

And profperous be thy Life in Peace and Warre. Dye*. 

Rich. And Peace,no Warre,befall thy parting Soule. 
In Prifor. haft thou Ipent a Pilgrimage, 

And like a Hermite ouer-pafl thy dayes. 

Well,I will locke his Councell in my Brcft, 

And what I doe imagine, tet that reft. 

Keepers conuey him hence,and I my felfe 
Will fee his Bury all better then his Life. 

Here dyes the dnskie Torch of iJ\ 1 orttmer t 
C hoakt with Ambition of the meaner fort. 

And for thofe Wrongs,thofe bitter Iniunes, 

Which Somerjet hath offer’d to my Houle, - 
I doubt not,but with Honor to redrefle. 

And therefore hafte I to the Parliament, 

Eytherto be reftored to my Blood, 

Or make my will th’aduantage of my good. 


Exit. 


Exit. 


Aclus Tertim. Scena Trima . 


Flortrijh. Enter Ktng,Exete'r,Glofer,W’inche(ler,W'arwic\^ 
Somerftt,Stijfo!k,Rtchard Plantagenet. Glofier offers 
to put vp a Bill:Winchefierfiat ches ittear es it. 

Winch. Cotn’ft thou with deepe premeditated Lines? 
With written pamphlets,ftudiou{ly deuis'd ? 

Humfrey o{ Glcftcr,if thou canft accufe. 

Or ought intend’lt to lay vnto my charge. 

Doe it without inuemion/uddenly. 

As I with fudden^and extcmporall fpeech, 

Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft obieft# 

C/fl.Pre fumptuous Prieft,this place comands my patiecc, 
Or thouftiould’ft finde thou haft dis-honor’d me, 

T hinkc not, although in Wciting I preferr’d 
The manner of thy vile outragious Crymcs, 

That therefore I haue forg’d^or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearfe the Methodc of n y Penne. 

No Prelate/uch is thy audacious wickednefle* 

Thy lcwd 5 peftiferous/and difientiousprancks. 

As very Infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a moft pernitious Vfurer, 

Froward by nature,Enemie to Peace, 

Lafciuious,wanton, more then well befeemes 
A man of thy ProfdTton,and Degree. 

And for thy Trecherie,what*s more manifeft ? 

In that thou layd’ft a Trap to take my Lite, 

As well at London Bridge,ns acthe Tower. 

BelldeJ feare me,if thy thoughts were fitted. 

The King,thy Soucraigne,is not quite exempt 
From enuious malliceof thy fwclling heart. 

Winch . Glofier t \ doc defic thee. Lords vouchfafc 
To giue me hearing what I (hall reply. 

If I were couetous^mbitious^orperuerfe, 

As he will haue me: how am I fo poorc? 

Or how haps it 3 I feeke not to aduancc 
Or rayfe my felfe? but kcepe my wonted Calling# 

And for Diflention 3 who preferretb Peace 
More then I doe ? except I be prouok’d. 

No,my good Lords^t is not that offends. 

It is not that,that hath incens’d the Duke; 

It is becaufe no one (hould fway but hec, 

Noone,but hee,(hould be about the King} 

And that engenders Thunder in his breaft, 

1 And 
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Ana makes him rorethefe Accufations forth. 

But he (ball know I am as good. 

Glofi. As good ? 

Thou Baftard of my Grandfather. 

Winch. I.Lordly Sir: for what are you,! pray, 

But one imperious in anothers Throne ? 

Glofi. Am I not Prote&or.fawcie Pried ? 

Winch. And am not I a Prelate of the Church ? 

Glefi. Yes, as an Out-law in a Caftle keepes. 

And vfeth it,to patronage his Theft. 

Winch. Vnreuerent Glocefier. 

Glofi. Thou art reuet ent, 

Touching thy Spirituall Function,not thy Life. 

Winch. Rome fhall rernedie this, 

Warw. Roame thither then. 

My Lord,it were your dutie to forbeare. 

' Som. I,fce the Biihop be not ouer-borne: 
Methinkesruy Lord fhould be Religious, 

And know the Office that belongs to fuch. 

Warn. Me thinkes his Lordlhip fhould be humbler, 
It fitteth not a Prelate io to plead. 

Som. Yes,when his holy Scate is toucht fo ncerc. 
Warn. State holy,or vnl)allow’d,what of that ? 

Is not his Grace Prote&or to the King ? 

Rich. Plantagenst I lee muft hold his tongue, 

Lead it be faid,Speake Sin ha when you fhould : 

Muft your bold Verdict enterralke with Lords ? 

Elfc would I haue a fling at Winchefier. 

King. Vnckles of Gtofter, and of Winchefier , 

The fpectall Watch-men of ourEnghfh Weale, 

I would prcuaylc,if Prayers might preuayle. 

To ioyne your hearts in louc and amitie. 

Oh,vyhat a Scandall is it to our Crowne, 

That two fuch Noble Pccrcs as yc fhould iarre ? 
Beleeue me > Lords,my tender yeeres can tell, 

Ciuill diflcntion is a viperous Worme, 

That gnawes the Bowel> of the Common-wealth. 

A noyfe within, Downe with the 
Tawny-Co.us. 

King. What tumult’s this? 

Warw. An Vprore, I dare warrant, 

Be i’un through malice of the Biihops men. 

A noyfe againe , Stones, Stones. 

Enter afar. 

Maior. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Henry , 
Piety the Citic of London, pitty vs: 

The Bifhop.and the Duke of Glofters men. 

Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 

Haue fill’d their Pockets full of peeblc ftones; 

And banding themfelues in contrary parts. 

Doe pelt fo faft at one anothers Pate, 

That many haue their giddy braynes knockt out: 

Our Windowes are broke downe in euery Street, 

And we/or feare,compell’d to {hut our Shops. 

Enter in sktrmifb with bloody Pates. 

King. We charge you;on allcgeancc to our felfe. 

To hold your flaugntring hands,and keepe the Peace: 
Pray’ Vnckie Glofier mittigate this ftrife. 

i .Seruing. Nay,if we be forbidden Stones,wee’Ie fall 
to it with our Teeth. 

^.Seruing. Doe wh3t ye dare,we arc as refolute. 

Sktrmifb againe. 

Glofi. You of my houfcho!d,lcaue this peeuifh broyle, 
And fet this vnaccuftom’d fight afide. 
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3 *SerH. My Lord 3 weknow yourGraccTob'—— 

Iuft,andvpright; and for your RoyallBiith C3lt)an 
Inferior to none,but to his Maieftic: 

And ere that we will fuffer luch a Prince 
So kinde a Father of the Common-weale 
To be difgraccd by an Inke-hornc Mace > 

Wee and our Wiues and Children all will fiok 
And haue our bodyes flaughtred by thy f oe $ b tj 
I Serti. I,and the very parings of our Navies 
Shall pitch a Field when wc arc dead, ^ 

Glofi . Stay,ftay 5 I fay: ^ 

And if you loue me, as you fay you doe 
Let me perfwade you to forbeare a while. 

King, Oh,how this difeord doth affoa my Soul 
Can you,my Lord of Winchefier, behold J e# 
My fighes and tcares, and will not once relent 
Who fliould be pittifull,if you be not * 

Or who fliould ftudy to preierre a Peace, 

If holy Church-men take delight in broyles ? 

tvarw. Yecld my Lord Prote&or,yecld WincM* 
Except you meanc with obftmate repulfc J 1 
To flay your Soueraigne,and defiroy the Rcalmc 
You fee what Mifchiefe,and what Murtbenoo * 
Hath beene enacted through your enrnitie: * 

Then be at peace, except ye thirft for blood. 

Winch, He fhall fubmit % or I will neuer yecld# 

Glofi. Companion on the King commands me fl UUPc 
Or 1 would fee his heart out,ere the Priclt ^ 

Should euer get that priuiledge of me# 

Warw. Behold my Lord or Winchcfter ; theDuke 
Hath baniflit moodie difeontented fury. 

As by his finoothed Browes it doth appeare: 

Why looke you ftill fo fterne,and tragicall ? 

Glofi. Here Winchefier , I offer thee my Hand. 
King. Fie Vnckie ^eauford, I haue heard youprcach 
That Mallice wasagreatsndgrieuousfinnc: 

And will not you maintaine the thing you teach? 

But proue a chiefe offender in the fame. 

Warw. Sweet King: the Bifliop hath a kindly gyrd; 
For fhamc my Lord of Winchefier relent; 
Whac,(hall a Child inftrud you what to doc ? 

Winch . W eli Duke of Glofier, I wili yeclu to thee 
Loue for thy Loue,and Hnnd for Hand I giue. 

Glofi I,but I fearc me with a hollow Heart, 

See here my Friends and louing Countreymcn, 

This token ferueth for a Flagge of Truce, 

Betwixt our fclue$,and all our followers; 

So helpe me God,as I diffemblc not# 

Winch. So helpe me God,as I intend it not# 

King . Oh louing Vnckie,kinde Duke ofGloftcr, 
How ioyfull am I made by this Contract# 

Away my Matters, trouble vs no more. 

But ioyne in friendfhip,as your Lords haue done, 
i.Sern. Content,lie to the Surgeons, 

2 , Seru. And fo will I. 

%'Serff. And I will fee what Phyfick theTauerncaf¬ 
fords. Exeunt* 

Warn .Accept this Scrowle,mcft graciousSoueraignCj 
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenct, 

Wc doe exhibue to your Maieftie# 

G/o.Wdl vis’d,my Lord ofWarwickrforfweetPrince, 
And if your Grace marke euery eifeumfi^nce, 

You haue great reafon to doe Richard right, 
Efpecially for thofe occafions 

At Eitaro Place I told your Maieftic# 

' King . An< 


offeree: 

louing lord:,our plea fere U, 

Therefore my & C£ , w hi$ Blood. 

Tb illl>cb let Richard be reftored to his Blood, 
flUus Fathers wrongs be recompenc’c. 

S° , » s vvill the reft,lo willeth Wtnchefiei. 

Tl *lf Richard m\\ be troe,not that all alone, 

„ ,ff t h e whole Inheritance I giue, 

Soth belong vntotheHoufe of Torke, 
uU-nceyou fnring.by Lineall Dclcent. 

Kh Thy humble fernanc vowes obedience, 

R,cb.trd,\^e a true Plantagenet, 

*?£' «'»« 1 Princely Duke of r..«e, 
l<cb. And fo thriue Richard , as thy foes may fall, 

.„j as Iny dutie fprings/o perifli they, 

That erui°e one thought againft your Maiefly. 

M Welcome high Prince.the mighty Duke of2V%. 

Perifli bafe Prince, ignoble Duke of Torke. 

ClJ. Now will it beft auaile your Maieflie, 
to croffethe Seas,and to be Crown’d in France: 

Theprefcnceof aKingengenders loue 
fmon gfthisSubiefts,and hisloyall Friends, 
Asitdif-animateshis Enemies. 

Km. When Glofier fayes the word,King Henry goes, 
p ot friendly counfaile cuts off many Foes. 

Gl-fi. Your Ships alrcadie are in readinefTe, 

Setter, flourijh. Exeunt. 

Manet Exeter. 

Exet. I,we may march in England,or in France, 

•Not feeing what is likely to enfue: 

This late diffention growne betwixt the Peercs, 

Burocs vndcr fained afhes of forg’d loue, 

And will at laft breakc out into a flame. 

Asfeftred members roc but by degree. 

Till bones and flefh and linewes fall away. 

So will this bafe and enuious difeord breed. 

And now I feare that fatall Prophecie, 

Which in the time of Henry, nam’d the Fife, 

Was in the mouth of euery fucking Babe, 

Thattf<»»7 borne at Monmouth fhould winne all, 

And Henry borne at Windfor,loole all: 

Which is fo plame, that Exeter doth with. 

His dayes may finifh, ere that haplefle time. Exit. 
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'- ~Souldter~0 u rS a c k s fhall be a meane to fack the City 


Sccena Secunda. 


-< 1 . . i . : 

Enter Pucell dijguis’d, withfeure Sottldiors with 
Sacks vpon their backs. 

Pucctl. Thefe are the Citie Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
Through which our Pollicy muft make a breach. 

Take heed,be wary how you place your words, 

Taike like the vulgar fort of Market men. 

That come to gather Money for their Cornc. 

If we haue entrance,as I hope we fhall, 

And that we findc the flouthfull Watch but weake. 

He by a figne giue notice to our friends, 

That Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. 


And we be Lords and Rulers ouer Roan, 

Therefore wee’le knock. Knock. 

Watch. Cbel*' , 

Pfsceti. Peafauns la pouwegfns de Fraance 
Poore Market folkes that come to fell tl.eir Come. 

Watch. Enter,goein,the Market Bell is rung. 

Pucell. Now Roan, He fhake thy Bulwarkes to the 

ground. „ ? x V! nt - 

Enter Charles, Bafiard, Alan fin. 

Charles. Saint Dennis bleffe this happy Stratagcme, 
And once againe wce’le fleepe fecure in R G ® n * 

Bafiard. "Here entred Pucell ,and her Prachtant*: 

Now fhe is there,now will flic ljsecific ? 

Here is the beft and fafeft paffage in. 

Rei?. By thrufting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once difcern’d,fhewes that her meaning is. 
Noway to that(for wcakncfle^wbich ihe entred. 

Enter PuceH on the top, tbrttfiing out a 
Torch burning. 

Pucell. Behold,this is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That ioyneth Roan vnto her Countreymcn, 

But burning fatall to the Talbonites. 

Bafiard / See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turrec ftands. 

Charles. Now fhine it like a Commet of Reuenge, 

A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 

Reig. Dcferre no time,delaycs haue dangerous ends. 
Enter and cry, the Dolphin, prefently. 

And then doe execution on the Watch. Alarum. 

An Alarum. Talbot in an Excurfion. 

T<*/£.France,thou fhalc rue thisTreafon with thy teares, 
If Talbot but furuiuc thy Trecheric. 

Pucell that Witch,that damned Sorccrefle, 

Hath wrought this Hellifh Milchicfe vnawares, 

That hardly we efcap’c the Pride of France. Exit. 

An Alarum: Sxcurfions. Bedford brought 
in ficke its a Chajrt. 

Enter Talbot and Eurgonie without: within , Pucell, 
Charles,Bafiard,and Reigneir on the Walls. 

Pucell. God morrow Gallants,want ye Corn for Bread? 
I thinke the Duke of Burgonie will fall. 

Before hee’le buy againe at fuch a rate. 

Twas full of Darnell: doc you like the tafte ? 

Burg. Scoffcon vile Fiend.and fhamelefie Curtizan, 

I truft ere long to choake thee with thine ownc. 

And make thee curfe the Harueft of that Corne. 

Charles. Your Grace may ftarue (perhaps) before that 
time. 

Bedf. Oh let no words,butdeedes,reuenge this Trcai- 
fon. 

TuceB. What will you doe,good gray-beard ? 

Brcake a Launce, and runne a-Lilt at Death, 

Within a Chayre. 

Talb. Foule Fiend of France, and Hag of all defpight, 
Incompafs’d with thy luftfull Paramours, 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 

And twit with Cowardife a man halfc dead ? 

Damfell,Ile haue a bowt with you againe, 

Or elfc let Talbot perifh with this fhame. 

Pucell. Are ye fo bot,Sir: yet Pucell hold thy peace. 

If Talbot doe but Thunder,Raine will follow. 

They whtfier together tn counfeK. 

God fpeed the Parliamentjwho fliall be the Speaker i 
J 1 a Talk.Dire 
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Talb. Dare yee come forth,and meet vs in the field ? 
Pucell. Belike your Lordftiip takes vs then for fooles, 
To try if that our owne be ours,or no. 

Talb. I fpeake not to that rayling Hecate, 

But vnto thee Alanfon, and the reft. 

Will ye.like Souldiors,come and fight it out? 

Alanf Seignior no. 

Talb. Seignior hang: bafe Muleters of France, 

Like Pefant foot-Boycs doe they keepe the Walls, 

And dare not take vp Arme$,like Gentlemen. 

Pucell. Away Captaincs,let’s get vs from the Walls, 
For Talbot meanes no goodnefle by his Lookes. 

God b’uy my Lord, we came but to tell you 
That wee are here. Exeunt from the tValls. 

Talb. And there will we be too,erc it be long. 

Or elfe reproach be Talbots greateft fame. 

Vow Burgonie , by honor of thy Houfe, 

Prickt on by publike Wrongs fuftain’d in France, 
Either to get the Towne againe,or dye. 

And I,as fure as Englifti Henry Hues, 

And as his Father here was Conqueror; 

As fure as in this late betrayed Towne, 

Great Cordelions Heart was buryed; 

So fure I fweare,to get the Towne,or dye. 

"Burg, My Vowes are cquall partners with thy 
Vowes. 

Talb. But ere we goe,regard this dying Prince, 

The valiant Duke of 3cdford : Come my Lord, 

We will beftow you in fomc better place. 

Fitter for ficknefte.and for crafic age. 

Bedf. Lord Talbot,doc not fo di {honour me: 

Here will 1 fit, before the Walls of Roan, 

And will be partner of your wealc or woe. 

Burg. Couragious Bedford , let vs now perfwade you. 
Beef. Not to be gone from hence: for once I read. 
That ftout Pendragon, in his Litter fick, 

Came to the field,and vanquifhed his foes. 

Me thinkes I (hould reuiue the Souldiors hearts, 
Becaufe I cuer found them as my felfc. 

7* sib. Vndauntcd fpirit in a dying breaft, 

Then be it fo: Heauens keepe old Bedford fafe. 

And now no more adoe, braue Burgonie, 

But gather we our Forces out of hand. 

And fet vpon our boafting Encmic. Exit, 

<tAn Alarum: Excurfions. Enter Sir Iohn 
Fa/Jlajfe, and a Captaine, 

Capt. Whither away Sir Iohn Falftaffe, in fuch haftef 
Falft. Whither away? to fauemy felfe by flight. 

We are like to haue the ouerthrow againe. 

Capt, What? will you flye,ar.d leaue Lord Talbot} 
Falft. I,all the Talbots in the World,to faue my life. 

Exit, 

Capt. Cowardly Knight,ill fortune follow thee. 

Exit. 

Retreat, Sxcurftons. Pucell, Alanfon, and 
Charles flye. 


Bedf Now quiet Soule,depart when Heauen pleafe. 
For I haue feene our Enemies ouerthrow. 

What is the truft or ftrength of foolifti man ? 

They that of late were daring with their fcoffes. 

Are glad and faine by flight ro faue thenjfelues. 

Bedford dyes,and is carryei in by tm in his Chaire. 


Scana Tertia. 


An Alarum. Enter Tal^Bu^T-y^ 
the ref. 

Talb. Loft,and rccouered in a day again- 
This is a double Honor, Burgonie: 5 * 

Yet Heauens haue glory for this Viaorie 
Burg. Warlike and Martial! Talbot Bure 
Infhrines thee in his heart,and there cre<ft s 
Thy noble Deeds,as Valors Monuments. 

Talb. Thanks gentle Duke: bqt where is v u ., 

I thinke her old Familiar is afleepe, C( no ' 

No iv where’s theBaftards braucs,and CharUtV- 
What all amort? Roan hangs her head for gr] 1 !*^ 

That fuch a valiant Company are fled. ° Cte » 

Now will we take fomc order in the Towne 
Placing therein fome expert Officers, * 

And then depart to Paris, to the King, 

For there young Henry with his Nobles lye 
t«rg. Whatwills Lord 7 *»«, p Ir.fr, 

Talb. But yet before we goe.let’s not f 0ro( £ 

The Noble Duke ofBedford.latedeceas’d b 
But fee his Exequies fulfill’d in Roan. * 

A brauerSouldierneuer couched Launce 
A gentler Heart did neuer fway in Court.* 

But Kings and mightieft Potentates muft di e 
For that’s the end of humane miferie. ' v 


Enter Charles,Baftard, Alanfon,TuceS. 
Pucell. Difinay not (Princes,) at this accident 
Nor grieue that Roan is fo rccouered: 

Care is no cure,but rather corrofiue. 

For things that are not to be remedy’d. 

Let frantike Talbot triumph for a while, 

And like a Peacock fweepe along his tayle, 

Wee’le pull his Plumes,and take away his Trayne, 

If Dolphin and the reft will be but rul’d. 

Charles. Wc haue been guided by cnee hitherto, 
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence, 

One 1 ‘udden Foyle fhall neuer breed diftruft, 

Baftard. Search out thy wit for fecret polticies, 
And we will make thee famous through the World. 

Alanf. Wee’le fet thy Statue in fome holy place, 
And haue thee reuerenc’t like a blefled Saint. 
Employ thee then, fwcet Virgin, for our good. 

"Pucell. Then thus it muft be, this doth/<wwdeuife: 
By fairc perfwafions, mixt with fugred words, 

We will entice the Duke of Burgonie 
To leaue the Talbot,usd to follow vs. 

Charles. I marry Sweeting, if we could doe that, 
France were no place for Henryes Warriors, 

Nor fliould that Nation boaft it fo with vs, 

But be extirped from our Prouinces. 

Alanf. For cuer lhould they be cxpuls’d from France, 
And not haue Title of anEarledome here. 

Pucell. Your Honors fh ill percciuc how 1 will work, 
To bring this matter to the wifhed end. 

Drumme founds a font oft. 

Hearke,by the found of Drumme you may perceiue 
ThcirPowersare marching vncoParis-ward. 

Here found an F.nglifh March. 

There goes the Talbot, with his Colours fpred, 

And all the Troupes of Englilh after him. 

Freed 
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— french March, 

. o,reward comes the Duke and his: 
feu or nukes him lagge behinde. 

Fott ° ? Parlev.wc will talkc with him. 
f ,i:ii« non a ' Trumps found afarley. 


10 ? 





ChariesTiio wletTS on,my Lords, 

And ioyne our Powers, 

And feeke how wc may prcmdice the Foe. 


Exeunt. 


what fay’ft thou Charles} fori am marching 

** o 

^Charles. Spcakc Pucell , and enchaunt him with thy 

i graue Burgonie,x ndoubted hope of France, 
let thy humble Hand-maid fpeake to thee. 

Sta l’ Speake.on,but be not ouer-tedious. 

pjeil Looke on thy Country,look on fertile France, 
. J r ee the Cities and the Townes defac’t, 

Rafting RuineofthccrueU Foe, 

V s lookes the Mother on her lowly Babe, 

When Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes. 
c« fee the pining Maladic of France : 

Behold the Wounds, the moft vnnaturall Wounds, 

Which thou thy felfe haft giuen her wofull Brcft. 

0 h turns thy edged Sword another way. 

Strike thofethae hurt,and hurt not thoie that helpe : 

Oac drop of Blood drawne from thy Countries Bofome, 
.Should grieue thee more then ftreames of forrainc gore. 
Retume thee therefore with a floud ot Tcares, 

And waih away thy Countries ftayned Spots. 

•Burg. Either (he hath bewitcht me with her words. 

Or Nature makes me luddenly relent. 

/W/.Befides,all French and France cxclaimes on thee, 
Doubting thy Birth and lawfull Progenie. 

Who ioyn’ft ihou with,but with a Lordly Nation, 

That will not truft thee,but for profits fake ? 

When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, 

And fafhion’d thee that Inftrument of III, 

Who then,but Engliflh Henry, will be. Lord, 

And thou be thruft out, like a Fugitiue ? 

Call we to minde,and matke but this for proofe: 

Was not the Duke of OrleancethyFoe? 

And was he not in England Prifoner? 

But when they heard he was thine Enemie, 

They fet him free,without his Ranfome pay'd, 

Infpight of Burgonie and all his friends. 

See then,thoufight’ftagainft thy Countreymcn, 

And ioyn’ft with them will be thy (laughter-men. 
Come,come,rctusne; returne thou wandering Lord, 
Charles and the reft will take thee in their armes. 

"Burg. I am vanquilhed : 

Thefe haughtie wordes of hers 
Hauebatt’rcd me like roaring Cannon-fhot, 

And made me almoft yecld vpon my knees. 

Forgiueme Countrey,and fweet Countreymen: 

AndLords accept this heartie kind embrace. 

My Forces and my Power of Men arc yours. 

Sofarweil Talbot,lie no longer truft thee. 

Pucell. Done like a Frenchman: turnc hnd turne a- 
gaine, 

Charles. Welcome braue Duke,thy frier.dlbip makes 
vs frelb. 

"Ballard. And doth beget new Courage in our 
Breads, b 

Alanf. Pucell hath brauely play’d her part in this,' 

And dothdeferue a Coronet of Gold. 


Enter the Kir.g,Gleucefter,lVtnchefter,Y orke,Suffolk;, 
Somerjet,tY*rwicke,Exeter : To them, with 
his Souldiors , Talbot. 

Talb. My gracious Prince, and honorable Peeres, 
Heaving of your arriuall in this Realme, 

I haue a while giuen Truce vnto my W arres. 

To doe my dutie to my Soueraignc. 

In figne whereof, this Arme.thathath rcclaym’d 
To your obedience, fiftie Fortrcffcs, 

Tw’elue Cities,and feuen walled Townes of ftrength, 
Befidc fiue hundred Prifoners of efteeme ; 

Lets fall his Sword before your Highnefle feet: 

And with fubmifliue loyaltie of heart 
Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueft got, 

Firft to my God,and next vnto your Grace. 

King. Is this the Lord Talbot, Vnckle Cloucefter. 
That hath fo long bccne refident in France ? 

Cl»H. Yes,iticplcaieyourMaicftie,my Licgei 

King. Wclcomc braue Captaine,and victorious Lord; 
When I was young (as yet I am not old) 

I doc remember bow my Father faid, 

A ftouter Champion neuer handled Sword, 

Long fincc we were refolued of your truth, 

Your faithfull fetuice,and your toyle in Warre; 

Yet neuer haue you rafted our Reward, 

Or beene reguerdon’d with fo much as Thankl, 

Becaufe till now,we neuer faw your face. 

Therefore ftand vp,and for thefe good defect s, 

Wehere create you Earle of Shrewsbury, 

And in our Coronation take your place. 

Sene t. Flourifb. Exeunt . 

LManet Fiernon and Bajfet. 

Vem. Now Sir,to you that were fo hot at Sea, 
Difgracing of thefe Colours that I weare. 

In honor of my Noble Lord ofYorkej 

Dar’ft thou maintainethe former words thou fpak’ft ? 

Baff. Yes Sir,as well as you dare patronage 
The enuious barking of your faweie Tongue, 

Againft my Lord the Duke of Somerfet, 

Vem. Sirrha, thy Lord I honour as he is. 

Baff. Why,what is he ? as good a man as Tork;. 

Fern. Hcarkeye: not fo: inwitnefletakeyethat. 

Strikes him. 

Baff, Villaine, thou knoweft 
The Law of Armes is fuch, 

That who fo drawes a Sword.’tis prefent death. 

Or elfe this Blow fhould broach thy deareft Bloud. 

But He vnto his Maieftie, and craue, 

I may haue libertie to vengc this Wrong, 

When thou (halt fee,Ile meet thee to thy coft. 

Fern. Well mifcreant,Ue be there as foone as you. 
And after meete you, fooner then you would. 

Exeunt. 

I3 Enter 













































































1 amis HULffigiKjjflfcs 

HHhi 


NlSifl 




m 


Witt- ; ' 

liiiliiK 


mmt ImpP 

ip 

riaaSfiWHliS 


E® 


iio 


Tbefirjl Tart of Henry the Sixt. 


dBm Quartus. Scena Trima . And 



Enter King. Ghce/}er 1 Wwchefler^ Yorkc, Suffolk ^, Somcr 
fetylVarwicke, Talbot.and Goner nor Exeter c 
Glo . Lord Bifhop let the Crowne vpon his head. 

IVin. God lane King Henry of chat name the fixt. 

Glo . Now Goucrnour of Paris take your oath. 

That you ele<ft no other King but him; 

Efteeme none Friends, but fuch as arc his Friends, 

And none your Foes, but fuch as fhall pretend 
Malicious pra$ife$ ogainft his State : 

This (hall ye do, fo helpc you righteous God. 

Enter Falftaffe. 

Fal. My gracious Soucraigne,as I rode from Caiice, 
To haftc vnto your Coronation: ^ 

A Letter was deliuer’d to toy hands. 

Writ to your Grace, from th’Duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the Duke ofBurgundy, and thee : 

I vow’d (bafe Knight) when I did mccte the next, 

To tcarc the Garter from thy Crauens legge, 

Which I haue done,bccaufc (vnworthiiy) 

Thou was't inftalled in that High Degree. 

Pardon me Princely Henry , and the reft: 

This Daftard,at the battcll of Poittiers, 

When (but in all) I was fixe thoufand ftrong. 

And that the French were almoft ten to one. 

Before we met, or that a ftrokc was giuen, 

Like to a traffic Squire, did run away. 

In which aflault, wc loft tweluc hundred men. 

My feife, and diuers Gentlemen befide, 

Were thete furpriz’d, and taken prifoners. 

Then iudge (great Lords) if I haue done aroiffe: 

Or whether that fuch Cowards ought to wearc 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no i 
Glo . To fay the truth, this fa<ff was infamous, 

' And ill befeeming any common nun; 

Much more a Knight, a Captaine, and a Leader. 

Tal. When firff this Order was ordain’d my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble birth; 

Valiant, and Vertuous, full ofbaughtie Courage, 

Such as were growne to credit by the warres : 

Not fearing Death, nor fhrinking for Djftrefle,. 

But alwayes refolute, in mod extreames. 

He then, that is not furmfh’d in this fort. 

Doth but vfurpe the S3crcd name of Knight, 

Prophaning this moll Honourable Order, 

Andfhould (if I were worthy to be Iudge) 

Be quite degraded, likea Hedge-borne Swaine, 

That doth prefume to boaft of Gentle blood. 

K. Scainc to thy Countrymen, thou hear’ft thy doom: 
Be packing therefore, thou chat was’ea knight r 
Henceforth we banifh thee on paine of death. 

And now Lord Protector, view the Letter 
Sent from our Vnckle Duke of Burgundy. 

Glo. What meanes bis Grace, that he hathchaung’d 
his Stile ? 

No more but plaine and bluntly ? (To tic King.) 

Hath he forgot he is his Soneraigne ? 

Or doth this churlifh Superscription 
Pretend fome alteration in good will ? 

What’s heerc ? / bane vpon efpeciall caufe t 
zJMoud with compaffion of my Countries wrac^e. 

Together with the pitti full complaints 
Of fuch as your epprejfion feeder vpon, 


Forfikenjour pemitions faUioH, 

Jlndiyn’dwitb Charles, therightfuHkm.fr 
Omonfirom Treachery: Can this bed} F ** Ce ' 
That in alliance, amity, and oathes. 

There fliould be found fuch falfc diVemhl;, 

K,r, g . What? doth my Vnckle BuZu? 8uilc ? 
Glo. He doth my Lord, and is become ? 
Kt*g. Is that the worft this Letter dot)? ^ 
Glo. It is the word, and all (my Lord") I C ° ntain e? 
*/«<r.Why then Lord Talbot there fh a ! I'm ' 

A nd giue him chafticement for this abufe * 

How fay you (my Lord) are you not content? 

Tal. Content,my Liege? Yes:But ^1 a ' 

I fhould haue begg’d I might haue benecnml PrCUCnte 

King. Then gather ftrength, and march 

ftraight: [ °nim 

Let him percciuc how ill we brooke his Trc f 
And what offence it is to flout his Friends *° n ’ 
Tal. I go my Lord, in heart defiring g;j| 

Y ou may behold confufion of your foes. 

£,nter Vernon and 73 a flit. 

Ver. Grant me thcCombate, gracious So.,. . 
Baf. And me (my Lord)grant me he C, ? lg " Cl 
rrtt- This ism/S,n,.£ if*"" 

Sow. And this is mine (fweet Henry) fa U0Ur kj 

King. Be patient Lords, and giue them lcaue Jr' . 

Say Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaime ' PM 
And wherefore craue you Combate ? Or with „1 
Trr. With him (my Lord) for he l.ath done me ZL 
B*f And I with him, for he hath done me m 2 * 
King. What is that wrong,wherofy 0 u boihcJL.- 
Firft lec me know, and then He anfvver you. P Jlt 
Baf. Crofling the Sea, from England into France 
This Fellow heere with enuious carping tcn°ue * 
Vpbraided me about the Rofe I wcare * * 
Saying, the fanguine colour of the Leaues 
Did reprefent my Maftcrs blufhing cheekes: 

When ftubbornly he did repugne the truth 
About a certaine queflion in the Law, 

Argu’d betwixt the Duke ofYorke, and him: 

With other vile and ignominious tearmes. 

In confutation of which rudereproach. 

And in defence of my Lords worthinefTe, 

I craue the benefit of La w of Armes. 

Ver. And that is my petition (Noble Lord:) 

For though he feeme with forged queint conceite 
To fet a glofle vpon his bold intent, 

Yet knowfmy Lord) I wasprouok'dbyhiin, 

And he firft tooke exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing that thepalenefleof thisFlowef, 
Bewray'd the faintnefTe of my Mafters heart. 

Torke. Will not this malice Somerfet be left ? 

Sow. Your priuatc grudge my Lord of York,wil out, 
Though ne’re fo cunningly you fmother it. 

King. Good Lord, what madneflerules inbraine 
fickemen. 

When for fo flighr and friuolous a caufe. 

Such factious emulations (hall arife ? 

Good Cofins both ofYorke and Somerfet, 

Quiet your fclues (I pray) and be at peace, 

Torke. Let this diflention firft be tried by fight, 

And then your Highnefle fhall command a Peace. 

Sent. The quarrell toucheth none but vs alone, 
Betwixt our fclues let vs decide itthen. 

Torke. There is my pledge, accept it Somerfet, 

Ver. Nay, let it reft where it began atfitft. 

6 %$\ 
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-—mine honourable Lord, i 
rf Confirme it fp ? Confounded be your ftrife, 

5:* ifl, yc with your audacious prate 
fipcJus vaffals, are you not albam d 
P ,rrh this itnmodcft clamorous outrage, 
? , S!» t ,dd«u,bed«King,, n dV.f 
To ■ tf0U my Lords, me tbinkes you do not well 
with their peruerfe Obieaions : 

Y le flc to take occafion from their mouthes, 

rnraife a mutiny betwixt your feluesa 
. ctnc pcrfw^«yo u take abetter courfe. 

1 Exetl It greeues hi* Highneffc, 
rnndmv Lords, be Friends. ; 

Kiff Come hither you that would be Combatants: 

ftnccSrth I charge you, as you louc our fauour, 

Oftitc to forget this Quarrell, and the caufe. 

^ yo u my Lords: Remember where we ore. 

In France, amongft a fickle watering Nation : 
TUheyperccyuc diflention in our lookes. 

And that within our felucs wedifagree; 

How will their grudging (tomackes be prouok’d 
To wilfull Difobedience, and Rebell ? 

Befide, What infamy will there arife, 
whm Forrai^ne Princes Hull be certified, 

That for a toy, a thing of no regard. 

King Henries Peeres, and cheete Nobihty, 

Dcftroy’d themfelties, and loft the Realme of France ? 

Oh thinkc vpon the Ccnqueft of my Father, 

My tender yeares, and let vs not forgoe 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood. 

Lec me be Vmper in this doubtfull ftrife : 
j fee no reafonifj wcare this Rofe, 

That anv one fhould therefore be fufpitious 
I more incline to Somerfet, than Yorke : 

.Both are my kinfmen, and 1 loue them both. 

As well they may vpbray’d me with my Crowne, 

Becaufe (ferfooth ) the King of Scots is Crown’d. 

Butyour diferetions better can perfwadc, 

Then I am able to inftruft or teach : 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 

Solet \i Hill continue peace, and loue. 

Colin ofYorke, we inftitutc ycur Grace 
To be our Regent in thefe parts of France: 

And good my Lord of Somerfet, vnite 

Your Troopes of horfemen, with his Bands of foote, 

And like true Subie&s, fonnes of your Progenitors, 
Gocheerefully together, and digeft 
Yourangry Chollcr on your Enemies. 

OurSelfe, my Lord Protcilor, and the reft, 

After fome refpit, will rcturne to Calice ; 

From thence to England, where I hope ere long 
Tobe presented by your Victories, 

WuhCharles, AUnfon^ and that Traitorous rout. 

Exeunt . {JManet Tor ke^tVanvic^Exe terser non. 
War. My Lord ofYorke, I promife you the King 
Prettily (me thought) did play the Orator.) 

Tcrke. And fohe did, but yet I like it not. 

In that he wearcs the badge of Somerfet. 

War. Tufh, that was bur his fancie, blame him not, 
Idare prelume (iweet Prince) he thought no harmc, 

Tor K And ifl wifh he did. But let it reft. 

OtherafFayres muft now be managed. Exeunt . 

Flourtfb, Manet Exeter. , 

w.Well didft thou Tichard to fupprefle thy voice: 
/or had the paflions ofthy heart burft out, 

I tearc we fhould haue feenc decipher’d there 


Morcrancorous fpighr, more furious raging broyles, 
Then yet can be imagin’d or fuppos’d : 

But howfoere. no fimple man that ices 
This iarring difeord ofNobilitie, 

This fhouldering of each other in the Court, 

This fa&ious bandying oft heir Fauourites, 

But that it doth prefage fome ill euenr. 

’Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens hands : 

But more, when Enuy breeds vnkinde deuifion. 

There comes the ruine, there begins confufion. 

Enter TMot with T<umpe and Drummey 
before Burdeassx. 

Talb. Go to the Gates of Burdcaux Trumpeter, 
Summon their Generali vnto the Wall. Sounds ♦ 

Enter (feverall aloft. 

English Iohn TMot (Capcaines) call you forth, 

Seruant in Armes to Harry King of England, 

And thus he would. Open your Cicie Gates, 

Be humble to vs, call my Soueraigne yours. 

And do him homage as obedient Subiefts, 

And lie withdraw me,and my bloody power. 

Butifyou frowne vpon this proffer’d Peace, 

Y ou tempt the fury of my three attendants, 

Lcane Famine, quartering Steele, and climbing Fire, 
Who in a moment, eeuen with the earth. 

Shall lay your ftately.and ayre-brauing Towers, 

If you forfake the offer of their loue. 

Cap. Thou ominous and fearefull Owle ofdeaih, 
Our Nations terror, and their bloody fcourge. 

The period of thy Tyranny approacheth. 

On vs thou canft not enter but by death : 

For I proteft we arc well fortified, 

And ftrong enough to iflue out and fight. 

If thou retire, the Dolphin well appointed. 

Stands with the fnares of Warre to tangle thee. 

On either hand thee, there are fquadrons pitcht, 

To wall thee from the liberty of Flight; 

And no way canft thou turne thee for redrefle. 

But death doth front thee with apparant fpoyle, 

And pale deftnnSion meets thee in the face : 

Ten thoufand French haue tane the Sacrament, 

To ryue their dangerous Artiilcrie 

Vpon no Chriftian foule but Englifh Talbot: 

Loe, there thou ftandft a breathing valiant man 
Of an inuincible vneonquer’d fpirit: 

This is the lateft Glorie of thy praife, 

That I thy enemy dew thee withall: 

For ere the Glafle that now begins to runne, 

Finifh theprocefle of his fandy houre, 

Thefe eyes that feethee now well coloured, 

Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead. 

Lrumafarreoff. 

Harke, harke, the Dolphins drumme, a warning bell, 
Sings heauy Muficke to thy timorous foule, 

And mine fhall ring thy due departure out. Exit 

Tal. He Fables not,I heare theenemie ; 

Out fome light Horfemen, and perufc their Wings. 

O negligent and hecdlcfle Difcipline, 

How are we park’d and bounded in a pale ? 

A little Heard of Englands timorous Deere, 

Maz’d with a yelping kcnncll ofFrcnch Curres. 

Ifwebe Englifh Deere, be then inblood, 

Not Rafcall-hke to fall downe with a pinch, 

But rather moodie mad : And defperace Stagger 

Turne 
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Turne on the bloody Hounds with heads ofSteelc, 

And make the Cowards ftand aloofe at bay: 

Sell euery naan his life as decre as mine* 

And they fhall finde dcerc Deere of vs my Fri ends. 

God* and S. (fsorge, Talbot and Englands right, 

Prolper our Colours in this dangerous fight. 

Enter 6 ( JWe[fengcr that meets York*. Enter York* 
withTrumpet , and many Soldiers a 

Yorke. Arc not the fpeedy fcouts return’d againe. 
That dog d the mighty Army of the Dolphin? 

Mejf, They are return’d my Lord, and giue it out, 
That he is march’d to Burdeaux with his power 
To fight with Talbot as he march’d along. 

By your efpyals were difeouered 

Two mightier Troopes then that the Dolphin led. 

Which ioyn’d with him, and made their march for 

(Eurdcaux 

Yorke, A plague vpon that Villaine Somerfct, i 
That thus delayes my promifed iupply 
Of horfemen, that were leuied for this fiegc. 

Renowned Talbot doth cxpc< 5 l my ayde. 

And I amlowted by a Traitor Viliainc, 

And cannot helpe the noble Cheualier: 

God comfort him in this ticcefiiry : 

If he mifearry, farewell Warresin France. 

Enter another Aiejfenger. 

z.Mef. Thou Princely Leader of our Englifli ftrength, 
Neuer fo needfull on the earth of France, 

Spurrc to the refeue of the Noble Talbot, 

Who now is girdled with a waftc oflron, 

And hem’d about with grim deftru&ion : 

To Burdeaux warlike Duke, to Burdeaux Yorke, 

Elfe far well Talbot, France,and Englands honor. 

Yorke, O God, that Somcrfct who in proud heart 
Doth flop my Cornets, were in Talbots place. 

So fhould wee faue a valiant Gentleman, 

By forteyting a Traitor, ond a Coward : 

Mad ire,and wrathfull fury makes me weepe. 

That thus we dye, while remifl'e Traitors fleepc. 
tJHef. O fend fome fuccour to the difireft Lord. 

York*. He dies, we loofe : I breake my warlike word: 
We mourne, France fmiles: We loofe, they dayfy get, 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerfct. 

C JMef. Then God take mercy on brauc Talbots foulc, 
And on his Sonne yong Iohn , who two houres fince, 

I met intrauaile toward his warlike Father; 

This feuen yeeres did not Talbot fee his fonne. 

And now they meecc where both their lines are done. 

Yorke . Alas, what ioy fhall noble Talbot haue. 

To bid his yong fonne welcome to his Grauc: 

Away, vexation almott ftoppes my breath, 

That fundred friends greete in the houre of death. 

Lucie farewell, no more my fortune can, 

But curfe the caufe I cannot ayde the man. 

Maine, Bloys, T>oytiers> and Toures , are wonne away. 

Long all of Somerfct, and his delay. Exit 

Mef, Thus while the Vulture of iedition, 

Feedcs in the bofome of fuch great Commanders, 
Sleeping negledtion doth betray to loflc : 

The Conqucft of our fcarfe-cold Conqueror, 

That cueHiuing man of Memorie, 
ifenrie the fift: Whiles they each other crofle, 

Liues, Honours, Lands, and all, hurrie to Ioffe. 


Enter Somerfet with hit Armie. 

Son*. It is too late, I cannot fend them now,. 
This expedition was by Yorke and Talbot * 
Too rafhly plotted. All our gencrall force 

Might with a fally of the very Towne ‘ 

Be buckled with : the ouer-daring Talbot 
Hath fullied all his glofle of former Honor 
By thisvnheedfull, defperate, wildeaduenture * 
Yorke fet him on to fight,and dye in flume 2 
That Talbot dead, great Yorke might beare „„ 

Cap. Heere is Sir William Lucie, who with m®*’ 
Set from our orc-matcht forces forth for avd 
Som. How now Sir William, whether \L, 
La. Whether my Lord,from bought & f n i,4^ 0U 
Who ring’d about with bold aduetjitie, 

Cries out for noble Yorke and Somerfct 
To bcate aflayling death from his weakc’iReeion 

And whiles the honourable Captaine there & *’ 

Drops bloody fwe t from his warre-wearied limb 
And in aduantage lingring lookes for refeue 
Y ou his falfe hopes, the trull of Englands honor 
Kecpe off aloofe with worthleffc emulation: ’ 

Let not your priuate difeord keepe away 
Theleuied fuccours that fhould lend him ayde 
While he renowned Noble Gentleman ’ 

Yeeld vp his life vnto a world of oddes. 

Orleancc the Baftard, Charles, Burgundie, 

Alanfen, Reignard, compafle him about, 

And Talbot periftieth by your default. 

Som. Yorke fet him on, Yorke fhould h a ue fent hit 
ayde. 

Lue. And Yorke as faft vpon your Grace txclaimct 
Swearing thatyou with-holdhis leuied hoaft, 
Collected for this expidition. 

Som. York lyes: He might haue fent, & had theHorfc 
Iowc him little Dutie, andlcfle Loue, 

And takefoule fcorncto fawne on him by fending. 

Lh. The fraud of England, not the force otFrance, 
Hath now intrapt the Noble-minded T tlbot : 

Neuer to England fhall he beare his life, 

But dies betraid to fortune by your ftrife. 

Som. Come go, I will difpatc'n the Horfemen ftrait: 
Within fixe houres, they will be at his ayde. 

iL h. Too late comes refeue, heistaneorflaine, 

For flye he could not, if he would haue fled: 

And flye would Talbot neuer though he might. 

Som. If he be dead, brauc Talbot then adieu. 

Lh. His Fame liues in the world , His Shame in you. 

Extmt, 


€nter Talbot and hie Sonne. 


Tal. O yong Iohn Talbot, I did fend for thee 
To tutor thee in ftratagems of Warre, 

That Talbots name might be in thee rcuiu’d, 
When faplefle Age, and wcakevnablelimbes 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chairc. 
But O malignant and ill-bo acting Starres, 

Now thou art come vnto a Feaft of death, 

A terrible and vnauoyded danger ; 

Therefore decrc Boy, mount on my fwifteft liorfe, 
And lie direift thee how thou fhalt cfcape 
By fodaine flight. Come, dally not, be gone. 
Iohn. Is my name Talbot ? and am I your Sonne? 


Shall 
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-'Xlffflve^oTify oU louc m y Mother, 

not her Honorable Name, 


£Kl, b>m ^ » sl “ 1 i m r, . 

T° , u ,«ill fav he is not Taibots blood, 
fled,when Noble Tdb„ ftood. , 
H* 1 ! 0 !,,,; teuenge my death I be flame. 

?L He that fives fo,will ne’re retume agame. 
if we both flay, we both are fore to dye. 

Then let me flay,and Father doe you flye: 

. Tbffc is great,fo your regard fhould be; 

^° U ,nrth vnknowne.no Me is knowne in me. 
MyW nvdeath, the French can little boaft; 

V CrsVy will,<n you all hopes are loft. 

SC #nn ot foy™ ‘ hc Honor ? ou h T vvonilC ’ 

fine it will,that no Exploit haue done. 

Sed for Vantage,euery one will fweare : 

if IboW,they’lc fay it was for fearc. 

There is n° hope chat euer I will flay, 
fthcfirft hovvre Khrinke and run away: 

Here on m y knee I begge Mortalitie, 

R,ther then Life.prcferud with Infamie. 

K folk. Shall all thy Mothers hopes lye m one Tombe . 
John. I rather then lie fhame my Mothers Wombe. 
fj. Vpon my Blefling I command thee goe. 

Jihu. To fight Iwilljbut not to flye the Foe. 

Tali. Part of thy Father may be lau’d in thee. 
hU. No part of liim,but will be fhame in mee. 
folk Thou neuer hadft Renowne,nor canft not lofe if. 
John .! Yes,your renowned Name: fhall flight abule it ? 
fr&Thy Fathers charge lhal cleare thee from j ftaine. 
Iohn. You cannot witnefle for me,being flaine. 

If Death be fo apparant.then boch flye. 

falb- And leaue my followers here to fight and dye i 
My Age was neuer tainted with fuch fhame. 

7 oho. And shall my Youth be guiltie of fuch blarney 

Nomore can i be feucred from your fide. 

Then can your felfe,your felfe in twaine diuide: 

Stay, goe,doe what you will,the like doe I; 

Forliuel will not,if my Father dye. 

Tolb. Then here I take my leaue of thee, faire Sonne, 
Borne to eclipfe thy Life this afeernoone: 

Come,fide by fide, together !iu? and dye. 

And Soule with Soule from France to Heaucn flye. Exit, 


Alarum: Excurfions, wherein Talbots Sonne 
is hemm’d about , and Talbot 
refeues him. 

fill. Saint George, and Victory; fight Souldicrs,fight: 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 

And left vs to the rage of France his Sword. 

Where is Iohn Tolbot ? pawfe,and take thy breath, 
Igauethee Life,and refeu’d thee from Death. 

Iohn, O twice my Father,twice am I tby Sonne: 

The Life thou gau’ft me firft, was loft and done. 

Till with thy Warlike Sword, defpight of Fate, 

Toray determin’d time thou gau’ft new date. 

7 rf/ 6 .When fro the Dolphins Creft thy Sword ftruck fire, 
It warm’d thy Fathers heart with prowd defire 
Ofbold-fac’t Vi6Torie. Then Leaden Age, 

Quicken'd with YouthfullSpleene,and Warlike Rage, 
Beat downe Alanfon,OrleancefBurgundie, 

And from the Pride of Gallia refeued thee. 

Theirefull Baftard Orleance , that drew blood 
From thee my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
Of thy firft fight, I fooneencountred. 

And interchanging blowes,! quickly (hed 


Some of his Baftard blood,and in dif grace 

Bcfpoke him thus: Contaminated,bale, 

And mis-begottenblood.lfpill of thine, 

Meane and right poore, for that pure blood of mine. 
Which thou didft force from Talbot, my brauc Boy. 
Here purpofing the Baftard tocieftroy, 

Came in ftrong refeue. Speake thy Fathers care: 

Art thou not viatic,Iohn ? How do It thou fare ? 

Wilt thou yet leaue the Bsttaile,Boy,and flie. 

Now thou art feal’d the Sonne of Chiualric ? 

Flye,to reuenge my death when I am dead. 

The helpe of one ftands me in little Itead. 

Oh.too much folly is it,well I wot. 

To hazard all our lines in one (mall Boat. 

If I to day dye not with Frenchmens Rage, 

To morrow I (hall dye with mickle Age. 

By me they nothing gainc, and if I ftay, 

’Tis but the fhortning of my Life one day. 

In thee thy Mother dyes,our Houfeholds Name, 

My Deaths Reuenge,thy Youth.and Englands Fame: 

All thefc,and more, we hazard by thy ftay; 

AH thefe are fau a, if thou wilt flye away. 

Iohn. The Sword of Orleance hath not made me fmart, 
Thefe words of yours draw Life-blood from roy Heart. 
On that aduantage, bought with fuch a fhame. 

To faue a paltry Life,and flay bright Fame, 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot flye. 

The Coward Horfe that bcares me.fall and dye: 

And like me to the pelant Boyes of France, 

To be Shames fcorne,3nd fubietf of Mifchance. 

Surely,by all the Gloric you haue wonne, 

And if I flye,I am not Talbots Sonne. 

Then talke no more of flight,it is no boot. 

If Sonne to Talbot, dye at Talbots foot. 

Talb. Then follow thou thy defp’rate Syre ofCreet, 
Thou Icarusi thy Life to me is fwcet: 

If thou wilt fieht, fight by thy Fathers fide, 

And commendableprou’d, let’s dye in pride. 


Exit. 




tAlarum. 


Excurfons. 
Talbot led. 


Enter old 


Talb.Whctc is my other Life? mine owne is gone. 

O, where’s young Talbot} where is valiant Iohn} 
Triumphant Death, fmear’d with Captiuitie, 

Young Talbots Valour makes me fmile at thee. 

When he perceiu’d me (hrinke.and on my Knee, 

His bloodie Sword he brandiflu ouer mee, 

And like a hungry Lyon did commence 
Rough deeds of Rage,and fterne Impatience: 

But when my angry Guardant ftood alone, 

Tendring my mine, and affayl’d of none, 

Dizzie-ey’d Furie,and great rage of Heart, 

Suddenly made him from my fide to ftarc 
Into the cluftring Battailc of the French: 

And in that Sea of Blood,myBoy did drench 
His ouer-mounting Spirit; and there di’de 
My Icarus ,my Bloffomc.in his ptide. 

% 

Enter with Iohn Talbot,borne. 

Seru , O my dearc Lord Joe where your Sonne is borne, 
7^/.Thou antique Death,which laugh’ft vs here to (corn, 
Anon from thy mfulcing Ty rannie, 

Coupled in bonds of perpecuitie, 

Two Talbots winged through the lither Skie, 

In thy defpight fhall feape Mortalitie. 


































































H4- 


O tbou whofe wounds become hard fauoured death, 
Speake to thy father, ere thou yeeld thy breath, 

Braue death by fpeaking, whither he will or no: 

Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe* 

Poore Boy, he fmilcs, me thinkes, as who fhould fay, 1 
Had Death bene French, then Death had dyed to day# 
Come, come, and lay him in hisFachers arrnes, 

My fpirit can no longer beare thefc harmes. 

Souldicrs adieu: I hauc what I would haue, 

Now my old arrnes are yong Iohn Talbots graue. Vjes 

'Epter £harles, AUnfon, Burgmdie, Baftttrd, 
and Paced. 

Char. Had Yorke and Somerfet brought refeue in. 
We (hould haue found a bloody day of this# 

Baft. How the yong wthdpz of Talbots raging wood, 
Did fleflihispunic-fword in Frenchmens blood. 

Puc . Once I cncountred him, and thus I faid : 

Thou Maiden youth, be vanquiflit by a Maidc. 

But with a proud Maicfticall high fcornc 
He anfwcr a thus: Yong Talbot was not borne 
Tobe thepillageofaGiglot Wench: 

So rufhing in the bowels of the French, 

He Iefc me proudly, as vnworthy fight. 

Bur . Doubtlcffe he would hauc made o noble Knight: 
See where he lyes inherccd in the arrnes 
Of the mod bloody Nurffer of his harmes. 

"Baft. Hew them to pecces,hack their bones aflunder, 
Whofe life was Englands glory, Gallia’s wonder. 

Char. Oh no forbearc: For that which vve haue fled 
During the life, let vs not wrong it dead. 

Enter Lucie. 

La. Herald, conduft me to the Dolphins Tent, 

? To know who hath obtain’d the glory of the day. 

| Char. On what fubmilfiue meffage art thou fent ? 

Lucy. Submifiion Dolphin? Tis a mccre French word: 
WeEnglifh Warriours wot not what it meanes. 

I come to know what Prifoners thou haft tane. 

And to furuey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prifoners askft thou? Hell our prifon is. 
But tell me whom thou feek’ft ? 

Luc. Bu: where’s the great Alcides of the field. 

Valiant Lord Talbot Earle of Shrewsbury i 
Created for his rare fucceflc in Arrnes, 

Great Earle of IPafhford, Waterford, and Valence, 

Lord Ttlbot of Goodrig and Frchinficld , 

Lord Strangest Blackmere. LovWerdon of Alton, 

Lord Cromwell of twinge field, Lord Fur mu all of Shcffetld, 
The thrice vi&orious Lord o fFalconbndge 7 
Knight of the Noble Order of S. George , 

Worthy S. c Michael , and the Qolden Fleece f 
Great Marfhall to Henry the fixt. 

Of all his Warrcs within the Realme of France, 

Puc. Hcere’s a filly ftately ftile indeede : 

The Turke that two and fiftie Kingdomes hath. 

Writes not fo tedious a Stile asthis. 

Him that thou magnifi’ft with all thefe Titles, 

Stinking and fiy-blowne lyes hccre at our fecte. 

Lticyl Is Talbeit flainc, the Frenchmens only Scourge, 
Ybut Kingdomes terror, and blacke Nemefts ? 

Oh were mine eye-balles into Bullets turn’d. 

That I in rage might fhoot them at your faces. 

Oh,that I could butcall’thefc dead to life. 

It were enough to fright the Realme of France. 

Were but his Picture left amongft you here. 
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It would amaze the prowdeft of you all. 

Giue me their Bodyes,that I may beare them u 
And giue them Buriall.as befeemes their worth’ 
Excel I thinke this vpftarc is old Talbots Gh oft 
He lpcakcs with Inch a proud commanding f D ; • » 
For Gods fake let him haue him,tokeepeth P ,Jl! : 
They would but ftinke, and putrifie the ayre. 

Char. Go take their bodies hence. ; 

Lttcy. He beare them hcnccrbnt from theirs . 

bereard 

A Phoenix that fhall make all Franceaffear’d 
Char. So we be rid of them, do with him 
And now to Paris in this conquering vaine 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbots flaine. 


wilt. 


Exit, 
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SENNET. 

Enter King, Cjlocefler, and Exeter. 

King. Haue you perus’d .he Letters from theft*. 
The Emperor, and the Earle of Armioack? 1 °^' 

g/o. 1 haue my Lord, and their intent is this 
They humbly fue vnto your Excellence ’ 

To haue a godly peace concluded of, 

Betweene t he Realmes of England, and of France 
K,ng. How doth yourGrace affea their motion ? 
Glo, Well (my good Lord) and as the only mcane . 
To flop effufion of our Chriflian blood. 

And ftablilh quictneffc on cuery fide, 

King. I marry Vnckle,for I alwayes thou«ht 
It was both impious and vnnaturall. 

That Inch immanityand bloody ftrife 
Should reigne among Profeflors ofoncFaith. 

glo. Befidcmy Lord, the fooncr to effed. 

And lurei binde this knot ofamitie. 

The Earle of Avminacke neere knit to Charles, 

A man ©f great Authorise in France, 

Proffeis his onely daughter to yourGrace, 

In marriage, with a large and fumptuous Dowrie. 

King. Marriage Vnckle? Alas my yeares are yong: 
And fitter is my ftudic, and my Bookes, 

Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 

Yet call th’Embaffadors, and as you pleafe, 

So let them hauc their anfwercs euery one: 

I fhall be well content with any choyce 
Tends to Gods glory, and my Countries weak. 

Enter Wmchefltr, and three Ambajfadtn. 

Exet. What, is my Lord of winchefter inftall’d, 
And call’d vnto a CardinalU degree ? 

Then I pcrceiue, that will be verified 
Henry the Fife did fometimeprophefie, 

Ifoncc he come tobe a Cardinall, 

Hce’l make his cap coequalt with the Crowne. 

King. My Lords Ambaffadors, your ieuerall fuites 
Hauc bin confidet’d and debated on, 

Your purpofe is both good and reafonable : 

And therefore are we certainly refolu’d, 

Ttfdraw conditions of a friendly peace, 

WniCB 


--u^TLord of Winchefter we mcane 
\Vhich by my prc (ently to France.* 

Shal 1 be t he proffer of my Lord your Maftcr, 

^ 'nfortn^ b, « Highnefle fo ac lafge, 
l h8U ' nfthe Ladies vertuous gifts. 

As 1 J lD ? tv t and the valew of her Dower, 

fhe fhall be'Englands Qucene. ^ 

P Joth ,. argument and proofe of which contraft, 
% his lew ell, pledge ofmy af&aion. 

WfPL Lord Protector fee them guarded 
j'frto brought to Dorter, wherein ftip d 
H '*•Lm to the fortune of the ica. 

Co ;r S taynay Lord Legate,you fhallfirfi 
JLme ofmoney which I promiicd 
T' 1{ ., b , ddiuered to his Holineffc, 

i .thine me in thefe graue Ornaments. 

F °r °!r I will attend vpon your Lordihips leyfure. 

Now Winchefter will not fubmit,I trow, 

A Cinfcriour to the-proudeft Pcerc; 
tofoy ofGlofter, thou flialt well pcrceiue. 

That neither in birth, or for amhoritie, 

the Bifliop will be oucr-borne by thee : 

lie either make thee ftoopc, and bend thy knee, 

OrfackethisCountry with a mutiny. E-xemt 
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- Vnder the Lordly Monarch of the North, 



Exeunt. 

rcceiue 


Enter Charles, Burgundy, -Alanfott, Tsajlard, 
Reiznier, and lone* 

Cher. Thefe newes (my Lords)may cheere our droo- 
ping ipirits: 

’Tisflid) the flout Parifians c!o reuolt, 

And turne3gaine vnto the warlike French. 

^te.Then march to Paris Royall Charles of France, 
Andkeepenot backcyour powers in dalliance. 

fttcel. Peace be amongft them if they turne to vs, 

Elfc ruine combatc with their Pallaces. 

Enter Scout. 

Scout. SuccefTe vnto our valiantGenerall, 

And happineffc to hi* accomplices. 

Char. What tidings fend our Scmits?I prethee fpeak. 
Scout. ThcEnglifh Army that diuided was 
Into two parties, is now conioyn’d inone, 

And meanes to giue you battel! prefently. 

Char. Somewhat too fodaine Sirs, the warning is. 

But wc will prefently prouide for them. 

'Bur. 1 truft the Ghoft of Talbot is not there: 

Now he is gone my Lord, you neede not teare. 

Pucel. Of all bafe paflions, Feare is moll accurft. 
Command theConqueft Charles, itfhall be thine: 

Let Henry fret, arid all the world repine. 

Char. Then on my Lords, and France be fortunate. 

Exeunt. Alarum. S.xcurjions. 

Enter lone de Pucell. 

Tuc. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen flye. 
Now helpc ye charming Spelles and Periapts, 
Andyechoife fpirits that admoniftr me, 

And giue meifignes of future accidents. Thunder. 

You lpeedy helpers, that arc fubftitutes 


Appeare, and ay dc me in this enterprizc 
Enter Fiends. 

This fpeedy and quicke appearance argues proofe 
Of your accuftom’d diligence to me. 

Now ye Familiar Spirits, that are cull d 
Out of the powerful Regions vnder earth, 

Helpe me this once, that France may get the ne ld « 
r They walk?, andjfcaky not. 

Oh hold me not with filcnce oucr-long: 

Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 
lie lop a member off and giue it you. 

In earneft of a further benefit: 

So you do condifccnd to helpe me now. 

They hang their beads. 
No hope to haue redreflef My body (hall 
Pav recompence, ifyou will graunt my fuite. 

1 ‘ They (hake their heads. 

Cannot my body, nor blood-facrificc, 

Intrcatc you to your wonted furtherance 4 
Then take my foule; my body, foule,and all, 

Before that England giue the French the foyle.j 

They depart. 

See, they forfake me. Now the time is come. 

That France muft vale her lofty plumed Creft, 

And let her head fall into Englands lappe. 

My ancient Incantations are too weake. 

And hell too ftrong for me to buckle with: 

Now France, thy glory droopeth to the duft. 

Excurfions. Bur gun die and Torke fight hand t o 
hand. French flye. 

Torke. Damfell ofFrance, I thinke I haue you faft, 
Vnchaine your fpirits now with fpelling Cbarmes, 

And try if they can gaine your liberty. 

A goodly prize, fit lor the diuels grace. 

See how the vgly Witch doth bend her browes. 

As if with Circe, fine would change my ihape. 

Vuc. Chang’d to a worfer fhape thou canft not be.* 
Tor. Oh, Charles the Dolphin is a proper man. 

No Ihape buc his can pleafe your dainty eye.' 

Puc. A plaguing mifeheefe light on Charles , and thee. 
And may ye both be fodainly furpriz’d 
By bloudy hands, in fleeping on your beds, 

Torke. Fell banning Hagge, lnchantrclfehold thy 


Exit. 


tongue. 


Puc. I prethee giue me leaue to curfe awhile. 

Yorke. Curfe Mifcreant,when thoucomfttothe flake 

Exeunt. 

tAlarum. Enter Suffolk? with Margaret 
in his hand. 

Sujf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prifoner. 

Gazes on her. 

Oh Faireft Beautic, do not feare,nor flye: 

For I will touch thee but with reuerend hands, 

I kifle thefe fingers for eternall peace. 

And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 

Who art thou, lay ? that I may honor thee. 

tJMar. Margaret my name, and daughter to a King, 
The King ofNaples, who fo ere thou art. 

Sujf. An Earle I am, and Suffolke ami call’d. 

Be not offended Natures myracle. 

Thou art alotted to be tane by me: 

So doth the Swan her downie Signets faue, 

Oh flay: 
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Keeping them prifoner vnderneath his wings: 

Yet if this feruile vfage once offend, 

Go,and be free againe,as Suffolkes friend. She is going 

Oh ftey: I h3iie no power to let hcri p 3 fle, 

M y hand would free her, but my heart fayes no. 

As playes the Sunne vpon the glaffic ftreames, 
Twinkling another counterfeited beame. 

So feemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 

Faine would I woe her, yet I dare not (peake : 

He call for Pen and Tnke, and write my ininde: 

Fye Do U Pole , difable not thy fclfc: 

Haft not a Tongue ? Is fhe not hcere ? 

Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight ? 

I: Beauties Princely Maiefty is lucb, 

'Confounds the tongue, and makes the fenles rough. 

<JW*r. Say Earle of Suffolke, ifthy name be fo. 
What ranfome muft I pay before I paffe ? 

For I pcrceiuel am thy prifoner# 

Sufi How canft thou tell fhe will deny thy fuite, 
Before thou make a triall of her loue ? 

M. Why fpcak’ft thou not> What ranfom muft I pay? 
Sufi She's beautifull; and therefore to be Wooed: 
She is a Woman; therefore to be Wonne. 

CMur, Wilt thou accept ofranfome,yea or no ? 

Sufi. Fond man* remember that thou haft a wife. 
Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? 

Mar, I werebeft to leauehim, for he will not heare. 
Suf. There all is marr’d : there lies a cooling card. 
Mar. He talkes at randon: fure the man is mad. 

Suf. And yet a difpenfation may bee had. 

Ttiar. And yet I would that you would anfwer mei 
Sufi lie win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 

Why for my King: Tufh, that s a woodden thing. 

Mar, He talkes of wood : It is fomc Carpenter. 

Suf. Yet fo my fancy may befatisfied. 

And peace eftablifhed betweenc theie Realities. 

But there remaines a fcruple in that too: 

For though her Father be the King of Naples , 

Duke of jiniou and C JHayne i yet is he poore. 

And our Nobility will Icome the match. 

Mar . Heare ye Captaine ? Are you not at leyfurc? 
Sufi\ It (hall be fo, difdaine they ne’rc fo much; 

Henry is youthfull, and will quickly yeeld. 

Madam, I haue a fecrec to reueale. 

Max. What though I be inthrftl’d,he feems a knight 
And will not any way difhonor me. 

Sufi. Lady, vouchfafe to liften what I fay. 

Mar. Perhaps 1 (ball be reftu*d by the French, 

And then I need not craue his curtefie. 

Sufi\ Sweet Madam, giue mehcaringinacaufe. 

C Mar. Tufli, women haue bene captiuatc ere now# 
Sufi Lady, wherefore talkeyou fo ? 

2iar. I cry you mercy, ’cis but Quifii for Quo. 

Sufi. S*y gentle PrincclTe, would you not fuppofe 
Your bondage happy, to be made a Queene ? 

Mar . To be a Queene in bondage, is more vile. 

Than is a (hue, in bale feruility i 
For Princes (hould be free. 

Sufi. Andfolhalbyou, 

If happy England* Roy all King be free. 

Mar. Why what conccrnes his freedome vnto mee ? 
Sufi lie vndertake to make thee Henries Queene, 

To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand. 

And fee a precious Crowne vpon thy head. 

If thou wilt condifcend to be my—— 

Mar . What? 


Thefirft Tart of.Henry tbeSixt . 



Suf. His loue. 

Mar. I am vnworthy to be Henrie, w jf e 
Suf. No gentle Madam, I vnworthy atn ‘ 

To woe fofairc a Dame to be his wife 7 

And haue no portion in the choice mv fe]f e 
How fay you Madam, are ye fo content ? ’ 

fr- . A “ d ■fj’V I am conten. 

Suf. Then call our Captames and our C«i 
And Madam, at your Fathers Caftle wall cs l0UtS 
Wee’l craue a parley, to conferrc with him,’ 

Sound. Enter Reignier onthewull,. 

See Reignier fee, thy daughter prifoner. * ’ 

Reig, To whom? 

Suf Tome. 

Reig. Suffolkc, what remedy ? 

I am a Souldicr, and vnapt to weepe. 

Or to exclaime on Fortunes fickleneffe. 

Suf. Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord 
Confent, and for thy Honor giue co ifent * 

Thy daughter fhall be wedded to my King 
Whom 1 with paine haue wooed and womi e ,U. ( 
And this her ealie held impnfonment, Ct ° 

Hath gain’d thy daughter Princely libertie. 

Reig. Speakes Suffolke as he thinkes ! 

Suf Faire Margaret knowes, 

That Suffolke doth not flatter, facc,cr faine. 

Reig. Vpon thy Princely Warranty ddeend 
To giue thee anfwer of thy tuff demand. ' 

Suf. And heere 1 will expedt thy comming. 

Trumpets fund, Enter Reignier. 

'Reig. W el come braue Eatle into our Territories 
Command in Anicu what your Honor pleales. * 
Suf. Thanker Reignier , happy for lo fweet a Childe 
Fit to be m3tie companion with a King: 

What anfwer makes your Grace vnto my fuite? 

Reig. Since then doff dajgnc to woe her little worth 
To be the Princely Bride of fuch a Lord: ’ 

Vpon condition I may quietly 
Enioy mineownc, the Country Maine and Anm 
Free from opprdfion, or the ftroke of Wane, ’ 

My daughter (hall be Henries, if he pleafe. 

Suf. That is her ranfome, I dtdiuer her. 

And thofc two Counties I will vndertake 
Your Grace ftiall well and quietly enioy. 

Retg, And I againe in Henries Royall name, 

As Deputy vnto that gracious King, 

Giue thee her hand forfigne of plighted faith. 

Suf. Reignier ofFrantc, I giuethee Kinglythankes, 
Becaule this is in Trafficke of a King. 

And yet me thinkes I could be well content 
To bemineowne Atturney in this cafe. 

He ouct then to England with this newes. 

And make this marriage to be folemniz’d: 

So farewell Reignier , fee this Diamond fafe 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 

Reig. 1 do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriftian Prince King Henrie were he heere. 

yWcjr.Farewell my Lord,good wi(lics,praife,&prricrtj 
Shall Suffolke cuer haue of Margaret. Sheets going 

Suf. Farwell fweet Madamjbut hearkeyou Margaret, 
No Princely commendations to my King i 
Mar. Such commendations as becomes a Maidc, 

A Virgin, and his Seruant, lay to him. 

Suf. Words fwectly plac’d, and modeftie direSed, 

But 
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- trouble you againe, 

BUC ,b roken to his Maicffic? 

N ° S 8 Yes, «"y g ooci Lord ’ a P^c vnfpotted heart, 
^ ‘ ta i n c with loue, I fend the King. 

^ C c!f.^And this withall. Kijfebtr. 

\L r That for thy IcUe, I will not fo prefume, 

„ />n,lVuch peeuifh tokens to a King.* 

r Qh were thou for my fe!fe: but Suffolke flay, 

, /^ayeftnot wander in that Labyrinth, 

There Miimt‘ l0rs and vgly Treafons lurkc, 
c li-ite Henry with her wonderous praifc. 
u° hinke thee on her Vertnes that lurmount, 

Sad natural 1 Graces that excinguilfi Art, 
r ocate their fertiblance off cti on the Seas, 
ft when thou com’ff to knccle at Henries feere. 

Thou inayefibereaue him ofhis wits with wonder. Exit 

Enter Torhe yparrvicke.Shcpheard,Pucci!. 

Tor. Bring forth that Sorcercffe condemn’d toburne. 
Sh. Ah !o»e, this kiis thy Fathers heart out-right, 
Hiue l foughceucry Country farre and ncere, 

And now it is my chance to finde thee out. 

Muff 1 behold thy timeleflc crucll death : 

fweet daughter lone, lie die with thee. 
fttcil Decrepit Mifer, bale ignoble Wretch, 
jamdefeended of a gender blood . 

Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 

Sbif. Out, out: My Lords,and pleafe you, ’cis not fo 
I did beget her, all the Parifh knowes: 

Her Mother liuctli yet, can teftifie 

She was the firft fruice of my Bach’ler-fbip. 

War. Graceleffe, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 

Tor\e. This argues what her kindc of life hath beene. 
Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes. 

Shy. Fye lone , that thou wilt be fo obftadc: 

God knowes, thou art a collop of my flefti, 

And for thy fake haue I died many a tcarc: 

Deny me not, I prythce, gentle lone. 

PttceH. Pezantauant. You haue fuborn’d this man 
Ofporpofe, toobfeure my Noble birth. 

Shop, Tis true,Igaue a Noble to thePricft, 

Themorne that I was wedded to her mother. 

Knccledowne and take my blclfing, good my Gyrle. 

Wilt thou not ffoope ? Now curfcd be the time 

Ofthy naciuitic : I would the Milkc 

Thy mother gaue thee when thou fuck’ft her breft, 

Had bin a little Rats-banc for thy fake. 

Orc!fe,when thou didft keepc my Lambcs a-field, 
Iwifhlomerauenoiis Wolfe had eaten thee. 

Docftthou deny tliy Father, curfcd Drab ? 

0burne her, burne her,hanging is too good. Exit. 

Torke. Take heraway, for fhe hath liu’d too long, 
Tofill the world with vicious qualities. 

Pw.Firft let me tell you whom you haue condemn’d; 
Not me, begotten of a Shepheard Swainc, 

But iffued from the Progeny of Kings, 
fatuous and Holy, chofen from aboue, 
ly infpiration ofCeleftiall Grace, 

To workc exceeding myrades on eartiv 
oeuer had to do with wicked Spirits. 

But you riiat are polluted with your luff cs, 

beam’d with the guiltlefle blood of Innocents, 

Corrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices : 

Became you want the grace that others haue, 
ou mdge it ftraight a thing impofsible 
To compaffc Wonders, but by helpe of diuel j. y 
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No mifconceyued, lone of Aire hath beene 
A Virgin from her tender infancie, 

Chafte, and immaculate in very thought, 

Whofe Maiden-blood thus ngoioufly effus'd. 

Will cry for Vengeance, at the Gates ofHeaucn. 

Torke. I,I: away with her to execution. 

War. Andhcarkeycfirs:becauleflicisaMaide, 
Spare for no Faggots,"let there be enow: 

Place barrellcs ofpitch vpon the fatall ftakc. 

That fo her tortute may be fhortned. 

Puc. Will nothing turnc your vnrelenting hearts ? 
Then lone difeouet thine infirmity, 

That wartanteth by Law, to be thy priuiledge. 

I am with childe ye bloody Homicides: 

Murther not then the Ftuite within my Wombe, 
Although ye hale me to a violcnc death. 

TV.Now heauen forfend, the holy Maid with child ? 
War. The greaceff miracle that ere ye wrought 
Is all your ftridtprecifencfle come to this ? 

Torke. She and the Dolphin haue bin iugling, 

1 did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well go too,we’ll haue noB^ftards Iiue, 
EfpeciaJly fince (Charles muft Father it, 

Puc. You are deceyu’d, my childe is none ofhis, 

It was Alanfon that imoy’d my loue. 

Torke, tyllanfon that notorious Macheuile ? 

Tt dyes, and ifit had a thoufand hues. 

Pue. Oh giue me lcauc, I haue deluded you, 

'Twas neyther Charles, not yet the Duke 1 nam’d. 

But Reignier King of Naples that preuayl’d. 

W'ar. A married man, that’s mod intollerablei 
Tor. Why here’s a Gyiie:I think fhe kuowes not wcl 
(There were fo many) whom Ihc may accufe. 

IPar. It’s figne flic hath beene liberall and free. 

Tor. And yet forfooth fhe is a Virgin pure. 

Strumpet, thy words condemnc thy Brat,and chec. 

Vfe no intreaty, for it is invaine. 

Ifa.Thcn lead me hence: with whom I leaue my curfiff 
May neuer glorious Sunne reflex his bcames 
Vpon the Countrey where you make abode: 

But darknefle, and the gloomy flude of death 
Inuiron you, till Mifchcefe and Difpaire, 

Driue you to break your necks, or hang your fclue*.£*y> 
Enter Cardin.til. 

Torke. Breake thou in pecccs, and confume to afhes, 
Thou fowle accurfed minifier of Hell. 

Car. Lord Regent, I do greete your Excellence 
With Lcttcts of Commilfion from the King. 

For know my Lords, the States ofChriftendomc, 

Mou’d with remorfeof thefe out-ragious broyles, 

Haue eamcftly implor’d a generall peace, 

Betwixt our Nation, and the afpyring French; 

And heere at hand, the Dolphin andhisTrainc 
Approacheth, to conferre about fome matter* 

Torke. Is all our trauell turn’d to this effc&. 

After the flaughter offo many Pecres, 

So many Captaines,Gentlemen,and Soldiers, 

That in this quarrcll haue beene ouerthrownc. 

And fold their bodyes for their Country#* benefit, 

Shall we at laft conclude effeminate peace ? 

Haue we not loft moft part of all the Townes, 

ByTreafon, Falfhoodjand by Treacherie, 

Our great Progenitors had conquered; 

Oh Warwicke, Warwicke, I forefee with greefe 
The vtter Ioffe of all the Realmc of Fiance. 

War. Bepatient Yoxke, if we conclude a Peace 
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It (hall be with fuch drift and feuere Couenants, 

As little (hall the Frenchmen gaine thereby* 

Enter Charles ^AUnfonfB aftar&yReignier* 

Char. Since LordsofEngland, it is thus agreed. 

That pcacefull truce (hall be proclaim’d in France, 

We come tobe informed by your felues. 

What the conditions of that league mufl be. : 

Yorke, Spcake Winchcfter,for boyling chollcr chokes 
The hollow paffageofmy poyfon’d voyce. 

By fight ofthefe our baleful! enemies. 

Win* Charles , and the reft, it is enabled thus: 

That in regard King Henry giues content. 

Of meerc compafiion, and of lenity, 

To cafe your Countrie of diftreffef ull Warre, 

And fufter you to breath in fruitfull peace. 

You fhall become true Liegemen to his Crowne. 

And Charles , vpon condition thou wilt fweare 
To pay him tribute, and fubmic thy felfe. 

Thou (halt be plac’d as Viceroy vndcr him, 

And ftiU cnioy thy Rogall dignity. 

tAian* Muft he be then as fhadow of himfelfe ? 
Adornehis Temples with a Coronet, 

And yet in fubftance and authority, 

Retaine but priuiledge of a priuatc man f 
This proffer is abfurd, and reafonleffe. 

Char. ’Tis knowne already that I am poffeft 
With more then halfe theGaliian Territories* 

And therein reuerencM for,their lawfull King* 

Shall I for lucre of the reft vn-vanquifht, 

Detraft fo much from that prerogatiue. 

As to be call’d but Viceroy of the whole ? 

No Lord Ambaffador, lie rafher kcepe 
That which I haue, than coueting for more 
Be caft from po/wbiJity of all. 

Yorke . Infulting Charles, haft thou by fccrctmcancs 
Vs’dincerceflion obtaine a league. 

And now the matter growes to compremizc, 

Stand’ft thou aloofe vpon Comparifon. 

Either accept rhe Title thou vfurp’ft. 

Of benefit proceeding From our King, 

And not of any challenge ofDcfert, 

Or wc will plague thee with inceflant Warrcs. 

*rReig. My Lord, you do not well in obftinacy, 

To cauill in the courte of this Contract: 

If once it boncgfcfted, ten to one 
We fhall not findc like opportunity, 
j Alan. Today the truth, it is your policic. 

To faue your Subiefts from fuch maffacre 
And ruchleffe (laughters as are day ly fccne 
By our proceeding in Hoftility, 

And therefore cakethis compaftof a Truce, 

Although you btfeake it, when your pleafurc femes. 

U^ar. How fayft thou Charles ? 

JShall our Condition (land-? 

Char . It Shall : 

Onely referu’d,yt>u daime no intereft 
In any of our Tonnes ofGarrifon. 

Yor . Then fvvtarc AUegcancc to his Maicfty, 

As thou art Knight, neucr to difobcy, 

Nor be Rebellious to the Crowneot England, 

Thou nor thy Nobles, to thefCto wne of England. < 
So,now difmiiTc your Army when ye pleafe: 

Hang vp your Enfighes, let your Drummes be ftill, 

For heere we entertaine a folemne peace. Exeunt 
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Enter Suffolk,sin conference mtb the r • 

<jlocefter } and Exeter, W ^ x 

King. Your wondrous rare defcriptio*/ n L. 
Ofbeauteous Margaret hath aftonifli’d me • ° 

Her vertues graced with externail gifts 
Do breed Loues fetled paflions in my heart 

And like as rigour oftempefiuous guftes * 
Proeokcs the mightieftHulkeagainft the tide ' 

So am I driuen by breath of her Rcnowne 1 
Either to fufter Shipwracke, orarriue ' 

Where I may haue fruition of her Loue. 

Suf. Tufhmy good Lord, this fuperficialltale 
Is but a preface of her worthy praife; ' 

The cheefeperfedions of that louely Dame 
(Had I fufficient skill to vtter them) 

Would make a volume of inticing lines 

Able to rauifh any dull conceit. 

And which is more, flie is not fo Diuine 
So full repleatc with choice of all delights, 

But with as humble lowlineffe of mindc, 

She is content to be at your command: 

Command I meanc, ofVertuous chafte intents 
To Loue, and Honor Henry as her Lord. 

King. And otherwife, will Henry ne’repre.funie: 
Therefore my Lord Prote&or, giue confent,. 

That Margret may be EnglandsRoyallQtieene. 

Glo. So Aiould I giue confent to fleeter finne, 

You know (my Lord ) your Higbneffe is betroath'd 
Vnto another Lady ofeftcen.T, 

How fliall we then difpenfc with that contra#, 

And noedefaceyour Honor with reproach? 

Suf. As doth a Ruler with vnhwfullOathes, 

Or one that at a Triumph, hauing vow’d 
To try his ftrengch, forfaketh yet the Lilies 
By reafon of his Aducrfaries oddes. 

A poore Earles daughter is vnequall oddes. 

And there'ore may be broke w ithout offente, 
Gloucefter. Why what (1 pray) is (JWargaut more 
then that ? 

Her Father is no better than an Earle, 

Although in glorious Titles he excell. 

Suf. Yes my Lord,her FatherisaKing, 

The King of Naples, and Ierufalem, 

And of fuch great Authoritic in France, 

As his alliance will confirme our peace, 

And keepe the Frenchmen in Allegeance. 

Glo. And fo the Earle of Arminacke may doe, 
Becaufe heisneereKinfman vnto Charles. 

£*ef.Befide,his wealth doth warrant a liberal dovw, 
Where Reignier fooner will reccyuc, than giue, 

Suf. A Dowremy Lords? Difgrace not fo your King, 

That he ftiould be fo abieff, bafe,and poore,' 

To choofe for wealth, and not for perfeft Loue. 

Henry is able to enrich his Quecne, 

And not to feeke a Quecne to make him rich,' 

So worthleffe Pezants bargaine for their Wiucs, 

As Markec men for Oxen, Sheepe.or Horfe. 

Marriage is a matter of more worth, 

Then to be dealt in by Atturney-ftiip ; 

Not whom wc will, but whom his Grace affefts, 

Mufti 


wedloeke forced^ but a Hell, 

^ -fdifeord and continuall ftnfc, 

A n ^5 c ugcontrarie bringeth blifle, 

WhC n,tterne ofCcleftiall peace. 

^ 15 Tould we match with Henry being a King, 
Who"> , t t hat is daughter to a King: 

I Mature, ioyned with her birth, 
her fit for none, but for a King. 

AfP,.,courage, and vndaunted fpirit, 

H£IV Iheninwomencommonlyisfecne) 


: in ifluc of a King. 


°rftlvto beget more Conquerors, 

? Kady offohighrefolue, 

|( w .“ c' ire Margaret) he be link’d in lone, 
tuiveeld my Lords,and heere conclude with mee, 
rkt Mvg*"t (ha! 1 be Quecne, and none but free. 

!'■ e VVbether it be through force of your report, 
Vi, Noble Lord of Suffolke .• Or for that 

iJtenderyouth was ncueryct attaint 

With any paffion of inflaming loue , 
j cannot tell: but this I am affurd, 


I feele fuch fliarpe diffention in my bread. 

Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Feare, 

As I am ficke with working of my thoughts. 

Take therefore Ihipping. poftc my Lord to France, 

Agree to any coucnants, and procure 
That Lady Margaret do vouchfafc to come 
To croffe the Seas to England, and be crown’d 
King Henries faithfull and annointed Quecne, 

For your expences and fufficient charge. 

Among the people gather vp a tenth. 

Be gone I fay, for till you do returne, 

I reft perplexed wich a thoufand Cares. 

And you (good Vnck!e)banifti all oftenccj 
Ifyou do cenlure me, by what you were, 

Not whatyouare, I know it will excufc 
This fodaine execution of my will. 

And fo conduft me, where from company, 

I may reu-olue and ruminate my greefe. Exit. 

Glo. I greefe I feare me, both at firft and laft. 

Exit Clocesler. 

Suf. Thus Suffolke hath preuail’d.and thus he goes 
As did the youthfull Paris once toGreece, 

With hope to findc the like euent in loue, 

But profper better than the Troian did: 

Margaret fliall now be Queene,and rule the King : 

But 1 will rule both her, the King,and Realme. Exit 


FINIS. 
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The fccond Part of Henry the Sm 

with the death of the Good Duke ’ 

HVMFREY. x 


ojftius Trimus. Sccena Trima. 



i 


Flourijb of Trumpets: Then Hvboyes . 

Enter King, Duke Humfrey,Salisbury yyarwicke, and Bean- 
ford on the one fide. 

TheQneene > Suffolke, Torke, Somerfet, and Buckingham, 
on the other. 

Suffolke. 

S by your high Imperiall Maiefty, 

I had in charge at my depart for France, 

As Procurator to your Excellence, 

To marry Princes Margaret for your Grace; 
So in the Famous Ancient City, Toures , 

In prefence of the Kings of Trance , and Skill, 

The Dukes ofOrleance, (faiaber, T$ritaigne> and jilanfon, 
Scuen Earles,tweluc Barons,& twenty reuerend Bifhops 
I haue perform’d my Taske, and was efpouTd, 

And humbly now vpon my bended knee, 

In fight of England, and her Lordly Peeres, 

Dcliucr vp my Title in the Queenc 

To your mod gracious hands, that are the Subftance 

Of that great Shadow I did reprefent: 

The happieft Gift, that cuer Marqueffc gaue, 

The Faireft Quecne, that euer King receiu’d. 

King. Suffolk* arife. Welcome Quecne Margaret, 

I can expreffe no kinder figne of Loue 

Then this kinde kiffe : O Lord, that lends melife. 

Lend me a heart replcate with thankfulneffe : 

For thou haft giuen me in this beauteous Face 
A world of earthly bleffings to my foule. 

If Simpathy of Loue vnice our thoughts. 

Queen. Great King of England,& my gracious Lord, 
The mutuall conference that my minde hath had. 

By day, by night; waking, and in my dreames, 

In Courtly company, or at my Beades, 

With you mine lAlder liefefi Soucraigne, 

Makes me the bolder to falute my King, 

With ruder termcs,fuch as my wit affoords. 

And ouer ioy of heart doth minifter. 

King. Her fight did rauifh, but her grace in Speech, 
Her words ydad with wifedomes Maicfty, 

Makes me from Wondring, fall to Weeping ioyes. 

Such is the Fulnefie of my hearts content. 

Lords, with one chcerefull voice. Welcome my Loue. 
AlUqtccL Long liue Qu. Margaret ,EngIands happines. 
Queene. We thankc you all. Florifh 


Suf. My Lord Prote&or, fo ic pleafe your r 
Hecrc arc the Articles of contracted pca- e 
Betweene our Soucraigne, and the French Kinr rl 
For eighteene moneths concluded by c on fent ^ 
Clo. Reads. Inprimis, It « agreed between ,i r 
Charles, and William de la PoleCMarqueffe rfo*!?* 
bajfadorfor Henry King of England’.Thatth! 
e JP tf/ f e the Lady Margaret, daughter ^ntoReh^lV- 
Naples, Stalled., and lertifalem, and Creme L <f'^ 
England, ere the thirtieth of May next enfuing, ^ 

item, That theDntchy ofAniott andth7Cn» . 
fhatl he releafed and deliuered to the King her father ^ 
King. Vnkle,hownow? 

Cjlo. Pardon me gracious Lord, 

Some fodaine qualme hath flruckc me at theheart 
And dim’d mine eyes, 1 that I can reade no further * 
King. Vnckle of Winchefler, 1 pray read cn^ ’ 
Wm. Item, // ufurther agreed betweene them, Thattl 
Dutcheffe of Anion and Maine,fl,all be releafed anddelmert 
ouer to the King her Father, a»dJJ;ee fern ouer of the Km, 
Eng/anas owr.eproper Cojl and Charges, without hattmL 
Dowry. 6 

King.Thcy pleafe vs well. Lord Marques kneel dowr 
We heere create thee the firft Duke of Suffolke, 

And girt thee with the Sword. Cofin of Yorke, 

We heere dif charge your Grace frombeing Regent 
I’th parts ofFrance, till termc of eighteene Moneths 
Befhllcxpyr’d. Thankes Vncle Wincheflcr, 
Glofter, Yorke, Buckingham, Somerfet, 

Salisburie, and Warwicke. 

Wc thankc you all for this great fauour done. 

In entertainment to my Princely Queenc. 

Come, let vs in, and with all fpeede prouide 
To fee her Coronation be perform’d. 

Exit King , Queene, a\ 


, Manet the reft. 

Clo. Braue Pceres of England, Pillars of the State, 
To you Duke Humfrey muft vnload his greefe: 

Your greefe, the common greefe of all the Land,* 
What? did my brother Henry fpend his youth, 

His valour, coinc, and people in the warres? 

Did he fo often lodge in open field; 

In Winters cold, and Summers parching hcate, 

To conquer France,his true inheritance ? 

And did my brother Bedford toyle his wits, 
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^[^Cs 9 Somerfet,'Buckingham, 

^Tje Salary, ^^onoosWarwicy, 

B tjue \ A’ e fcarres in France and Normandie: 
RtCel Uninc Vnckle HeJford, and my felfe, 

O^fThc Learned Counfcll of the Rcalmc, 

’ fo lo02, fat in the Councell houfe, 

S' u f , u lc debating too and fro 

'^Cnnceand Frenchmen might be kept in awe, 
*$1 his HighnefTe in his infancic, 

A n< ^ linParisindcfpightoffocs, 

Cr °;ithcfeLabours', and thefe Honours dye? 

A l ii tlerrics ConqucB, 'Bedfords vigilance, 

V 3 Deeds °f Warrc, and all our Counfell dye? 
IplesofEngland, fhamefull is this League, 
el'l this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 

I .inevour names trom Bookes ol memory, 

R cngtheCharraaers of your Rcnownc, 
n facias Monuments of Conquer’d France, 
Loinlallasallhadneuerbin. _ 

Cur- Ncpbe*’> whst meanes this pamonate dilcoune? 

Thispreroracion with fuch circumflance: 
c r France, ’tis ours; and we will keepe it Bill. 

<7/0. I Vnckle, wc will keepe it, if we can: 

But now it is impofsible we fhould. 

Suffolke, the new madcDukethat rules the roll, 

Hjth giuen the Dutchy of Anion and Moyne, 

Vntothepoore King Retgmer, whofc large Byle 
Anrtcs not with the Icannefle of his purfe, 

Sal. Now by the death of him that dyed for all,! 
ThcfcCounties were the Keyes of Normandie: 

But wherefore weepes UParmcke, my valiant fonne? 

rnr. For greefe that they are paB recouetic. 

For were there hope to conquer them againe. 

My fword fhould Hied hot blood, mine eyes no teares. 
Jr.’ou and Maine ? My felfe did win them both: 
ThofeProuinces, theic Armes of mine did conquer. 

And arctheCimes that I got with wounds, 

Deliuer’d vp againe with pcacefull words ? 

Mort Dieu. 

e. For Suffolkes Duke, may he be fiiffocace. 

That dims the Honor of th is Warlike I fie: 

France fhould haue come and rent my very hart, 

Before 1 would haue yeeldcd to this League. 

Intucr read but Englands Kings haue had 

Large fummes of Gold, and Dowries with their wiues. 

And our King Henry giues away hisowne. 

To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Hum. A proper ieft, aad neuer heard before. 

That Suffolke fhould demand a whole Fifteenth, 

For Cofts and Charges in cranfportingher: 

Skefhould haue ftaid in France, and fterifd in France 
Before — 

Car ♦ My Lord ofGIofter, now ye grow too hot. 

It was the pleafurc of my Lord the King. 

Hm. My Lord of Winchefter I know your minde. 
Tis not my Ipcecbes that you do miflike : 

Suc’tis my prefence that doth trouble ye, 

Rancour will our, proud Prelate, in thy fece 

lee thy furie: If I longer ftay, 

i'Ve fhall begin our ancient bickerings: 

Wordings farewell, and fay when I am gone, 
prophefied, France will be loft erelong. Exit Humfrey. 
Cdr. So, there goes our Protestor in a rage ; 

Tis knownc to you he is jfaine enemy: 
more, an enemy yrito you all. 


And no great friend, I feare rneto the King; 

Confider Lords, he is the next of blood. 

And hey re apparant to the Englifh Crowne: 

Had Henrie got an Empire by his marriage. 

And all the wealthy Kingdomea ofthe Weft, 

There’s reafon he Chould be difpleas^d at ic: 

Looke to it Lords, let not his fmooching words 
Bewitch your hearts, be wife and circumipeft. 

What though the common people fauour him. 

Calling him, Humfrey the good DukeofGhfler, 

Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voyce, 

Iefu maintain* your Royall excellence, 

With God preleruc the good Duke Humfrey: 

I feare me Lords, for all this flattering glofte. 

He will be found a dangerous Protestor. 

Buc. Why fhould he then proted our Soucraigne ? 
He bein<> of age to gouerne ot himfelfe. 

Cofin ofSomerfet, ipyne you with me, 

And altogether with theDukeof Suffolke, 

Wce’l quickly hoyfe Duke Humfrey from his feat. 

Car . This weighty bufinefle will not brooke delay. 

He to the Duke of Suffolke prefently. Exit Cardinal1. 

Som . Cofin of Buckingham, though Humfries pride 
And greatneffc of his place be greefe to vs. 

Yet let vs watch the haugheie Cardinall, 

His infolence is more incollerable 
Then all the Princes in the Land befide, 

If Glofter be difplac’d, bceT be Protc&or. 

Hue. Or thou, or I Somerfet will be Protedors, 
DcfpiccDukeH^/r^ 7 ,cr the Cardinall. 

Exit Buckingham, and Somerfet* 
Sal. Pride went before, Ambition foliowes him. 
While thefe do labour for their ownc preferment, 
Behooucs it vs to labor for the Realme, 

I neuer faw but Humfrey Duke of Glofter, 

Did beare him like a Noble Gentleman: 

Oft haue I feenc the haughty Cardinal!. 

More like a Souldicr then a m?n o'th’Church, 

As ftout and proud as he were Lord of all, 

Swearelike a Ruffian,and demesne himfelfe 
Vnhke the Ruler of a Common-weale. 

W ar wicke my lonne, the comfort of my age. 

Thy deeds, thy plainneffe, and thy houfc-kceping, 

Hath wonne the greateft fauour of the Commons, 
Excepting none but good Duke Humfrey, 

And Brother Yorke, thy Ads in Ireland, 

In bringing them to ciuill Difcipline*: 

Thy late exploits done in the heart ofFrance, 

When thou wert Regent for our Soucraigne, 

Haue made thee fear’d and honor’d ofthe people ; 
loync we together for the publike good. 

In whatAve can, to bridle and fuppreffc 
The pride of Suffolke. and the Cardinal!,’ 

With Somerfets and Buckinghams Ambition, 

And as we may, cherifh Duke Humfries deeds. 

While they do tend the profit of the Land. 

War. So God helpc Warwicke,as he lotics the Land 
And common profit of his Countrcy. 

Tor. And fofayes Yorke, 

For he h3th greateft caufe. 

Salisbury . Then lets make baft away, 

And looke vnto the mainc. 

Warwicke. Vnto the mainc? 

Oh Father, UWaineis loft. 

That Maine , which by mainc force Warwicke did winne, 
And would haue kept, fo long as breath did laft: 

I 3 Main 
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Main-chance father you meant, but I meant CMaine y 
Which I will win from France, or elfe be flaine. 

Exit PTarwicke.and Sails bury . Manet Y ork *• 
York*. Anion and Maine are giuen to the French, 

Paris is loft, the ftate of Normandie 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone : 

Suffolke concluded on the Articles, 

The Peercs agreed, and Henry was well pleas’d. 

To change two Dukedomes fora Dukes faire daughter. 
I cannot blame them all, what is’c to them* 

Tis thine they giue away, and not their owne. 

Pirates may make chcape peny worths of their pillage. 
And purchafe Friends, and giue to Curcczans, 

Still reuclling like Lords till all be gone, 

While as the filly Owner of the goods 
Wcepcs ouer them, and wrings his haplcfle hands. 

And fliakes his head, and trembling ftands aloofe. 
While all is (har’d, and all is borne away. 

Ready to ftcrue, and dare not touch his owne. 

So Yorkc muft fit. and fret, and bite his tongue, 

While his owne Lands are bargain’d for, and fold : 

Me thinkes the Realmes of En gland,France,& J reland, 
Beare that proportion to my flefti and blood, 

As did the fatall brand tsAlthaa burnt, 

Vnto the Princes heart of(falidon: 

Anion and Aiaine both giuen vnto the French i 
Coldnewesforme : fori had hope of France, 

Euen as I haue of fertile Englands foile. 

A day will come, when Yorke fhall claime his owne, 
And therefore I will take the Nmfk parts. 

And make a fttew of louc to proud Duke Hnmfrey y 
And when I fpy aduantage, claime the Crownc, 

For that’s the Golden marke I feeke to hit: 

Nor fhall proud Lancafter vfurpe my right. 

Nor hold the Scepter in his childifh Fift, 

J Nor weare the Diadem vpon his head, 

Whofe Church-like humors fits not for a Crownc. 

Then Yorke be ftili a-while, till time do ferue: 

Watch thou, and wake when others be afleepe, 

T o pric into the fecrets of the State, 

Till Henrie lurfetting in ioyes of louc. 

With his new Bride, & Englands deerc bought Queen, 
And Hnmfrey with the Peercs be falneat iarres-: 

Then will I raife aloft the Milkc-white-Rofe, 

With whofe fweec fmell the Ayre fhall be perfum’d. 
And in in my Standard beare the’Armes of Yorke, 

T o grapple with the houfe of Lancafter, 

And force perforce He make him yeeld the Cro wne, 
Whofe bockifh Rule,hath pull’d faire England downe. 

Exit Yorke. 

Enter Duke Hnmfrey and his wife Elianor. 
Elia.Why droopesmy Lord like ouer.ripcn’d Corn, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load ? 

Why doth the Great Duke Hnmfrey knit his browes, 

As frowning at theFauours of the world ? 

Why arc thine eyes fixt to the fullen earth. 

Gazing on that which feemes to dimme thy fight ? 

What feeft thou there ?King Henries Diadem, 

Inchac’d with all the Honors of the world ? 
]ffo,Gazcon,and grouell on thy face, 

Vntill thy head be circled with the fame. 

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious Gold. 

What, is’t too fhort ? lie lengthen it with mine, 
And.hauing both together heau’d it vp, 

WeeH both together lift our heads to hcauen,'? 

And ncutr more abafe our fight fo low. 




As to vouchfafe one glance vnto the orounH ^- 

Hnm. O ATe//,tweet A7e//,ifthoudoft J 0ll # , 
Banifhthc Canker of ambitious thoughts • ^ ^° r ' 

And may that thought/when I imagine ill 
Againft my King and Nephew, vettuous Hem 
Be my laft breathing in this mortall worid ^ 

My troublous dreames this night, doth 
Eli. What dream’d my Lord, tell me,and 
With fweet rchearfall of my mornings drei re( l uite i 

Hnm t Me thought this ftaffe minc'OfficpT*, ' 

Court e ~ bad gei n 

Was broke in twaine: by whom, I haue f or o 0f 
But as I thinkc, it was by’th Cardinall, 

And on the pecces of the broken Wand 
Were plac’d the heads of Edmond Duke ofS 
And tViHiamdela Pole firft Duke dfSuffolke 0171 ^ 1 
This was my dreamo, what it doth bode God k 

Eli. Tut, this was nothing butanarrument 110 ^ 5. 

That he that breakes a fticke ofGlofters o rouc ’ 

Shall loofe his head for his prefumption, & J 
But lift to me my Hnmfrey , my fwcete Duke • 

Me thought I fate in Seate of Maicfty, 

In the Cathedral] Church of Wcftminfter 
And in that Chaire where Kings & Queens were™ 
Where Henrie and Dame Margaret kneel'd to me ° Wl 
And on my head did fet the Diadem. ‘ 

Bum. Nay Elinor , then muft I chide outright • 
Prefumptuous Dame, ill-nurter’d Elianor 5 * 

Art thou riot fcccnd Woman in the Realmc ? 

And thciProteftors wifebelou’dofhim? 

Haft thou not worldly plcafurc at command, 

Abouc the reach or eompafle of thy thought ? 

And wilt thou ftili be hammering Treachery, 

To tumble downe thy husband, and thy fdfc 
From top ofHonor,xo Difgraccsfeete? 

Away from me, and let me hcare no more. 

Elia. What,what, my Lord? Arc you fo chollericke 
With Elianor , for telling but herdreame ? 

Next time lie keepc my dreames vnto my fclfe, 

And not be check’d. 

Hum . Nay be not angry, I am pleas’d againc. 
Enter Meffcnger. 

Meff. My Lord Protc&or,’iis his Highnes pleafure. 
You do prepare to ride vnto S. Albons, 

Where as the King and Quecne do meane'to Hawke, 
Hn. I go.Come Net thou wilt ride with v$}Ex.Hm 
Eli. Yes my good Lord Jle follow prefently. 
Follow I muft, I cannot go before, 

While Glofter beares this bale and humble minde. 
Were I a Man, a Duke,and next of blood, 

I would remoue thefc tedious ftumbling block*, 

And fmooth my way vpon their headleffc neckes. 

And being a woman, I will not bcflacke 
To play my part iri Fortunes Pageant. 

Where are you there? Sir hhn\ nay feare not man, 
Wearealonc,here’s none but thee,& 1. Enter Hmt> 

Hume. lefus preferueyour Royall Maiefty. 

Elia . What faift thou? Maiefty :I ambucGrace. 
Hume. But by the grace of God,and Humes aduice, 
Your Graces Title fhall be multiplied,. 

Elia. What faift thou manfHaft thou asyet confct’d 
With Margerie lor dan e the cunning Witch, 

With Roger Boltingbrooke the Cbniurer ? 

And will they vndertaketodomegood? j 
Hume. This they haue promifed to fhew your Highnc? 
A Spirit rais’d from depth of vnder ground. 
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Exit 


Thac £i be propounded him. 

AS by y° ur ftis enough, lie chinke vpon the Queftions: 

Alberts wfe doc make returne, 
fe ®hcfe things effected to the full. 

W ee ^ e cake this reward,nukc merry man 

tyf* ut Lips,and giue no words but Mum, 

$ e . vLfle isketh filent lecrecic. 
rl,eb l£ Se. Gold, to bring the Witch : 
Da f/ c Scomeami(Te,wcrcAeaDcuiH. 

Go f i Gold flyes from another Coaft: 

Ul not fav from the rich Cardinall, 

the great and ne w-made Duke ofSutfolke; 

Y« I doe finde it fo : for to be j3aine, 
iS (knowing Dame Elinors afpu.ug humor) 
i, .hvredme to voder-mine the Ducheffe, 

Kbuzze thefc Coniurations in her braync. 
t lav A craftie Knaue do s need no Broker, 

Y,taml’ Sttflke an<i the Cardinalls Broker. 

L/you take not hced,you (ball goe neere 
t 0 call them both a payre of craft.e Knaues. 

Well foil ftands: and thus I feare at laft, 
l ’ Knauerie will be the Ducheffe W' racke, 

A n(1 her Attainture.wiU be Hmfireyes fall : 

Sort bow it will,I fhall haue Gold for all. 

Enter three or four e Petitioners he Armorers 
Man being one # 

j iPet . My Mafters,let’s ftand clofe, my Lord Pro¬ 
testor will come this way by and by, and then wee may 
deliuer our Supplications in the Qiull. 

z ,Pet. Marry the Lord protedf him, for hee’s a good 
man, Iefu ble(fe him. 

Enter Sttfolke.and Queetie. 

Peter. Here a comes me thinkes,and the Quecne with 
him; He be the firft fure. 

i.Pet. Come backe foolc,this is the Duke of Suffolk, 
and not my Lord Prote&or. 

Stiff. How now fellowtwould’ft any thing with me? 

i. Pet. I pray my Lord pardon me, I tooke ye for my 
Lord Protcdor. 

Qwene. To my Lord Prote&or ? Are your Supplica¬ 
tions to his Lordfhip? Let me fee them: what is thine? 

i, Pet. Mine is, and’t plcafe your Grace, againft Ioh» 
Goodman ,my Lord Cardinals Man,for keeping my Houfe, 
andLands.and Wife and all,from me, 

Sujf. Thy Wife too? that’s fome Wrong indeede. 
What’s yours i What’s hecre i Againft the Duke of 
Suffolke, for enclofing the Commons of Melfordc. How 
now,Sir Knaue ? 

i.Pet. Alas Sir, I am but a poore Petitioner of our 
wholeTownefhip. 

.Peter. Againft my Mafter Thomas Horner, for faying. 
That the Duke of Yorke was rightfull Heire to the 
Crowne. 

Quecne. What fay’ft thou i Did the Duke of Yorke 
fay, hec was rightfull Heire to the Crowne? 

Peter. That my Mittrdffc was? No forfooth: my Mafter 
aid,That he was,and thac the King was an Vfurper. 


Who is there i 

Enter Seruant. 

Take this fellow in,and fend for his Mafter with a Purfe- 
uanc prefently: wede hcare more of youc matter before 
the Kin* 7 . Exit. 

Oueene. And as for you that louc to be protected 
Vnder the Wings of ourProteftors Grace, 

Begin your Suites anew,and fue to him. 

Teare the Supplication. 

Away.bafe Cullions : Suffolke let them goe. 

All. Come,let’s be gone. Exit, 

ffhseene. My Lord of Suffolke, fay,is this the guife ? 

Is this the Faftiions in the Court of England? 

Is this the Gouernment of Britaines lie ? 

And this the Royaltie of Albions King ? -• 

What,fhall King Henry be a Pupillftill, . 

Vnder the furly Glofters Gouernancc ? . .I 

Am I a Quecne in Title and jnStile, 

And muft be madea $obic<ft to a Duke? 

JtelltheeTWe.whenintheCicieTww-*- 
Thou raii’fta-tilc inhonorof myLoue, ; i •• 

And ftol’ft away the Ladies hearts of France j 
I thought King Henry had refembled thee. 

In Courage,Courclhip.and Proportion: ^ 

But all his minde is bent to Holincffc, 

To number Ane-Martes on his Beades : 

His Champions,are the Prophets and Apoflles, .. 

His Weapons, holy Sawes of facred Writ, 

His Studic is his Tile-yard,and his Loues t ..- 
Arebra7.cn Images of Canonized Saints. ; . f 

I would the Collcdge of the Cardinalls . ? vi 

Would chufe him Pope,and carry lnnicp Rofne, , A 
And fet the Triple Crowne vpon his^Cjuki.^. v *>. 

That were a State fit for his Holinefle v ; 

Stiff. Madame be patient: as I was caufe 
Your Highneffe came to England, fo will 4 .. 

In England workc*your Graces fujl content* 
^few.Befide the haugntieProtedlor.haue we Seanforff 
The imperious C\\axc\\mm\Somerfet,Buckingham, ; ) • 

And grumbling Torke: and not the leaft of thefe, , 
But can doc more in England then the King. 

Suff. And he of thefe, that can doe mod of all, :: 

Cannot doc more in England then the Nettils: 

Salisbury and Warwick are no fimple Peercs. 

flueene.Noi all thefe Lords do vex rrieEalfcfQmuch, 
As that prowd Dame,the Lord Protestors. Wife.: 

She fweepes it through the Court with troupa of Ladies^ 
More like an Emprcffe,thcn Duke Humphreyes Wifely ; 
Strangers in Court,doc take her for the f^ucene: 

She beares a Dukes Reueneweson her backe. 

And in her heart flic fcornes our Pouertie: 

Shall I not liue to be aueng’d on her t 
Contemptuous bafe-borne Callot as (he is, - 
She vaunted ’mongft her Minions t’other day. 

The very tray ne of her worft wearing GowhC* 

Was better worth then all my Fathers Lart^s, 

Till Suffolke gaue two Dukedomes for hi $ Daughter. 

Stiff. Madame,niy felfe haue lym’d a Bufh for her. 

And plac’t a Quicr of fuch cntmng Birds, 

That fhe will light to liften to the Layes, 

And neuer mount to trouble you againe. 

So let her reft: and Madame,lift to me, 

For I am bold to counfaile you in this; 

Althoughjwe fancie not the Cardinall, 

Yet muft we ioyne with him and with the Lords, 

Till we haue brought Duke Humphrey in difgtacc. 
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As for the Duke ofYorke.this late Complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit: 

So one by one weeTe weed them all at laft. 

And you your felfc lhall ftccre the happy Hclmc, Exit. 


Sound a Sennet. 

Enter the King,Duke Humfrey .Cardinall,Bucking, 
bii m, Tor'kg, Sal is bury,Warwtckc, 

And the Duchefe. 

King. For my part,NobIc Lords,I care not which. 

Or Sortcrfet,or Yorke, all’s one to me. 

Yorke. If Yorke haue ill demean’d himfelfe in France, 
Then let him be denay’d the Rcgent-lhip. 

Som . If Somerset be vnwortby of the Place, 

Let Yorkg be Rcgent,I will yeeld to him. 

Warw. Whether your Grace be worthy,yea or no, 
Difpute not that,2V^f is the worthycr. 

Card. Ambitious Warwicks, let thy betters fpeake, 
Warw. The Cardinally noc my better in the field. 
Bucks Alt iu this prelenceare tiiy betters, H'arwicke. 
Warw. Wxrwicke may Hue to be the belt of all. 

Sahsb. Peace Sonne,and fhew fome reafon Buckingham 
Why Somerfet fhould be preferr’d in this ? 

jgwmre.Becaufe the King forlboth will hauc it fo, 
Humf. Madame, the King is old enough himfelfe 
To giue his Ccnfure: Thefe are no Womens matcers. 

Queene. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace 
To be Protector of his Excellence ? 

Humf. Madame,I am Prote&or of the Readme, 

And at his pleafurc will refigne tny Place. 

Suf. Refigne it then,aod leauc thine infolence. 

Since thou wert King; as who is King,but thou ? 

The Common-wealth hath dayly run to wrack, 

| The Dolphin hath preuayl’d beyond the Seas, 

And all the Peercs and Nobles of the Reaime 
Haue beenp as Bond-men to thy Soueraigntie. 

Card. The Commons haft thourackt, the Clergies Bags 
Arelanke andleane with thy Extortions. 

Sent .Thy fumptuous Buildings,and thy Wiues Atryrc 
Haue coft a fatfre’of pubiique Trcafuric. 

Tuck. Thy Crueltie iu execution 
VponQffcndijtfs.hiuh exceeded Law, 

And left thee xb the mercy of die Law. 

Queene. Tiiy l'ale of Offices and Townes in France, 

I f they were known e, as the fufpeft is great, 

Woold make thee quickly hop without thy Head. 

Exit Humfrey. 

Giue me my Fame; what,Mynion,can ye not ? 

J Shegiues the Duchefe a box on the care. 

I cry you mercy,Madameiwas it you ? 

Duch.Witt I?yea,| it was,prowd French-woman: 
Could 1 come nccrc your Beautic with my Nayles, 

I could fet my ten Commandcments in your face. 

King. Swfcet Aunt be quiet,’twas againft her will. 
SDuch. Agriinft her will,good King? lookc to’t in time, 
Shee’le hamper thee,an^iandlc thee like a Baby: 

Though in this place moll Mafter weare no Breeches, 

She lhall not ftrike Datne EUanor vnreueng’d. 

Exit blianor. 

Buck- Lord Cardins!!,! will follow EUanor, 

And liften after Humfrey ,how he procecdes : 

Shee's tickled now,hcr Fume needs no fpurres, 

Shee’ic gallop fartc enough to her deftru&ion. 

_. “ - Exit Buckingham, 


Enter Humfrey. 


n Now Lords » m y c holler being 0 u er h\ 
With walking once about the <^uadranol e W °Wne. 
I come to talke of Common-wealth AffaviL 
As fmj^jir fpightfull falfe Obie&ions, ^ $ * 
Protj^^ftand I lye open to the Law’ 

But mcrcic fo deale with my So u I e 

As I indutic louc my King and Countrey.* 

But to the matter that we haue in hand ; ** 

I fay,my Soucraigne,7«% is meeteft man 
To be your Regent in the Real me of France 

Stiff. Before we make eleven, gine me 
To fhew fome reafon,of no little force, 2 

That Yorke is moft vnmeet of any man/ 

llc tdl .why I am vn rae « 

Firityor I cannot flatter thee in Pride : 

Next,if I be appointed for the Place, 

My Lord of Somerfet will keepc me here 
Without Difcharge,Mcney,or Furniture’ 

Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands: 

Laft time I dane’e attendance on his will J 
TUI Paris was belieg’d,farailhr,and loft,’ 

W.vrw. That can I witnefle, and a fouler faft 
Did neuer Tray tor in the Land commit. 

Suf. Peace head-ftrong Warwick*. 

Warw. Image of Pride, why Ihould Ihold mype acci 

Enter Armorer and hie Man. 

Suf. Bcceufe here i s a man accufcd of Treafon 
Pray God the Duke of Yorke excufe himfelfe. * 

York*. Doth any one accufe Yorke for aTraytor? 

King. What mean’ll thou, Sufo/ke ? tell me,what 
thefe i 

Suf. Plcafe it your Maieftie, this is she man 
That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon; 

His words were thefe : That Richard, Duke of Yoike 
Was righcfall Hcirc vino the Englilh Crowne, 

And that your Maieftie was an Vfurper. 

King. Say man,were thefe thy words ? 

Armorer .And’c fhalf pleafe your Maieftie,I neuer fa] 
nor thought any fucb matter: God is tny vvitneffe, I 
falfclyaccus’d by the Villaine. 

Peter. By thefe tenne bones,my Lords,hee did fpeake 
them to me in the Garret one Night, as wee were lcow' 
ring ray Lord of Yorkes Armor. 

Yorke. Bafe Dunghill Villaine,and Mechanical!, 
lie haue thy Head for this thy Traytors fpccch; 

I doc befeech your Royall Maieftie, 

Let him haue all the rigor of the Law. 

Armorer. Alas,tny Lord, hang me if eucr I lpakethe 
words: myaccufer is my Prentice, and when I did cor- 
reCt him for his fault the other day, he did vow vpon his 
knees he would be euen with me; I haue good vvitneffe 
of this; therefore J befeech your Maieftie, doe not call 
away an honeft man for a Villaincs accufation. 

King. Vnckle,what fhall we fay to this in law ? 

Humf. This doome,my Lord,if I nuy iudge: 

Let Somerfet be Regent o’rc the French, 

Becaufc in Yorke this breedes fufpicion; 

And let thefe haue a day appointed them 
For finglc Combat,in conuenienc place. 

For he hath witnefle of his feruants malice: 

This i$ the Law,and this Duke Humfreyes doome. 

Som. I 
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c< T^fj^blyffiankc your Royall Maieftie. 

S f\L And I accept the Combat willingly. 

Alas tny Lord, I cannot fight; for Gods fake 
F o cite ■the fpight of man preuayleth againft me. 

me, lVh.ll neue, be .bleu, 
y , ui oVV; O Lord ray heart. 

^mmf. Sirrha,or youmuftfight,or elfebe hang’d. 

vZ Away with them to Prifon : and the day of 
Combat, lhall be the Lift of the next moneth. Come 


fa# the Witch, the two Prtefis, and Tu'iinghrooke. 

Erne. Come my Mafters,the Duchefle I tell you cx- 
„.ft S performance of your promifes. 
fJiM- Mafter Hume,we are therefore proutded: will 
her Ladylhip behold and hcare our Exorcilmes? 

Hume. I, what elfe ? fcare you not her courage. 

‘Bulling I haue heard her reported to be a Woman of 
3 n inuincible fpirit: but it ftiall be conuenient, Mafter 
Hume, that you be by her alofc, while wee be bufie be¬ 
low and iol pray yougoe in Gods Name,and leaue vs. 

Exit Hume. 

Mother Iordan , be you proftrate, and grouell on tbe 
Earth j Iohn SouthwcH re3tle you,and let vs to our worke. 


Enter EUanor aloft. 

EUanor. Well laid my Mafters, and welcome all: To 
this geerc.thc foonertlie better. 

M».Patience,good Lady .Wizards know their times: 
Decpe Night,darke Night,the filent of the Night, 

Tbe time of Night when Troy was fet on fire, 

The time when Scrcech-owles cry,and Bandogs howle, 
And Spirits Walke,and Ghofts breake vp their Graues; 
That time beft fits the worke we haue in hand. 

Madame,fit you,and feare not: whom wee rayfe, 

\Vee will make faft within a hallow’d Verge. 

# 

Here doe the (feremonies belonging, and make the Circk, 
Ettlltngbrooke or Southwell reader, Coniuro 
tc, &c. It Thunders and Lightens 
terribly : then the Spirit 
rifeth. 

Spirit. Ad fum. 

Witch. Afmath, by the eternall God, 

Whofe name and power thou trembleft at, 

Anfwere that I (hall aske: for till thou fpeake, 

Thou (halt r.ot pafle from hence. 

Spirit, Aske what thou wilt ; that I had fayd, and 
done. 

Eulling. Firft of the King : What lhall of him be¬ 
come? 

Spirit. The Duke yet hues,that Henry lhall depofe: 

But himout-liue.and dye a violent death. 

Bulling, What fates await the Duke of Suffolkc ? 
Spirit. By Water (hall he dye,and take his end. 

Bulling. What (hall befall the Duke of Somerfet ? 
Spirit. LethimlhunCaftles, 

Safer lhall he be vpon the fandie Plaines, ' 

Then where Caftles mounted ftand. 

Haue done/or more I hardly can endure. 

Bulling. Difcend to Darkneffe and the burning Lake: 
Ealfe Fiend auoide. 

Thunder and. Lightning. Exit Spirit* 


Enter the Duke of Yorke and the Duke of Buckingham 
with their Guard,and breake in. 

Yorke. Lay hands vpon thefe Traytors,and their trafh: 
Beldam I think e we watcht you at an ynch. 

What Madame,are you there?the King & Commonweale 
Are deepely indebted for this pccce of paines ; 

My Lord Protc&or will,I doubt it not. 

See you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts. 

EUanor. Not halfc fo bad ns thine to England* King, 
Iniurious Duke,that threateft wbere’s no cautc. 

Bucks True Madame,none at all: what call you this i 
Away with them,let them be clapt vp clofe, 

And kept afundcr; you Madame lhall with vs. 

Staford take her to thee. 

Wee’le fee your Trinkets here all forth-comming. 

All away. Exit. 

York?. Lord Buckingham,me thinks you watcht her well: 
A pretty Plot,well chofen to build vpon. 

Now pray my Lord,let’s fee the Deuils Writ. 

What !iaue we here ? Reader. 

The Duke yet hues,that Henry foaU depofe: 

But him out-Hue , and dye a violent death. 

Why this is iu l\,tAio tAacida Romanos vincerepofo, 
WeIl,to the reft: 

Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suftolke? 

By Water fhall he dye, and take his end. 

YVhat fhall betide the Duke of Somerfet ? 

Let him fhunne Cattles, 

Safer fhall he be vpon the fandie Plaines , 

Then where Cafiles mounted ftand. 

Come, come, my Lords, 

Thefe Oracles are hardly attain’d, 

And hardly vnderftood. 

The King is now in progrefle towards Saint Albonts, 
With him,thc Husband of this louely Lady: 

Thither goes thefe Newes, 

As faft as Horfe can carry them: 

A forry Breakfafl for my Lord Prote£lor. 

Tuckfio ur Grace lhal giue me leaue, my Lord of York, 
To be the Pofte,in hope of his reward. 

Yorke. At your pleafure.my good Lord. 

Who’s within there.hoc f 

Enter a Seruiugman. 

Tnuite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick 
To fuppe with me to morrow Night. Away. 

Exeunt. 

Enter the King, ffueene, ProteElor, Cardinall , and 
Suf off .with Faulkners hallowing. 

Queene. Beleeue roe Lords,for flying at the Brooke, 

I faw not better fport thefe feuen yeeres day: 

Yct by your leaue,the Winde was very high. 

And ten to one,old Ioane had not gone out. 

King. But what a point.my Lord,your Faulcon made. 
And what a pyteh (he flew abouethe reft: 

To fee how God in all his Creatures worker, 

Yea Man and Birds are fayne of climbing high. 

Suf. No marueli.and it like your Maieftie, 

My Lord Prote&ors Hawkes doe towre fo well. 

They know their Mafter loues to be aloft. 

And beares his thoughts aboue his Faulcons PitchJ 
Gloft, My Lord,’tis but a bafe ignoble minde. 

That mounts no higher then a Bird can fore; 
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Card. I thought as much, hce would be abouc the 
Cloud!. 

Glofl. I my Lord Cardinally how thinke you by that? 
Were it not good your Grace could flye to Heauen ? 
King. TheTreaiuricof cuerlaftingloy. 

CW.Thy Heauen is on Earth,thine Eyes &Thoughts 
Beat on a Growne, the T reafure of thy Heart, 

Pernitious Proce&or,dangerous Pecre, 

That fmooth’ft it fo with King and Ccmmon-weale# 
Glofl . WhatjCardinall ? 

Is your Prieft-hood growneperemptorie? e 
Tantane ammU Ccelefltbtis tray Church-men fo hot ? 
Good Vnckle hide fuch mallice; 

With fuch Holyncflc can you doc it? 1 

Sttff. No mallice Sir,no more then well becomes 
So good a Quarrell,and fo bad a Peere. 

Glofl . As whoytny Lord ? 

Sttjjf* Why,as you, my Lord, 

A n’t like your Lordly Lords Procc&orfhip. 

Glofl . Why Suffolk *,England knowes thine infolence. 
Queen*. And thy Ambition filofter. 

King. I pry thee peace,good Quecne, 

And whet not on thefc furious Peeres, 

For bleficd are she Peace-makers on Earth. 

Card. Let me be bleffed for the Peace J make 
Againft this prowd Prote&or with my Sword. 

Glofl. Faith holy Vnckle/would’c were come to that. 
Card. Marry,when thoudar’ft, 

Glofl . Make vp no fadlious numbers for the matter. 

In thine owne perfon anfwcre thy abufe. 

Carjl. I,whcre thou dar y ft net pcepe: 

And if thou dar’ft, this Eucning, 

On the Eaft fide of the Groue. 

King. How now,my Lords t 
Card. Bclecue me, Coufin Glofier , 

Had not your man put vp the Fowle fo fuddcnly, 

I Wc had had more fport. 

Come with thy two^hand Sword. 

Glofl . True Vnckle,aieye aduis’d? 

The Eaft fide of the Groue: 

Cardinally! am with you. 

King. Why how now, Vnckle Glofler ? 

Glofl .Talking of Hawking; nothing elfe,my Lord. 
Now by Gods Mother, Pried, 

He fhauc your Crownc for this. 

Or all my Fence fhall fayle. 

Card. (Jl'fedice teipfum > Protcdior fee to't wcIJ,prote& 
yout fclfe. 

King. The Windes grow high. 

So doe your Scomacks,Lords: 

How irkefome is this Mufick to my heart ? 

When fuch Strings iarre,whac hope of Harmony ? 

I pray my Lords let me compound this ftrife. 

Enter on* crying a Miracle. 

Glofl. What mcanes this noyfef 
FelIow,whac Miracle do’ft thou proclayme f 
One. A Miracle, a Miracle. 

Suffolk*. Come to the King, and tell him what Mi¬ 
racle. 

One . Forfooth,ablinde man at Saint Albones Shrine, 
Within this halfe hourc hath receiuM his fight, 

A man that ne’rc faw in his life before. 

King. Now God be prays*d,thac to belecuing Soules 
Giues Light in Darknefie,Comfort inDcfpaire. 



aue 


Snter the Maior of Saint Albones,and bis 'B retl 
bearing the man betweene two in a Chair *’ 

Card. Here comes the Townef.men,onPr« 

To prefent your Highneffe with tbe man. Ce ” 10n > 
K/»jr.Grcat is his comfort in this Earthly Val 
Although by his fight his finnebe multiply^ ’ 
Glofl. Stand by,my Maftcrs.brine him n,„ ‘ , 

His Highneffe pleafurc is to talke with him CtbeKin g, 
King. Good-fellow,tell vs here the circu*mft,„ 
That yve for thee may glorifie the Lord ,ee » 

What^aft thou beene'long blinde, and now refWM> 
Simpc. Borne blinde,and’c pleafe yourGra r. 

Wife. Iindeede was he. 

Suff. What Woman is this? 

Wife. His Wifc,and’c like your Worftvp 
Glofl. Hadft thou been his Mothcr,thou could’fl i 

better told. Kni 

King. Where wert thou borne { 

Simpc. At Barwick in the North, and’c lib, 
Grace. uc y ow 

King. Poore Soule, 

Gods goodneffe harh Scene great to thee: 

Let neuer Day nor Night vnhallowed pafle, 

But (fill remember what the Lord hath done. 

Oueene. Tell me, good-fellow, 

Cam’ft thou here by Chance,or of Deuotion 
To this holy Shrine# 

Simpe. God knowes of pure Deuotion, 

Being call’d a hundred times, and ofener, 

In my fleepe.by good Saint Albon: 

Who faid; 5;wo»,come5come offer at my Shrine, 

And I will helpc the?. 

Wife. Molt fruefforfooth: 

And many time and oft my feife haue heard a Vovce 
To call him fo. 

Card . What,art thou lame ? 

Simpe. I,God Almightie heipe me, 
iffiuff. How cam’ft thou fo ? 

Simpe. A fall off of a Tree. 

Wife. A Plum.tree, Mafter. 

Glofl. How long haft thou beene blinde? 

Simpe. O borne fo,Maftcr. 

Glofl. What, and would’ft climbe a Tree ? 

Simpe. But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 
Wife. Too true,and bought his climbing very deare, 
Glofl. ’Maffe,thou lou’dil Plummes well,that would’ft 
venture fo. 

Simpe. Alas, good Mafter, roy Wife deliredfome 
Damfons, and made me climbc, with danger of my 
Life. 

Glofl. A fubtill Knaue,but yet it fhall not ferue: 

Let me fee thine Eyes; winck now.now open them, 

In my opinion, yet thou feeft not well. 

Simpe. Yes Matter, deare as day, I thanke God and 
Saint Albones. 

Glofl. Say’ll thou me fo : what Colour is this Cloak 
of? 

Simpe. Red Mafter,Red as Blood, 

Glofl. Whjr that’s well faid : What Colour is my 
Gowne of? 

Simpe. Black forfooth,Coale-Black,as let. 

King. Why then, thou know’ll what Colour let is 
of? 

Suff. And yet I thinke,Iet did he neuer fee. 
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ioakcTanTGownes, before this day,a 

®5Ss Neuer before this day,in all his life, 
rfli Tell me Sirrha,what’s my Name ? 

* Lr Alas Mafter,! know not. 


S' What’s his Name? 
Simfl. I know not. 

.,/a Nor his? 

Zfl- No itjdeede, Mafter 


et I ' what's thine owne Name ? 

VLc. Samuler Simpeoxe,znd tfitpleafeyoti,Maftcr. 
,. 1 . 1 } Then Saunder , fit there. 


Xou hadft beene borne bl.nde, 

‘ m ight’ft as well haue knowne all our Names, 

1 thus rename the feuerall Colour we doe weare. 

Sight may diftinguifliof'Colours : 
fuddcnly to nominate them nil, 

it js impoflible. 

tl Lords,Saint Albone here hath done a Miracle: 

Aiid would ye not thinke it,Cunning to be great. 

That could reftore this Cripple to his Legges againe. 

Simpe. O Mafter,that you could? 

Glofl. My Mailers of Saint Albones , 

Haue vou not Beadles in yourTowne, 

Andthings call’d Whippes? 

Mm. Yes,my Lord, it it pleafe your Grace. 

Glofl Then fend for one prefently. 

Mm. Sirrha,goe fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. 

Exit . 

Glofl. Now fetch me a Stoole hither by and by* 

Now Sirrha,if youmeane to faue your feife from Whip¬ 
ping,lcape me oner this Stoole,and runne away. 
r Simpe- Alas Mafter,! am not able to ftand alone: 

You goe about to torture me in vainc. 

Enter a Beadle with fVhippes. 

Glofl. Well Sir,we muft haue you finde your Legges. 
SirrhaBeadle, whippehim till he leape ouer that (ame 
Stoole. 

'Beadle. I will,my Lord. / 

Come on Sirrha,off with your Doublet,quickly. 

Simpe ♦ Alas Maftcr,what fhall I doe? I am not able to 
(land. 

After the Beadle hath hit him once Joe leapes ouer 
the Stoole , and runnes away: and they 
follow, and cry , A Miracle . 

King. OGodjfceft thou this,and beared fo long? 
fOtteette. Icmademc laugh, to fee the Villainc runne. 
Glofl. Follow the Knaue,and take this Drab away. 
Wife. Alas Sir,we did it for pure need. 

Glofl. Let thebe whipt through euery Market To wnc. 
Till they come to Barwick,from whence they came. 

Exit. 

Card. Duke Humfrey ha's done a Miracle to day. 

Srff. True: made the Lame to lcape and flye away. 
Glofl. But you haue done more Miracles then I: 

You made in a day,my Lord,whole Townes to flye. 

Inter ^Buckingham. 

King. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham } 
Buc\. Such as my heart doth tremble to vnfold : 

A fort of naughtic perfons,lewdly bent, 

Vnder the Countenance and Confederate 


ft Knaue in Chriftcndome. 


W, 



Of Lady Elianor, the Prote£lors Wife, 

The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout, 

Haue practis’d dangeroufiy againft your Scare, 

Dealing with Witches and with Coniurers, 

'Whom we haue apprehended in the Fact, 

Rayfing vp wicked Spirits from vnder ground, 
Demanding of King Henries Life and Death, 

And other of your Highneffe Priuie Councell, 

As more at large your Grace fhall vnderftand. 

Card. And fo my Lord Proteaor,by this meanes 
Your Lady is forth-comming,yet at London. 

This Newes I thinke hath turn’d your Weapons edge } 
Tis like,my Lord,you will nockeepeyour iioure. 

Glofl. Ambitious Church-man,lcaue to alfiifl my heart: 
Sorrow and griefe haue vanquifht all my powers; 

And vanquiftic as I am,I yeeld to thee, 

Or to the mt3neft Groome, 

King. O God.wbac milchicfes work the wicked ones# 
Heaping confufion on their owne heads thereby. 

Oneene. g(offer, fee here theTaimfture of thy Neft, 

And iookc thy feife be faultlefte,thou were bed. 

Glofl. M adame,for my fclfe,to Heauen I doe appcale, 
How I haue lou’d my King,and Common-wcalc: 

And for my Wife,I know not how it (lands. 

Sorry I am to heare what I haue heard. 

Noble fhee is: but if ftiee haue forgot 
Honor and Vercue,and conuers’t with fuch, 

As like to Pytch,defile Nobilnie; 

I banifti her my Bed.and Companse, 

And giue her as a Prey to Law and Shame, 

That hath dis-honored Gioflert honefl Name." 

King. Well,for this Night we will repofc vs here: 

To morrow toward London,back againe, 

To looke into this B ifincffe thorowly, 

And call thefe foule Offendors to their Anfweret; 

And poyfe theCaufe in Iufticc equall Scales, 

Whole Bcame (lands fure,whofe rightful caufcpreuailes. 

llourijh. Exeunt. 

Enter Torke ,Saliibttrj ,and Warwick^ 

Torhe. Now my good Lords of Salisbury & Warwick, 
Our fimple Supper ended.giue me leaue, 

In this cloie Walke,to fatisfie my feife. 

In craning your opinion of r»y Title, 

Which is infallible,to England* Crowne. 

Salisb. My Lord,Hong to heatc it at full. 

Warw. Sweet Torke begin:andifthyelaymebcgood. 
The Neuills are thy Subicdts to command, 

Torke. Then thus: 

Edward die third,my Lords, had feuen Sonnes • 

The fir l\,Edward the Black-Prince,Prince o( Wales; 

The fecondflKilUattt of Hatfield; and the third, 

Lionel,Duke of Clarence; next to whom. 

Was lohn of Gaunt,the Duke of Lancaftcr; 

The fift,was Edmond Langley, Duke of Yorks; 

The fixt,was Thomas of Woodftock,Duke ot Glofier; 
William of Windfor was the feucnth,and laft, 

Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father, 

And left behinde him Richard, his onely Sonne, 

Who after Edward the third’s death, raign’d as King, 

Till Henry Bullingbrooke, Duke of Lancaftcr, 

The cldcft Sonne and Heire of lohn of Gaunt, 

Crown’d by the Name of Henry the fourth. 

Seiz’d on the Realme, depos’d the rightful! King* 

Sent his poore Queene to France,ftom whence the came. 

And 
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And him to Pumfret; whereas all you know, 

Harmel effe Richard was furthered traiteroufly. 

Warn?. Father,the Duke hach told the truth; 

Thus got the Houle of Lancaster \he Crownc. 

Torke • Which now they hold by force,and not by right: 
For Richard )the firft Sonnes Heire,being dead* 

The iffue of the next Sonne fhould hauc reign’d# 

Saltib* 3ut William of Hatfield dyed without an 
Heire. 

Tjprkf. The third Sonne,Duke of Clarence, 

From whole Line I chyme the Crownc, 

Had Iffue Phillip , a Daughter, 

Who marry ed Edmond Mortimer y Earle of March: 
Edmond had Iffu^&^rjEarle of March; 

Roger had Iffue ,Edmond u4nne,and Elionor. 

SaUsb. This Edmoudyn the Reigne of Btillingbrooky , 
As I haue read, hyd clayme vnto the Crowne, 

And but for Owen Glendour y had beenc Kin* 5 ; 

Who kept him in Captiuitie > till he dyed* 

But,to the reft. 

Torke * Hiseldeft Sifter, tsfnze, 

My Mother.being Heire vnto the Crownc, 
Marryedi^/cWd,Earle of Cambridge, 

Who was to Edmond Langley, 

Edward the thirds fift Sonnes Sonne 5 
By her I clayme the Kingdom®; 

She was Heire to Roger ,Earle of March, 

Who was the Sonne of Edmond Mortimer* 
Whomarryed Phillip , lole Daughter 
Vnto Lionel ^Duke of Clarence. 

So,ifthe Iffue of the elder Sonne 
Succeed before the younger, I am King. 

Win*. What plaine proceedings is more plain then this? 
Henry doth clayme the Crowne from John ofGaun^ 

The fourth Sonne, Torke chymes it from the third ; 

Till Lionels Iffue faylcs.his fhould not reigne. 

It fayles not yet,but flourifhes in thee, 

And in thy Spnnes/airc flippes of fuch a Stock* 

Then Father Salisbury, knecle we together. 

And in thispriuate plot be wc the firft. 

That fliall ialute our rightfull Soueraignc 
With honor of his Birth-right to the Crowitc 
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Sound. Trumpett, Enter the Kino 4 „j - 
with Guard,to banifb the fncheff*' 


’ant. 


King. Stand forth Dame Elianor Cobh 
qtoilers Wife: 

In fight of God,and vs,your guilt is grQat 
Rcceiue the Sentence of the Law for finne* 

Such as by Gods Booke are adjudg'd to a! l 
Y ou foure from herice to Prifon^ck agl ^ 

From thencc 3 vnto the place of Execution 
The Witch in Smithficld fiiall be burnt to In 
At^d you three fiiall be ftranglcd on ther-, 11 1CS ’ 

You Madame, for you are more Nobly born? 0 ^' 
Delpoyled of your Honor in your Life, ’ 

Shall,after three dayes open Penance done 
Liuc in your Countrey hcre,in Banilhment 
With Sir lobn Stanly ya the He of Man ‘ 

D^W. Welcome is BaniiHmem, welcome w (te ^ 

Gtofl. Elianoryhc Law thou feeft hath iu<* Pn f l 
I cannot lullifie whom the Law condemned ° ° thtc » 
Mine eyes arc full of tcares,my heart of p r ;jf 
Ah Humfrey, this difhonor in thine ao e , & 

Wil[ bring thy head with farrow to The ground 
I belecch your Maieftie giuc meleaue togoe • ’ 
Sonow would follacc,andminc Age would e*af 

King. Stay Humfrey , Duke of Gloficr 
Ere thou goe, giue vp thy StafFc, 

Henry will to himlclfc Proteflor be, 

And God fnall be my hopc,my flay,my guide 
Ai]tl Lanthorne tomyfeete: 

And goc in pea ce,Hrunfrer, no lefie belou’d 
Then when thou wert Prcccdor to thy King. 

Quyene. I fee no rcafon.why a King of yteres 
Should be to be protedled like a Child, 

God and King Henry gouernc England’s R«lme: 

Giue vp your Staffe,Sir,and the King his Realme. 

Gloft. My Stage ? Hcre,Noblc Henry, is m y Staff*; 
As willingly doe I the fame refigne. 

As ere thy Father Henry made it mine; 

And cuen as willingly at thy fec-te I leaue it, 


. y° th - Lon S llue our Soueraignc Richard , Enghnds As others would ambitioufly receiue it. 

Kinff. P-ir^nt/^ll n . ...I 1 it* 


King. 

Torke . Wc thanke you Lords: 

But I am not youT King,till I be Crown’d, 

And that my Sword be ftayn’d 
Withheait-bloodof thcHoufeof Lancafler: 

And that’s not fuddenly to be perform’d. 

But with aduicc and filent fecrecie. 

Doe you as Ldoe in chcfc dangerous dayes, 

Winke at the Duke of Suffblkcs infolcnce. 

At Beaufiords Pride,at Somerfets Ambition, 

At Buckingham ,and all the Crew of them. 

Til! they haue fnar’d the Shepheard of the Flock, 

That vertuous Prince,the good Duke Humfrey: 

Tis that they feeke; and they,in feeking that, 

Shall findc their deaths,) t Torke can prophecic. 

SalUb. My Lor d,breake we off; we know your minde 
at full. 

Warw. My heart affures me,that the Earle of War wick 
Shall one day make the Duke of Yorke a King. 

Torke . Aud NenilfiWis I doe allure my felfe, 

Richard (hall liue to make the Ea&le of Warwick 
The greateft man in England, but the King. 

Exeunt. 


Farewell good King: when 1 am dead,dud gone 
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne. * 

Exit Gloficr ; 

Quccne. Why now is Henry King,and Margaret Qua 
And Humfrey ,Duke of Gloftcr,fcarce himfelfe, 

That beares fo flirewdamayme: two Pulls atonic; 
His Lady baniflht^anda Limbe lopt off. 

This Staffs of Honor raught,there let it ftand, 

Where it beft fits to be,in Henries hand. 
i^.Thusdroupcs this lofcicPyne,& hongs his /prayes, 
I hus Ehanors Pride dyes in her youngeft dayes. 

T ^/^.Lords,lethimgoe.PleafeityourMaicftije, 
This is the day appointed for the Combat, 

And ready arc the Appellant and Defendant, 

The Armorer and his Man,to enter the Lifts, 

So pleafe your Highncffe to behold the fight. 

Quyenc. I,good my Lord: for purpofeJy therefore 
Left I the Court,to fee this Qijarrell try’de. 

King, A Gods Name fee the Lyfls and all things fit, 
Here let them end it,and God defend the right. 

Yorke. I ncuer faw a fellow worfe beftead, 

Or more afraid to fight,then is the Appellant, 
Thcferuant off this Armorcr.my Lords. 

Bur 
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Gloft. Tenne is the houre that was appointed me, 


. M j) 0 ore the Armorer and his Neighhsrs.drinking 
r 0 much, that hee is drunke 1 and he tKters , w ! th * 
n r’lmme before him, and hisStafe, with a Sand-bagge 
f (letted to it : and at the other Doore hts Man, with a 
frame and Sand-bagge,and Prentices drinking to him. 

Neighbor. Here Neighbour Horner,\ drinke to you 

. Cup 0 f Sack; and feare noc Neighbor,you fiiall doc 
in 3 ) . 

ffghbor. And here Neighbour,here’s a Cuppc of 

^feghbor. And here’s a Pot of good Double-Beerc 
v.johbor: drinke.and feare not your Man. 

Armorer- Lee it come yfaith, and tie pledge you all, 
mdafigg'fcr Peter. 
i. f rent. 

^\ % frent . Be merry Peter,%n& feare not thy Mnfter, 
Pj^ic for credit of the Pi entices. 

: Peter. I thanke you all:drinke,and pray for me,I pray 


Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be not a- 


you, 


fori chinke I haue taken my hft Draught in this 


World* Here Robin, and if I dye,I giuc thee my Aporne; 
and ff/ftthou fhalt haue my Hammer: and here Tom , 
takcall the Money that 1 haue. O Lord bleflc me. I pray 
God, for I am ncucr able to dealc with my Mafter, hec 
hath learnt fo much fence all eady# 

Sahsb. Comc,leaue your drinking,and fall to blowcs. 
Sirrha,what’s thy Name i 
Peter . Peter forfooth. 

Said. Peterl what more ? 

Peter . Thump c. 

Said. Thumpe ? Then fee thou thumpe thy Mafter 
well. 

Armorer, Mafters, I am come hither as it were vpon 
my Mans inftigation, to prouc him a Knaue,and my felfe 
anhoneftman: and touching the Duke of Yorke,! will 
takeroydeath, I neuer meant him any ill, nor the King, 
northeQueene: and therefore Peter haue at thee with a 
downe-right blow,. 

Torke. Difpatch,this Knaues tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarusn to the C ombattants. 

They fight. And Peterfir ikes him downe. 

Armorer . Hold Peter I confcffeJ confeffc Trea- 

fon. 

Torke. Takeaway his Weapon: Fellow thanke God, 
and the good Wine in thy Mafters way. 

Peter. O God,hauc I ouercome mine Enemies in this 
prefence? O Peter ,thou haft preuayFd in right. 

Kivg. Goe, cake hence that Traytor from our fight, 

For by his death wc doe pcrceiue his guilt. 

And God in Iufticehath rcueal’d to vs 
fhc truth and innocence of this poore fellow. 

Which he had thought to hauc murther’d wrongfully. 
Come fellow,follow vs for thy Reward. 

Sound a flourt/b. Exeunt . 

Enter Duke Humfrey and his Men in 
Mourning Clookss. 

Cleft. Thus fometimes hath thebrighteft day a Cloud: 
And after Summer,eucrmorc fucceedes 
wen Winter,with his wrathful! nipping Cold 2 
™ Cares and Ioyes abound,as Scafons fleet. 

«rs,what’s a Clock ? 
f™- Tcnnc,my Lord. 


To watch the comming of my punifht Dychtfle: 
Vnncath may fhcc endure the Flincie Streets, 

To treade them with her tender-fcelmg feet. 

Sweet Nett ,ill can thy Noble Minde abrooke 
The abieeft People,gazing on thy face, 

With enuious Lookcs laughing a: thy fhamc, 

That erft did follow thy prowd Chariot-Whcelel 
When thou didft ride in triumph through the ftreets. 

But fofc,I thinke flie comes,and lie prepare 
My tearc-ftayifd cyes,to fee her Miseries. 

Enter the Duchejfie in a. white Sheet, and a Tttper 
burning in her hand, with the Shersfe 
and Ojflcers. 

Seru . So pleafe your Grace, wee’le cake her from the 
Sherife* 

Glofier. No, ftirre not for your Hues, let her paffe 
by* 

Elian or. Comcyoi^my Lord,to fee m 3 ” open fhame £ 
Now thou do’ft Penance too. Looke how they gaze, 

See hovv the giddy multitude doc poinr. 

And nodde their heads,and throw their eyes on thee. 

Ah Cjlofier y hide thee from their hatefull lookcs. 

And in thy Ciofct pent vp, rue my fhame. 

And banne thine Enemies,boch mine and thine. 

Gloft. Be patient,gentle Nclf forget this griefe. 
Eitanor . Ah Glottcr, teach me to forget my felfe: 

For whileft I chinke I am thy married Wife, 

And thou a Prince,ProteSor of this Land; 

Me thinkes I fhould not thus be led along, 

MayTd vp in (home,with Papers on my back. 

And follow’d with a Rabble, that rcioyce 
To fee my teares, and heare my deepe-fee groanes. 

The ruthleffe Flint doth cut my tender fee:. 

And when 1 ftart,the enuious people laugh. 

And bid me be aduifed how I treade. 

Ah Humfrey } can I beare ibis (hamcfull yoake? 

Trowcft thou,that ere lie looke vpon the World, 

Or count them happy,that enioyes the Sunne ? 

No; Darke dial! be my Light,and Night my Day* 

To thinke vpon my Pompe,fhall be my Hell. 

Sometime lie fay,I am Duke Humfireycs Wife, 

And he a Prince,and Ruler of the Land : 

Yct fo he rul’d,and fuch a Prince he was, 

As he flood by,whileft I,bis fcrlorne Duchcffe, 

Was made a wonder,and a pointing flock 
To enery idle Rafcall follower. 

But be thou milde,and blufh not 3 t my (Lame, 

Nor ftirre at nothing,till the Axe of Death 
Hang oner thee,as lure it fliorrly will. 

For Suffolke ,he that can doc all in all 
With hciyhat hateth thee 3 nd hates vs all. 

And Torke % and impious Beauford ,that falfe Prieft, 

Hauc all lym’d Bullies to betray thy Wings, 

And flye thou how thou canftjthey’lc tangle tlicc. 

But feare not'thou,vntill thy foot be (har d, 

Nor neuer feeke prcuencion of thy foes. 

Gloft^ Ah /Y^forbeareichouaymeft all awry, 

I muft offend,before I be attainted ; 

And had I twentie times fo many foes. 

And each of them had twentie times their power^ 

All thefe could not procure me any fcathe, 

So long as I am loyalI,truc^and crimeleffe, 

Would’ft haue me refeue thee from this reproach ? 

n Why 
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Why yet thy fcandall were not wipt away. 

But I in danger for the breach of Law. 

Thy greatefi helpe is quict,gentlc Nell: 

I pr3y thee fort thy heart to patience, 

Thcfe few dayes wonder will be quietly worne; 

Enter a Herald. 

Her. I fummon your Grace to his Maiefties Parliament, 
Holden at Bury,the firft of this next Moneth. 

Gloft. And my confent ne’rc ask’d herein before ? 

This is clofe dealing. Well,! will be there. 

My A^//,I take my leaue: and MaftcrShcrife, 

Let not her Penance cxceede the Kings CommilTion. 

Sb. And'c pleafe your Grace,here my Commiflion ftayes: 
And Sir John Stanly is appointed now, 

To take her with him to the lie of Man. 

Gloft. Muft you,Sir /<?/?»,prote& my Lady here? 
Stanly. So am I giuen in charge, may’c pleafe your 
Grace. 

Gloft . Entreat her not the worfe,in that I pray 
You vfe her well: the World may laugh agaiue. 

And I may liue to doe you kindncffe,ifyou doe it her. 
And fo Sir John, farewell. 

Elianor . What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare¬ 
well* 

Gloft. Witnefle my tcares, I cannot ftay to fpeake. 

Exit Glofter . 

Sliancr. Art thou gone to? all comfort goe with thee. 
For none abides with me: my Ioy,is Death; 

Death,at whofe Name I oft haue beene afear’d, 

Bccaufe I vvilh'd this Worlds cternicie# 

Stanley, I prethee goe,and take me hence, 

I care not whither/or I begge no fauor; 

Gnely conuey me where thou arc commanded. 

Stanley. Why,Madame, that is to the lie of Man, 
There to be vs’d according to your State. 

EUanor* That’s bad enough,for I am but reproach: 
And (hall I then be vs’d reproachfully * 

Stanley. Like to a DucheiTe,and Duke Humfreyes Lady, 
According to that State you fhall be vs’d. 

Eiianor . Sherifc farewcll,and better then I fare. 
Although thou haft beenc Condutft of my fhame. 
Shcrife. It is my Office,and Madame pardon me# 
Elianor. I,I,farewell,thy Office is discharg’d: 

Come Stanley ,(hall we goe ? 

Stanley. Madame,your Penance done. 

Throw off this Sheet, 

And goe we to attyre you for our Iourney, 

Elianor. My fhamc will not be fhifeed with my Sheet: 
No it will hang vpon my riclicft Robes, 

And fhewit felfe, at tyre me how I can. 

Goe,leade the way,I long to fee my Prifon. Exeunt 

Sound a Senet . £nter King, Queeue, Cardtnall } S tiffo Ike, 
Tor ke Buckingham, S alls bury , and Warwick* * 
to the Parliament . 

King. I mufe my Lord of Glofter is not come: 

Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man, 
Whace’reoccafion keepes him from vs now, 

Qucene « Can you not fee? or will ye not obferuc 
The itrangeneflfc of his alter'd Countenance? 

With vyhac a Maieftie he beares himlelfe. 

How infolcm of late he is become, 

Hoyv prowd,how peremptorie^nd vnlike himfelfe. 

Wc know the timr fince he was milde and affable. 

And if wc did but glance a farre-off Looke, 

Immediately he was vpon his Knee, 


That all the Court admir’d him for fubmifll^~~ 

But meet him now,and be it in the Morne 
When euery one will giue the time of day 
He knits his Brow.and foewes an angry Ey e 
And pafleth by with ftiffe vnbowed K ne p * 
Difdaining dutie that to vs belongs. > 

Small Currcs are not regarded whtn they n rvnn 
But greac men tremble when the Lyon ror« ^ 
And Hamfrey is no little Man in England * 

Firft note,that he isneere you in difeent 
And Ihould you fall,he is the next will mount 
Me feemeth then,it isnoPollicie, 

Refpe&ing what a rancorous roinde he beares 
And his aduantage following your dcccafe * 

That he Ihould come about your Royall Perf on 
Or be admitted to your Highnefle Councell ^ 

By flatteric hath he wonne the Commons hearts • 
And when he pleafe to make Commotion 
’Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him. ’ 

Now’cisthefSpring,and Weeds are flialiow-roo'et) 

Suffer them now.and they’le o’re-grow thcGard 
And choake the Herbes for want of Husbandry 
The reuerent care I beate vnto my Lord ^ 
Made me colletft thefe dangers in the Duke 
If itbefond,caUitaWomansfeare: 

Which fcare,if better Reafons can lupplant, 

I will fubfcribe.and fay I wrong'd the Duke. 

My Lord ofSuffoike Buckingbam,and York? 
Reprouc rry allegation,if you can, 

Or e!fe conclude my words eftcfhiall. 

Suft Well hath your H ghncffcfccnc into this Duke* 
And had 1 firft beene put to fpeake my minde, 

I chinkc I flhould haue told your Graces Tale. 

The Duche(Tc,by his fubornation, 

Vpon my Life began her diucllifh pradifes: 

Or if he were not priuie to thofc Faults, 

Yet by reputing of his high difeent, 

As next the King,he was fucceffiue Heire, 

And fuch high vaunts of his Nobilitie, 

Did inftigacc the Bedlam braine-fick Duchcfle, 

By wicked mcanes to frame our Soueraignes fall. 
Smooch runnes the Watcr,whcre the Brooke is deepe, 
And in his fimpJe Ihew he harbours Treafon. 

The Fox barkes not,when he would fteale the Lamb?, 
No,no,my Soueraign efiloufter is a man 
Vnfoundcd yet,and full of deepe deceit. 

ford. Did he not,contrary to forme of Law, 
Deuite ftrange deaths,for fmall offences done * 

Torke. And did he not,in his Protcftorfhip, 

Leuie great fummes of Money through the Realme, 
For Souldiers pay in France,and neuer fent it * 

By meanes whereof,the Townes each day reuolted. 

Huck* Tut,thefe are petty faults to faults vnknownc, 
Which time will bring to light in fmoothDukefl#i»//ty 
King . My Lords at once: the care you haue of vs, 
Tomowe downc Thornes chat would annoy our Foot, 
Is worthy prayfe: but fhall I fpeake my confcicnce, 
Our Kinfman Glofter is as innocent. 

From meaning Treafon to our Royall Perfon, 

As is the fucking Lambe,or harmelcffe Doue: 

The Duke is vertuous,mildc,and too well giuen, 

To dreame on euill,or to worke my downfall. ^ 
j^a.Ah what’s more dangerou$,tbcn this fend affiance, 
Seemes he a Doue? his feathers are but borrow d, 

For hee’s difpofed as thehatefull Rauen. 

Is he a Lambe? his Skinne is furcly lent him. 


For 
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- ^r^TT^HnMas i* the rauenous W olues. 
f° fhte ^SakaThape.thatmcane,deceit? 

l S,thc welfare of vs all, 

T» ke ^/cutting fhort that fraudfuil man. 

Enter Somcrfet. 

*11 health vnto my gracious Soueraigtic. 

gj. Welcome Lord Somerfit: What Newcs from 

France ? ^ x nterc ftin thofc T erritories, 

^rlv bereft you : all is loff. 

King Cold Newcs,Lord Somerfet: butGodswill be 

Kl'rh Cold Ncwes for me: for I had hope of France, 

AcfirmelV as I ho P e for fcrti,c En g Iand * 

Thus are n>y Blofiomes blaftcd in the Bud, 

L Caterpillers eate roy Leaues away: 

L I will remedie this geare ere long, 

0 r fellmy Tidc fora gloriousGrauc. 

Enter Glottceftcr. 

Glojl- AH happineffe vnto my Lord the King: 
pardon,my Liege,thac I haue ftay'd fo long. 

Stf- Nay Gleper,know thac thou art come too foonc, 
VnleiTc thou were more loyall then thou arc: 

Idoearreft thee of High TreafoD here. 

Glop- Well Snffolke, thou (halt not fee me blulh. 

Nor change my Countenance for this Arteft: 

A Heart vnfpottcd,is not eafily daunted, 
yhepureft Spring is not fo free from mudde, 

Aslamcleare from Treafon to my Soucraigne. 

Who can accufe me ? wherein am I guilcie ? 

Torke.' Tis thought, my Lord, 

That you tooke Bribes of France, 

And being Protetftor,ftay’d the Souldiers pay, 

Bymeancs whereof,his Highnefle hath loft France. 

Gloft. Is it but thought fo ? 

What are they thac thinke it ? 

tneuer rob’d che Souldiers of their pay, 

Nor euer had one penny Bribe from France; 

So helpe me God,as I haue watcht the Night, 

I,Nighc by Night,in ftudying good for England. 
That.Doyc that ere I wrefted from the King* 

Or any Groat I hoorded to my vfe. 

Be brought againftmeat my Tryallday. 

No: many a Pound of mine owne proper ftore, 

Becaufe I would not taxc theneedie Commons, 

Haue I dif-purfed to the Garrifons, 

Andneuet ask’afor reftitution. 

Curd. It ferues you well,my Lord.to fay fo much. 

Gloft. I fay no more then trutb,fo helpe me God. 
Torke. In your Proteiftorlhip, you did deuife 
Strange Tortures for Offendors,neuer heard of, 

That England wat defam’d by Tyrannic. 

C/«/?.Why’tjs well known,thac whiles I was Protedlor, 
Pittie was all the faulc thac was in me: ■ 

For I fhould melt at an Offenders teares. 

And lowly words were Ranl’ome for their fault» 

Vnlefle.it were a bloody Murcheccr, 

Orroule felonious Thecfe,that fleec’d poore paflengers, 
neuer gaue them condigne pururhment. 
further indeede,that bloodie (irmejl tortur’d 
Aboucthe Felon,or what Trefpas elfe. 

Snjf. My Lord,thefc faults are ea(ie,quickly anfwer’d: 
w mightier Crimes arc lay’d vnto your charge^ 

VVhercofyou cannot eafily purge your felfe; .. • 


I doe arreft you in his Highneflif Name, 

And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal! 

To kecpe.vntill your further time of Try all. 

King. My Lord of Gloftet,’tis roy fpeciall hope. 

That you will cleare your felfe from all fufpence. 

My Confcience tells me you arc innocent. 

Gloft.Kb. gracious Lord,thefe dayes arc dangerous: 
Vertue is choakt with foule Ambition, 

And Charitie chas’d hence by Rancours hand; 

Foule Subornation is predominant. 

And Equitie exil'd your Highnefle Land. 

I know,thcir Complot is co haue my Life: 

And if my death might make this Hand happy 
And proue the Period of their Tyrannic 
I would expend it with all willmgnefle. 

But mine is made the Prologue to their Play: 
Forthoufands more,that yec fufpedt no perill. 

Will no: conclude their plotted Tragedie. 

Beaufords red fparkling eyes blab his hearts mallice. 

And Sufolki cloudic Brow his ftormie hate 5 
Sharp c Buckingham vnburthens with his tongue. 

The enuious Load that lyes vpon his heart: 

And dogged Torke, that reaches at the Mootie, 

Whofe ouer-weening Arme I haue pluckt back. 

By falfe accufc doth leucll at my Life. 

And you,my Soucraigne Lady, with the reft, 

Caufelcfle haue lay’d difgraces on my head, 

And with your beft endeuour haue ftirr’d vp 
My liefeft Liege to be mine Enemie : 

I,all of you haue lay’d your heads together. 

My felfe had notice of your Conuentides, 

And all to make away my guiklefle Lite. 

I fhall not want falfe WitncfTe,to condemne me, 

•Nor ftore of Treafons,co augmenc my guilt: 

The ancient Prouerbe will be well effected, 

A Staffe is quickly found to beat a Dogge. 

Card. My Liege,his rayling is intollerablc. 

If thofe that care to keepe your Royall Perfon 
From Treafons fecret Knife,and TraycotsRage, 

Be thus vpbrayded,chid,and rated at. 

And the Offendor graunted fcope of fpeech* 

’T will make them coole in zeale vnto your Grace. 

S»/f.Hatb he not twit our Soueraignc Lady here 
With ignominious words,chough Clarkcly coucht ? 

As if fhe had foborned fomc co fwearc 
Falfe allegations,to o’rethrow his ftate. 

Qu,. Buc I can giuc the lofer leaue to chide. 

Gloft. Farre truer fpoke then meant: I lofe indeedc. 
Before w the winners, for they play’d me falfe. 

And well fuch lofers may haue leaue to fpeake. 

Buck; Hee’le wxeft the fence,and hold vs here all day. 
Lord Cardinall,heis yout Prifoner. 

< Card. Sirsjtakp away the Duke,and guard him lure. 

Gloft. Ah,thus King Henry throwes away his Crutch, 
Before his Lcggcs be firme to beare his Body, 

Thus is the Shepbeard beaten from thy fide, 

And Wolues are gnarling,who foall gnaw thee fitft. 

Ah that my feare were falfe, ah thac it were $ 

For good King Henry,x.\\y decay I feare. Exit Glofter. 

King. My Lords,what to your wifdomc* feemeth beft, 
Doe,or vndoe.as if our felfe were here. 

Jlueene. What,will your Highnefle leaue the Parlia* 
ment ? 

King, I Margaret: my heart is drown’d with griefe, 
Whofe floud begins to flowe within mine eyes; 

My Body round engyrt with miferie : 

For 
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For what’s more tr.ifcrable then Difcontetu ? 

Ah Vncklc Humfrey, in thy face I fee 


ft bn A 


I 


The Map of Hbnor,Truth,and Loyalties 
And yet, good Humfrej, it the houre to come. 

That ere 1 prou’d thee falfe,ot fear’d thy faith. 

What lowring Starre now entries thy eftate? ' * 

That thefe"great Lords,and Margaret our Qiieene, 

Doe feeke fubuerfion of thy harmcleffe Life. 

Thou neuer didft them wrong,nor no man wrong: 

And as the Butcher takes away the Calfe, 

And binds the Wretch,and beats it when it ftrayes, 
Bearing it to the bloody Slaughtcr-houfc; 

Euen fo remorfelcfle haue they borne him hence: 

And as the Damme runnes lowing vp and downe. 
Looking the way her harmelefle young one went. 

And can doe naught but wayle her Darlings Ioffe; 

Euen fo my felfe bewayles good Glojiers cafe 
With fad vnhelpefull tearcs, and with dimn’d eyes; 
Looke after him,and cannot doe him good: 

So mightie are his vowed Enemies. 

His fortunes I will weepe, and ’twixt each groane. 

Say, who's a Traytor ? blotter he is none. Exit. 

Qt/eene. Free Lords: 

Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames: 

Henry, my Lord,is cold in great Affaires, 

Too full of foolifh pittie : and Glojlers fbcw 
Beguiles him,as the mournefull Crocodile 
With forrow fnares relenting pafl’engers; 

Or as the Snake,roll’d in a flowring Banke, 

With (hining checker'd flough doth fling a Child, 

That for the beautic thinkes it excellent. 

Belceue me Lords,wcre none more wife then I, 

And yet herein I iudge mineotvne Wit good; 

This Glofter fbould be quickly rid the World, 

To rid vs from thefeare we haue of him. 

£ard. That he fhould dye,is worchie pollicie, 

But yet we want a Colour for his death: 

*Tis meet he be condemn’d by courfe of Law. 

Saff. But in my minde,chat were no pollicie: 

The King will labour fliil to faue his Life, 

The Commons haply rifc,to faue his Life; 

And yet We haue but triuiall argument. 

More then miflruft.that fhewes him worthy death. 

Torkfi So that by this,you would not haue him dye. 
Sttff. Ah Yorks, no man aliuc,fo faine as I. 

Yorke. *Tis Torke that hath more reafon for his death. 
But my Lord Cardinall,and you my Lord of Suffolke, 

Say as you thinkc,and fpcake it from your Soules: 

Wcr’t not all one, an emptic Eagle were fet. 

To guard the Chicken from a hungry Kyte, 

As place Duke Humfrej far the Kings Protestor i 
Queette.So the poorc Chicken fhould be fure of death. 
Suff:- Madame 'tis truer and wer’tiTptmadnefletben, 
To make the Fox furueyor of the Fold ? 

Who bcingaccu'.'d a craftie Murtherer, 

His guilt fhould be bur idly ported oucr, 

Bccaufe his pnrpofe is nor executed. 

No: let him dye,in that he is a Fox, 

By nature prou’d an Enemie to the Flock, 

Before his Chaps be flayn’d with Crimfon blood. 

As Humfrej prou'd by Reafons to my Liege. 

And doe not ftand on Quillets how to flay him: 

Be it by Gynnes,by Snares,by Subtletie, 

Sleeping,or Waking/tis no matter how, 

So he be dead; for that is good deceit. 

Which mates him firft,that firft intends deceit. 


‘"g. 


fffuetne. Thrice Noble Suffolke. 

Suff. Not refolute,except fo much WereJ^ fp °^ 
For things are often fpoke, and feldotne mta , 1 “*» 1 
But that my heart accordeth with my t on „ U> 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, ® c> 

And to preferue my SoUeraigne from his F 
Say but the word,and T will be bis Prieft ° e ’ 

C4rd.But I would haue him dead,my Lo r ,Wc * 

Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieft • ° 

Say you confcnt.and cenfitre well the deed 
And lie prouide his Executioner, * 

I tender fo the fafetie of my Liege. 

Suff. Here is my Hand, the deed is worthy do 
Clueene. And fo fay I. * 0 

Torke. And I: and now we three haue fpote • 

It skills not greatly who impugne*ourdoom c K ‘ 

Enter a Pofte. 

Toft.Gtat Lords,from Ireland am I come au»; B 
To figmfie,that Rebels theie are vp, ame » 

And put the Englifhmer. vnto the Sword. 

Send Succours(Lords)and flop the Rage betime 
Before the Wound doe grow vncurable ? * 

For being greene,there is great hope of hclpc 
Card. A Breach that craues a quick expedient 
What counfailegiueyou in this weightie cjufe? 

Torke. That Somerfet be fenc as Regent thither • 
’Tis meet that luckie Ruler be imploy’d, 

Witneffe the fortune he hath had in France. 

Son. If Torke, with all his farre-fet pollicie 
Had beenc the Regent there.in (lead of me * 

He neuer would haue flay’d in France fo long, 

Torke. No,not to lofe it all,as thou haft done. 

I rather would haue loft my Life betimes, 

Then bring a burthen of dis-honour home. 

By flaying there fo long.till all were loft. 

Shew me one skarre,chara£ler’d on thy Skinne, 

Mens flefh preferu’d fo whole,doe fcldome winne. 

£>u. N ay then,this fpat kc will prouc a raging fi re , 

If Wind and Fuell be brought, to feed it with: 

No more,good Torkc\ fweet Somerfet be dill. 

Thy fortune Torke , hadft theu beenc Regent there, 
Might happily haue prou’d farre worfe then his. 

Torke. What,worfe then naught ? nay,then a (harae 
take all. .... 

Somerfet. And in the number, thee, that wifheft 
fhamc. 

Card. My Lord of Yorke,trie what yout fortune is: 
Th’vnciuiU Kcrnej of Ireland arc in Armes, 

And temper Clay with blood of Englifhmen. 

To Ireland will you leade a Band of men, 

Collected choycely,from each Countie fome, 

And trie your hap againft the Irifhmen# 

York?; I will,my Lord,fopleafehxsMaieftie. 

Suff. Why,our Authorise is his confetit, 

And what we doe eftablifh,he confirmes: 
Then,Noblc Torkeyzltc thou this Taske in hand. 

Torke. I am content: Prouide meSouldiers,Lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine ownc affaires. 

Suff. A charge,Lord r^cthat I will fee perform’d. 
But now returne we to the falfe Duke Humfrej. 

Card. No mote of him: for I will deale with him, 
That henceforth he flial 1 trouble vs no mote: 

And fo breake off,the day is almoft fpent, 


Lord Suffolke, you and I mufltalke of that euent, 
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- -TT-MfL^f Suffolke^tthin foureteene dayes 

. griflow I expedl my Souldiers, 

^ , ii e fhippe them all tor Ireland. 

F ° r <wk He lC cru! y done > m y Lord Yorke * Exeunt ‘ 

* Manet Torke. 

r rle.Now Torke, or neuer,flecle thy fearfull thoughts, 
. /change mifdoubt to refolution; 
i th « thou hop’fl to be.or what thou art; 
n!f/ne to death,it is not worth th emoymg: 
t pale fact fcarckeepcwith thetneane-borneman, 
And findc no harbor in a Royall hcait. 

nfter the Spring-time lliowresi,comes thoghtomhognt, 

And not a choughc,but thinkes on Dignitie. 

MvBrayne,n)ore bufie then the laboring Spider, 

\Vcaiies tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies* 

Well Nobles,well:’tis politicly done, 
jo fend me packing with an Hoait of men : 

1 fcarc me, you but warmc the ftarued Snake, 

Whocherifht in your breafts,will ftingyour hearts* 

»Xvvas men I lackt,and you will giue them me; 

I cake it kindly: yet be well affur’d, 

You put (liarpe Weapons in a mad-mans hands. 

Whiles I in Ireland nourifh a mightie Band, 

I will ftirre vp in England fome black Scorme, 

Shall blowc ten thoufand Soules to Heaucn,or Hell: 

And this fell Tempcfl (hall not ceafe to rage, 

Vntill the Golden Circuit on my Head, 

Like to the glorious Sunnes tranfparanc Beames, 
Doecalmethefuricof this mad-bred Flawe. 

And for a minifter of my intent, 

I haue feduc’d a hcad-ftrong Kcncifhni3n, 
lohn Cade of Afhford, 

Tomakc Commotion,as full well he can, 

Vnder the Title of lohn tJMortimer . 

Inlreland haue I feenc this ftubbome Cade 
Oppofe himfclfc againft a Troupe of Kernes, 

And fought fo longjill that his thighes with Dares 
Were almoft like a (harpe-quill’d Porpentine: 

And in the end being refeued,! haue feenc 
Him caprc vpright,like a wilde Morifco, 

Shaking the bloody Darts,as he his Bells. 

Fulloftcnjlike a fhag-hayr’d craftie Kerne, 

Hath he conuerfed with the Enemie, 

And vndifcoucr*d,come to me againe, 

Andgiuen me notice of their Villanies. 

ThisDeuill here (hall be my fubftitute; 

For that lohn Mortimer, which now i3 dead, 

In face,in j>ate,in fpecch he doth refemble. 

By this,I mall percciue the Commons minde. 

How they affe6l the Houfe and Clayme of Torke . 

Say he be taken,rackt,and tortured; 

I know,no paine they can infli61 vpon him. 

Will make him fay,I mou’d him to thofe Armes- 
Say that he thriue,as ’cis great like he will, 

Why then from Ireland come I with my ftrengtb. 

And reape the Harueft which that Rafcall fow’d. 

For Humfrey ; being dead,as he fhall be, 

And Henry put apart: the next for me. Exit* 

Sntertwo or three running ouer the St Age y from the 
Murther of Duke Humjrey . 

1. RunnetomyLordofSuftolke:lethimkriow 
Wc hauedifpatcht the Dukc,as he commanded* 

2 . Oh,that it were to doe: what haue we dorws ? 

Didft euer hcare man fo penitent ? Sntir Suffolke. 

i. Here comes my Lord. T ' ' 


Suff Now Sirs,haue you difpatcht this thing 
i. I,my good Lord,hce sdead. 

Suff Why that’s well faid.Goe,gct you to my Houfe, 
I will reward you for this venturous deed: 

The King and all the Peeres are here at hand. 

Haue you layd faire the Bed ? Is all things well. 
According as I gauc dire&ions ? 
i. Tis,my good Lord. 

Suff. Away,be gone. Exeunt. 

Sound Trumpets . Enter the King y the Queette , 
Cardinally Suffolke .Somerfet jvith 
.Attendants. 

King. Goc call our Vnckle to ourprcfencc ftraight: 
Say,vve intend to try his Grace to day a 
If he be guiltie.as ’tis publifhed. 

Suff. He call him prefently.my Noble Lord. Exit. 
King. Lords take your places: and I pray you all 
Proceed no ftraiter ’gainft our Vnckle Glofter, 

Then from true euidcnce.of good crtccme 
Hcbeapprou’d in pratflife culpable. 

ftfueene.G od forbid any Malice fhould preuayle. 

That faultleffe may condemne a Noble man : 

Pray God hemay acquit him of lufpition. 

Ktwr. IthankethceA^//, theft wordes content mce 
much. 

Enter Suffolke - 

How now? why look’ft rhou paie? why trembleft thou? 
Where is our Vnckle? what’s the matter .Suffolke* 

Suff Dead in his Bed,my Lord: Glofler is dead. 

Oueene. Marry God *brfend. 

Card. Gods fecret Iudgcmenc: I did dreame to Night, 
The Duke was dumbe,and could not fpcake a word. 

King founds. 

How fares my Lord i Helpc Lords,the King is 

dead. 

Soma Rere vp his Body,wring him by the Nofe* 
j2«.Runne,goe,heIpc,helpc:Oh Henry ope thine eyes* 
Suff. He doth reuiue againe, Madame be patient. 
King. Oh Heauenly God. 
j9«.How fares my gracious Lord ? 

Suff. Comfort my Soucraigne, gracious Henry com¬ 
fort. 

King. What,doth my Lord of Suffolke comfort me? 
Came he right now to ling a Raucns Note, 

Whole difmall tunc bereft my Vitall powres : 

And thinkes he, that the chirping of a Wren f 
By crying comfort from a hollow breaft. 

Can chafe away the firft-conceiued found ? 

Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugred words. 

Lay not thy hands on me: forbeare I fay, 

Their touch affrights me as a Serpents fling. 

Thou balefull Msflcnger,out of my fight: 

Vpon thy eye-bal^murderous Tyrannie 
Sits in grim Maieftic,to fright the World. 

Looke not vpon me,for thine eyes are wounding; 

Yet doe not goe away': comeBafiliskc, 

And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight: 

For in the {hade of death,I (hall findc ioy •. 

In life,but double death,now Glofter's dead* 

Queene. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolke thus ? 
Although the Duke was enemie to him. 

Yet he aioft Chriftiandike laments his death: 

And for my felfc*Foe as he was to me, 

Might liquid teares,or heart-offending groaned, 

Or blood-confuming fighes recall his Life i 

n 3 




















































































% 


ThefecondTart of Henry the Sixt. 




I would be blinde with weeping, fickc with grones, 
Looke pale as Prim-rofc with blood-drinking fighes, 
And all to hauc the Noble Duke aliue. 

What know I how the world may deemc of me? 

For it is knowne we were but hollow Friends: 

It may be iudg’d I made the Duke away. 

So (ball my name with Slanders tongue be wounded. 
And Princes Cou?ts be fill’d with my reproach : 

This get I by his death: Aye me vnhappic, 

To be a Queene, and Crown’d with infamie. 

King . Ah woe is me for Giofier, wretched man. 
Queen. Be woe for me, more wretched then he is. 
What, Doft thou turn? away, and hide thy face ? 

I am no loathfome Leaper, looke on me. 

Whatf Art (thou like the Adder waxen deafe ? 

Bepoyfonous too, and kill thy forlome Qneene. 

Is all thy comfort (hut in Gloficrs Tombc ? 

Why then Dame Eltanor was necrc thy ioy. 

Ere<fthis Statue, and worfhip it, 

And make my Image but an Alc-baufc figne. 

Was I for this nye wrack’d vpon the Sea, 

And twice by aukward winde from Englands banks 
Drouebackcagaine vnto my Naciue Clime. 

What boaded this ? but well fore-warning winde 
Did feeme to fay, feeke not a Scorpions Neft, 

Nor fet no footing on this vnkindc Shore. 

What did I then ? But curft the gentle gufts, 

And he that loos’d them forth their Brazen Caues, 

And bid them blow towards Englands blefled fnore. 
Or turne our Sterne vpon a dreadfull Rocke : 

Yet /Eolus would not be a murtherer. 

But left that hatefull office vnto thee. 

The pretty vaulting Sea refus'd to drowne me. 
Knowing that thou would!! haue me drown’d on fhore 
With teares as fait as Sea, through thy vnkindneffc. 
Thclplitting Rockes cowr’d in the finking fands. 

And would not dafii me with their ragged fides, 
Becaufe thy flinty heart more hard then they. 

Might in thy Pallacc, perish Elitwor. 

As farre as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffes,* 

When from thy Shore, the Tempcft beate vs backe, 

I Rood vpon the Hatches in the ftormc: 

And when the duskie sky, began to rob 
My catnelVgaping-figbt of thy Lands view, 

I tooke a coftly Ieweli from my necke, 

A Hart it was bound in with Diamonds, 

And threw it toward* thy»Land : The Sea rexeiu’d ir. 
And fo I wifh’d thy body migh- my Heart: 

And eucn with this, I iolffaire Englands view. 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my Heart, 

And call’d them blinde and duskie Speftaclcs, 

For loofingken of Alhions wifiled Ceaft. 

How often haue I cempce.dSufFolkes tongue 
(The agent of thy foulejnconftancie) 

To fit and watch me as Afcanites did, 

When he to madding Dido would vnfold 
His Fathers A&s, comniet^M in burning Troy. 

Am I not witcht like her ? Or thou not falfe like him l 
Aye me, I can no more: Dye Elinor, 

For Henry wccpcs, that thou doft liuc fo long 

Noyfe within. Enter Warwicke, And many 
Commons. 

Way. It isteported, mighty Souer^igne, 

That good Duke /f/«w/^ Traitcroufly is murdred 

t n 


\ By Suffolke, and the Cardinall Beatffords —- 

The Commons like an angry HiueoftJ^j 0C * : 
That want their Leader, fcactcr vp and do Wn 
And care not who they fling in his retieno e ** 

My felfe hauc calm’d their fpleenfuJl mutTm*. 

V ntill they hearc the order of his death. * 

King. That he is dead good Warwick V 

Butihow he dyed, God knowes, not Henry *.* t0 ° truc 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathlcffc Co 
And comment then vpon his fodaine death 

Th . at {ha ! 11 d ? Stay Salsburic 

With the rude multitude, till I returne 1C 
W.O thou that iudgeft all things’, flay m ,, 

My thoughts, that labour toperfwademy foule gH 
Some violent hands were laid on Humfrics lift.. ’ 

If my fufpctS be falfc, forgiuc me God, 

?or iudgecnent onely doth belong to thee; 

Faiue would I,go to chafe his palie lips, ( 

With twenty thoufand kifles,and to draine 
Vpon his face an Ocean of fait teares, 

To tell my loue vnto his dumbe deafe trunke 
And with my fingers fcelehis hand, vnfceling • 

But allinvaincare thefe meaneObfequies 
Bed put forth. 

And to furuey his dead and earthy Image: 

What were it but to make my forrow greater a 
IVarw. Come hither gracious Soueraigne/viewih; 

body. 

King That is to fee how deepe my gra« e j, mad 
ror with his foule fled all my worldly folace: 

For feeing him, I fee my life in death. 

War. As furely as my foule intends to.liue 
With that dread King that tooke our date vpon him 
To free vs from his Fathers wrathfull curfc, ’ 

I do beleeue that violent hands were laid 
Vpon thehfe of this thrice-famed Duke. 

Suf. A dreadfull Oath, fvvorne with a folemn tongue 
What inflancegiues Lord Warwickeforhisvow, ° 
War. See how the blood is fetled in his face. 

Oft haue I feene a timely-parted Ghoft, 

Ofaflby femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlcfle. 
Being all deicendcd to the labouring heart, 

Who in the Confljifl that it holds with death, 
Attradls the farre for aydance ’gainfl the enemy. 
Which with the heart there codes, and ne’re returneth, 
To blufli and beautifie the Cheeke againe. 

But fee, his face is blacke, and full of blood : 

His eye-balles further out, than when he lined, 
Staring full gaftly, like a ftranglcd man: 

Hishayre vprear’d,his noftrils ftrctcht with flrugling: 
His hands abroad difplay’d, as one that grafpt 
And tugg’d for Life, and was by ftrength fubdnde. 
Looke on the (beets his haire (you fee) is flicking, 

His well proportion’d Beard, made ruffe and rugged, 
Like to the Summers Corne by Tempeft lodged: 

It cannot be but he was murdred heere, 

The Ieaft of all thefe fignes were probable- 

Suf. Why Warwicke, who (boulddotheD.codeathi 
My felfe and Beastfordhzd him in protection, 

And we I hope fir, are no murtherers. 

War. But both of you were vowed D.Hutnfries foci, 
And you (forfoorh) had the good Duke to keeper 
Tis like you would not feaft him like a friend, 

And 'tis well feene, he found an enemy. 

Queen. Than you belike fufpedt thefe Noblemen, 
As guilcy ofDuke Humfries timelcfie death. 
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'^ZZ _ V^hofinds the Heyfer dead,and bleeding ftclb, 
Afl-by, a Butcher with an Axe, 

A° d r *fi (iifpea/twas he that made the flaughter ? 

SSSSarctidgeinthePuttocksNeft, 

imagine how the Bird was dead. 

Although the Kyte foare with vnbloudied Beake ? 
r , ’(ufoitious is this Tragcdie. _ 

EU Sl Are you the Butcher,S#/*4?where’s your Knife? 
i Reauford tearm’d a Kype? where arc his Tallons? 

1 1 weare no Knifc,to flaughter fleeping men, 

, t here’s a vengeful! Sword.rufled with eafe, . 

That fliall be fcovvred in his rancorous heart, 

T'rt (landers me with MurthcrsCrimfon Badge. 

; it t hou dar’fl.prowd Lord of Warwickfhire, 

That 1 a™ ftuItic in Duke Humfreyes death. 

1 Werrv. What dares not Warwick., if falle Suffolk? dare 

He dares not ealme his contumelious Spirit, 
Norccafe to be an arrogant Controller, 

Though Suffolk* dare him twentie thoufand times. 

trim. Madame be ftill: with reuercnce may 1 fay, 
for cuery word you fpcake in his behalfe. 

Is (lander to your Royall Dignitie. 

$ t ff. Blunt-witted Lord,ignoble in demeanor, 
ifeucr Lady wrong’d her Lord fo much. 

Thy Mother tooke into her blamefull Bed 
Some fternc vntutur’d Churle; and Noble Stock 
Was graft with Crab-tree flippe, whofe Fruit thou arc. 
And ncuer of the Nettils Noble Race. 

^rw.But that the guilt of Marcher bucklers thee. 

And I fliould rob the Deaths-man of his Fee, 

Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufand fhames. 

And that my Soueraignes prefence makes me mildc, 

1 would, falfc murd’rous Coward,on thy Knee 
Make thee begge pardon for thy paffed fpeech. 

And fay,it was thy Mother that thou meant’ft. 

That thou thy felfe waft borne in Baftardic; 

And after all this fearefull Homage done, 

Giuetheethy hyre,and fend thy Soule to Hell, 

Pernicious blood-fucker of fleeping men. 

Suff Thou (bait be waking,while I (lied thy blood, 
[ffrom this prefence rhou dar’ft goe with me. 

Wtrw .Away euen now,or I will drag thee hence: 
Vnworthy though thou art,llc cope with thee. 

And doe fome fcruice to Duke Humfrejcs Ghoft. 

Sxeunt. 

King .What ftrongerBreft-plate then a heart vntainted ? 
Thrice is he arm’d,chat hath his Quarrell iuft; 

And he but naked,though loekt vp in Steele, 

Whofe Confcicrice with Iniuflice is corrupted. 

A noyfe within. 

Quetne. What noyfe is this ? 

Enter Suffolk* und Warwick *, with their 
Weapons drawne. 

King. Why how now Lords i 
Your wrathfull Weapons drawne. 

Herein our prefence ? Dare you be fo bold ? 

Why what tumultuous clamor haue \ve here ? 

The trayt’rous Warwicf^with the men. of Bury, 

Set all vpon me, mightie Soueraignc. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sirs ftand apart, the Ki^ng (ball know your 


Salis h. 
mindc. 


Dread Lord,the Commons fend you word by me, 
Vnlefie Lord Suffolk* ftraight be done to death, 

Or banilhed faire Englands Territories, 

They will by violence teare him from your Pallace, 

And torture him with grieuous lingring death. 

They fay,by him the good Duke Humfrey dy’de: 

They fay,in him they feare your Highncffc death; 

And mecre inftin<a of Loue and Loyaltie, 

Free from a ftubborne oppofitc intent. 

As being thought to contradi£l your liking. 

Makes them thus forward in his Bani(hmenr. 

They fay, in cSre of your moft Royall Perfon, 

That if your Highneffe (bould intend to fleepe, 

And charge, that no man (hould difturbe your rert. 

In paine of your diflike,orpaine of death; 

Yet notwithftanding fuch a ftrait Edicfl, 

Were there a Serpent feenc,with forked Tongue, 

That flyly glyded towards your Maieftie, 

It were but ncceflarie you were wak’t: 

Lea ft being fuffer’d in that harmefull (lumber, 

The mortall Worme might make the fleepe cternall. 

And therefore doc they cry,though you forbid, 

Thac they will guard you, where you will,or no, 

From fuch fell Serpents as falle Suffolke ij j 
With whofe inuenomed and farail fling, 

Your louing Vnckle,twentie times his worth. 

They fay is fhamcfully berefc of life. 

Commons within. An ani wer from the King, my Lord 
of Salisbury. 

Suff. ’Tis like the Commons,rudc vnpoliflit Hindes, 
Could fend fuch Meffagc to their Soueraigne: 

But you,my Lord,werc glad to be imploy’d, 

To (bew how queint an Orator you are. 

But all the Honor SalUhury hath wonne. 

Is,that he was the Lord Embaflador, 

Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King. 

Within. An anfwer from the King, or wee will all 
breake in. 

King. Goc Salisbury, and tell them all from me, 

I thanke them for their tender louing care ; 

And had I not beene cited fo by them, 

Yet did I purpofe as they doe enrreat: 

For furc.my thoughts doe hourcly prophecie, 

Mifchance vnto my State by Suffolkes meanes. 

And therefore by his Maieftie 1 iweare, 

Whofe farre-vnworthie Deputie I am. 

He (ball not breathe infection in this ayre. 

But three dayes longer,on the paine of death. 
ffu. 0\\ Henry me pleade for gentle Suffolke. 
K7«jr.Vngencle Queene,to call him gentle Suffolke. 

No more I fay: if thou do’ft pleade for him. 

Thou wilt but adde encreafe vnto my Wrath. 

Had I but fayd, I would haue kept my Word; 

But when I fweare,it is irreuocable: 

If after three dayes fpace thou here bee’ft found. 

On any ground that I am Ruler of, 

The World /ball not be Ranfome for thy Life. 

Come Warwick?,come good Warwick*,goc with mee, 

I haue great matters to impart to thee. Exit. 

Qu. Mifchance and Sorrow goe along with you. 
Hearts Difcontent,and fowre Affli&ion, 

Be play-fellowes to keepe you companie 
There’s two of you, the Dcuill make a third. 

And three-fold Vengeance tend vpon your fteps. 

Suff. Ceale,gentle Qijeene,thefe Execrations, 

And let thy Suffolke take his heauie leaue. 

Quetne. Fye 
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Queen. Fye Coward woman, and foft harted wretch. 
Haft thou not fpirit to curfe thine enemy. 

Suf. A plague vpon them: wherefore fhould I curfle 
them? 

Would curfes kill, as doth the Mandrakes grone, 

I would inuent as bitter fcarching ccrmcs. 

As curft, as harfh, and horrible to heare, 

Deliuer’d ftrongly through my fixed teeth. 

With full as many fignes of deadly hate. 

As leane-facM enuy in her loathlome caue. 

My tongue fhould ftumblc in mine carneft words, 
Mineeyes fhould fparkle like the beaten Flint, 

Mine haire be fixe an end, as cue diftraft: 

I,cilery ioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban, 

And eucn now my burthen’d heart would breake 
Should I not curfe them. Poyfon be their drinke. 

Gall, worfe then Gal!, the daintieft that they tafte : 
Their fvveeteft fhade,a groue of Cypreffc Trees : 

Their checfeftProfpcft, murd’ring Bafiliskes: 

Their fofeeft Touch, as (mart as Lyzards flings: 

Thetr Mufieke, frightfull as the Serpents hide, 

And boading Screech-O wlcs, make the Confort full. 

All the foule terrors in dsrkc feated hell- 

Enough fweec Suffolke,thou cotment’ft thy fclfe. 
And thefc dread curfes like the Sunnc ’gainfl glafle. 

Or like an oucr-cbargedGurr, recoile. 

And turnes the force of them vpon thy felfe. 

Suf. You bad me ban, and will you bid me leaue? 
Now by the ground that I am banilh'd from. 

Well could I curfe away a Winters night. 

Though (landing naked on a Mountaine top, 

Where by ting cold would neucr let grafle grow. 

And thinke it but a minute (pent in (pore. 

Qu. Oh, let me intreat thee ccafe,giue me thy hand^ 
That I may dew it with my mournfull tea Ci 2 
Nor let the raine of heauen wee this place. 

To wa/h away 0 my wofull Monuments. 

Oh, could this kifle be printed in thy hand. 

That thou might’ft thinke vpon thefe by the Scale, 
Through whom a thoufand fighes are breath d for thee. 
So get thee gone, that I may know my greefe, 

Tis but furmiz’d, whiles thou art Handing by. 

As one that furfets, thinking on a want: 

I will repealc thee, or be well allur'd, 

Aducnrure to be bamfhed my felfe : 

And banifhed 1 am, if but from thee. 

Go, fpeake not to me; euen now be gone. 

Oh go not yet. Euen thus, two Friends condemn’d. 
Embrace, and kifle, and take ten thoufand leaucs, 

Loather a hundred times to part then dye; 

Yet now farewell, and farewell Life with thee. 

* Suf. Thus is poore Suffolke ten times banifhed. 

Once by the King, and three times thrice by thee. 

'Tis not the Land 1 care for, wer't thou thence, 

A Wildernefle rs populous enough, 

So Suffolke had thy heauenly company : 

For where thou art, there is the World it felfe, 

With eucry leuemll pleafure in the World: 

And where thou art not, Defolation. 

I can no more : Line thou to toy thy life; 

My felfe no icy in nought, but that thou liu’ft. 

Enter ^tux. 

' : 

Whether goes ^^fofaft? Whatnewcsl 
prethec? ; ’ 
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Vuhx. To fignific vnto his Maiefty" 

That Cardinall Beauford is at point ofdeath 
For fodainly a grecuousfickneffc tooke him 2 
That makes him gaspc,and flare, and catr i/.. 
Blafphcming God, and curfing men on Cart he * lre i 
Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Humfr tfs r , . 
Were by his fide: Somctimc,hc callcs the IT 
And whifpers to his pillow, as to him ^ ln §» 
Thefecrets ofhisouer-charged foule* 

And I am lent to tell his Maieflie, 

That euen now he cries alowd for him. 

£>u. Go tell this hcany Mcffage to the Jr;- 
Aye me J What is this World? What newes if i ® 
But wherefore greeue I at an houres poort Jo/ ‘ hcfc; 
Omitting Suffoikes exile, my foules Treafu re >’ 
Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee ? 

And with the Southerne clouds, contend i n tearf0 
Theirs tor the earths encreafe, mine for mv f orr ' 
Now get thee hence,the King thou know'll IT' 1 '. 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. C ° m ® in l 
Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot liue 
And in thy fight to dye, what were it cllc ’ 

But like a pleafant (lumber in thy lap ? * 

Heere conld I breath my foule into the ayre 
As mrlde and gentle as the Cradle-babe^ ’ 

Dying with mothers dugge betweene it’s lip. 
Where from thy fight, I fhould be raging mad 
And cry out for thee to clofe vp mine eyes s * 

To haue thee with thy lippes to flop my momh; 

So fhould'ft thou eyther turne my flymg f ou ; e ’ 

Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body, * 

Andthenitliu’dinfweetcElizium. * 

To dye by thee, were but to dye in ieft, 

From thee to dye, were torture more then death; 

Oh let me flay, befall what may befall. 

iW Away; Though parting be a fretfull corofiue 
Ir is applyed to a dcathfull wound. 

To France fweet Suffolke: Let me heare from thee: 
For wherefocre thou art in this worlds Globe 
lie haue an Irit that fhail finde thee out. 

Suf. I go. 

Qu. And take my heart with thee. 

Suf Ale well loekt into the wofulft Caskc, 

That euer did containe a thing of worth, 

Euen as a fplitted Barke, fo funder we: 

This way fall I to death. 

£>u. This way for me. £ X m 

Enter the King, Salisbury , andW'armckt, to the 
Cardinal in bed. 

King. How fare’s my Lord ? Speake Bedford to thy 
Soueraigne. 

Ca. If thou beeft death,He giue thee Englantls Treafure, 
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland/ 

So thou wilt let meliue.and feeleno paine. 

King . Ah, what a figne it is ofeuill life, 

Where death’s approach is feene fo terrible. 

War. Beauford, it is thy Soueraigne fpcakes to thee. 
Beau. Bring me vnto my Triall when you will.. 
Dy’de he not in his bed? Where fhould he dye ? 

Can I make men liue where they will or no ?i 
Oh torture me no mort, I will confefTe. 

Aliue againe? Then fhew me where he is. 

He giue a thoufand pound to looke vpon him. 

He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them. 

1 Comb, 
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Exeunt . 


'-ZM^hTsh^^oWooke, it ftands vprighc, 

C ? r Le-cwigs fet to catch my winged foule: ; 

e f OI ne drinke, and bid'the Apothecarie 
GlUe The ftrong poyfon that I bought othim. 

Ob thou cternall mouer of the heauens, 

. t^-vith a gentle eye vpon this Wretch,' 

^Theate away the bufie medling Fiend, 

laves ftrong fiegc vnto this wretches foule/ 

^T'from his'bolomcpurge this blacke difpairc. 

• 5ce how the pangs of death do make him grin, 
f/ ‘niflurbe him not, let him paffe peaceably. 

peace to his foule, if Gods good pleafure be. 
iCard’nall. if thou think'ft on heauens bhfle, 

Ey vp thy hand, make fign ? ll of thy hope. 

Hcdies aird m?kes no figne : Oh God forgiue him. 
n p*r. So bad a death, argues a monflrous lite. 

Forbeare to iudge, for we arc finners all. 
ciofc vp bis eyes, and draw the Curtainc clofe, 

Andlct vs all to Meditation. 

alarum. Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes of ., 

Enter Lieutenant , Sufolke, and others, 
lied. The gaudy blabbing andrcmorfcfull day. 

Is crept into the bofome of the Sea: 

And now loud holding Woluesaroufe the lades 
That dragge the Tragicke melancholy night: 

Who with their drowfie, flow,and flagging wings 
Cleapedead-mens graues, and from their mifly Iawcs, 
Breath foule contagious darknefle in the ayre: 

Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize. 

For whilft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes, 

Heere (hall they make thcic ranfome on the fand, 

Orvvith their blood ftaine this difcoloured fhorc. 
Maifter.this Prifoner freely giue I thee, 

And thou that art his Mate, make boote of this: 

Theothcr Walter Whitmore is thy fhare. 

I .gent. What is my ranfome M after, let me know, 
M/t.h thoufand Crowncs, or elfe lay down your head 
Mate . And fo much fhail you giue,or oft goes yours. 
lied. What thinke you much to pay 20 oo.Crownes > 
And beare the name and pore of Gentlemen ? 

Cut both the Villaines throats, for dy you (hall: 

The liucs of chofe which we haue loft in fight, 
Bccountcr-poys’d with fuch a pettie lumme. 
i.Gent. lie giue it fir, and therefore fp 3 re my life. 
a,Ge»r.And fo will I,and write home for itftraight, 
Whitm. I loft mine eye in laying the prize abootd. 

And therefore to reuenge it, fhalt thou dye. 

And fo (hould thefe, if I might haue my will. 

Lieu. Be.not fo rafh, take ranfome, let him liue. 

Suf. Looke on my George, I am a Gentleman, 

Rate meat what thou wile, thou fhalt be payed. 

wbtt. And fo am I: my name is Walter Whitmore. 
Hownowpwhy flares thou? What doth death affright? 

Suf., Thy name affrights me, in whofe found is death: 
A cunning man did cakulace my birth, 

And told me that by Water I fhould dye : 

Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded, 

Thyname is Gualtier ,being rightly founded. 

Wbtt. Gualtier or Walter , which it is 1 care nor, 

'Jeuer yet did bafe difhonour b lurre our name, 

5ut with our fword we wip’d away the blot. 

Therefore, when Merchant-like 1 fell reuenge, 
hoke be my tword, my Armcs torne and defac’d, 

And I proclaim’d a Coward through the world. 


Stf. Stay IWhitmorc , for thy Prifoner is a Prince, 

The Duke of Suffolke, WtlUam dela Pole. 

IPhitt The Duke of Suffolke, muffled vp in ragges ? 
Suf. I, but thefe ragges are no part of the Duke. 

Lieu. Butloue was neucr flaine as thou (halt be, 
Obfcure and lowfic Swaine, Kin ° Henries blood. 

Suf. The honourable blood of Laficafter 
Muft not be (Bed by fuch a iaded Groomc : 

Haft thou not kift chy hand, and held my ftirrop ? 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth Mule, 

And thought thee happy when I fliooke my head. 

How often haft thou waited at my cup, 

Fed from my Trencher, kneel’d downe at the board. 
When I haue feafted with Quecne Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee Crcft-falne, 

I, and alay this thy abortiue pride; 

How in our voyding Lobby haft thou flood. 

And duly wayccd for my comming forth ? 

This hand ofraine hath writ in thy bchalfe. 

And therefore (ball it charme thy riotous tongue, 

whit. Speak Capcaine, (hall I flab the forlorn S W3in. 
Lieu. Firft let tny words flab him,as he hath me. 

Suf. Bale flaue, thy words arc blunt.and fo art thou. 
Lieu. Conuey him hence,and on our long boats fide. 
Strike offhis head. Suf.Thoa dar’ft not for thy ownc. 

Lieu. Psole, Sir Poole} Lord, 

I kemicll, puddle, finke,whofe filth and dirt 
Troubles the filuer Spring,where England drinkes: 

Now will I dam vp this thy yawning mouth, 

For fwallowing the Treafure of the Realme. 

Thy lips that kift the Queene, fhail fweepe the ground: 
And thou that fmil’dft at good Duke Humfries death, 
Againft the fcnfelcffe windes fhail grin in V3ine, 

Who in contempt (hall hiffe at thee againe. 

And wedded be thou to theHagges of hell. 

For daring to affye a mighty Lord 
Vnto the daughter ofa wotthleffe King, 

Hailing neytherSubicft, Wealth, nor Diadem : 

By diuellifh policy art thou growne great. 

And like ambitious Sylla ouer-gorg’d,- 
With gobbets of thy Mother-bleeding heart. 

By thee Anion *nd Maine were fold to France. 

The falfe reuolting Normans thorough thee, 

Difdaine to call vs Lord, and Viccardie 

Hath flaine their Goueroors. furpriz’d our Forts, 

And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home. 

The Princely Warwicke, and the Neuils all, 

Whofe drcadfull fwords were neuer dra.wne in yaine. 

As hating thee, and rifing vp in armes . 

And now the Houfe ofYorke thruftfrom theCrowne, 
By fhamcfull murther ofa guiltleffe King, 

And lofty proud incroaching tyranny, 

Burnes with teuenging fire, whofe hopefull colours 
Aduancc our halfe-fac’d Sunne, Arming to Chine; 

Vnder the which is writ, Inuitis nubihtu y 
The Commons heere in Kent are vp in armes, 

And ro conclude. Reproach and Beggeric, 

Is crept into the Pallace of our King, 

And all by thee: away, conuey him hence.. 

Suf. O that I were a God, to fhoot forth Thunder 
Vpon thefe paltry,feruilc,abie£t Drudges: 

Small things make bafe men proud. This Vtllaine heere. 
Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threatens more 
Then Bargulm the ftrong Illyrian Pyratc. 

Drones fucke not Eagles blood, butrobBee-hiues: 
Itisiropofftblc that 1 fhould dye 

By 
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By fuch a lowly VaffaH as thy felfe, 

Thy words mouc Rage, and not remorfe in me 2 
I go of Mcflagc from the Queene to France : 

I charge thee waft me fafely erode the Channell. 

Lieu. Water: W. Come Suffolkc, I mud waft thee 
to thy death. 

Suff. P 'megeltdm timor occupat iritis, it is thee I feare. 
Wi/.Thou fhalt haue caufe to feare before I lcaue thee. 
What, are ye danted now? Now will ye ftoope. 

I .Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him,fpeak him fair. 
Suff. Suffolkes Imperiall tongue is fteme and rough: 
Vs’d to command, vntaught topleade for fauour* 

Farre be it, we {hould honor fuch as thefe 
With humble fuitc: no, rather let my head 
Stoope to the blocke, then thefe knees bow to any, 

Saue to the God of heauen, and to my King: 

And fooner dance vpon a bloody pole, 

Then ftand vncoucr’d to the Vulgar Groome. 

True Nobility, is exempt from feare .• 

More can I beare, then you dare execute. 

Lieu . Hale him away, and let him talke no more: 
ComcSouldiers, (hew what cruelty ye can. 

Suff. That this my death may ncuer be forgot. 

Great men oft dye by vilde Bezonions. 

A Romane Sworder, and Baudetto flaue 
Murder’d fweec Tullj. Brtstw Baftard hand 
Stab’d Iuhtss Caffar. Sauage Iflanders 
Pompej the Great, and Suffolk* dyes by Pyrats. 

Exit Water with Suffolkc* 
Lieu . And as for thefe whofc ranfomc we haue let, 

It is our pleafureoneof them depart: *'d 

Therefore come you with vs, and let him go. 

Sxit Lieutenant, and the reft . 
t JManct theftrft Gent . Inter Walter with the body, 

Wal. There let his head, and Imelcfle bodie lye, 

Vntill the Queene his Miftris bury it. Exit Walter . 

1 .Gent, O barbarous and bloudy fpeftade. 

His body will I bearc vnto the King: 

If he reuengc it not, yet will his Friends, 

So will the Queehe, that lining, held him deere. 

Enter Bettis y and hhn Holland . 


Beuis* Come and get thee a fword, though made of a 
Lath, they haue bene vp thefe two dayes. 

Hoi. They haue the more neede to fleepe now then. 

Beuis. I tell thee, lack* Cade the Cloathicr, meanes to 
dreffethe Common-wealth and turncic, and fee anew 
nap vpon it. 

Hot So he had need, for’tis thred-bare. Well, I fay, 
it was neaer merric world in England, fince Gentlemen 
came vp. r .. J 

Bettis. O miferablc Age : Vertue is not regarded in 
Handy-crafts rfierf. 

Hoi. The Nobilicie thinke fcornc to goe in Leather 
Aprons. 

Beuis. Nay more, the Kings Councell are no good 
Workcmen. « 

Hot True : and yet it is faid. Labour in thy Vocati¬ 
on : which is 'as much to fay, as let the Magiftrares be la¬ 
bouring men, and therefore (hould we be Magiftrates. 

Bettis. Thou haft hit it: for there’s no better figne of a 
braue minde, then a hard hand. 

Hcl. I fee them, I fee them: There** Hefts Sonne, the 
Tanner of Wingham. 

Beuis. Hee fhall haue the skinnes of our enemies, to 
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\ makeDogges Leather of. 

Hoi. And Dicke the Butcher. 

’Bents. Then is fin ftrucke downc like an O 
quities throatecut like a Calfe. UXe > 

Hoi. And Smith the Weauer. 

Beu. Argo,their thred of life isfp Un . 

Hoi. Come, come, let’s fall in with them. 

Drumme. Euter Cade, Dicke Butcher, Smith the iv 
and a Sawyer, with infinite numbers. 

tb w « M “ c * ,t . fo «™ , d„f 01 „f U|Jlio| . Jt 

But. Or rather of ftealing a Cade ofHerrino. 
Cade. For our enemies fhall fade before v? • r 
withthe fpirit of putting down Kings and p r j n ’'T 
mandfilcnce. tcs «Un 

But. Silence. 

Cade . My Father wai 2 Mortimer. 

£». Hems an honeft man, and a good B ricU lm 
Cade. My mother a Plantagenet. 

Butch. I knew her well, fhe was a Midwife. 

Cade. My wife defeended ofthe Lattes. 

Uccs Shc WaS indeed a Pedlcrs daughter,& fold man 

Weauer. But now of late, not able totrauell w ;,u 
furr’d Packe, fhe waflies buckevhere at home. * 
Cade. Therefore am I of an honorable houfe 
But. I by my faith, the ficla is honourable, andthtr 
was he borne, vnder a hedge: for his Father had neutr 
houfe but the Cage. 

Cade. Valiant I am. 

Weauer A rouft needs, for beggery is valiant. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 

But. Noqueftion of that: for I hauefeene him whip 
three Market dayes together. r 

Cade. I feare neither l'word, nor fire. 

Wea. He neede not feare the fword, for hisCoateiso 
proofe. 

But. But me thinks he fhould ftand in feare offire,be- 
ing burnt i’th hand for ftealing of Sheepe. 

Cade. Be braue then, for your Captaine isBraue, and 
Vowes Reformation. There fiiillbe in England, feuer 
halfe peny Lo3iies fold for a peny: the three hoop’d pot, 
fhall haue ten hoopes, and I wi! make it Feilony to drink 
fmall Beere. All the Rcslme fhall be in Common,and in 
Cheapfide fhall my Palfrey goto graffe: andwhenlam 
King, as King I will be. 
j4U. God faue your Maiefty, 

Cade. I thankc you good people. There (hall bee no 
inony, all fhall eatc and drinkeon myfeore, and I will 
apparrcll them all in one Liuery, that they may agree like 
Brothers, and worfhip me their Lord. 

But. The firft thing we do, let’s kill all the Lawyers. 
Cade. Nay, rhatlmeanetodo. Is not this a lamenta¬ 
ble thing, that of the skin of an innocent Lambe (hould 
be made Parchment; that Parchment being fcribeld ore, 
fhould vndoe a man. Some fay the Bee flings, but I fay, 
’tis the Bees waxe: for I did but. feale once to a thing,and 
I was neuer mine owne man fince. How now i Who’s 
there ? 

Enter a Clarke. 

Weauer. The Clearke of Chartam: hee can write and 
reade, and caft accompr.' 

Cade. Omonftrous. 

IFea. Wc tooke him fetting of boyes Copies. 
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S^BooS'if pocket wilk ted Letters to’t 


SlavthcnheisaConiurcr. . 

(ft’ he can make Obligations,and write Court 

ft’, r am forty fore : The roan is a proper man of 
honour : vnlclfe I findchim guilty,he iha 1 not die. 
^ehitber firrah, I muft examine thee : What is thy 

ftilrke Emanuel!. , ... 

They vfe to writ it on the top of Letters: Tw.ll 

ftf : Doft thou vfc to write thy name? 

0t S thou a markc to thy fclfc, like a honeft plain dea- 

Sir I thankc God, I haue bin fo well brought 
^ l c I c an write my name. 

He bath confcft: away with him : he’s a Villaine 

Away with him I fay : Hang him with hisPcn 

j Tnke-horne about his ncckc. 
an Exit one with the Clearke 

Enter LMichael. 

M'tch. Where’s our Generali? 

CJt* Hcere I am thou particular fellow. 
yiteb. Fly, fly,fly, Sir htmfrey Stafford and his brother 

archard by; with the Kings Forces. 

Cade. Stand villaine, ftand v cr lie tell cnee downc: he 
(fall be cncountrcd with a man as good as lmnfelfe. He 
is but a Knight, is a? 

f^.To equall him I will make my felfe a knightpre- 
fcntly;Rif<; vp Si $lohn UWortjmer. Now haue at him. 

Inter Sir Hum frey Stafford, and his Brother , 
with Drum and Soldiers. 

Stff, Rebellious Hinds, the filth and feum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the Gallowcs: Lay your Weapons downe, 
Home to your Cottages: forfake this Groome. 

The King is mcrcifull, ifyou reuolt. 

Tiro. But angry,wrathfull, and inclin’d to blood, 

Ifyou go forward: therefore yecld, or dye. 

Cade. As for thefe (ilken-coated flaues I pafle nor, 

It is to you good people, that I fpcake, 

Ouer whom (in time to come) I hope to raigne: 

For I am rightfull heyre vnto the Crownc. 

Staff. Villaine, thy Father was a Playfierer, 

And thou thy felfe a Sheareman, art thou not ? 

Cade. And Adam W3$ a Gardiner. 

Bro. And whar of that? 

Cade. Marry, this Edmund Afortimer Earle of-March, 
married the Duke of Clarence daughter, did he not ?i 
Staf. 1 fir. 

Cade. By her he had two children at one birth. 

Bro. That’s fallen 

Cade . I,there’s the queftion; But I fay, ’tis true: 

The elder of them being put to nurfe, 

Was by abegger-woman ftolneaway, 

Add ignorant of his birth and parentage. 

Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age. 

His fonne am I, deny it ifyou can. 

But. Nay, ’cis too true, therefore he (hall be King. 
Wea. Sir, he made a Chimney in my Fathers honie,& 
the brickes arealiue at this day to tcftifiei.t ; ‘therefore 
deny it not. 


Staff. And wilTyoucredit thiTbafbDrudgcs Worues, 
that fpeakes he knowes not what. 

iAll. I marry will we: therefore get ye gone. 

<Bro lack* Cade, the D.of York hath taught you this. 
Cade. He lyes, for I inuentedlit my ielfe. Go coo S.r- 
rah, tell the King from me, that for his Fathers fake Hen¬ 
ry the fife, (in whofc time, boyes went to Span-counter 
for French Crownes) I am content he ftiallraigne,buc lie 

be Proteftor ouer him. 

‘Batcher. And furthermore, wee 1 haue the Lord Sayes 
head,for felling the Dukcdome ol Maine. 

Cade And goodreafon: for thereby isLngland main d 
And faine to go with a ftaffe.but that my puifiance holds 
it vp, Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that that! Lord Say hath 
added the Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch :& 

more then that, he can fpeakc Fr*nch,and therefore hee it 
a Traitor. 

Staf. O grofie and miferable ignorance. 

Cade. Nay anfwer ifyou car.: The Frenchmen are our 
enemies : go too then, l‘ask but this: Can he that fpeaks 
with the tongue of an enemy, be a good Councellour, or 
no ? 

All. No. no, and therefore wee’l haue his head. 

Bro. Well, feeing gentle words will not preuayle, 
Affaile them with the Army ofihe King. 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout eucry Towne, 
Prochime them Traitors that are vp with Cade, 

That thofe which fiye before the battell ends. 

May etien in their Wines and Childrens fight. 

Be hang’d vp for example at their doores: 

And you that be the Kings Friends follow me. 

Cade. And you that loue che Commons, follow me: 

Now fhew your lelucs men, ’tis tor Liberty. 

We will not leaue one Lord, one Gentleman: 

Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted fhooen. 

For they are thrifty honeft men, and fuch 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

But. They are all in order,and march toward vs. 

Cade. But then are wc in order, when we arc moft out 
ofoider. Come, march forward. 

Alarums to the fight, wherein both the Staffords are flaine. 
Enter Cade and the reft. 

Cade. Where’s Dicke, the Butcher of Afhford ? 

But. Hcere fir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like Sheepe and Oxen, & 
thou behaued’ft thy felfe, as ifthou hadft beene in thine 
ownc Slaughter-houfe: Thcrfore thus will I reward thee, 
the Lent fhall bee as long againc as it is , and thou (halt 
haue a L i cenfe to kill for a hundred lacking one. 

But. I defire no more. 

Cade. And to fpeakc truth, thou deferu’ft no lefle. 
This Monument ofthe vi£lory will I beare, and the bo 
dies fhall be dragg’d at rny horfeheelcs,till I do come to 
London, where vve will haue the Maiors fword born be¬ 
fore vs. 

But. If wc meane to thriue,and do good, breake open 
the Gaoles, and let out the Prifoners. 

Cade. Feare not that I warrant thee. Come,let’s march 
towards London. Exeunt. 

Enter the King with a Supplication,and the Queene with $ttf- 
folkys bead, the Duke of Buckingham, and the 
Lord Say. 

Queene. Oft haue I heard that greefc foftens the mind. 

And 










































































140 


And makes it fearefull and degenerate, 

Thinke therefore on reuenge, and ceafc to wcepe. 

But who can ceafc to wcepe, and looke on this. 

Heere may his head lye on my throbbing breft: 

But where’s the body that I (hould imbrace ? 

What anfwee makes your Grace to the Rebclls 
Supplication ? 

King. He fend fomc holy Bifhop to intreat: 

For God forbid, fo many fimplc fonles 
Should peril'll by the Sword. And 1 my felfe. 

Rather then bloody Warre ftiall cot them fhort. 

Will parley with lack; Cade their Generali. 

But ftay, lie read it ouer once againe. 

Q», Ah barbarous villaines: Hath this lonely face, 
Rul’d like a wandering Plannet ouer me. 

And could it not inforce them to relent, 

That were unworthy to behold the fame. 

King, Lord Say-, lacks Cade hath fworne to huae thy 
head. 

Say. J, but I hope your HighnefTe fliall haue fiis. 

King. How now Madam? 

Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolkes death ? 

1 fcaremc (Loue) if that I had beene dead. 

Thou would’ft not haue mourn’d fo much for me. 

No my Loue, I fbould not mourne, but dye for 

thee. 

Enter a Meffcnger. 


Thefe cond Tart of.Henry the Sixt. 

And therefore am 1 bold and refold* 
Enter Lord Scales vpon the Terser w a lU rc . 

tmn /iv y/iv.. ✓ , fi' '£* 
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King. How now? What newes ? Why corn’d thou in 
fuch hatle ? 

Mef. The Rebels are in Southwacke: Fly my Lord: 
lacks Cade proclaimes himfclfe Lord Mortimer , 
Defcended from the Duke of Clarence houle. 

And cailes your Grace Vfurper, openly. 

And vowes toCrowne himlelfe in Weftminfter. 

His Army is a ragged multitude 
Of Hindes and Pedants, rude and mercilefle: 

Sir Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death. 

Hath giuen them heart and courage to procecde: 

All Schollers, Lawycrs.Courtiers, Gentlemen, 

They call falfc Catterpillers, and intend their death. 
Kin.Q\\ gracelefle men: they know not what they do, 
«' Back. My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth, 
Vntill a powe: be rais’d to put them downe. 

Qa. Ah were the Duke ofSuffrlkc now aliue, 

Thcfc Kcntifh Rebels would be foone appeas’d. 

King. Lord Say , the Traitors hateth thee. 

Therefore away with vs to Killingworth. 

Say. So might your Graces perfon be in danger: 

The fight of me is odious in their eyes: 

And therefore in this Citty will I ftay. 

And Hue alone as lecrct as I may. 

Enter another Aicffenger. 

Tileff. lacks (fade hath gotten London-bridge. 

The Citizens flye and forlake their homes: 

The Rafcall people, thiriling after prty, 

Ioyne with the Traitor, and they ioyn.ly fweare 
To fpoyle the City, and your Royall Court. 

bw. Then linger not my lord, away, take horle. 

■King. Comp Afiqrgaret, Gpd our hope will fuccor vs. 
JOa, My hope ii gone, now Suffolke is deCeaft. 

King, Farewell my Lord, c<nft nor the Kcntilh Rebels 
Byte. Ttuft no body for feare you betraid. 

Say. The trull 1 haue, is irf mine innocence. 


or three Oti^Zf 

Scales. How now? Is lacks Cade ft a ; nc ? 

1 .C,t. No my Lord, nor likely to be fl a ; n . 

For they haue wonne rhe Bridge, nC; 

Killing all thofc that withftand them : 

The L. Maiorcrauesayd of your Honor f 
To defend the City from the Rebels. r ° m ^Ton 
Scales. Such ayd as I can fpareyoti {hill 
But I am troubled heere with them mv f P if COnJn M 
The Rebels hauc allay’d to win the Tower ^ 

But getyou toSmithfield, and gather head 
And thither I will fend you TtUthew Goffi ’ • 
F.ght for your King, your Countrey,and vo„r r • 

And fo far well, fori mnft hence againe. ^ I ’ lu ' s > 

Enter lacks Cade and the ref, and fir, 
fttffc on London ft one. 


nnc 


Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this Citv 
And heere fitting vpon London Stone, 

1 charge and command, that of the Cit’ict coil 
The pilfing Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wi 
This ntflyeare of ourraigne. 

And now henceforward it (hall be Trcafon for m 
That calles me other then Lord Mortimer. " ' * 
Ent er a S oldier running* 

Sou!. I'acke Cade , Jack; Cade. 

Cade, knockc him downe there. 7 bn ML- 
Tat. If this Fellow be wife, hce’l rfeuer call yec /,, 
Cade more, I thinke he hath a very fairc warning, 

Dicks. _My Lord, there’s an Army gathered togeth 
m Southfield. & 

Cade. Come, then let’s go fight with them: 

But firfl 3 go and fee London Bridge on fire 
And if you can, burnc downe the Tower too. 

Come., let s away. Ixrntmm, 

Alarums. tJMathew (joffeis Jlain^nd all tht refi. 

7 ben enter lack* Cade^with bis Cmpwj. 

So firs: now go fomc and pull down the Sauoy 
Others to'ch Inncs cf Court, downe with them all. 

Eut. I haue a fuice vnto your Lordiliip. 

Cade. BecitaLorcKhippe, thou (halt haue itfortha 
word. 

Tint, Onely that the Lawes of England may come on 
ofyour mouth. 

John. Mafle ’twill be fore Law then,for he was thru! 
in the rrouch with a Spcare, and ’tis not whole yet. 

• Smith, Nay lobnfti wil be ftinking Law,forhisbrcat! 
ftinkes with eating toafted chcefe. 

C^de. I haue thought vpon it, it (ball bee fo* Away 
burneall the Records of the Realme, my mouth lhall b< 
the Parliament of England. 

Iihn. 7 hen we are like to haue biting Statutes 
VnlcfTehis teerhbepuird our. 

Cade. Andbence-forward all things (It^II be in Com 
mon. Enter a Mejfenger . 

Mef. My Lord, a prize, a prize, heeres the Lord 
which fold thcTownes in France. He that made vs pa) 
one and twenty Fifteenes,and one billing to the pound 
the laft Subfidie. 1 


mmm ( 
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Later George .with the Lord Say. 

.. VVell hec lhall be beheaded for it ten times: 

tliou Surge,nay thou Buckram Lord,now 
Ah f ““Sin point-blanke of our Iurifdia>on Regall. 
jrt , tb0U ,!ft thou anfwer to my Maiefty, for giuing vp of 
' Vh,tC Hie vnto Mounfieur Bafimeca, the Dolpbine of 
^'a Beitknowne vnto thee by thefc prefence, eucn 
f !inCe r n re of Lord Mortimer, that I am the Beefome 
. r we epe the Court cleane of fuch filth as thou 
th>t Thou haft moft traitemufly corrupted the youth of 
fkVume iiuerefting aGrammar Schoole: and where- 

K f re our Fore-fathets had no other Bookes but the 
• . and die Tally, thou haft caufed printing to be vs’d, 

^contrary to the King,his Crowne, and Dignity,thou 
“a hlli i t a Paper-Mill. It will be prooued to thy Face, 
, 3 .i ioU haft men about tliee, that vfually talke of a 
{j viiieaiwla Verbe, and fuch abhoniinable wordes, as 
N °Chrifha n eare can endure to heare. Thou haft appoin- 
n °dlufti«s °fPea cc , t° C aH poore men before them, a- 
bout matters they were not able to anfwer. Morcouer, 
hou haft put them in prifon, and becaufe they could not 
Lde thou haft bang’d them, when (indeede) onely for 
that callthey haae'beenc moft worthy to hue. Thou 
doftride in a foot.cloch,doft thou not ? 

Sy. What of that? 

Cade. Marry, thou ought’ft not to let thy horie weare 
adoake, when honefter men then thou go in their Hofe 

and Doublets. 

Dicke. And worke in their hurt to, as my felfe for ex¬ 
ample, that am a butcher. 

Sty, YoumcnofKent. 

Die, What fay you of Kent. 

S*y. Nothing but this: ’T is bona terra , mala gens . 

Cade. Away with him, away with him, he fpcaks La- 
tine. 

Sty, Hearc me but fpeake, and bcare mec whet’e you 
will t 

Kent, in the Commentaries Cafar writ, • 

Is term’d the ciuel’ft place of all this Ifle: 

Sweet is the Covntry, becaufe full cf Riches, 

The People Liberal], Valiant, A ftiue,Wealthy, 

Which makes me hope you are not void of piety. 

1 fold not OUaine, I loft not Normandie, 

Yet to recouer them would loofe my life: 
luflice with fauour haue I alwayes done, 

Prayres and Teares haue mou’d me,Gifts could neuer. 
When haue I ought exa&cd at your hand* ? 

Kent tomaintaine, the King,the Realme and you. 

Large gifts haue I beftow’d on learned Clearkes, 

Becaufe my Booke preferr’d me to the King. 

And feeing Ignorance is the curfe of God, 

Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flyetoheauen. 
VnlefTeyou be poffeft with diuellifh lpirits. 

You cannot but forbeare to murther me: 

ThisTongue hath parlied vnto Forraignc Kings 
’or yourbehoofe. 

Cade. Tut, when ftruck’ft thou one blow in the field? 
Say. Great men haue reaching handssofehauel ftruck 
Thofe that I neuer faw.and ftruckc them dead. 

(jet, O monftrous Coward! What,to come behindc 
^olkes ? 

^«r.Thefe cheekes arc pale for watching for your good 
Cade. Giuc him a bpx o’ch’eare, and that wil make’em 
r W againe. 


Say. Long fitting to determine poore mens caufcs. 
Hath made me full offickncffe and difeafes. 

£ ade. Ye lhall haue a hempen Candle thcn,& the help 
of hatefcet. 

Dicky. Why doft thou quiuer man ? 

Say. The Palfie, and not feate ptouokes me. 

Cade. Nay, he noddes at vs, as who Ihould fay, lie be 
euen with you. He fee if his head will ftandfteddier>on 
a pole,or no: Take him away, -and behead him. 

Say. Tell me: wherein haue I offended moft ? 

Haue I.afFctStrd wealth, or honor PSpeake. 

Are my Chcfts fill’d vp with extorted Gold ? 

Is my Appatrell fumptuous to behold ? 

Whom haue I iniur’d. that ye feeke my death ? 

Thcfc hands are free from guiltlefie bloodlhedding. 

This breaft from harbouring foule dcceitfull thoughts. 
Dletmeliue. 

Cade. I feeleremorfe in my felfe with his words: but 
He bridle it the fliall dye, and it bee hut for pleading fo 
well for his life. Away with him, he ha’s a Familiar vn- 
der his Tongue, he fpeakes not aGods name. Goe, take 
him away I fay, and ftrike offhis head prcfently.and then 
breake into his Sonne in Lawes houfe. Sir lames Cromer , 
and ftrike offni* head, and bring them both vppon two 
poles hither. 

aid. Iclhallbe done. 

S^.AhCouncrimen: if when you make your pra:r*s, 
God Ihould be fo.obdurate as your felues: i 

How would it fare with your departed loules. 

And therefore yet relent, and, laue my life. " ' ’' 

Cade. Away with him, and do as.I command yc: tht 
proudeft Peere In the Realme, {halt not weare a bead on 
his flioulders.vrileirehepay me tribute : there (hail not 
a maid be married, but flic lhall pay to me her Mayden- 
hcad ere they haue it : Men lhall hold of mte in Capite. 
And we charge and Command, that their wiues be as free 
as heart can wifh.or tongue can tell, 

Dicks. My Lord, 

When (hall we go to Cheapfide, and take vp commodi¬ 
ties vpon our billes ? 

Cade. Marry prcfently. 
jiU. Obraue. 

Enter one with the heads. 

Cade. Bucisnotthisbrauer: 

Let them kiffe one another: For they lou’d well 
When they were aliue. Now part them againe, 

Leaft they confult about the giuing vp 
Of fome more Townes in France. Soldiers, 

Deferre the fpoileofthe Citic vntill night: 

For with thefc borne before vs,in fteed of Maces, 

Will we ride through theftrcets,& at euery Corner 
Haue them kiffe. Away. Exit 

\Alaram, and .Retreat, Eater againe Cade* 
and all ha rabhUmeut. 

Cade. VpFilh-ftreetc, downe Saint Magnes comer, 
kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames; 

Sound a parley. 

What noife is this I heare? 

Dare any be fo bold to found Retreat or Parley 
When I command them kill ? 
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ThefecondTart of.Henry the Sixt. 



Enter Buckingham,and old Clifford. 

! Buc . Ihecrc they be, that dare and will difturb thee: 
Know Cade, we come Ambaffadors from the King 
Vnto the Commons,whom thou haft milled,- 
And hcere pronounce free pardon to them all, 

That will for/ake thee, and go home in peace. 

Cltf\ What fay ye Countrimen, will ye relent 
And yeeld to mercy, whil’ft ’cis offered you. 

Or let a rabble leade you to your deaths. 

Who loues the King, and will imbrace his pardon, 

Fling vp his cap.and fay,God fane his Maicfty. 

Who hateth him, and honors not his Father, 

Henry the fift, that made all France to quake, 

Shake he his weapon at vs, and paffe by# 

sAlL God fauc the King, God faue the King. 

Cade. What Buckingham and Clifford are ye fo braue ? 
And you bafe Pezants, do ye beleeue him,will you needs 
be hang’d with your Pardons about your necltes? Hath 
my fword therefore broke through London gates, that 
you flhould Ieaue me at the White-heart in Southwarke. 
1 thought ye would ncuer haue giuen out thefe Armcs til 
you had rccouered your ancient Fteedomc. But you arc 
all Recreants and Daftai ds, and delight to liue in flauerie 
to the Nobility. Let them breakc your backes with bur¬ 
thens, take your houfes oucr your heads, rauifh your 
Wiues and Daughters before your faces. For me, I will 
make fhift for one, and fo Gods Curffe light vppon you 
all. 

AH Wee’l follow Cade, 

Wee’l follow Cade. 

Clif Is (fade the fonne of Henry the fife, 

That thus you do exclaime you’] go with him. 

' Will he conduit you through the heart of France, 

And make the meaneft of you Earles and Dukes i 
Alas, he hath no b»cne, no place to flye too: 

Nor knowes he how to liue, but by the fpoile, 

Vnlelfc by robbing of your Friends.and vs. 

Werk not a (Lame, that whilft you liue at iarre. 

The fearfull French, whom you me vanquished 
Should make a ftart ore-feas, and vanquish you > 

Me thinkes alreadic in this ciuill broyle, 

I lee them Lording it in London ftrects. 

Crying Vilha^o vnto all they mccce. 

Better ten thouiand bafe-borne Cades mifearry. 

Then you fhould ftoope vnto a Frenchmans mercy. 

To France, co-France, and get what you haue loft : 

Spare England, for ic is your Natiue Coaft: 

Henry hath mony,you areftrong and manly: 

God on our fide,doubt not of Vidtorie. 

All. A Clifford, a Clifford, 

Wee’l follow the King,and Clifford. 

Cade . Was cuer Feather fo Jightiy blowne too & fro, 
as this multitude? The name of Henry the fift,hales them 
to an hundred mifehiefes, and makes them leauc mec de¬ 
folate. 1 fee them lay their hcades together to furprize 
me. My fword make way for me, for hccre is no ftaying: 
in defpight of the diucls and hell, haue through the verie 
middeft of you, and heauens and honor be witneffe, that 
no vvantofrefolution in mec,. but onelyiry Followers 
bafe and ignominious trcalons, makes me betake mee to 
myheclcs. Exit 

'jBuci What, is he ft ~d? Go fome and follow him. 

And he that brings his head vnto the King,. 

Shall haue a tfroiffarid Crowucs for his reward- 

' Exeunt fome of them. 


Follow me fouldiers, wce’l deuile a mcane 

ToreconcileyouallvntotheKinp * ’ „ 

s * 

Sound Trumpets. Cuter Kin? 

SomerfctontheT^^ 

King. Was euer King that ioy’d an earthly Ti 
And could command no more content the l> ht0ne > 
NofoonerwasI crept out of my Cradle 
But 1 was made a King,at nine months old e 

Was ncuer SubiedUong’d to be a King 

As I do long and vvi£h to be a Subiedf. * 

Snter Buckingham and Cl ford. 

Buc. Health and glad tydings to your M a i t fl y 

Km. Why Buckingham, is theTraitorC^fl' • 

Or is he but retir d to make him ftrong ? Ur P ris ’dl 
Enter Multitudes with Halters.bout thtir 

Neckes, 

Clif He is fled my Lord,and all his powers „ 

And humbly thus with halters on their neckcs d ^ ’ 
Expedi your Highnefle doomc oflife >or death’ 

King. Then hcauenfet ope thy eueikflinco atfs 

To entertaine my vowesof thankesandpraift, 0 ’ 
Souldiers, this day haue you redeem’d your hJej 
And (hew*d how well you loue your Prince & C 0 unt tw . 
Continue ftill in this fo good a minde, ™' 

And Henry though he be infortunate, 

Affurc your felues will neuer be vnkinde: 

And fo with thankes, and pardon to you all, 

I do difinifle you to your leuerall Countries. 

^in. God faue the King,God faue the King. 

enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. Pleafe it your Grace to be aduertifed. 

The Duke ofYorke is newly Come from Ireland, 

And with a puifTam and a mighty power 
OfGallow-glafles and flout Kernes, 

Is marching hitherward in proud array, 

And ftill prodaimeth as he corr.es along, 

His Armes arc onely to remoue from thee 
The Duke of Somerfet,whom he tcarmes a Traitor, 
King. Thus ftands my ftate, ’twixt Cade and Yorkt 
diftreft. 

Like to a Ship, that hauing fcap’d a Tcmpeft, 

Is ftraighc way calme, and boorded with aPyrate. 

But now is Cadedriuen backe, his men difpicrc’d, 

And now is Yorkein Armcs, to fecondhim. 

I pray thee Buckingham go and meete him, 

And aske him what’s the reafon of thefe Armcs; 

Tell him, lie fend Duke Edmund to thcTower, 

And Somerfet we will commit thee thither, 

Vmill his Araiy be difmift from him. 

Somerfet. My Lord, 

Ilcyeeldemy fclfe toprifon willingly, 

Or vnto death, to do my Countrey good. 

King. In any cafe, be not to rough in termes. 

For he is fierce,and cannot brooke hard Language. 

Buc. I will my Lord, and doubt not fo todeale, 

As all things lhall redound vnto your good, 

Kmg. Come wife,let’s in,and learncto gouernbetter) 
For yet may England curie my wretched raigne. 

Flouri/h. ■£***• 
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Enter Cade- 

i c » r<n Ambitions : fie on my felfe, that haue a 
^’nd y vet am ready to famifh. Thefe fine daies haue 
(word> a y. Wo od S} and durft not peepe out, for all 
lh idroe tn tn forme , but noW am i fo hungry,that 

thcC0U 2ue a Leafe of my life for a thoufand yearcs, I 
ifI,n , ,g n h 1 longer. Wherefore on a Bricke wall haue 
C0U, ‘ hM i. o ^Garden, to fee ifl can cate Graffe, or 
1C f* Sallee another while,which is not amiffe to code 
P icke t ftomacke this hot weather: and I think this word 
Sl,, . in < borne to do me good: for many a time but for 
Sjl etV *nv braine-pan had bene cleft with a brown Bill; 
’’J 3 time when I haue bcenc dry, & brauely mar- 
. • ' hat h feru’d me infteede of a quart pot to drinkc 

toSdnovvthe word Salletmuftferue me to feed on. 

enter I den. 

p or d, who would liue turmoyled in the Court, 
. j may enioy fuch quiet walkes as thefe? 

Thisfmall inheritance my Father left me, 
rontenteth me, and worth a Monarchy. 

Tfeeke not to waxe great by others warning, 

Orcather wealth I care not with what enuy: 
t Jceih, that I haue maintaines my ftate. 

And fends the poore well plcafcd from my gate. _ 

^ Cede Heere’s the Lord of the loilc come to fcize me 
for aftray, for entering his Fcc-fimple without leauc. A 
Villaine, thou wilt betray me, and get a xooo. Crownes 
oftheKing by carrying my head to him, but He make 
thee cate Iron like an Oftridge, andfwallow my Sword 
like a great pin ere thou and I part. 

lden. Why rude Companion, whatfocre thou be,* 
Iknow thee not, why then fhould I betray thee ? 

Is’tnot enough to breakc into my Garden, 

And like aTheefe to come to rob my grounds: 

Climbing my walles infpight of me the Owner, 

But thou wilt braue me with thefe faweie termes ? 

Cede. Braue thee?I by thebeftblood that euer was 
broach’d, and beard thee to. Looke on mee well, I haue 
eatenomeate thefe fiue dayes, yet come thou and thy 
liue men, and ifl doe not Ieaue you all as dead as a doore 
naile, I pray God I may ncuer eate graftemore. 

Iden- Nay, it fhall nere be faid,while England ftands. 
That Alexander lden an Enquire of Kent, 

Tookeoddes to combate a poorefamifht man. 

Oppofethy ftedfaft gazing eyes to mine, 

Seeifthou canft out.face me with thy lookes: 

Set limbe to limbe, and thou art farre the leffcr: 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fift, 

Thylegge a fticke compared with thisTruncheon, 

My foote fhall fight with all the ftrength thou haft. 

And if mine armc be heaued in the Ayre, 

Thy graue is digg’d already in the earth: 

Asforwords, whofe grcatneftc anfwer’s words. 

Let this my fword report what fpeech forbeares. 

Cede. By my Valour : the moft compleate Champi¬ 
on that euer I heard. Steele, if thou turnc the edge, or 
cutnotout the burly bon’d Clowne in chines of Beefe, 
ere thou fleepe in thy Sheath,I befecch loue on n>y knees 
thou may ft be turn’d to Hobnailes. 


He ere they Eight « 

01 am flame, Famine and no other hath flaine me,let 


ten 


thoufand diuelles come againft me,- and giue me buc.tlw 
ten mcales I haue loft, and; I'de defie them all. W iter 

Garden, and be henceforth a burying place to all that do 
dwell in this houfe, bccaufc the vneonquered foule of 

Cade that I haue flain,that monftrous traitor? 
Sword* I will hallow thee for this thy deede, 

And hang theeo’re my Tombe,whcn l am dead. 

Ne’re (hall this blood be wiped from thy pome. 

But thou (halt wcare it as a Heralds coate. 

To emblaze the Honor that thy Matter got. 

Cade, lden farewell, and be proud of thy viftory: Tell 
Kent from me, ftre hath loft her beft man, and exhort all 
the World robe Cowards: For 1 that neuer feared any, 

amvanquifhedby Famine, not by Valour. Dyes. 

Id How much thou wrong’ftme.heauen be my iudgc ; 
Die damned Wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee: 

And as I thruft thy body in with my 1 word. 

So wilh 1,1 might thruft thy foule to hell. 

Hence will I dragge thee headlong by the heeles 
Vnto a dunghill, which fhall be thy graue, 

And there cut off thy moft vngracious head. 

Which I will beare in triumph to the King, 

Leauing thy trunke for Crowes to feed vpon. Exit. 

Enter Torke y and his tArrny of Iri(b, with 
Drum and Colours. 

Ter .From Ireland thus comes York to claim his right, 
And plucke the Crownc from feeble Henries head. 

Ring Belles alowd, burnc Bonfires cleare and bright 
To entertaine great Englands lawfull King. 

Ah Sanhla Manfias'. who would not buy thee decre ? 

Let them obey, that knowes not how to Rule. 

This hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 

I cannot giue due action to my words. 

Except a Sword or Scepter ballancc it. 

A Scepter fhall it haue, haue I a foule. 

On which lie toffe the Fleure-de-Luce of France. 

f 

Enter Buckingham . 

Whom haue we heere ? Buckingham to difturbe me ? 
The king hath lent him fure :Imuft diflembJc. 

r Buc. York<,it thou meaneft wcl, I greet thee well. 
Tor. Humfrey of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a Meffenger, or come of pleafure* 

Buc. A Meffenger from Henry , our dread Liege* 

To knowthcreafoaof thefe Armcs in peace. 

Or why, thou being a Subie&,as I am, 

Againft thy Oath,and true AlJcgeance fwornei. 

Should raife fo great a power without his Ieaue ? 

Or dare to bring thy Force fo neere the Court i 
Tor. Scarfe can I fpeake, my Choller is fo great. 

Oh I could hew vpRockes, and fight with Flint, ' C 
I am fo angry at thefe abie&tearmes. v 

And now like Aiax Telamomu *, 

On Shcepe or Oxen could I fpend my forie# 

lam farre better borne then is the king : v « 

More like a King, more Kingly in my thoughts. 

But I muft make faire weather yet a while. 

Till Henry be more weake,and I more ftrong. 
Buckingham,! prethee pardon me, 

That I haue giuen no anfwer all this while: 

My minde was troubled with deepc Melancholly. 

The caufe \Vhy I haue brought this Annie hither, 
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1 s to retnoue proud Somerfet from the King, 

Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 

Hue. That is too much preemption on thy part: 
But if thy Armes be to no other end. 

The King hath yeeldcd vnto thy demand: 
TheDukeofSomcrfetisin the Tower. 

Terkf. Vpon thine Honor is he Prifoner ? 

Buck. Vpon mine Honor he is Prifoner. 
lorke. Then Buckingham I dodifmiiTcmy Powres. 
Souldiers, I thanke you all: diiperfe your felues: 

Meet me tomorrow in S.GeorgesField , 

You (hall hauc pay, and cuery $hing you wilh. 

And let my Soueraigne, vertuous Henry, 

Command my eldeft fonne, nay all my fonnes. 

As pledges of my Fealtie and Loue, 

He fend them all as willing as I liue: 
Lands,Goods,Horfe,Armor, any thing I hauc 
Is his to vfe.lo Somcrfet may die. 

Buc. Yorke, I commend this kinde fubinifllon. 

We tvvaine will go into his Highntfffc Tent. 

Enter King and Attendants . 

King. Buckingham, doth Yorke intend no harme to vs 
That thus he marchcth with thee arme in arme ? 

Torke. In all fubmiflion and humility, 

Yorke doth prefent himfelfe vnto your Highneffc. 

K. Then what intend* thefe Forces thou doft brin° > 
Tor. To heaue the Traitor Somerfet from hence,> 

And fight againft that monftrous Rebcil Cade, 

Who fince I heard to be difeomfited. 


Enter Iden with Cades head. 

Idea, If one fo rude, and of fo meane condition 
May pafle into the prefence of a King : 

Loe, I prefent your Gracca Traitors head. 

The headofCWe, whom I in combat flew. 

King.The head of Cade ?Great God,how iuft art thou ? 
Oh let me view his Vifage being dead, 

Thatliuing wrought me iuch exceeding trouble. 

Tell me my Friend, art thou the man that flew him ? 
Iden. I was, an’t like your Maiefty. 

King.Wovt art rhou call’d? And what is thy degree ? 
Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my name, 

A poore Efqiiirc ofKent, that loues his King. 

Buc'. Sopleafeityou my Lord/twcre not amiffe 
He were created Knight for his good feruice. 

King, Iden, kneeledowne, rife vp a Knight: 

We giue thee for reward a thoufand Marker, 

And will, that thou henceforth attend on vs. 

Iden. May Iden liue to merit fuch a bountie. 

And neuerliue but true vnto his Liege. 

- 1 . 

Enter Quetne and Somerfet. 

K.See Buckingham,Somerfct comes with th'Queene, 
iGo bid her hide him quickly from the Duke. 

Qu. For thoufand Yorkes he lhall not hide his head, 
But boldly Band, and front him to his face. 

Tor. How now? is Somerfet at libertie ? 

Then Yorke vnloofe thy long imprifoned thoughts. 

And let thy tongue be equall with thy heart. 

Shall I endure the fight of Somerfet l 
Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith with me. 
Knowing how hardly 1 can brooke abufc ? 
i King did I call thee? No: thou art not King: 

Not fit to gouerne and rule multitudes, 
j Which dar'ft not,no nor csnft not rule a Traitor. 
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That Head of thine doth not beccm^Tr- 
Thy Hand is made to graspeaPoJn^fl,?^ 
And not to grace an awefull PrinceKr c" &c » 
'That Gold, mud round engirt thefe LJ CptCr - 
Whofe Smile and Frowne, like to 
I * able with the change, to kill and cut c Sfeare 

Heere is a hand to hold a Scepter vp 

And with the fame to afte controlling T 

CiillP nltlr. K.^n.n tliAi. Jl i. P w e* ! 



bom. O monftrous Traitor! I arreflU. £ 

Of Capitall Treafon ’gainft the King and r York * 
Obey audacious Traitor, kncele for Graff VVtlc! 

T"kt Wold’ft haue me knecle?Fitft let L , 

I i they can brooke I bow a knee to man: * 

Sirrah, call in my fonne to be my bale .' 

I know ere theyiwill haue me go to Ward 
They’! pawnc their fwords of my infranchiL. 

J&. Call hither Clifford, bid him come ZT 
To lay, if that the Baftard boyes of Yorke ^ ° e * 

Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father 
Torke. Oblood-belpottcdNeopolitan ' 

Out-cart of Naples, Englands bloody Sconce 
I he >onnes ot Yotke, thy betters in their birth' 

Shall be their Fathers baile, and bane to thofe* 

That for my Surety will refufc the Boyes. 

Enter Edward and Richard. 

See where they come, lie warrant they’l mike it Pon j 
Enter Clifford. ^ 1 

gu. And here comes Cl, ford to deny their bail. 
Clif. Health,and all happineffc to my Lord the U 
Tor A thanke thee Clifford: Say,what Lewes withS 
Nay, do noc highs: vs with an angry looke : nC 

We are thy Soueraigne Clifford, kneeleaga’jne • 

For thy miftakitig fo, We pardon thee. ’ 

Cltf. This is my King Yorke, I do not mifhke 
But thou miftakes me much to thinkc I do, 

1 o Bedlem with him, is the mangrowne mad. 

King. I Clifford, a Bedlem and ambitious humor 
Make* him oppofc himfelfe againft his King. 

C/if. He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower, 

And chop away that fa&ious pate of his. 

Hcisatrefted, but will not obey: 

His fonnesfhe fayes)lhall giue their words for him, 
Ter. Will you not Sonnes ? 

Edw. I Noble Father, ifour words will ferur. 
Rich. And ifwords will nor, then our Weapons dial 
Clif, , Why what a brood of Traitors haue we heere? 
Torke. Looke in aGlafle, and call tby Imagefo. 

I am thy King, and thou a falfc-heart Traitor: 

Call hither to the ftakemy two braue Beares, 

That with the very fhaking of their Chaines, 

They mayaftonifhthefefcll-lurking Curies, 

Bid Salsbury andWarwickecometonre. 

Enter the Earles of ITanticke, and 
Salisbury. 

f lif.Ere thefe thy Beares? Wee’I bate thy Bears to death, 
And manacle the Bcrard in their Chaines, 

If thou dar’ft bring them to the bayting place. 

Rich. Oft hauc I feene a hot ore-weening Curre, 

F un backe and bite, becaufe he was with-held, 

Who being fuffer’d with the Beares fell paw. 

Hath clapt his taile, betweene his legges and aide, 
And fuch a peece of feruice will you do,i 
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^CcVOuTWues to match Lord Warwicke. 
Ifjr °»r° P Hence heapeofwrath, foulc indigefted lumpe, 
0 tied in tby manners, a* thy fhape. 

A* ct0 £, aV we fhall heate you thorowly anon. 

J* y 3 y ke heedc lcaft by your heate you burne your 

fdu* 15: whv warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow? 

i- ,iru fhame to thy filuer haire, 

0 W$ a5 A mifleader of thy brhin-ficke fomie, 

Th i° U ^it thou on thy death-bed play the Ruffian? 

fele for forrow with thy Speflacles ? 

A u d here is Faith ? Oh, where is Loyalty ? 

-rfllebaoilht from the froftie head, 

1 1 n-iall it findc a harbour in the eafth ? 
ufthoii ff o digge a graue to findc out Wacre, 
f flhamc thine honourable Age with blood ? 

JIL 3 rtthou old, and want'd experience? 
nr wherefore doc ft abufc it, if thou haft it? 

For frame in dntie bend thy knee to me. 

That bowes vnto the graue with mickle age. 

1 £,/ Mylordjlhauecoufidered withmylelie 
TheTitle of this moft renowned Duke, 

L, in mV confcicnce, do repute his grace 
The rightful l heyre to Englands Royall icate. 

Kt ^ Hall thou not fvvorne Allegeance vnto me? 

thou difpenfc with hcauen for fuch an oath ? 
Sal. It is great finne ? to fv;eare vnto a finnc : 

Bat greater finne to keepe a finfull oath : 

Who can be bound by any folemnc Vow 
Todo amurd*rous deede, to rob a man, 

Toforceafpotlcflc Virgins Chaftitic, 

Torcaue the Orphan of his Patrimome, 

Towring the Widdow from her cuftom’d right, 

And haue no other reafon for this wrong, 

But that he was bound by a folcmncOath? 
fju, A fubcle Traitor needs no Sophitter. 
ling. Call Buckingham,and bid him arme himfelfe. 
forte. Cal! Buckingham,and all the friends thou haft, 
Iamrefolu’d for death and dignitie. 

OlAClf .The firft I warrant thee,if dreames proue true 
JVar. You were bell to go to bed,and dreame againe, 
Tokeepe thee from the Tempcft of the field. 

OldClif. I 3m lefoluM to beare a greater ftormc, 

Then any thou csnft coniure vp to day : 

And that lie write vpon thy Burgonet, 

Might! but know thee by thy houfed Badge. 

War. Now by my Fathers badge^old Neiiils Crcft, 

The rampant Beare chaired to the ragged llaffe. 

This day lie weare aloft my Burgonet, 

As on a Mountaine top, the Cedar fhc wes. 

That keepeshis leaues infpight ofany ftorme, 

Eucnioaffright thee with the view thereof. 

OldCltf And from thy Burgonet lie rend thy Beare, 
And tread it vnder foot with all contempt, 

Delpight the Bcarard, that protetts the Beare. 

lo.Cltf. And fo to Armes victorious Father, 

To quell the Rebels, and their Complices. 

Rich. Fie, Chari tie for flume,fpeakc not in fpight. 

For you (hall fup with left; Chrift to night. 

To Clif Foule ftygmatickc tha^s more then thou 
canfttcll. 

Ric. Ifnot inhcaucnjyou’lfurely fup in hell. Exeunt 
Enter Warwick *. 

Clifford of Cumberland, 'cis Warwicke callcs: 


War. 


And if thou doft not hide thee from the Beare, 


Now when the angrie Trumpet founds alarum. 

And dead mens cries do fill the cmptic ayre, 

Clifford I fay, come forth and fight with me. 

Proud Northerne Lord,Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes. 

Sifter Torke. 

War. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot 
Tor. The deadly handed Clifford flew my Steed : 

But match to match I haue encountrcd him, 

And made a prey for Carrion Kyces and Crowes 
Eucn of the bonnie beaft he loued fo well. 

Enter C/iJford. 

War. Of one or both of vs the time is comc. 

Tor . Hold Warwick: feck thee out lome other chace 
For I my felfe muft hunt this Deere to death. 

War.Thcn nobly Yorke/tis for a Crown thou fightft: 
As I intend Clifford to thriue to day, 

It greeuesmy fouleto leaue thcee vnaflfaird. Exit War. 

Cltf. What feeft thou in me Yorke? 

Why doft thou paufc ? 

Torke. With thy braue bearing fhould I be in loue. 
But chat thou art fo faft mine encmie. 

Chf Nor lliould thy proweffe want praife & efteeme, 
But that *tis fhewnc ignob!y,and in Treafon. 

Torke. So let it helpe me now againft thy fword,. 

As I in iuflicc, and true right expreffe it. 

Chf. My foule 3nd bodie on the a£ion both. 

Tor . A drcadfull lay, addrefle thee inftantly. 

(fhf. La fin Corrone les cumenes. 

Tor. Thus Warre hath giuen thee peace/or f art ftill. 
Peace with his foule, heauen if it be thy will. 

Enterjong Clifford. 

Cltf. Shame and Confulion all is on the rout, 

Feare frames diforder, and dilorder wounds 
Where it fhould guard. O Warre, thou fonne of hell. 
Whom angry heauens do make their miniftcr. 

Throw in the frozen bofomes of our part, 

Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldier flye. 

He chat is truly dedicate to Warre. 

Hath no felfe-loue : nor he that loues himfelfe. 

Hath not effentially, but by circumftance 
The name of Valour. O let the vile world end. 

And the premifed Flames of the Laft day. 

Knit earth and heauen together. 

Now let the generall Trumpet blow his blaft. 

Particularities, and pettic founds 

To ceafe. Was't thou ordain’d (deere Father) 

To loofc thy youth in peace, and to atchecuc 
TheSiluer Liuery ofaduifed Age, 

And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chairc-dayes, thus 
To die in Ruffian battcll ?Euenac this fight. 

My heart is turn'd to ftone: and while ’cis mine. 

It (hall be ftony. Yorke, not our old men fparcs: 

No more will I their Babes, Teares Virginal!, 

Shall be to me, euen as the Dew to Fire, 

And Beautie, that the Tyrant oftreclaimes. 

Shall to my flaming wrath, be Oylc and Flax: 
Henceforth, I will not haue to do with pitty. 

Meet 1 an infant of thohoufe of Yorke, 

Into as many gobbits will I cut it 
As wilde tJMedea yong Abfirtis did. 

In cruelty, will I feekeouemy Fame. 

Come thou new ruinc of oldc Cliffords houfc $ 

As did t /Eneas old jQnchjfcs beare. 

So beare I thee vpon my manly fhouldcrs: 

But then, ^Eneas bare a Iiuing loade; 

3 Nothing 
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Nothing fo heauy as thefe woes of mine. 

Enter Richard,and Somerfet to fight. 


Rich. So lyc thou there : 

For vnderneath an Ale-houfc paltry flgne,) 

The Caftle in S. lAlbons, Somerlet 
Hath made the Wizard famous in his death: 

Sword, hold thy temper; Heart, be wrathfull flill: 
Prieftspray for enemies, but Princes kill. 

Fight. Excarfions. 

Enter K'tng,ffhtetne,and others. 

Qu. Away my Lord, you are flow, for (Lame away. 
King. Can we outrun the Heauens ? Good Margaret 
flay. 

Qyt. What are you made of? You’lnorfighc norfly: 
Now is it manhood, wifedomc,and defence, 

Tojgiue the enemy way, and to fccurc vs 
By what we can, which con no more but flyc. 

<eAlarum a fane off". 
If you be tane, we then fliould fee the bottomc 
Of all our Fortunes: but if we haply feape, 

(As well we may, if not through your negled) 

We (hall to London get, where you are lou’d. 

And where this breathnow in our Fortunes made 
May readily be flopt. 

Enter Clifford. 

fflif. But that my hearts on future mifeheefe fet, 

I would fpeake blalphcmy ere bid you flye s 
But flyc you muft : Vncureable difeomfite 
Reignes in the hearts of all our prefent parts. 

Away for your rclcefe, and we will liue 
To fee their day,and them our Fortune giue. 

Away my Lord, away. Exeunt 


I 


Alarum. Retreat. Enter York;, R k Lrr~ -_ 

T L Soldiers,with Drum & C°ol ou f s H ' 4r * ie k 

fork*- Oi Salsbury, who can report ofhin 
That Winter Lyon, who in rage forget* ’ 

Aged contufions, and all brufh of Time • 

And like a Gallant, in the brow of youth 
Repaircs him with Occafion. This happv 
Is not it felfc, nor haue we wonne one few y 
IfSalsbury be loft. * 

Rich. My Noble Father: 

Three times to day 1 holpe him to his horfe 
Three times beftrid him: Thrice I led him off 
Pcrfwadcd him from any further a<ft; ’ 

But ftiH where danger was, dill there I met him 
And like rich hangings in a homely houfe * 

So was his Will, in his old feeble body, * 

But Noble as he is, lookc where he comes.) 

Enter Salisbury, 

Sal. Now by my Sword.well hafl thou f 0 ,,»L 
By’th’Mafle fo did we all. I thanke you Richft' t0d ‘J 

God knowes how long it is I haue to line: 

And it hath pleas’d him that three times to day 
You haue defended me from imminent dead/ 

Well Lords, we haue not got that which we haue 
’Tis not enough our foes arc this time fled * 
Being oppofites offuch repayring Nature.* 

York;. I know our fafety is to follow them 

For (as I hearc) the King is fled to London ' 

To call a prefent Court of Parliament: * 

Let vspurfuchim ere the Writs go forth. 
Whatfayes Lord Warwickc.fliall we after them? 

*Tar. After them; nay before them ifwe can: 
Now by my hand (Lords) Was a glorious day. 

Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Yorltt 
Shall be eterniz’d in all Age to come. 

Sound Drumme and Trumpets, and to London all, 
And more fach day es as thefe, to vs befall, £ xtm 


FINIS. 




The third Part of Henry the Sixt 


with the death of the Duke of 
YORKE. 


(i/fBus Trimus. Scma \Trima . 

• _ ___ 



zsiUrum, 


mtr plantagenet,£dward,Richard,.Norfolk;, Mount- 
ague, Warwick;,and Souldiers. 

Warwick;. 

waS'SW'onder how the King ctcap’d our hands ? 
jgfSf pi ,While we purfu’d theHorfmenofy North, 
||J $5 He flyly Hole away,and left his men: 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whole Warlike cares could neuer brooke retreat, 

Cheat’d vp the drouping Army,and himfelfc. 

Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breft 
Charg’d our maine Battailcs Front: and breaking in, 

\Vcri by the Swords of common Souldiers flaine. 

£cl«>. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham, 

Is either flaine or wounded dangerous. 

I deft his Beaucr with a down-tight blow : 

That this is true (Father) behold his blood. 

Mount. And Brothcr.hcrc’s the Earle ofWiltfliires 
Whom I encountred as the Battels ioyn’d. (blood, 
Rich. Speake thou for me,and tell them what I did. 
Plan. Richard hath beft deferud ofall my Tonnes: 

Butis your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfet i 
Nor. Such hope haue all the line of Iobn of Gaunt. 

Rich. Thus do I hope to fliake King Henries head. 
Warn. And fodoel,vi£torious Prince of York;. 

Before I fee thee feated in that T hrone, 

Which now the Houfe of Lancafter vfurpes, 

I vow by Heauen,thefe eyes (ball neuer do fe. 

This is the Pallace of the fearefull King, 

And this the Regall Seat: poflefic it York;, 

For chis is thine, and not King Henries Hcires. 

Plant. Aflift me then,fweet Warwick and I will. 

For hither we haue broken in by force. 

Norf. Wec’le all aflift you: he that flyes.fliall dye; 
PiW.Thankcs gentle Norfolk; by me my Lords, 
And Souldiers .flay and lodge by me this Night. 

They goe vp. 

Warn. And when the King comes,offer him no violence, 
Vnlefle he feeke to chruft you out perforce. 

/W.TheQueetie this day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinkes we (hall be of her counfaile. 

Bywords or blowes here let vs winne our right. 

Rich. Arm’d as we arc,let’s flay within this Houfe. 

^ v w. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call’d, 

V nieffe Duke of Yorke,be King, 


And balhfull Henry depos’d,whofe Cowardizc 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Riant. Then leaue me not,my Lords be refolute, 

* meane to take pofleflion of my Right, 

Wane. Neither the King,nor he that loues him beft, 
The prowdefl hec that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dares ftirre a Wing,if Warwick^ fhakc his Bells, 
lie plant Plantagenet , root him vp who dares: 

Refolue thee Richard, clayme the Englilh Crownc. 

Flourifh. Enter King Henry , Clifford, Northumberland, 
Weftmerland, Exeter, and the reft. 

Henry. My Lords,looke where the fturdie Rebell (its, 
Euen in the Chayrc of State: belike he tneanes, 

Backt by the power of Warwick;, that falfe Pcere, 

To afpire vnto the Cro wne,and reigne as King. 

Earle of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, 

And chine,Lord fflifford,&i you both haue vow’d reuenge 
On him,his Tonnes,his fauorites,and his friends. 

Northumb. If I be not,Heauens be rcueng’d on me. 

Clifford. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in 
Steele. 

Weftm. What,(lull we fuffer this? lets pluck him down. 
My heart for angerburnes,I cannot brooke it. 

Henry. Be patient,gentle Earle of Wcftmerland. 

Clifford. Patience is for Poultroones,fuch as he: 

He durft not fit there,had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord ,here in the Parliament 
Let vs aflayle the Family of York;. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken,Coufin be it fo. 

Henry. Ah,know you not the Citie fauours them, 

And they haue troupes of Souldiers at their beck ? 

Weftm. But when the Duke is flaine, they’le quickly 
flyc. 

Henry. Farrebe the thought of this from Henries heart, 
To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houfe. 

Coufin of Exeter,frownes,words,and threats. 

Shall be the Warre that Henry meanes to vfe. 

Thou factious Duke of Yorke defeend my Throne, 

And kneele for grace and mcrcie at my feet, 

I am thy Soueraigne. 

York;. I am thine. 

Exet. For ftiamc come downe,he made thee*Duke of 
Yorke. 

York?- It was my Inheritance,as the Earlcdome was, 

£tt#.Thy 
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Exet. Thy Father was a Tray tor to the Crowne. 
Warw-Exeter thou art a Traytor to the CroVvnc, 

In following this vfurping Henry. 

Clifford. Whom fhould hee follow, but his naturall 
King ? 

Warm. True Clifford,that's Richard Duke of Yorke, 
Henry. And (hall I If and,and thou fit in my Throne ? 
Torke. It muft and fhall be fo,content thy fclfe. 
War#. Be Duke of Lancaftcr,lec him be King. 

IVeftm. He is both King,and Duke of Lancaster, 

And that the Lord of Weflmerland (hall maintaine. 

Warm. And Warmick.{hall difprouc it. You forget. 
That we arc thofe which chas’d you from the field. 

And flew your Fathcrs.and with Colours fpread 
Marcht through thcCitie to the Pallacc Gates. 

Northumb. Yes Warwicke,! remember it to my griefe, 
And by his Soule,thou and thy Houfe fhall rue it, 

Wefim. Plantagenet, of thee and thefe thy Sonnes, 

Thy Kinfmen.'and thy Friends,Ilc hauc more liues 
Then drops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines. 

« Vrge it no more, left that in ftead of words, 

I fend th ce,Warwick?, fuch a Mcffenger, 

As (hall reuenge his death,before I ftirre. 

Warm. Poore Clifford , how I fcornc his worthless 
| Threats. 

Tlant. Will you we Ihew our Title to the Crowne? 
If not,our Swords fliall pleade it in the field. 

; Henry. What Title haft thou Traytor to the Crowne? 
My Father was as thou art.Duke of Yorke, 

Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer ,Earle of March. 

I am the Sonne of Henry the Fift, 

Who made the Dolphin and the French to ftoupe. 

And feiz’d vpon their Townes and Prouinccs. 

Warm. Talke not of France,fith thou haft loft it all. 
Henry. The Lord Protestor loft it,and not I: 

When I was crown’d,I was but nine moneths old. 

I Rich. You are old enough now, 

! And yet me thinkes you loofc : 

Father teare the Crowne from the Vfurpers Head. 
Edward. Sweet Father doe lo,fet it on your Head. 
Mount. Good Brother, 

As thou lou’ft and honored Amies, 

Let’s fight it out,and not ftand cauilling thus. 

‘Richard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets, and the 
| King will flye. 

Plant. Sonnes peace. 

Henry. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to 
| fpeake. 

Warm. Plantagenet flial fpeake firft: Heare him Lords, 

I And be you filent and attentiue too. 

For he that interrupts him,fhall not liue. 

//<?#. Think’ft thou,that I will leaue my Kingly Throne, 

! Wherein rny Grandfire and my Father fat ? 

I No:firft fliall Warrcvnpeoplethis my Rcalme; 

I,and their Colours often borne in France, 

And now in EngIand,to our hearts great forrow. 

Shall be my Winding-fhcet. Why faint you Lords i 
| My Tide's good,and better farre then his. 

Warm. Proue it Henry ,and thou (halt be King. 

Hen. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft got the Crowne 
Plant. ’Twas by Rebellion againft his King. 

Henry. I know not what to fay,my Titles wcakc: 

I Tell mc.may not a King adopt an Heire ? 

Plant? What then i 

Henry. And if he may,then am I lawfull King i 
For Richard ,in the view of many Lords, 
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Refign’d the Crowne to «e«mh 7 F^T 
W hofe Heire my Father was,and I am hU 

Plant. He rofc againft him,beinghisV 

And made him to refigne his Crowne perfn 
Warm Suppofe.my Lords,hedid if Vn S 
Thinke you twercpretudiciall to hiiCrnu T^n’d, 
Exet. No: for he could not fo refigne h' r 
But that the next Heire (hould fucceed anH (_r ° Wn f ) 
Henry An thou againft V s,Duke of ExeS'* 
Exet. His is the right,and therefore par ? n ? 
Plant. Why whifperyou.mvLorric ^ j nn, e- 
Exet. My Confcicnce tells me he is lawfu*n? WD ° t? 
Henry. All will reuolt from me,and turn 
Non hnmb .Plantagenet fox all the Claym*tfr 
Thinke not,that Henry (hall be fo deno/,i Ula A 
Warm Depos’d he fliall be.in defLfc of .. 
Northumb. Thou art decciu’d: ' ° a ‘ 

Tis not tny Southerne power 
Of Effex,Noifolke,Suffolkc ,nor of Kent 

May that ground gape,and fwallow me aline 
Where I fliall kneele to him that flew my Father 
Henry. Oh Clifford, how thy words reuiue tnvhe 
Plant. Henry of Lancaflcr,refigne thy CrowjJ ‘ 
What mutter you,or what confpire you Lords i ' 
Warm. Doe right vnto this Princely Dukeofv. 1 
Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men Y kc ' 
And ouer the Chayre of State,where now he fits 

Write vp his Title with vfurping blood. 

Heftampes with hie foot,and the Souldiers 
Jbeiv them fellies. 

Henry My Lord of Warwick,heare but onevtord 

Let me for this my life time reigne as King, J 

A ^T ,C ^ rnie tllC Crovvne co nie a »d to mine Heim 
And thou flialt reigne in quiet while thou lin’d. ’ 

Henry. I am content: Richard Plantagenet 
Enioy the Kingdome after my deceafe. * 

Cl,ford. What wrong is this vnto the Prince,your 
Sonne? ' 

Warm. What good isthisto England,andhimfelfe? 
We[tm. Bafe.fearefull^and dcfpayring//<*#rj\ 
Clifford. How haft thou iniur’d both thy fclfe and vj? 
Weftm. I cannot ftay to heare thele Articles. 
Northumh. Nor I. 

Come Coufin, let vs tell the Qyccnc theft 



Clifford 

Ncwcs* 

U^eftm. Farwell faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whofe cold blood no fparke of Honor bides# 
Northumb .Be thou a prey vnto the Houfe o iTorke, 
And dye in Bands,for this vnmanly deed. 

Cliff, fn dreadfull Warremay’ftthou bcoucrcome. 
Or liue in peace abandon’d and defpis'd. 

IFarr*. Turne this way Henry, and regard them not, 
Exeter. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not 
yeeld. 

Henry. Ah Exeter. 

IPanv. Why fhould you figh,my Lord ? 

Henry . Not for my felfe Lord IPanvick ^but my Sonne, 
Whom I vnnaturally (hall dif-inherite. 

But be it as it may: I here entayle 
The Crowne to thee and to thine Heires for euer. 
Conditionally, that heerc thou take an Oath, 

To ceafe this Ciuill Warre : and whiPft I liue, 


To 
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- , rtnor t^hyKi^g7» d SoumigHcr 
^°^° n .herbvTrcafon norHoftilitiCi 
A° d , % t0 pur me downe.and reigne thy felfe. 

To T ^, Oath I willingly take,and will performe. 

P frm. Long liue King Henry ; Plantagenet embrace 

And long liue thou, and thefe thy forward 

So" 0 / 5 ; jsj oW York ?and Lancafier are reconcil’d. 
i t ’ Aecurft be he that feckes to make them foes. 

* x< * Senet. Here they come domne. 

Vint. Farewell .my gracious Lord,Ile to my Caftle. 
Mr#. A° d l' e ^ ee P c L° n <l° n with my Souldiers. 
tforf. And I to Norfolke with my follower . 

\famt. And I vnto the Sea,from whence I came. 

Henry. And I with griefe and forrow to the Court. 

Enter the fueene. 

Setter. Heere comes the Qucene, 

WholeLookes bewray her anger: 

He ftealeayvay- 
Renry- Exeter (o will I. 

Qucene- Nay,goc not from me,I will follow thee. 
fjfxry- Be patient gentle Qiieene, and I will ftay. 
Quern. Who can be patienc in fuch extreames i 
Ahvvretchcd man,would I had dy’de a Maid t 
And neuer leene thee,r.euer borne thee Sonne, 

Seeing thou haft prou’d fo vnnaturall a Father. 

Hath he deferu’d to loofc his Birth-right thus ? 

Hadfl thou but lou’d him halfe fo well as I, 

Or felt that paine which I did for him once, 

Ornourilht him,as I did with my blood ; 

Thou would’ft hauc left thy dcareft heart-blood there. 
Rather then hauc made that fauage Duke thine Heire, 

And dif-inherited thine onely Sonne. 

Prince. Father,you cannot dif-inherite me: ■, 

If you be King, why {hould not I fucceede ? 

Henry. Pardon me Margaret, pardon me fweet Sonne, 
TheEarle of Warwick and the Duke enfore’e me. 

Quee. Enfore’e thee? Art thou King,and wilt be forc’t? 
I (hame to heare thee fpeake: ah timorous Wretch, 

Thou haft vndone thy fclfe,thy Sonne,and me. 

And giu’11 vnto the Houfe of torke fuch head, 

As thou {halt reigne but by their fufferance. 

Tocntaylchlm and his Heires vnto the Crowne, 

What is it,but to make thy Sepulcher, 

And creepe into it farre before thy time ? 
Wmci^isChancelor.and the Lord of Callice, 

Sterne Falconbridge commands the Narrow Seas, 

The Duke is made Protedlor of the Realme, 

And yet flialt thou be fafe? Such fafctiefindcs 
The trembling Lambe.inuiionncd with Wolucs. 
dad I beene there,which am a filly Woman, 

The Souldiers fhould haue tofs’d me on their Pikes, 

Before I would haue granted to that A6h 
Jut thou preferr’ft thy Life,before thine Honor. 

Andfeeing thou do’tt,I here diuorce my felfe, 
doth from thy Table Henry,and thy Bed, 
that A 61 of Parliamcnt be repeal’d. 

Whereby my Sonne is dif-inherited. 

TheNortheme Lords,that haue forfworne thy Colours, 
iVill follow mine,if once they fee them fpread: 

And fpread they {hall be,to thy foule difgracc, 

And vtter ruine of the Houfe of Torke. 

Thus doe I leaue thee: Come Sonne, let’s away, 

Our Army is ready; come,wce’le after them. 


Henry. Stay gentle Margaret,and heare me fpeake. 

fQneene. Thou haft fpoke too much already: get thee 
gone, 

Henry. Gentle Sonne Edmard, thou wilt ftay me ? 

Queene. I,to be murther’d by hisEnemies. 

Prince. When I returne with viftorie to the field, 
lie fee your Grace: till then,He follow her. 

Queene. Come Sonne away, we may not linger thus, 

Henry. Poore Queene, 

How loue to me, and to her Sonne, 

Hath made her breake out into termes of Rage. 

Rcucng'd may flic be on that hatefull Duke, 

Whofe haughtie fpirit,winged with defire. 

Will coft my Crowne.and like an emptie Eagle, 

Tyre on the flelh of me,and of my Sonne, 

The lofle of thofe three Lords torments my heart: 

He write vnto them, and entreat them faire; 

Come Coufin,you fliall be the Meflenger. 

Exet. And 1,1 hope.fhallrcconcile them all. Exit, 

■. •:.> i .. . .jihbn/'. 

FlourHb, Enter Richard, Edmard, and 
ejtl aunt ague. 

Richard. Brother, though I bee youngeft, giue mec 
leaue. 

Edward. No,I can better play the Orator. 

Mount. But I haue reafons ftrong and forccable. 

Enter the Duke of Torke. 

Torke. Why how now Sonnes,and Brother, at a ftrife ? 
What is your Qiiarrell ? how began it firft? 

Edmard. No Qiiarrell,but a flight Contention. 

Torke. About wliattf 

Rich. About that which concernes your Grace and vs. 
The Crowne of England,Father,which is yours. 

Torke. Mine Boy? not till King Henry be dead. 

Richard. Your Right depends not on his life,or death. 

Edward.Nove you are Heire,therefore enioy it now: 
By giuing the Houfe of Lancafier leaue to breathe. 

It will out-runne you,Father,in the end. 

Torke. I tookc an Oath, that hee (hould quietly 
reigne. 

Edward. But for a Kingdome any Oath may be broken; 
I would breake a thotifand Oathes,to reigne one y eere. 

Richard. No: God forbid your Grace fhould be for- 
fwornc. £ 

Torke. I fhall be,if I clayme by open Warre. 

Richard. lie proue the contrary, if you’le heare mee 
fpeake. 

Torke. Thou canft not,Sonne: it is impoflible. 

Richard. An Oath is of no moment,being not tookc 
Before a true and lawfull Magiftrate, 

That hath authorise ouer him that fweares 
Henry had none,but did vfurpe the place. 

Then feeing 'twas he that made you to depofe. 

Your Oath,my Lord,is vaine and friuolous. 

Therefore to Armcs: and Father doe but thinke, 

How fweet a thing it is to weare a Crowne, 

Within whofe Circuit is Elt^ium, 

And all that Poets fainc of Slide and Joy. 

Why doe we linger thus? I cannot reft, 

Vntill the White Rofc that I weare, be dy’de 
Euen in the luke-warme blood of Henries hearty 

Torke. Richard ynough: I will be King,or dye* 
Brother,thou flialt to London prefently. 

And whet on Warwick. co this Enterprife, 

Thou 
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Thou Richard fluff to the Duke of Norfolkc, 

And cell hirnpriuilyof our intent. 

You Edward (hall vr.to my Lord Cobham, 

With whom the KentUhmen will willingly rife. 

In them I truft: for they are Souldiors, 
Witcic,courteous,liberall/ull ot fpirit. 

While you are thus imploy’d, what refteth more ? 

But that I feeke occafion how to rife. 

And yet the King not priuie to my Drift, 

Nor any of the Houfc of Lancafier » 

- Enter Gabriel . 

But ftay, what Nerves ? Why comm’ft thou in fuch 
pofte? 

Gabriel. The Queene, 

With all the Northernc Earles and Lords, 

Intend here to befiege you in your Caftlc. 

She is hard by.with twentie thoufand men: 

And therefore fortifie your Hold,my Lord. 

Torke. I, with my Sword. 

What ? think’ft thou,that we feare them ? 

Edward and Richard, you (hall ftay with me. 

My Brother Mount ague fhall pofte to London. 

Let Noble tvarwicke,Cobham, and the reft. 

Whom we haue left Protcdlors of the King, 

With powrefull Pollicie ftrengthen themfelucs. 

And truft not firopie Henry, nor his Oathcs. 

Mount. Brother, I goe: lie winne them,fcare it not. 
And thus moft humbly I doc take my leaue. 

Exit OHountague. 

Enter C\tortinter t and his Brother. 

Tork. Sir Iohn, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine Vnckles, 
You are come to Sandall in a happic houre. 

The Armie of the Queene meane to befiege vs. 

Iohn. Shce ill all not neede, wee’le mccte her in the 
field. 

Torke. What,with fiue thoufand men ? 

Richard. I, with fiue hundred,Father,for a neede. 

A WOman’s general!: what fhould we feare ? 

A March afarre off. 

Edward. IhearetheirDrummes: 

Let's-fet our men in order, 

And iflue forth,and bid them Batcaile ftraight. 

2V^*,Fiuemen to twentie: though the oddes be great, 

I doubt not, Vnckle.of our Vi&orie. 
ManyaBattailehauel wonne in France, 

When as the Enemie hath beene tenne to one: 

Why fliould I not now haue the like fuccefle ? 

Alarum. Exit, y 

Enter Rutland,and his Tutor. 

Rutland. Ah,whither fhall I flye,to fcape their hands ? 
Ah Tutor,looke where bloody Clifford comes. 


Enter Clifford. 

Clifford. Chaplainea way.thy Priefthood faues thy life. 
As for the Brat of this accurfcd Duke, 

Whofc Father (lew my Facher.he fliall dye. 

Tutq£. And l.my Lord, will beare him company. 
Clifford. Souldiers,away with him. 

Tutor. Ah Clifford,vnutthcr not this innocent Child, 
Leaft thou be hated both ofGod and Man. Exit. 
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Clifford. How now# is he dead alreadjrr 
Or is it feare,that makes him elofehis ev «. 

He open them. ycs * 

Rutland, So looks the pent-voLvon^ . 

Tha* trembles vndcr his dcuouring Pawes' ^ ^ rtt 
And fo he >valkes,infulting o*re his Prey = 

And fo he comes.ro rend his Lirnbcs aiun.U 
Ah gentle Clifford ,kill me with rhy Sword * 

And not with fuch a cruell threatning Look 
Sweet Clifford hearc me fpeake.bcfore I dye' 

I am too meane a fubieft for thy Wrath ^ * 

Be thou reueog’d on men.and let me liue 
Clifford. In vaine thou fpeak’fLpoor.V. 

My Fathers blood hath ftopt the paffa Re ^ 
Where thy words fliould enter, 6 

Rutland. Then let my Fathers blood ocenW, . 

He is a man.and Clifford cope with him. * ° ainc : 

Clifford. Had I thy Brethren here, theirliu esan ^ t. 

Were not reuenge fufficicnt for me: ^ 

No.if I digg’d vp thy fore-fathers Graucs, 

And hung their rotten Coffins vp in Chayn es 
It could not flake mine irc,nor cafe my heart.’ 

The fight of any of the Houfc of Torke, 

Is as a furie to torment my Soule; 

And till I root out their accurfed Line, 

And leaue not one aliue.I liue in Hell. 

Therefore— 

Rutland. Oh let me pray .before I take my death • 
To thee I prayjfwcet Clifford pitty me. 

Clifford. Such pitty as my Rapiers point affordt. 
Rutland. I neuer did thee harme: why wilt thou fl a , 
me? > 

Clifford. Thy Father hath. 

Rutland. But 'twas ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one Sonne, for his fake pitty me, 

Leaft in reuenge thereof,fith God is iuft, • 

He be as miferably flaine as I. 

Ah.let me liue in Prifonail my dayes, 

And when I giue occafion of offence. 

Then let me dye,for now thou haft no caufe, 

Clifford. No caufe? thy Father flew my Fathentherc- 

fore dye. 

Rutland. Diyfaciant Units fitntma fit tfta tut. 
Clifford. Plant agenet, I come Plantagenet: 

And this thy Sonnes blood clcauing to my Blade, 
Shall ruft vpon my Wcapon.till thy blood 
Congeal’d with this,doe make me wipe off both. Exit, 

oAlarum. Enter Richard, Duke of Torfe. 

Torke- The Army of the Queene hath got the field: 
My Vnckles both are flaine, in refeuing me; 

And all my followers,to the eager foe 
Turne back,and flye,Iike Ships before the Winde, 

Or Lambes purfu’d by hunger-ftarued Wolues. 

My Sonnes,God knowes whac hath bechanced them: 
But this I know,they haue demean'd themfelucs 
Like men borne to Renowne, by Life or Death. 

Three tiroes did Richard make a Lane to me. 

And thrice cry’de,Courage Father,fight it out: 

And full as oft came Edward to my fide. 

With Purple Faulchion,painted to the Hilt, 

In blood of thofe that had encountred him: 

And when the hardy eft Warriors did retyre, 

Richard cry’de,Charge,and giue no foot of ground, 
And cry’de, A Crowne,or elle a glorious Tombe. 


Rasa 
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- —ZToratT Earthly Sepulchre. 

A S '' eP u «.e charg’d againe: but out alas, 

Wi th vv 8 as f haue fecne a Swan 

odefe labour fwimme againft theTyde, 
\V>t h . bo , her ftcength with ouer-matching Waucs. 
And (p enc ^ A jhort Alarum within. 

, ire the facall followers doe purfue, 
feint and cannot flye their furie: 

J®) 1 *" i i would not lliunne their futic. 

, t ouSbted.ti»t nuke. ,p ray Lift 
5 l fl “y,.nd hete ray Life rauft end. 


Enter the fifueene, Clifford, Northumberland, 
the young Prince,and Souldier s. 




r me bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 

; kre vour qucnchleffe furie to more r ? gc; 
m vourSort,and 1 abide your Shot. 
rtorthmb. Veeld to our mercy,proud FUntagenet. 
Cifiorl L t0 Pu£ b n >crcy,as lus roth’.effe Arme 
tffirhdowne-right payment,(hew’d vnto my Father. 

SJ pi ton hath tumbled from his Carre, 

And made an Eueningatthe Noone-tide Prick. 

Tork Myafla«» as the Phoenix,may bring torch 

• Bird,that will reuenge vpon you 111: 

Indin that hope,I throw mine eyes to Heaucn, 

Scorning what ere you can affli tf me with. 

Why come you not ? what, multi tudes,and tcarc? 

Chf So Cowards fight.when they can flye no further, 
SoDoues doe peck the Faulcons piercing Tallons, 

So Operate Theeues,all hopeleffeof their Liues, 
greathe out Inuedliues gainft the Officers. 

Torke- Oh Clifford, but bethinkc thee once againe. 

And in thy thought ore-run my former time : 

And if thou canft.for blufhing,view this face, 

And bite thy tongue,that (landers him with Cowardice, 
Whole fiowne hath made thee faint and flye ere this. 

Clifford. I will not bandie with thee word for word, 
But buckler with thee blowes twice two for one. 

i Queene. Hold valiant Clifford, for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while the Tray tors Life: 

Wrath makes him deafe; fpeake thou Northumberland. 

Rorthumb .Hold Clifford,doc not honor him fo much. 
To prick thy finger,though to wound his hearc. 
Whatvalour were it,when a Curre doch grinne. 

For one to thruft his Hand betweene his Teeth, 

When he might fjpurne him with his Foot away ? 

It is Warres prize,to take all Vantages, 

And tenne to one,is no impeach of Valour. 

Clifford. I, I, fo ftriues the Woodcocke with the 
Gynne, 

Northumb. So doth the Connie ftruggle in the 
Net. 

Tw^.SotriijmphTheeues vpon their conquei’d Booty, 
SoTruemen yecld with Robbers,fo o’re-matchc. 

Northumb. What would your Grace haue done vnto 
ijm now ? 

^ Queene. Braue Warriors ,Clifford and Northumberland, 
-omemake him (land vpon this Mole-hill here. 

Hut raughc at Mountaines with out-ftretched Armes, 

* ccparted but the fliadow with his Hand. 

A hat,was it you that would be Englands King ? 

Vas t you that rcuell’d ir. our Parliament, 

Ind made a Preachment of yourhighDefcent? 

Vherc are your Mcffe of Sonnes,to back you now, 
he wanton Edward, and the luftic George ? 


And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigie. 

Dickie, your Boy,that with his grumbling Voyce 
Was wont to cheare his Dad in Mutinies ? 

Or with the rcft.where is your Darling Rutland l 
Looke Torke, 1 ttayn’d this Napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford, with his Rapiers point. 

Made iflue from the Bofome of the Boy: 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I giue thee this to drie thy Chcekcs withail- 
Alas poore Torke y but that I hate thee deaciiy, 

I fhould lament thy miferable fUte. 

I prythee giieuc^to make me merry >Torkf. 

Whatjharh thy fierie heart fo parcht thine cntrayles. 
That not a Teare can fall/or Rntlands death ? 

Why art thou patient^man? thou fhould’ft be mad: 

And Uo make thee mad,doe mock thee thus.. 
Stampe,raue,and frct,that I may fing and dance. 

Thou would'ft be fec’d.I fee^to make me fport: 

Torke cannot fpeake,vnlcflc he wcarc a Crowne. 

A Crowne for Torke ; and Lords,bow lowe to him: 

Hold you his hands.whilcft I doe fee it on. 

I marry Sir,now lookes he like a King: 

I,this is he that tookc King Henries Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted Heirc. 

But how is itjthat great Plantagenet 

Is crown’d fo foone^and broke his folemne Oath ? 

As I bethinkc (Kould not be King, 

Till our King llmr) had (liooke hands with Death. 

And will you pale your head in Kenries Glory, 

And rob his Temples of the Diademe, 

Now in his Life,againft your holy Oath ? 

Oh ’tis a fault too too vnpardonablc. 

Off with the Crowne;and with the Crowne,his Head, 
And whileft we brcathe,takc time to doe him dead. 
Clifford. That is my Office, for my Fathers fake. 
Qttfcnc. Nay ftay, let's lieare the Orizons hce 
makes. 

Toyke. Shce-Wolfe of France, 

Buc worfe then Wolues of France, 

Whofe Tongue more poyfons then the Adders Tooth ; 
How ill-befeeming is it in thy Sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 

Vpon their Woes^hom Fortune captiuates i 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like,vnehanging* 

Made impudent with vfe of cuill deedes. 

I would affiiy,pro wd Q4icene,to make thee blufh. 

To tell thee whence thou cam’ft,of whom deriu’d. 

Were fhame enough, to fhame thee 4 
Were thou not fhameleflc. 

Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils,and Icrufalem, 

Yet not fo wealthie asau Englifli Yeomam 
Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infult ? 

It needes not,nor it booccs thee not,prowd Queene, 
Vnlcfle the Adage mull be verify’d, 

That Beggers mounted,runne their Horfe to death* 

Tis Beautie that doth ofc make Women prowd. 

But God he knowes,thy fhare thereof is fmall. 

"Tis Vercue,thac doth make them moft admir’d. 

The contrary,doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis Gouernment that makes them feeme Diuinc, 

The want thereof,makes thcc abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good, 

Asth z Antipodes are vnto vs. 

Or as the South to the Septentrion. 

OhTygrcs Heart,wrapt in a WomansHide* 
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How could'ft thou draync the Life-blood of the Child, 
To bid the Father wipe his eyes withal!, 

And yet be feene to bearc a Womans face ? 

Women are fdfi,-inilde 9 pittifull t and flexible; 
ThoUifternCjobdurate^mtie* rough, remorfelefle. 

Bidft thou me rage? why now thou haft thy wifti. 
Would’ft haue me weep*? why now thou haft thy will. 
For raging Wind blowcs vp inccflfant (Lowers, 

And when the Rage allayesjthe Raine begins* 

Thefc Tearcs arc my fwcet Rutland* Obfequies, 

And euery drop crycs vengeance for his death, 

Gainft thee fell Clifford, and thee falfc French-woman* 
Northumb. Bcfhrew mCjbat his paflions moues me fo, 
That hardly can I check my eyes from Tearcs. 

York*. That Face of his, 

The hungry Caniballs would not haue toucht. 

Would not haue ftayn'd with blood: 

But you are more inhumane^ore inexorable, 

Oh,tenne times more then Tygers of Hyrcania. 
See,ruthlefle Quecne,a hapleflfe Fathers Teares: 

1 his Cloth thou dipd’ft in blood of my fwcet Boy, 

AndT with Teares doe wafh the blood away. 

Kecpe thou the Napkin % aitd goc boaft of this, 

And if thou tell’ft the heauie ftorie right, 

Vpon my Soule,the hearers will fhed Teares : 

Yea,euen my Foes will fhed faft-falling Teares, 

And fayjAlas, it was apittious deed* 

There,take the Cvowne,and with the Crowne,my Curfc, 
And in thy nced,fuch comfort come to thee. 

As now I reape at thy too cruell hand. 

Hard-hearted Clifford ,take me from the World, 

My Soule to Heauen,my Blood vpon your Heads. 

Northutnb. Had he been flaughter-man to all my Kinnc, 
I fhould not for my Life buc weepc with him. 

To fee how inly Sorrow gripes his Soule. 

Sl^een. What,weeping ripe,my Lord Northumberlandl 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly drie thv melting Teares. 

Clifford . Heerc’s for my Oath, heere’s for my Fathers 
Death. 

Queene. And heere’s to right our gentle-hearted 
£ in g* 

Yorke. Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God, 

VI y Soule fl/es through thefe wounds, to feeke out thee* 
jQueene.Ofi with his Head,and fee it on Yorke Gates, 
So Yorke may oucr-looke the Towne of Yorke. 

Flourifij. Exit. 

A March. Enter Edward, Richard , 
and theh' power. 

Edward. I wonder how our Princely Father fcap’c: 

Or whether he be fcap’t away,or no, 

From Cliffords and Northumberland's purfuit ? 

Had he been ta’nc.we fhould haue heard the newes; 

Had he beenc flaine,we fhould haue heard the newes.: 

Or had he fcap’t,me thinkes we ftiould haue heard 
The happy tidings of his good efcapc. 

How fares my Brother? why is he fo fad ? 

Richard . I cannot ioy,vntill I be refolu’d 
Where our right valiant Father is become. 

I faw him in the Battaile range about. 

And watcht him how he Tingled Clifford forth. 

Me thought he bore him in the thickeft troupe, 

As doth a Lyon in a Heard of Neat, 

Or as a Bcare cocompaiVd round with Dogges: 
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JJho hauing pincht a few,and made them 
The reft ftand all aloofe,and barlcc at h "?> 

So far'd out Father with his Enemies m * 

So fled his Enemies my Warlike Father* 

Me thinke* ’tis prize enough to be hi j s 
See how the M*rning opes her golden p!!*' 

And takes her farweli of the glorious c, lCS » 

How well refemblcs it the prime of y out J e * 
Trimm’d like a Yonker, prauncing to hi s L ’ , 

Ed. DazlcmmeeyeSjOrdocI feeth c ? 

^ie6.Three glorious Sunnes,cach on 111 r e,:i 
Not feperated with the racking Clouds fCr ^ Sl| n! 
But feuer’d in a pale clearc-ftining Skye 
See.fee.they ioyne,embrace,and feem e to K 
As if they vow’d fomc League inuiolablc 
Now arc they but one Lampe.one LioV,. J „ 

In this,the Heauen figures fonje cuent. S “ nne: 

Edward. ’Tis wondrous ftrangc. 

The like yet neuer heard of. * 

I thinke it cites vs(Brother)to the field 
That wcCjthe Sonnes *f braue Plautalenet 
Each one alreadie blazing by our mecdcs * 

Should notwithftanding ioyncour Lights’toe..i 
And ouer-fhine the Earth,as this the World. 2 "' 
What ere it bodes, hcncc-forward will I bear. 
Vpon myTargucc three fairc Alining Sunnei 
Richard. Nay.beare three Daughters*. 

By your leaue, 1 fpeake it. 

You loue the Breeder better then the Male, 

Enter one blowing. 

But what art thou,whofe heauie Lookesfore-tell 
Some dreadfull ftory hanging on thy Tongue { 

Meff. Ah,one that W3s a wofull looker on ' 
When as the Noble Duke of Yorke was flaine 
Your Princely Father,and my louing Lord. 

Edward. Oh fpeake no more, for I haue heard toi 
much. 

Richard. Say how he dy’de/or I will heart it all, 
Meff. Enuironedhe was with many foes, 

And flood againft them, as the hope of Troy 
Againft the Greekes,that would haue entredTroy, 
But Hercules himfelfe muft yeeld to oddes: 

And many ftroakes.though with a little Axe, 

Hewcs downe and fells the hardeft-tymber’d Oake. 
By many hands your Father was fubdu’d, 

But onely flaughtYod by the irefull Anne 
Oi vn-relenting Ckfford,&nd the Queene: 

Who crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
Laugh’d in his face: and when with griefc heivept, 
The ruthlelTc Queene gaue him,to dry hisCheekes, 

A Napkin,fteeped in the harmelefle blood 
Of fweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford faints 
And after many iconics, many foule taunts, 

They tooke his Head,and on the Gates of Yotke 
They fet the fame.and there it doth remaine, 

The faddeft fpeffacle that ere I view’d. 

Edward.Sweet Duke ofYorke.our Prop to leane vpon 
Now thou art gone,wee haue no St3jfe,no Stay. 

Oh Clifford,boy ({‘row Clifford thou haft flaine 
The flnwre of Europe.for his Cheualrie, 

And trechcroufly haft thou vanquifht him. 

For hand to hand he would haue vanquilht thee. 

Now my Soules Pallace is become a Prifon; 
Ah,would flie breakc from hence, that this my body 
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i^^mdUclofed vp in reft: 

M'S ht ,' hc nccforth (hall I ioy againe s 

Fot oh neuer (hall I more ioy. 

J cannot weepe: for all my bodies moyfture 
Tr,rues to quench my Furnace-burning hart: 

’ Scit C 1 tongue vnloade my hearts great burthen, 

N° r C3 " J me Jnde that I fhould fpeake wichall, 

F °lSlin^oales that fires all my breft, 

I s me vp with flames, that tears would quench, 

make leffe .he depth of greefe: 

T ° then for Babes; Blowes.and Reuengc for mee. 
T S I heart thy name, lie venge thy death, 
a e renowned by attempting it. 

0 f “y name that valiant Duke hath left with thee: 

n’.lredome, and his Chaire with me is left; 
h Nay,if fbou be that Princely Eagles Bird, 
chew thy defeent by gazing ’gainft the Sunne: 
r rhaire and Dukedome, Tlirone and Kingdome fay, 
^ber that is thine, or elfc tbou wer’t not his. 

Jlifrcb. Enter J^arwicke, Mar queffe Mount acute t 
and their Army. 

iranri rh How now faire Lords ? What faire? What 
newes abroad ? 

lick Great Lord of Warwicke,if we fhould tecompt 
Our baiefcU newes, and at each words dcliucrance 
c [a b Poniards in our flefh, till all were told. 

The words would adde more anguifh then the wounds, 

0 valiant Lord, the Duke of Yorke is flaine. 

lice. OWarwicke, Warwicke, that Plan tagenet 
Which held thee deerely, as his Soules Redemption, 

I* by the fterne Lord Clifford done to death. 

Mr. Ten dayes ago, I drown’d thefe newes in tearcs. 
And now to adde more meafurc to your woes, 

Icome to tell you things fith then befalne. 

After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 

Whereyour braue Father breath’d his latcft gaspe, 
Tydings, as fwiftly as the Poftcs could runr.e, 

Wcte brought me of your Loffe, and his Depart, 

I then in London, keeper of the King, 

Muftcr’d my Soldiers, gathered flockes ofFriends, 

Marcht toward S.Albons,to intercept the Queene, 

Bearing the King in my bchalfe along: 

For by my Scouts, I was aduercifed 
That (he was comming with a full intent 
Todalh our late Decree.in Parliament, 

Touching King Henries Oath.andyour Succefsion t 
ShortTale to make, we at S. Albons met, 

OurBattailes ioyn’d, and both fides fiercely fought s 
But whether ’twas the coldneffe of the King, 

Who look’d full gently on his warlike Queene, 

Thatrobb’d my Soldiers of their heated Spleenc. 

Or whether’twas report of her fucceffe, 

Or more then common fearc of Cliffords Rigour, 

Who thunders to his Captiues,Blood and Death, 

I cannot iudge : but to conclude with truth. 

Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went: 

Our Souldiers like the Night-Owles lazic flight. 

Or like a lazie Threfhet with a Flaile, 
ell gently downe,as if they ftrucke their Friends, 
checr’dthetn vp with iuftice of out Caufe, 

With protnifeofhigh pay,and great Rewards: 
hit all in vaine, they had no heart to fight, 

And we (in them) no hope to win the day, 

;othat we fled ; the King vnto the Queene, 

Lord George, your Brother, Norfolke, and my Sclfe, 


In hafte, poll hafte, arc corrie to ioync with you: 

For in the Marches heere we heard you were. 

Making another Head, to fight againe. 

Ed. Where is the Duke of Norfolke,gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 

War. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers, 
And for your Brother he was lately fent 
From your kindc Adnt Ducchefic ot Burgundie, 

With ayde of Souldiers to this ncedfull Warre. 

Rich.’ Twas oddes belike,wheQ valiant Warwick fled; 
Oft haue I heard his praifes in Purfuice, 

But nc’re till now, his Scandall of Retire. 

War. Nor now my Scandall Richard,do ft thoUheare: 
For thou fhalt know this ftrong right hand of mine. 

Can plucke she Diadem from faint Henries head, 

And wring the awefull Scepter from his Fift, 

Were he as famous, and as bold in Warre. 

As he is fatii'd for Mildnefle, Pcace,and Prayer. 

Rich. I know it well Lord War wick, blame me not> 
’Tis loue I beare thy glories make me fpeake: 

But in this troublous time, what’s to be done i 
Shall we go throw away our Coates of Steele, 

And wrap our bodies in blacke mourning Gownes^ 
Numb’ringour Aue-Maries with our Beads ? 

Ot Thai! we on the Helmets of our Foes 
Tell our Dcuotion with reuengefull Armes ? 

If for the laft, fay I, and to it Lords. 

War. Why therefore W at wick came to feekyou out. 
And therefore comes my Brother 'Mountague : 

Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queene, 

With Clifford, and the haughtNorthumbcrland, 

And of their Feather, many moe proud Birds, 

Haue wrought the cafie-mclting King, like Wax. 
Hcfwore confent toyourSucceflion, 

His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 

And now to London all the crew are gone, 

Tofruftrate bothhis Oath,and whatbefide 
May make againft the houfe of Lancafter. 

Their power (I thinke)is thirty thoufand ftrong: 

Now, if the heipe of Norfolkc,and my felfe. 

With all the Friends that thou braue Earle ofMarch t 
Among’ft the louing Welfbmen can’ft procure. 

Will but amount to flue and twenty thoufand. 

Why Via, to London will we march. 

And once againe, beflride our foaming Steeds, 

And once againe cry Charge vpon our Foes, 

But neuer once againe turne backe and flye. 

Rich. I, now me thinks I heare great Warwick fpeakj 
Ne’re may he liue to fee a Sun-fhine day, 

That cries Retire, if Warwicke bid him ftay. 

Ed. Lord Warwicke, on thy (houlder will I leane. 
And when thou failft(asGod forbid the hourc) 

Muft Edward fall, which pcrill heauen forefend. 

tP’ar. No longer Earle of March,but Duke ofYorke: 
The next uegrce,is Englands Royall Throne: 

For King of England fhalt thou be proclaim’d 
In euery Burrough as wc pafle along. 

And he that throwes ndt vp his cap for ioy. 

Shall for the Fault make forfeit of his head. 

King Edward, Valiant Richard "Mountague : 

Stay we no longer, dreaming of Renowne, 

But found the Trumpets,and about ourTaske. 

Rich. Then Clifford , were thy heart as hard as Steele, 
As thou haft fhewneit flintieby thy deeds, 

I come to pierce it, or to giue thee mine. 

fhl.Then ftrike vp Drums,God and S.George for vs. 

_ p **4 
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Enter a CMeffenger. 

War. How now? whac newes ? 

Mef The Duke of Notfolke fend* you word by me. 
The Qucene is comming with a puiflant Hoaft, 

And craues your company,for fpeedy counfell. 

War. Why then it forts, braue Warriors.let’s away« 

Exeunt Omnes. 

Floftrffh, Enter the King,tho fffuecne, Clifford, Northum- 
andTong Prince, with Drumme and 
Trumpettes. 

J2*. Welcome my Lord,to this braue town ofYorke. 
Yonder* the head of that Arch-enemy, 

That fought to be incompaft with your Crownc. 

Doth not the obieft cheereyour heart,my Lord. 

K. I,as the rockes cheare them that feare their wrack, 
To fee this fight,it irkes my very foule: 

With-hold reuenge (deere God) ’tis not my fault, 

Nor wittingly haue I infring’d my Vow. 

Clif. My gracious Liege, this too much lenity 
And harmfull pitty muft be layd afide: 

To whom do Lyons caft their gentle Lookes ? 

Not to the Beaft, that would vfurpe their Den. 

Whofe hand is that the Forreft Beare doth licke ? 

Not his that fpoylcs her yong before her face. 

Who feapes the lurking Serpents mortall fling ? 

Not he that fets his foot vpon her backe. 

The fmalleft Worme will turne, being troden on, 

And Doues will pe eke in fafegard of their Brood, 
Ambitious Yorke, did leuell at thy Crowne, 

Thou fmiling, while he knit his angry browes. 

He but a Duke, would haue his Sonne a King, 

And raife his iflue like a louing Sire. 

Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly fonne, 

Did’ft yeeld confent to difinherit him: 

Which argued thee a moft vnlouing Father. 
Vnreafonable Creatures feed their young. 

And though mans face be fcarefuli to their eyes, 

Yet in proccftion of their tender ones, 

Who hath not feene them euen with thofc wings. 
Which fometime they haue vs’d with fearfull flight. 
Make warre with him that climb’d vnto their neft, 
Offering their owne Hues in their yongs defence? 

For fliame,my Liege, make them your Prefident: 

Were it not pitty that this goodly Boy 
Should loofe his Birth-right by his Fathers fault. 

And long heereaftcr fay vnto his childe. 

What my great Grandfather, andGrandfire got. 

My carelefle Father fondly gaue away. 

Ah, what a fhame were this? Looke on the Boy, 

And let his manly face, which promifeth 
Succeffefull Fortune fleele thy melting heart, 

To hold thine owne,and leaue thine owne with him. 

King. Full well hath Clifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force: 

But Clifford tell me, did’ft thou neuer heare, 

That things ill got,had euer bad fuccefle. 

And happy alwayes was it for that Sonne, 

Whofe Father for his hoording went to hell: 

: He leaue my Sonne my Vertuous deeds bchinde, 

! And would my Father had left me no more: 

For all the reft is held at fuch a Rate, 

As brings a thoufand fold more care to keepe. 

Then in poflefllon any iot ofpleafurc. 

Ah Cofin Yorke, would thy beft Friends did know. 


How it doth grecue me that thy head iTh^ — 
Qu.My Lord checre vp your fpirits,our fo M 
And this foft courage makes your Followers f 
You promift Knighthood to our forward f onn t mt! 
Vnflieath your fword,and dub him prefendv, ’ 
£<(>*’4rd,kneele downe. 

King. Edward P/antagentt, arife a Knight 
And learne this Leffon; Draw thy Sword in rieh 

Prin, My gracious Fathcr,by your Kingly LI 

IledrawitasApparanttothcCrownc, 1 c * 

And in that quarrcll.vfc it to the death. 

Clif. Why that is fpoken like a toward Pri nce 

Enter a Trieffenger. 

Meff. Royall Commanders, be in readineffe 
For with a Band of thirty thoufand men, * 

Comes Warwickc backing of the Duke of Yorke 
And in the Townes as they do march along, 
Proclaimes him King, and many fly e to him 
Darraigne your battcll,for they arc at hand* 

Clif. I would your Highnefle would depart thefi.u 
The Queene hath beft fuccefle when you are abfent ’ 
£u. I good my Lord,and leaue vs to our Fortune 
King. Why, that’s my fortune too,therefore lie ft,’. 
North. Beitwithrefolutionthentofioht. ^ 
Prin. My Royall Father,chcere theleNoble Lords 
And hearten thofe that fight in your defence: ’ 

Vnlhcath your Sword,good Father: Cry S.George. 

March. Enter Edveard, Warwicke, Richardfihtrentt 
Norfolk^,Mountague,and Soldiers 1 . 

Edw. Now periur’d Henry, wilt thou kneel for Tact? 
And fee thy Diadem vpon my head? 

Or bide the mortall Fortune of the field. 

Qh. Go rate thy Minions, proud infultingBoy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in termes. 

Before thy Soueraigne,and thy lawfull King ? 

Ed. I amhisKing,and he (hould bow his knee: 

I was adopted Hcire by his confent. 

Cla. Since when,his Oath is broke: for as I heare, 
You that are King, though he do weare the Crowne, 
Haue caus’d him by new Aft of Parliament, 

To blot out me,and put his owne Sonne in. 

Clif. And reafon too. 

Who (hould fucceede the Father, but the Sonne. 

Rich . Are you there Butcher? 0,1 cannot fpeake. 
Clif. I Crooke-back,here I ftandcoanfwertbce, 
Or any he.the proudeft of thy fort. 

Rich. ’T was you that kill’d yong Rutland,was it not? 
Q.if. I,and old Yorke,and yet not fatisfied. 

Rich. For Gods fake Lords giuc fignall to the fight. 
War. What fay’ft thou Henry , 

Wilt thou yeeld the Crowne? (you fpeak? 

Qyt. Why how now Iong-tongu’d Warwicke, dare 
When you and I, met at S.tA Ikons laft, 

Your legges did better feruice then your hands. 

War. Then ’twas my turne to fly, and now ’tis thine 
Cltf. You faid fo much before,and yet you fled. 
War. ’Twas not yout valor Clifford drouc roe thence. 
A7or.No,nor your manhood thatidurft make you flay 
Rich. Northumberland,! hold thee reuerently, 
Breake off the parley,for fcarfe I can refrainc 
The execution of my big-fwolne heart 
Vpon that Clifford,that cruell Child-killer. 

Cltf. I flew thy Father,cal’ft thou him a Child ? 
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----"T'ThkTaDaftard.and a treacherous Coward, 

U .. didd’ft kill our tender Brother Rutland, 

AS th ° cunfetjie make thee curfe the deed. 

Haue done with words (my Lords) and heare 

fi« them then,or els hold clofc thy lips, 

Yi,If. I prytbee giuc no limits to my Tongud, 
i King.smd priuiledg’d to fpeake. 

Liegc.the wound that bred this meeting here, 
be cur’d by Words,therefore be dill. 

Can ‘'°- Then Executioner vnflieath thy fword: 

h i m that made vs all, I am refolu’d, 

®L Cliffords Mahhoodjlyes vpon his tongue. 

T M S j y Henry ,(hall I haue my right,or no: 

. ho ufand men haue broke their Falls to day, 

That nelrc (hall dine, vnlcflc thou yeeld the Crownc. 

H'.V' If thou deny,their Blood vpon thy head. 

For Yorke in iuftice put’s his Armour on. 

Pr.Ed. If that be right, which Warwick faics is right, 
There is no wrong,but euery thing is right. 

Wxt. Who euer got thee,therc thy Mother ftands, 
c or well I wot, thou haft thy Mothers tongue. 

X 0*. But thou art neyther like thy Sire uor Damme, 
Budike a foule miflhapen Stygmatickc, 

Mark’d by the Deftinies tobeauoided, 

AsrenomcToades, or Lizards drcadfull flings. 

itch. IronofNaplcs,hid with Englifti gilt, 

Whofe Father bearcs the Title of a King, 

(As if a Channell (hould be call d the Sea) 

Sham’ft thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 

To let thy tongue deteft thy bafe-borne heare. 

Si A wifpe of ftraw were worth a thoufand Crowns, 
Tomakc this (hainelefle Callet know her felfe: 

Helen of Greece was fayrer farre then thou, 

Although thy Husband may be Menelatu ; 

And ne’re was Agamemnons Brother wrong’d 
Bythatfaife Woman,as this King by thee. 

HisFather reuel’d in the heart of France, 

And tam’d the King,and nndc the Dolphin ftoope; 

And had he match’d according to his Scate, 

He might haue kept that glory to this day. 

Bucwhen he tooke a begger to his bed. 

And grac’d thy poorc Sire with his Bridall day, 

Euen then that Sun-fhine brew’d a fliowre for him, 

That walht his Fathers fortunes forth of France, 

Andheap’d ("edition on his Crowne at home : 

For what hath broach’d this tumult but thy Pride ? 

Had’d thou bene meeke.our Title ftill had flept, 

And we inpitty cfthe Gentle King, 

Had dipt our Claime, vhtill another Age. 

Cla .But when wc faw,our Sunfhine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred vs no increafc. 

We fet the Axe to thy vfurping Roote: 

And though the edge hath fomething hit our feiues, 

Yet know thou, fince we haue begutno ftrike, 

WeeTneucr leaue, till we haue hewnc thee downe. 

Or bath’d thy growing,with our heated bloods. 

Edv. And in this refolution, I defie thee. 

Not willing any longer Conference, 

Since thou denied’!! the gentle King to fpeake. 

Sound Trumpets, let our bloody Colours waue. 

And either Viftorie, or elfe aGraue. 
flit. Stay Edward. 

wrangling Woman, wee’l no longer ftay, 
rhefc words will coft ten thoufand hues this day. 

Exeunt omnes . i 


Alarum. Excurjions. Enter Warwick *• 

War. Forc-fpent with Toile, as Runners with a Race, 

I lay me downe a little while to breath : 

For flrokcs rcceiu’d-and many biowes repaid, 

Haue robb’d my. (irong knit iinewes of their firength. 

And fpight t>f fpight, needs muft I reft a-while. 

Enter Edward running. 

Ed. Smile gentle heauen, or ftrike vngentle death. 

For this world frownes, and Edwards Sunne is clowded. 

War. How now my Lord, what happe? what hope of ( 
good? 

Enter Clarence. 

Cla. Ourhap isloflejourhopebutfaddilpaire. 

Our rankes are broke, and mine followes vs. 
Whatcounfaile giueyou?whethcr (hallysrc flyc? 

Ed. Bootleffe is flight, they follow vs with Wings^ 
And weake we arc.and cannot fliun purfuite. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah Warwickc,why haft^ withdrawn thy (elfe? 
Thy Brothers blood the thirfty earth hath drunk. 

Broach’d with the Steely point of Cliffords Launce : 

And in the very pangs or death, he cryde. 

Like to a difmall Clangor heard from farre, 

.Warwicke, reuenge; Brothcr.reucnge my deaths 
So vnderneath the belly of their Steeds, 

That ftain’d their Fetlockes in his (moaking blood. 

The Noble Gentleman gaue vp the ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth be drunken with our blood: 
lie kill my Horfc.becaufe I will not flyc: 

Why (land wc like foft-hearted women heere, 

Wayling our lofles,whilcs the Foe doth Rage, 

And looke vpon.asiftheTragedie 
Were plaid in ieft, by counterfeiting Aftors. 

Heere on my knee, 1 vow to God aboue, 
lie ncucr pavvfe againe, neuer Hand ftilH 
Till either death hath clos’d thefe eyes of mine. 

Or Fortune giuen me meafure of Reuenge. 

Ed, Oh Warwicke, I do bend my knee with thine) 

And in this vow do chaine my foule to thine: 

And ere my knee rife from the Earths cold face, 

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee. 

Thou fetter vp, and plucker downe ofKmgs: 

Befceching thee (if with thy will it ftands) 

That to my Foes this body mr-ft be prey. 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heauen may ope, 

And giue fweet paflage to my finfull foule. 

Now Lords, take leaue vntill we meete againe. 

Where ere it be, in hcaucn,or in earth. 

Rich. Brother, 

Giuc me thy hand, and gentle Warwicke, 

Let me imbracc thee in my weary armes: 

I that did neuer wcepc, now melt with wo, 

That Winter (hould cut ofFour Spring-time fo. 

War. Away,away: 

Once more fweet Lords farwell. 

CU. Yet let vs altogether to our Troopes. 

And giue them leaue to flye, that will not ftay: 

And call them Pillars that will (land to vs: 

And if we thriue, promife them fuch rewards 
As Viftors weare at the Olympian Games. 

This may plant courage in their quailing breads, 

For yet is hope of Life and Viftory: 

P* 
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' Foreflow no longer, make we hence amaine. Exeunt 

• Excurjions. Enter Richard and Clifford. 

Rich. Now Clifford,1 blue Angled thee alone, 

Suppofe this arme is for the Duke of Yorke, 

And thi*Jt for Rutland, both bound to reuenge, 

Wer t thou inuiron’d with aBrazen wall. 

Cliff, Now Richard,! am with thee hecre alone. 

This is the hand that ftabb’d thy Father Yorke, 

! And this the hand,that flew thy Brother Rutland, 

And here’s the heart, that triumphs in their death, 

: And cheeres thefe hands, that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
To execute the like vpon thy felfc. 

And fohaueatthee. 

They EightfVarwicke comes , Clifford flies. 

Rich. Nay Warwicke,(ingle out lome other Chace, 

; For I my felfc will hunt this Wolfe to death. Exeunt. 
i ••• f? • n 

i , , j , tAlarum. Enter King Henry alone. 

Hen . This battell fares liketo the mornings Warre, 
When dying clouds contend, with growing light. 

What time the Shepheard blowing of his nailcs. 

Can neither call it perfect day, nor night. 

Now fywye* it this way, like a Mighty Sea, 

Forc’d by the Tide, to combat with the Winde i 
Now fwayes it that way, like the felfe-fame Sea, 

Forc’d to retyre by furie of the Winde. 

Sometime, the Flood preuaiies; and than the Winde: 
Now,one the better: thcn,another beft 
Both tugging to be Viftots, breft to bred: 

: Yet neither Conqueror, nor Conquered. 

So is the cquall poife of this fell Warre- 
Heere on this Mole-hill will I fit me downe, 

To whom God will,there be the Vuftorie: 

For UW.irgaret my Queene,and Clifford too 
Hauc chid me from the Battell: Swearing both. 

They profper beft of all when I am thence. 

’ Would I were dead, if Gods good will were fo; 

For what is in this world, but Greefe 3nd Woe. 

Oh God! me thinkes it were a happy life. 

To be no better then a homely Swainc, 

To fit vpon a hill, as I do now. 

To caruc outDialls qucintly,point by point. 

Thereby to fee the Minutes how they runne: 

How many makes the Houre full complcate. 

How many H oures brings about the Day, 

How many Dayes will finifli vp the Yearc, 

How many Yeares,a Mortall man may liuc. 

When this is knowne,then to diuidc the Times: 

So many Houres, rauft I tend my Flocke; 

So many Houres, mull I take my Reft: 

So many Houres, mufti Contemplate: 

So many Houres, muft I Sport my felfc: 

So many Dayes, my Ewes haue bene with yong :• 

So many weekes, ere the pooreFooles will Eane: 

So many yeares, ere I fliall (heere the Fleece: 

So Minutes,Houres,Dayes,Monthes,and Yeares, 

Paft ouer to the end they were created, 

Would bring white haires, vnto a Quiet graue. 

Ah! what a life were this? How fweet? how louely ? 

Giues not the Hawthorne bulh a fweetcr (bade 
To Shepheards. looking on their filly Sheepe, 

Then doth a rich Imbroider’d Canopic 
To Kings, that feare their Subiefts treacherie ? 

Oh yes, it doth; a thoufand fold it doth. 

And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 


His cold thinne drinkc out of his Leather B •" 
His wonted fleepc, vnder a frefli trees {h a( j ° Ctle » 
All which fecure, and Tweedy he enioyes * 

I s farre beyond a Princes Dclicatcs: 1 1 
His Viands lparkling in aGolden Cup, 

His bodie couched in a curious bed. 

When Care, Miftruft, and T rcafonwaits on hin, 

Alarum. Enter a Sonne that hath kill'd fa P 
one doore: and a Father that hath kill'd hi s 
tbe/doore. on*,,.. 




Vt 




Son, Ill blowes the winde that profits nob ^ 

This man whom hand to hand I flew in fieh c 
May be poflefled with fomc ftore of Crow/s 
And I that (haply) take them from him now * 

May yet (ercnight)yeeld both my Lifeandthem 
To lome man elle, as this dead man doth me ^ 
Who’s this? Oh God! It is my Fathers face 
Whom in this Confli<ft,I (vnwares)hauekill’d • 

Oh heauy times! begetting fuch Euents. 

From London, by the King was I preft forth 
My Father being the Earle of Warwickes man 
Came on the part of Yorke, preft by fii s Mafter* 

And I, who at his hands receiu'd my life 
Haue by my hands,of Life bereaued him. 

Pardon me God, I knew not what I did: 

And pardon Father, for I knew not thee. 

MyTearcs Avail wipe away thefe bloody markes- 
And no more words, till they haue flow’d their fill 
King. Opitteousfpe&acleJO bloody Times!* 
Whiles Lyons Warre.and battaile for theirDennes 
Poore harmleflc Lambes abide their enmity. 

Weepe wretched man rlleaydctheeTeareforTearc 
And let our hearts and eyes, like Ciuill Warre ’ 
Be blinde with teares,and break ore-charg’d with griefe 
Enter Fatherfftearing of his Some. 

Fa. Thou that fo ftoutly hath refilled me, 

Giuc me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold: 

For I haue bought it with an hundred blowes. 

But let me fee: Is this our Foe-mans face ? 
Ah,no,no,no, it is mine onely Sonne. 

Ah Boy, if any life be left in thee, 

Threw vp thine eye : fee,fee,what fhowres arife, 
Blownewith the windicTempeftofmy heart, 

Vpon thy wounds, that killes mineEye,and Heart, 

O pitty God,this referable Age ! 

What Stragemsf how fell? how Butcherly? 
Errcooeous, mutinous, and vnnaturall. 

This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget f 
O Boy! thy Father gaue thee life too foone, 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

King. Wo aboue wo:greefc,more the common greefe 
O that my death would flay thefe ruthfull deeds: 

O pitty, pitty, gentle heauen pitty: 

The Red Rofe and the White are on his face, 

The fatall Colours of our ftriuing Houfes: 

The one,his purple Blood right well rcfembles, 

The other his paleCheekes (me thinkes)prcfenteth: 
Wither one Rofe,and let the other flourilh: 

Ifyou contend, a thoufand liues muft wither. 

Son. How will my Mother,for a Fathers death 
Take on with me, and ne’re be fatisfi’d ? 

Fa. Howwillmy Wife/or {laughter of my Sonne, 
Shed feas of Teares, and ne’re be fatisfi’d ? 

How will the Country,for thefe vvofu! 
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— r he Kin<\ and not bciacisfied ? 

Ml ‘; /’Was cuer fonne, fo tew’d a Fathers death > 

S 1 Was euer Father fo bemoan d his Sonne ? 
rAt ' Was euer King fo greeu’d for Subicd* woe ?j 
, *+ v our forrow; Mine,tcn times fo much. 

M uch 15 f, beare thee hence, where I may weepe my fill. 
S> \ The f c 3 rmes of mint Avail be thy winding {licet: 
/£?• ; /-fweet Boy) fliafl be thy Sepulcher, 

^ fart) my heart, thine Image ne’re (hall go. 

Lbin° breft, fHall be thy Ftinenrll bell; 
^dfoobfeqoi^s will tby t-atlici- 
, Lrths lofleof thcc.hauing no more, 
was for all his Valianc Sonnes, 

^ l* t bee hence,arid let them fight that will, 
lle ,L uf murthered where! ftvould not kill. Exit 

titn $ad-hearted-meiiv much ouergone with Care; 
Heere fits a King, more wofull then you are. 

/Ururns, Excurforts. Enter the ffhxenyhe 
Prince 3 and Exeter. 

fritt- Fly Facher.flye : for alt your Friends ire fled. 

\mi War wtc ^ e r3 g es a c ^ iarCf ' 

*Awav,for death ddth Hold vs mpurfoite. 

A Qh. Mount you my Lord, towards Barwickepoft a- 
niaine • 

timrd and Richard like a brace of Grey-hound?, 

Hauing the fearfull flying Hare in fight, 

Withlery cycs/parkling for very wrath, 

And bloody fleele grafpt in their yrefull hands 
Arcatourbackes.and therefore hence amaine. 

g xf t. Away: for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, flay not to expostulate, make fpced, 

Orelfecome after, lie away before. 

lien. Nay take me with thee,good fweet Exeter: 

Not that I feare to flay, but lone to go 

Whether the Qneene intends. Forward,away. Exeunt 

tA lowdalarum . Enter Clifford Wounded* 

Clrf. Heerebumes my Candle out; I,heere it dies. 
Which whites’ it lafted, gaue King Henrj light. 

0 LancafterJ I feare thy ouerthrow, 

More then my Bodies parting with my Soule: 

My Lone and Feare, glevv’d many Friends to thee, 

Andnow 1 fall. Thy tough Commixtures melts. 

Impairing Henry , ftrength’ning milproud Yorke ; 

And whether flye the Gnats, but to the Sunne ? 

.And who fhines now, but Henries Enemies ? 

0Phoebus! had*!! thou neuergiuen confent, 

'JUztPhdeton fhould cheeke thy fiery Steeds, 

Thy burning Carre neuer had fcorch’d the earth. 

And Henry , had’fl thou fway’d as Kings fhould do. 

Or as thy Fatherland bis Father did, 

Giuingno ground vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

They neuer then had fprung like Sommer Flyes: 

I, and ten thoufand in this iucklcfle Realme, 

Hcd left no mourning Widdowes for our death. 

And thou this dayjhad’ft kept thy Chairc in peace. 

For what doth cherrifh Weeds 5 buc gentle ay re? 

And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Bootle{TearePlaitus>and Curcleffe are my Wounds : 

0 way to flye, nor flrength to hold out flight: 

The Foe is mercilefle, and will nor. pitty : 
or at their hands I haue deferu’d no pitty. 

The ayre hath got into my deadly Wounds, 


And much eflfule or blood, doth msive me faint • 

Come 7V%,and Richard,Wanvicke ,and the reft, 

I fhb’d yoMr Fathers bofoihes; Split my brefl. 

jAUtutn fr&trtet* £d\vard. ^rwkfaRtfbard, and 
* ~ $dickersnhgtie. & Clarence. 

£d. Now breath we Lords^obd fortune bids vspaufe, 
And fmooth chcfrowncs of V\ v iir,with pcacefuil lookes; 
SomeTroopcs puritie the bloody-minded.Quecne, 

That led calme Henry y r:hquo\x he were i King; 

As doth a Saile, fill’d with a fretting Gufl: 

Command an to'the Waiids. 

But thinke you^iords)i:hat Clifford fled with them? 

War. No, 'tis impdfsibie he fliould efcapc: 

(For though before his face I ipcake the words) 

Your Brother Richard inarkt him for the Graue. 

And wherefoere he is, bee's Jurcly dead. Qiffordgroncs 
Rich .VVhofe foule is that which takes hir heauy ieauc? 
A deadly yTone, like life and deaths departing. 

See who it is. . ; . „- r 

fid. Andnow the Battaiies ended. 

If Friend ttf F6e, let him be gently vfrd. 

Ri'th. ReuokethacdooorjcoftViercy/of'cis CIfford 9 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the Branch 
In hewing Rutland,when hisleitics ptu forth, 

But fet his murth ring knife vnto the Roote, 

From whence th^t tender fpray. did fwectly fpring, 

I meane our Princely'Father,Dukc'pfYorke, 

War. From off the gates of Yorke, fetch down^h^ad. 
Your Fathers head ? whic.h Clifford placed there: 

In ftead whereof, let this fupply thcroomc, 

Mealure for meafure, mufl be anfwcred. 

£d.Bringforth that fatallSchreechowle to oiirhoufe, 
That nothing fungbut death, to vs and ours : 

Now death fhall flop his difmall threatnirtg found, 4 
And his ill-boading tongue,nbmore fhall fpeakc. 

War. I thinke is vnderftandihg is bereft: 

Speake Clfford,(\o(\ thou laiow who fpeakes to thee ? 
Darke cloudy death ore-flxides his beames of fife. 

And he nor fees, nor heares vs,what we fay. 

Rich. O would he did, and fo (pcrhaps)hc cloth, 

’Tis but his policy to counterfet, * 

Becaufe he would auoid fuch bitter tailnts 
Which m the time of death he gaue our Father, 

Cl<t If fo thou think’fl, 

Vex him with eager Words. 

Rich. Clifford, aske mercy,and obtaine no grace. 

Ed, C/iffordjcpcnt in boodefle penitCBce. 

War. Clifford , deuife excufes for thy faults. 

C/a. While we deuife fell Tortures for thy faults/ 
Rich. Thou didd’fl louc Yorke.and I am/onto Yorke. 
Edw. Thou pittied’ft Rutland,I will pitty thee; 

Cla , Where’s Captaine {Jlfargaret } to fence you now? 
War. Theymockc thee Clffoerd^ 

Sweare as thou was’t wont. 

Ric. What,not an Oath? Nay then the world go’shard 
When Clifford cannot fpare his'Friends an^^oath : 

I know by that he’s deadend by my Soule, 

If this right band would buy two houres life, 

Thatlfih all defpightymighc rayle at him, 

This hand fhould chop it oft": gc with the ifiuing Blood 
Stifle the Villaine,whoicvnftanched third: 

Yorke,and yong Rutland could not fatisfic 

War. I, but he’s dead. Of with the Traitors head, 

And reare it in the place your Fathers Rands. 

And now to London with Triumphant march, 

_ p 3 There^ 
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The Tyger will be milde, whiles fhetj^h 


There to be crowned Englands Royall King: 

From whence, fliall Warwicke cut the Sea to France, 
And aske the Ladic Bona for thy Queene : 

So (halt thou finow both thefe Lands together, 

And hauing France thy Friend, thou flialt not dread 
The fcattred Foe, that hopes to rife againe: 

For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt, 

Yet lookc to haue them buz to offend thine cares: 
Firft.will I fee the Coronation, 

And then to Btitanny Ilccroffe the Sea, 

To efreft this marriage, fo itplcafemy Lord. 

£d. Euen as thou wilt fwcet Warwicke, let it bee: 
For in thy fhoulder do I buildc my Scatc; 

And neuer will I vndertake the thing 
Wherein thy counfailc and confent is wanting: 

Orchard, I will create thee Duke ofGlouccfter, 

And George of Clarence; Warwicke as our Selfc, 

Shall do, and vndoashimpleafethbeft. 

Rich. Lee me be Duke of Clarence, George of Gloftcr, 
For Gloftcrs Dukedome is too ominous. 

War. Tut, that’s afoolifh obfciuation : 

Richard, beDukeofGlofter: Now to London, 

To fee thefe Honors in poffeffion. Exeunt 

Enter Sinklo,and Humfrey jvith Crojfe-howes 
in their hands, 

(our felues: 

- Sink. Vnder this thickegrowne brake, wcc'lfiirowd 
For through this Laund anon the Deere will come. 

And in this coucrt will we make our Stand, 

Culling the principall of all the Deere. 

Hum. 1 lc ft ay aboue the hill^fo both may (hoot. 

Sink.- That cannot be, the noife of thy Ctoffe-bow 
Will fcarre the Heard,and fo my flioot is loft : 

Heere ftand we both, and ayme we at the beft: 

And for the time (hall not feeme tedious, 
lie tell thee what befell me on a day, 

In this felfe-place, where now we meane to ftand. 

Si*kj Heere comes a man, let’s flay till he be paft: 

Enter the King with a Prayer hoohe. 

Hen. From Scotland am I ftolne cuen of pure loue, 
To greet mine owne Land with my wiflifull fight: 

No Harry,Harry, ’tisno Land of tlune, 

Thy place is fill’d, thy Scepter wrung from thee. 

Thy Balmc wafht off, wherewith thou was Annointed: 
No bending knee will call thecCW/irnow, 

No humble futers preafe to fpeake for right: 

No, not a man comes for redreffe of thee: 

For how can I helpe tbem,and not my felfe ? 

Sink . I, hcere’s a Deere, whofe skin’s a Keepers Fee: 
This is the quondam King; Let’s feize vpon him. 

Hen. Let me embrace the fewer Aduerfaries, 

For Wife men fay, it is the wifeft courfe. 

Hum. Why linger we?Let vs lay hands vpon him. 
Sinkj, Forbearc a-wBile,wee’l heare a little more. 

Hen. My Queene and Son are gone to France for aid: 
And (as I heare)the great Commanding Warwicke 
I: thither gone,to craue the French Kings Sifter 
To wife for Edward, if this newes be true, 

Poore Quecne.and Sonne,your labour is but loft; 

For Warwicke is afubtle Orator: 

And Lewis a Prince foone wonne with mouing words: 

By this account then, Margaret may winnehim. 

For flic’s a woman to be pittied much : 

Her fighes will make a batt’ry in his breft. 

Her tcares will pierce into a Marble heart ; 


And Hero will be tainted with remorfe” ' m ° Urtlc: 
To heare and fee her plaints, her Briniffi Tear™ 

I, but dicescome to begge, Warwicke ton.J'/ 

Sheconhislefthde^a ‘ 1 " ' * IU * 


H t • • i .. f °r %n/; f: 

He on his right, asking a wite f6r Edward 

Shee Weepcs, and iayes, her Henry is depos’d- 

He Smiles, and fayes, his tdward is inftaul’d- '■ 

Tint (he (poore Wretch) for ercefe can fn.’i 

Whiles Warwicke tels his Title, fmooths the u^ 0 ”’ 011 

Inferreth arguments of mighty ftrength, Wron {!« 

And in conclufioti winnes the King from her 

With promife of his Sifter, and whatelfe, * 

To ftrengthen and fupport King Edwards pl ace 

O Margaret , thus‘twill be,and thou (poore f 0 l\ 

Art then forfaken,as thou went’ft forlorne. 

Hum. Say, what art thou talk’d of Kines * n 

X^.More then I feeme,and Icfle then I Jk k^ Cm 

A man at Icaft, forleffc I (hould not be: ° rat0 

And men may talke of Kings,and why not I ? 

Hum. I,but thou talk’ll, as if thou wer’t a Kin 

King. Why fo I am (in Minde)and that’s enough 

Hum. But if thou be a King.whereis thy Crow > 

King My Crowne is in my heart,not on my Z 

Not deck d with Diamonds,and Indian ftones: ’ 

Nor to be fccne : my Crowne, is call’d Content 
A Crowne it is, that fildome Kings enioy. 

Hum. Well, ifyou be a King crown’d with Content 
Your Crowne Content,and you,muft becontented ’ 
Togo along with vs. For (as we thinke) 

You are the king King £Aiw<f hath depos’d: 

And we his fubic£b,lworne in all Allcgeance 
Will apprehend you,as his Enemic. 

King. But did you neuer fwcare,and breake an Oath. 

Hum. No,neuerfuchanOath,norwillnotnow. 

King. Where did you dwell when I was K.of England? 
Hum. Heere in this Country,where we now remaiue. 
King. I was annointed King at nine monthes old 
My Father,and my G randfather were Kings: 

And you were fworne true Subie&s vato me: 

And tell me then,haue you not brokcyourOathcs? 
S/».No,for we were Subic£ls,but while you werkin® 
King. Why? Am I dead? Do I not breach a Man? 3 
Ah Ample mej^you know not what you fweare: 
Looke,as I blow this Feather from my Face, 

And as the Ayre blowes it to me againe. 

Obeying with my winde when I do blow. 

And yeelding to another,when it blowes, 
Commanded al wayes by the greater guft: 

Such is the lightneffe ofyou, common men. 

But do not breakeyour Oathes, for of that fume, 

My milde intreatie fliall not make you guiltie. 

Go where you will, the king fliall be commanded, 
And be you kings, command,and He obey. 

Sinklo. We are true Subiedh to the king. 

King Edward. 

King. So would you be againe to llenrie , 

If he were feared as king Edwardis. 

Sinklo. We charge you in Gods name & the Kings, 
To go with vs vnto the Officers. 

King . In Gods name lead,your Kings name be obeyd. 
And what God will,that let your King performe, 

And what he will, I humbly yeeld vnto. Exeunt 

• 

Enter K.Sdward.Glofter,Clarence,Lady Gray. 
King. Brother of Glofter,at S. Albons field 



The third Tart of King Henry the Sixt. 



^TT^dyeTHusband.Sir Richard Greyjmi flaine, 

T an d then feiz’d on by the Conqueror, 

£fuic is now,to repoffeffc thefe Lands, 

Vi/hich wee in luftice cannot well deny, 

Lufc in Quarrell of the Houfe of Tori?, 
ri worthy Gentleman did lofc his Life. 

' Rich. Your Highneffc fliall doe well to graunt her fuic: 
tf were di (honor to deny it her. 

j t were no lcffc,buc yet lie make a pawfe. 

%cb. Te a . is ic \° : 

i fee the Lady hath a thing to graunt 

r fore the King will graunt her humble fuit. 
fisrexce. HceknowestheGam^ow trueheckeepes 

the winded 

gich. Silence. 

Rinf. Widow,we will confider efyour fuit. 

And come fomc other time to know our minde. 

tyil Right gracious Lord,I cannot brooke delay: 
May i £ y our Highnefle to refolue me now, 

And what your pleafure is,fhall fatisfie me. 

Rich. I Widow? then lie warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleafes him,flia!l pleafure you: 
fight clofer,or good faith you'le catch a Blow. 

Clarence. I fcare her not.vnleffc fhe chance to fall. 
Rich. God forbid that,for hee’le take vantages. 

Kmg, How many Children haft thou, Widow i tell 

111 Clarence. I thinke he meanes to begge a Child of her. 
Rich. Nay then whip me: hee’le rather giue her two. 
Wii, Three,my moll gracious Lord. 

Rich. You fliall haue foure, if you’le be rul’d by him. 
King. ’Twcrc pittie they {hould lofe their Fathers 
Lands. - 

Wid. Bepittifull,dread Lord,and graunt it then. 

King. Lords giue vs lcaue, lie trye this Widowes 

wit. 

Rich. I,good leaue haue you, for you will haue leaue. 
Till Youth take leauc,and leaue you to the Crutch. 

Kina, Now tell me. Madame, doc you loue your 
Children ? 

Wti. I,full as dearely as I loue my felfe. 

King. And would you not doe much to doe them 

good? 

Wd, To doc them good, I would fuftayne fome 
harme. 

King. Then get your Husbands Lands, to doc them 
ood. 

wid, Therefore I came vnto your Maieftie. 

King. lie tell you how thefe Lands arc to be got. 

Wid. So fliall you bind me to your HigbnefTe feruice. 
King. What fcruice wilt thou doe n?e,if 1 giue them? 
Wid. What you command,that refts in me to doc. 

King. But you will take exceptions to my Boone. 
fKid. No,gracious Lord,except I cannot doe it. 

King. 1 ,but thoucanft doe wfiat I meane to aske. 
w, d‘ Why then I will doc what your Grace com¬ 
mands. 

Kich. Heeplyes her hard, and much Raincwcares the 
Marble. 

Clar. As red as fire ? nay then,her Wax muft melt. 
Task*? ftoppes my Lord ? fliall I not heare my 

King. AneafieTaske/tis but to loue a King. 

IPid. That’s foone perform’d, becaufe I am a Subieft. 
King. Why then, thy Husbands Lands I freely giue 


yrid. I take my leaue with many rhoufand tbankes. 
Rich. The Match is made,fliee feales it with a Curfic, 
King. Buc ftay thee,’tis the fruits of loue I meane. 
U?id. The fruits of Loue,I meane,my louing Liege. 
King. I,but 1 feare me in another fence. 

What Louc.think’ft thou,I fue fo much to get ? 

Wid. My loue till death,my humble thanks,my prayers. 
That loue which Vertue beggcs,and Vertue graunts. 
King. No,by my troth,I did not meane fuch loue. 

Wid. Why then you meane not,as I thought you did. 
King. But now you partly may perceiuc my mindc. 
Wide Myminde will neuer graunt what I perceiue 
Your Highneffc aymes at,if I ayme aright. 

King. To tell thee plaine,I ayme to lye with thee. 
Wid. To tcll you plaine.l had rather lye in Prifon, 
King. Why then thou flialt not haue thy Husbands 
Lands. 

Wid. Why then mine Honeftie fliall be my Dower, 
Fof by that loffe.I will not purchale them. 

King. Therein thou wrong’ft thy Children mightily. 
Wid. Herein your Highncffe wrongs both them & me: 
But mightie Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadneffe of my fuit: 

Pleafe you difmiffe me,eyther with I,or no. 

King. I,if thou wilt fay I to my requeft; 

No,if thoudo’ft fay No to my demand. 

Wid. Then No,my Lord:my fuit is at an end. 

Rich. The Widow likes him not, fliee knits her 
Browes. 

Clarence. Hec is the blunteft Wooer in Chriften- 
dome. 

King. Her Looks doth argue her replete with Modcfty, 
Her Words doth fliew her Wit incomparable. 

All herperfeftions challenge Soueraignrie, 

One way,or other.fhee is for a King, 

And fliee (ball be my Loue,or elfe my Queene. 

Say,that King Edward take thee for his Queene ? 

Wid. ’Tis better Laid then done,my gracious Lord: 

I am a fubiedi fit to icaft withall. 

But farre vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

King. Sweet Widow,by my State I fweare to thee, 

I fpeake no more then what my Soule intends. 

And that is,to enioy thee for my Loue. 

Wid. And that is more then I will yeeld vnto: 

I know,I am too meane to be your Queene, 

And yet tod good to be your Concubine. 

King. You cauill,Widow,I did meane my Queene. 
Wid. ’Twill gricue your Grace, my Sonnes fhould call 
you Father. 

King. No more,then when my Daughters 
Call thee Mother. 

Thou art a Widow,and thou haft fome Children, 

And by Gods Mother,1 being but a Batchelor, 

Haue other-fome.Why.’tis a happy thing. 

To be the Father vnto many Sonnes: 

Anfwer no more,for thou (halt be my Queene. 

Rich. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrifr. 
Clarence. When hec wa* made a Shriuer.’twas for fhife. 
King. Brothers, you mufc what Chat wee two haue 
had. 

Rich, The Widow likes it not, for (bee lookes very 
fad. 

King. You’Id thinke it ftrange, if I (hould marrie 
her. 

Clarence. To who,my Lord ? 

King . Why Clarence t to my felfe. 

"Rjck. Thac^ 
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Rich. That v/ouid be tenne dayes wonder at the lead. 
Clarence. That’s a day longer then a VVcnilcr lads. 
Rich. By fo much is the Wonder in extremes. 

King. Wellhead on Brothers: I can tell you both, 
Herfuic is graunted for her Husbands Land*. - 

Enter a Noble man. 

Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Pnfoner to your Paliace Gate. 

King. See that he be conuey’d vnto the Tower: 

And goc wee Brothers to the man that tooke him. 

To quedion of his apprehenfion. 

Widow goe you along: Lords vfe her honourable. 

Exeunt. 

Manet Richard. 

Rich. X, Edward will vfe Women honourably} 

Would he were waded,Marrow,Boncs,and all. 

That from his Loynes no hopcfull Branch may fpring* 
To erode me from the Golden time 1 looke for: 
And.yeqbetwcene my Soules dcfire,and me. 

The ludfull Edwards Title buryed. 

Is Clarence.Henry,md his Sonne young Edward , 

And all the vnlook’d-for Ifl'ue of their Bodies, 
TotaketheirRoomes.ercI can place my fclfer 
A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 

Why then I doc but dreame on Soueraigntie, 

Like one that dands vpon a Promontoric, 

And fpyes a farre-off Chore,where hee would tread, 
Wifhiug his foot were cquall with his eye. 

And chides the Sea,that funders him from thence, 
Sayir.g,hec’!c lade it dry,to haue his way: 

So doc I wifli the Crowne,being fo farre off. 

And fo I chide the meanes that kccpcs me from it, Jf 
And fo (I fay) lie cut the Cauies off, v 

Flattering me with impoflibilitics: \ 3: , . 

My Eyes too quicke.my Heart o’re-weenes too much, 
Vnlcffe my Hand and Scrength could equall them. 

Well,fay there is n&Kingdome then for Richard: 

What other Pleafure can the World affoord ? 
lie make my Heaucn in a Ladies Lappe, 

And acckc my Body in gay Ornaments, 

And ’witch fvveec Ladies with my Words and Lookcs. 
Oh miferablc Thought! and more vnlikely. 

Then to accomplifh twentieGolden Crownes. 

Why Louc forfwore me in my Mothers Wombc: 

And for I fhouldnot dealc in her foft Lawes, 

Sheedid corrupt frayle Nature with fomeBnbe, 

To fhrinkc mine Arme vp like a wither’d Shrub, 

[ To make an enuious Mountaineon my Back, 

Where (its Deformitic to mocke my Body j 
To (hape my Legges of an vnequall fizc, 

To dif-proportion me in eucry part: 

Like to a Chaos, or an vn-lick’d Beare-whelpe, 

That carryes no iroprelTion like the Damme. 

And am I then a man to be belou’d? 

Oh monftrous fault,to harbour fuch a thought. 

Then fince this Earth affoords no loy to me. 

But to command.to check,to o’re-beare fuch. 

As are of better Perfon then my fclfc: 

lie make my Heaucn,to dreame vpon the Crowne, 

And whiles I liue,t’account this World but Hell, 

Vntill my rais-fhap’d Trunke, that beares this Head, 

Be round impaled with a glorious Crowne, 

And yet I know not how to get the Crowne, 

For many Liues ftand betweene me and home: 


And l,like one loft in a Thornie Wood, 

That rents the Thornes,and is rent with theTl 
Seeking a way.and ftraying from the wav- l0tI>Cs > 
Not knowing how to findc the open Ayre* 

But toy ling defpcrately to finde it out/ * 

Torment my felfe.to catch the Englifh Crowne- 
And from that torment I will free my f e lf c 
Or hew my way out with a bloody Axe. * 

Why I can fmile,and murther whiles I ftnile 
And cry,Cotitcnt,to that which gricues my H 
And wet my Cheekes with artificiall Teares 
And frame my Face to all occafions. 
lie drowne moreSavlcrs theu the Mermaid Hull 
lie (lay more g^^Mln the Bafiliske * 

He play the OAcor as well as Neftor , * 

Deceiue morc^pj^hen Hltjfes could, 

And like a Synon,take another Trqy, 

I can adde Colours to the Camclion, 

Change (hapes with Proteus, for aduantages, 

And fet the rr.urtherous CMachemll to Schoole. 

Can I doe this,and cannot get a Crowne ? 

Tut,were it farther off,lie plucke it downe. r*.. 

Tlourifh * 

Enter Lewis the Trench King , his Sfiler Bona, fa 
call'd 'Bourbon ; Prince Edward, 
£tucene Margaret,and the Earle of Oxford. 

Lewis Jits^and rtfeth vp againe; 

Lewis. Faire Quecne ofEnglandjWorthy Mmttnt 
Sit downe with vs : it ill befits chy State, 3 

And Birth, that thou fihould’ft ftand,whilcLw/i dothlit 

Marg. No,mightie King of France: now Margmt 
Muft ftrike her fayle,and ltarne a while to ferue. 
Where Kings command, I was (I muft confeffc) 
Great Albions Quecne,in former Golden dayes; 

But now milcbance hath trod ray Title downe, 

And with dii-honor layd me on the ground, 

Where I muft take like Seat vnto my fortune, 

And to my humble Scat conforme my fclfc. 

Lewis. Why fay> faire Queenc, whence fprings this 
deepe defpaire ? 

Margfptom fuch a caufe,as fills mine eyes with tcarej ; 
And flops my tongue, while heart is drown’d in cares. 

Lewis. What ere it be,be thou ftill like thy fclfe, 
And fit thee by our fide. Seats her bj him, 

Yceld not thy nccke to Fortunes yoake. 

But let thy dauntlcffe minde ftill ride in triumph, 

Oucr all mifchance. 

Be plaine,Quecne Margaret, and tell thy griefe* 

It (hall be cas'd,if France can yecld reliefc* 

Marg. Thofe gracious words 
Reuiue my drooping thoughts. 

And giue my congue-ty’d forrov/es leaue tofpeake# 
Now therefore be it knowne to Noble Lewis, 

That Henry foie, pofleflor of my Loue, 

Is,of aKingjbecomeabanifht man, 

And forc’d to liue in Scotland a Forlome; 

While prowd ambitious Edward, Duke of Yorke, 
Vfurpes thcRegall Tkle,and the Seat 
Of Englands true anoynted lawfull King. 

This is the caufe that I,poore UWargaret, 

With this my Sonne,Prince Edward,Henries Heirc, 
Am come to craue thy iuft and lawfull ayde: 

And if thou faile vs,all our hope is done. 

Scotland hath will to helpe^but cannot helpc 
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\ Me thinkes thefc Pceres of France fiiould fmilc at that. 


^r-^ffourPcercs,are both rois-led, 
aUr Tre3 P f«re leiz’d,our Souldiors put to flight, 

° ur , L tho u feeft ) our felues in heauic plight. 

Renowned Queene, 
r?\, t :, nC e ealme the Scorme, 

Sj/we bethinke a meanes to breakc it off. 

The more wee ftay, the ftronger growes our 

- s The more I ftay, the more lie fuccour thee. 

' o,but impatience waitech on true forrow. 
fee where comes the breeder of my forrow. 


And 


Enter Warwick ?» 


lewis. What’s hee approacheth boldly to ourpre- 

^Mcrg. Cur Earle of Warwicke, Edwards greateft 

^lelis. Welcome braue Warwicke, what brings thee 
to France? Heedefcends. Sheeartfeth . 

Jdxrg. I n° w begins a fecond Stormc to rife. 

ForthiAshee that moiies both Winde and Tyde. 

Wtnt* From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 

MvLord*nd Soecraigne,andrhy vowed Friend, 

I come (in Kindnefle, and vnfayned Loucj 
Firft,to doe greetings to thy Royal 1 Perfon, 

An/then to craue a League of Amitie: 

And lafl!y,to confirme that Amitie 

W’ichNuptiall Knot,if thou vouchfafe to graunt 

Thatvcrtuous Lady ’Bonayhy faire Sifter, 

To Englands King,in lawfull Marriage. 

Mare. If that goc forward, Henries hope is done. 
Warw. And gracious Madame, Sf taking to Tona. 

In our Kings bchalfe, 

i am commanded,wi th your leaue and fauor. 

Humbly to ki(fe your Hand, and with my Tongue 
To tell the paffion of my Scueraignes Heart; 

Where Fame,late entring at his hcedfull Eares, 

Hith plac’d thy Beauties Image,and thy Vcrtue. 

Marg. King Lewis, and Lady r Bona, heare me fpeake, 
Before you anfwer Warwick,e. His demand 
Springs noS from Edwards well-meant honeft Louc, 
ButfrotnDeceit,bred byNeceftltie: 
iForhowcan Tyrants fafely gouerne home, 

Vnleffe abroad they purchafc great allyancc? 

To proue him Tyrant,this rcafon may fuffice. 

That A/lewry liueth ftill: but were hee dead, 

Yet here Prince Edward ftands,King Henries Sonne, 
looke therefore Lewis, that by this League and Mariage 
Thou draw not on thy Dangcr.and Dis-honor: 

For though Vfurpers fway the rule a while, 

Y et Heau’ns are iuft,and Time fuppreffetb Wrongs. 
Warn. Iniurious CMargaret. 

Edw. And why not Qucene ? 

Wane. Becaufe thy Father Henry did vfurpe. 

And thou no more art Prince,then (hee is Queene. 

Oxf. Then Warwicks difanuils great John of Gaunt, 
Which did fubdue the greateft part of Spainc; 

And after lohn of Gaunx.,Henry the Fourth, 

Whofe Wifdome was a Mirror to thewifcfl: 

Arid after that wife Prince, Henry the Fife, 

Who by his Proweffc conquered all France: 

From thcfe,our Henry lineally defeends. 

Warn. Oxford, how haps it in this fmooth difeourfc. 

You told not,how Henry the Sixt hath loft 
•All thaqwhich Henry the Fife had gotten: 


But for the reft: you tell a Pedigree 
Of thrccfcorc and two yccrcs,a filly time 
To make prefeription for a Kingdomes worth. 

Oxf. Why Warwicke,can ft thou (peak againft thy Liege, 
Whom thou obeyd’tt thirtie and fix yeeres. 

And not bewray thy Treafon with a Blufh ? 

Warw. Can Oxford, chat did cuer fence the right. 

Now buckler Falfehood with a Pedigree ? 

For fhamc leaue Henry, and call Edward King. 

Oxf Call him my King, by whofe iniurious dooffle 
My cider Brother,the Lord Aubrey Here 
Was done to death ? and more then fo,my Father, 

Euen in the downe-fall of his mellow’d yeeres, 

When Nature brought him to the doore of Death? 

No Warwick^,no: while Life vpholds this Arme, 

This Arme vpholds the Houfc of Lancafler. 
tvarw. And I the Houfe of Torke. 

Lewis. Quecne Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford, 
Vouchfafe ac our requeft,to ftand afide, 

While I vfe further conference with IParwickf. 

They fland aloofe. 

Marg. Heauens graunt, that Warwick» wordes be¬ 
witch him not. 

Z-cw.Now w'arwickeytW me cuen vpon thy confidence 
Is Edward your true King ? for I were loth 
To Iinke with him,that were not lawfull chofien. 

IHarw. Thereon I pawne my Credit, end mine Ho¬ 
nor. 

Lewis. But is hee gracious in the Peoples eye ? 

ITarw. The more,that Henry was vnfortunate. 

Lewis. Then further: all diflembling fet afide. 

Tell me for truth,the mcafure of his Louc 
Vnto our Sifter Bona. 

IHar. Such it feemes. 

As may befeeme a Monarch like himfelfe. 

My felfe haue often heard him fay,and fwcare. 

That this his Louc was an externall Plant, 

Whereof the Root was fixt in Vertues ground, 

The Leaues and Fruit maintain’d with Beauties Sunne, 
Exempt from Enuy, but not from Difdaine, 

Vnleffe the Lady "Bona quit his paine. 

Lewis. Now Sifter,let vs heare your firme refolueJ 
Bona. Your graunt,or your denyall,(hall be mine. 

Yet I confefle.that often ere this day. Speaks tolHar. 

When I haue heard your Kings defert recounted. 

Mine eare hath tempted iudgement to defire, 

Lewis. Then Warwicke, thus: 

Our Sifter (hall be Edwards. 

And now forthwith (hall Articles be drawne, 

Touching the Ioynture that your King muft make, 

Which with herDowrie (hallbecounter-poys’d: 

Draw neere,Queene Margaret, and be a witnefie, 

That Bona fliall be Wife to the Englifti King. 

Pr.Edw. To Edward, but not to the Englifti King. 
Marg. Deceitfull WarwickeM was thy deuice. 

By this alliance to make void my fuit: 

Before thy comming,Lew , » was Henries friend. 

Lewis. And ftill is friend to him,and Margaret . 

But if yonr Title to the Crowne be weake. 

As may appeare by Edwards good fuccefle: 

Then ’tis but reafon,that I be releas’d 
From giuing ayde,which late I proroifed. 

Yet (hall you haue all kindnefle at my hand. 

That your Eftate requires.and mine can yceld. 

H’arw. Henry now hues in Scotland,at his eafe; 

Where^ 
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Where hauing nothing, nothing can he lofe. 

And as for you your felfe (our quondam Queene) 

You haue a Father able to maintaineyou, 

And better ’twere, you troubled him, then France.’ 

Mar. Peace impudent,and Ihamelcffe Warwicke, 
Proud fetter vp, and puller downc of Kings, 

I will not hence, till with myTalke and Tcarcs 
(Both full of Truth) I make King Lewis behold 
Thy flye conueyancc,and thy Lords falfe loue, 

Teft blowing a home Wit hin. 
For both of you are Birds of felfc-famc Feather. 

Lewes. Warwicke.this is fome pofte to vs,or thee. 
Enter the Pofte, 

Teft. My Lord Ambaflador, 

Thefe Letters arc for you. Spends to Warwick, 

Sent from your Brother Marquefle Montague. 

Thcfc from our King.vnto your Maicfty. To Lewis. 
And Madam, thefe for you: To Margaret 

From whom, I know nor. 

They all reade their Letters. 

Oxf. I like it well, that our faire Quecne and Miftris 
Smiles at lier newes, while Warwick; frownes at his. 

Prince Ed. Nay markc how Lewis ftampes as he were 
netlcd, I hope,all’s for the beft. 

Lew, Warwicke.what are thy Newest 
And yours, faire Quecne. 

Mar. Mine fuch.as fill my heart with vnhop’d ioyes. 
'War, Mine full of forrow, and hearts difeontent. 
Lew. What? has your King married the Lady Grey <? 
And now to footh your Forgery, and his. 

Sends me a Paper to perfwade me Patience ? 

Is this th’Alliance that he feckes with France? 

Dare he prefume to fcorne vs in this manner? 

Mar. I told your Maicfty as much before: 

This proueth Edwards Loue,and Warwiekeshoncfty. 

War, King Lewis , I heere proteft in fight of heauen. 
And by the hope I haue ofheaucnly blifie. 

That I am cleere from this tnifdeed of Edwards; 

No more my Ki ng,for he difhonors me. 

But (tioi himfelfe, if he could fee his lhame. 

Did I forget, that by the Houfe ofYorke 
My Father came vntimely to his death ? 

Did I let pafle th’abufc done to my Necce ? 

Did I impale him with the Regall Crowne f 
Did I put Henry from his Natiuc Right ? 

And am I guerdon’d at the laft, with Shame ? 

Shame on himfelfe, for my Deferc is Honor. 

And to repaire my Honor loft for him, 

I heere renounce him,and rcturne to Henry. 

My Noble Quecne, let former grudges pafle. 

And henceforth, I am thy true Seruitour: 

I will reu^ngc his wrong to Lady 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. 
tJMar. Warwicke, 

Thefe words haue turn’d my Hate, to Loue, 

And I forgiue, and quite forget old faults. 

And ioy that thou becom’ft King Henries Friend. 

War . So much his Friend, I,his vnfained Friend, 

That ifKing Lewis vouchfafc to furnilh vs 
With fome few Bands ofehofen Soldiours, 

He vndertake to Land them on our Coaft, 

And force the Tyrant from his feat by Warre.' 

’Tis not his new-made Bride lhall fuccour hin\ 

And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, 

Hee's very likely now to fall from him/ 

For matching more for wanton Luft,then Honor, 
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Or then for ftrength and fafety ofour Count™ 

Ton*. Deere Brother.how lhall Bona be L 
But by thy helpc to this diftreffed Queene ? 

Mar. RenownedPrince,how lhall p 00re w 
Vnleffe thou refeue him from foulc djfpaire > 

Bona. My quarrel,and this EngUlfi q ' 

War. And mine faire Lady 7 iona,\ 0 y^ w "! ,areo »< 
Lew. And :ninc,with hers,and thine and J ' • V ° Ur,> 
Therefore,at laft, I firmely am refolu'd * Jar &*tte, 

You lhall haueayde. 

Mar. Let me giue humble thankes for all 
Lew. Then Englands Mcirenger,returne in T) ff ’ 
And tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King, U C) 
That Lewis of France, is fending ouer Maskers 
To rcucll it with him,and iris new Bride. 

Thou feeft what’s paft,go feare thy King withal] 
Bona. Tell him,in hopchce’l proue a widow..A 
I wcare the Willow Garland for his fake. hott ty 

Mar. Tell him/ny mourning weeds are lavde.fij 
And I am ready to put Armor on. y es ™ e i 

War. Tell him from me,that he hath done mt 
And therefore He vn-Grownc him, cr’t be long ^ 
There’s thy reward, be gone. K 

Lew. But War wicke, , 

Thou and Oxford, with flue thoufand men 
Shall croflc the Seas,and bidfalfe fd^rdbattailc 
And as occafion femes, this Noble Queen 
And Prince, (hall follow with a freCh Supply, 

Yet erethoU go, but anfwer roe one doubt: 

What Pledge haue wc of thy firme Loyalty? 

War. This lhall affute my conftant Loyalty, 

That if ©ur Queeue,and this young Prince agree, 

11 c loync mine eldeft daughter,and my Ioy, 

To him forthwith, in holy Wedlocke bands. 

Mar. Yes, I agtee.aud thanke you for your Motion. 
Sonne Edward, flic is Faire and Vertuous, 

Therefore delay not, giue thy hand to Warwicke, 

And with thy hand, thy faith irreuocable, 

That onely Warwickes daughter lhall be thine. 

Trin.Ed . Yes,I accept her,for flic well deferuesit, 
And heere to pledge my Vow, I giue my hand. 

He giues his hand to Warn, 
Lew.Why ftay we now ? Thefe foldiers Ihalbeleuicd, 
And thou Lord Bourbon,our High Admirall 
Shall waft them ouer with our Royall Fleete. 

I long till Edward fall by Warres mifchance, 

For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 

Exeunt. Manet Warwicke. 
War. I came from Edward as Ambaflador, 

But I returne his fwornc and tnortall Foe: 

Matter of Marriage was the charge he gauemc, 

But dreadfull Warre fhall anfwer his demand. 

Had he none elfc to make a ftale but me ? 

Then none but I, lhali turnc his left to Sorrow. 

I was the Cheefe that rais’d him to the Crowne, 

And lie be Cheefe to bring him downe againe: 

Not that I pitty Henries mifery. 

But feeke Reuenge on Edwards mockery. 


£xit. 


Enter Richard, Clarence , Somcrfet , and 
Mountague. 

r Tjch. Now tell me Brother Clarence, what thinkc you 
Of this new Marriage with the Lady Gray ? 

Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice? 

Cla. Alas,you know, tis farre from hence to Franc:, 
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-—^idheftay till Warwick; made returne ? 

Ho* C Lords forbearc this talkc: heere comes the 

Sent. My A - U ‘ u > 

Ki°g* Flourifh. 

Enter King Edward,Lady Grey,Penbrookf,Staf¬ 
ford, Haftings: foure ftand on one ftde, 

J and foure on the other. 

Clarence. In chufing for your felfe, 

_ You Ihcw’d your iudgement: 

Which being (hallow, you fhall giue me leaue 

To play the Broker in mine owne behalfe j 

And to that end,I Ihortly minde to leaue you. 

King. Leaue me,or tarry, Edward will be King, 

And not be ty’d vnto his Brothers will. 

Lady Grey. My Lords, before it pleas’d his M aieftie 

.. i And his well-chofen Bride. 
rL'ence. I minde to tell him plainly what I thinke. 
Ring. Now Brother of Clarence, 
a «like you our Choycc, 
ru.,vou ftand penfiue,as halfe malecontent? 

^Clarence. As well as Lewis of France, 

Or the Earle of Warwicke, 

Which are fo weake of courage,and in ludgemenr. 

That they le take no offence at our abufe. 

Kinr. Suppofe they take offence without a caufe: 

T ), e y 3^r'e but Lewis and Warwick ;,1 am Edward, 

Your King and Warwickes, and muft haue my will. 

ftcA. And fhall l iaue y° ur W 1 H> becaufe our King: 

Yet haflie Marriage feldome proueth well. 

* gins. Yea,Brother Richard^te. you offended too ? 

Rich. Not I : no : 

God forbid,that I Ihould wilh them feuer’d. 

Whom God hath ioyn’d together: 

1 and ’twere pittie, to funder them, 
jhat yoake fo well together. 

Ring. Setting your skornes.and your miflrke afide. 

Tell me fome reafon,why the Lady Grey 

Should not become my Wifc,and Englands Quecne? 

And you too, Somerfet^nA cMomtague t 

Spcakc freely what you thinkc. 

Clarence. Then this is mine opinion i 

That King Lewis becomes your Enemie, 

For mocking him about the Marriage 

Of the Lady Bona. 

Rich. And Warwick;, doing what you gaue in charge, 
know dis-honored by this new Marriage. 

King. What, if both Lewis and Warwickbz appeas’d, 
Byfuch inuention as I can deuife ? 

Mount Yet.to haue ioyn’d withFrance in fuch alliance. 
Would more haue ftrength ned this our Commonwealth 
’Gainft forraine ftormes,then any home-bred Marriage. 

Halt. Why,knowes not Trleuntagueyhzt of it felfe, 
England is fafe.if true within it felfe ? 

Mount. But the fafer.when ’tis back’d with France. 
Hail. ’Tis better vfing France,then trufting France: 
Lttvs be back’d with God,and with the Seas, 

Which he hath giu’n for fence impregnable. 

And with their helpes,onely defend our fclucs: 

In them.and in our fclues,our fafetie lyes. 

Clar. For this one fpeech, I.ord Haftings well deferues 

To haue the Hcire of the Lord ILungerford. 

Ring. I,what of that? it was my will,and graunt. 

And for this once,my Will lhall ftand for Law. 

Rich.hnA yet me thinks,your Grace hath not done well. 

To giue the Hcire and Daughter of Lord Scaler 

Vnco the Brother of your louing Bride; 

Shce better would haue fitted me,or Clarence : 

Butin your Bride you burie Brotherhood. 

Clar. Or elfc you would not haue bellow’d the Heire 

Of the Lord Tonuill on your new Wiues Sonne, 

And leaue your Brothers to goe fpeede elfcwhcre. 

A'wjr. Alas,poorc Clarence t is it for a Wife 
lhat thou art malecontent ? I willprouidc thee. 

To rayfc my State to Title of a Queene, 

Doe roc but right,and you muft all confcflc, 

That I was not ignoble of Dcfcent, 

And meaner then my felfe haue had like fortune, 

Sut as this Title honors me and mine. 

So your diflikes,to whom I would be pleafing. 

Doth cloud my ioyes with danger, and with forrow. 

King. My Loue,forbearc to fawne vpon their frownes: 
What daoger,or what forrow can befall thee, 

So long as Edward is thy conftant friend. 

And their true Soueraigne,whom they muft obey ? 

Nay,whom they lhall obey,and loue thee too, 

Vnleffe they feeke for hatred at toy hands: 

Which if they doe,yet will I keepe thee fafe. 

And they lhall fcele the vengeance of my wrath. 

Rich. I heare, yet fay not much,but thinke the more. 

Enter a Pofte. 

King. Now Meflcnger,what Letters.or what Newes 
from France i 

Poft. My Soueraignc Licge,no Letters,€c few words. 
But fuch,as I (without your fpeciall pardon) 

Dare not relate. 

King. Goe too,wee pardon thee : 

Theretbre,in briefe,tell me their words, 

As neere as thou canft guefle them. 

What anfwer makes King Lewis vnto our Letters ? 

Potl. At my depart,thefe were his very words : 

Goe tell falfe Edward, the fuppofed King, 

That Lewis of France is fending ouer Maskers, 

To reuell it with him,and his new Bride. 

King. Is Lewis fokraue? belike hethinkes me Henry. 
But what faid Lady Bona to my Marriage ? 

Poft. Thefe were her words,vtt’red with mild difdaine: 
Tell him,in hope hee’le proue a Widower Ihortly, 
lie weare the Willow Garland for his fake. 

King. I blame not her; (he could fay little Icfle: 

She had the wrong. But what faid Henries Queene ? 

For I haue heard,that (he was there in place. 

Poft. Tell him(quoth fhe) 

My mourning Wcedes are done. 

And I am readic to put Armour on. 

King. Belike (he minds to play the Amazon. 

But what faid Warwicke to thefe iniuries ? 

Toft. He,more incens’d againft your Maieftiej 

Then all the reft,difcharg’d me with thefe words; 

Tell him from me.that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore lie vnerowne him,er’t be long. 

-KV»£.Ha?durft the Traytor breath out fo prowd words? j 
Well,I will arme me,being thus fore-warn’d: 

They lhall haue Warres,and pay for their preemption. 
But fay,is Warwick; friends with Margaret? 

Poft. I, gracious Soueraignc, 

They are fo link’d in friendlhip, 

That yong Prince Edward roarryes Warwicks Daughter. 
Clarence. Belike,the elder; 

Clarence will haue the younger. J 

Now/ 
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Now Brother King farewell,and fit you faft. 

Fori will hence to Warwickes other Daeghter, 

That though I want a Kingdome, yet in Marriage 
I may not proue inferior to your fclfe. 

You that loue me,and Warwick?, follow me. 

Exit Clarence,and Somerfet follawts. 

Rich. Not I: 

My thoughts ayme at a further matter: 

I flay not for the loue of Edward, but the Crowne. 

King. Clarence and Somerfet both gone to Warwicke ? 
Yet am I arm’d againft the worft can happen : 

And haftc is ncedfull in this defp’rate cafe« 

Pembrookfi and Stafford, you in our bchalfe 
Goe leuie men,and make prepare for Warre j 
They are alrcadie,or quickly will be landed: 

My felfe in perfon will ftraight follow you. 

Exeunt Pembrooke and Stafford, 

But ere I go c,Hafiings and Mountagut 
Rcfoluc my doubt: you twaine,of all the reft. 

Are neere to Warwicke, by blond,and by allyance s 
Tell me.if you loue Warwicke more then me j 
If it be fo,then both depart to him: 

I rather wifh you foes,then hollow friends. 

But if you mindc to hold your true obedience, 

Giue me affurance with fome friendly Vow, 

That I may neuer haue you in fufpeft. 

iMomt. So God helpe t Motsntague, as hee proucs 
true. 

Hast. And Hayings,it hee fauours Edwards caufe. 
King. Now,Brother Richard, will you ftand by vs ? 
Rich. 1» in defpight of all that Ihall withftand you. 
King ■ Why fo: then am I fure of Viftorie. 

Now therefore let vs hence,and lofe no howre. 

Till wee meet Warwicke, With his forreinepowre. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Warwicke and Oxford in England, 
with French Souldiors. 

Warw. Truft me,my Lord, all hitherto goes well. 

The common people by numbers fwarnae to vs. 

Enter Clarence and Somerfet. 

But fee where Somerfet and Clarence comes : 

Speake fuddenly,my Lords,are wee all friends ? 

Clar. Fearc not that.my Lord, 

Warw. Then gentle Clarence, welcome vnto Warwicke, 
And welcome Somerfet : I hold it cowardize. 

To reft miftruftfull,where a Noble Heart 
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in figne of Loue; 

Elfe might I thinke,that f 'larence,Edwards Brother, 

Were butafained firiend to our proceedings : 

But welcome l'weet fflarence,my Daughter Ihall be thine. 
And now,what refts ? but in Nights Coucrture, 

Thy Brother being carelcflely encamp’d, 

His Souldiors lurking in the Towne about. 

And but attended by a fiinplc Guard, 

Wee may furptize and take him at our pleafure. 

Our Scouts haue found the aduenturc very cafie: 

That as VIyffes, and flout Diomede , 

With Height and manhood ftolc to RhefuT ents, 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatall Steeds; 

So wee,wt?ll couer’d with the Nights black Mantle, 
Atvnawares may beat downe Edwards Guard, 

And feize himfelfe: I fay not,{laughter him, 

For I intend but oncly to furprizehisn. 

You that will follow me to this attempt. 
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Applaud the Name of tfcwi^wiri^^ 

They all cry,Henry. 

Why then,let s on our way in filent fort, 

For Warwicke and his friends,God aud Saint George 

■£***»/, 

Enter three Watchmen to guard the Kings Tent 


flSDd, 


I. Watch .Come oh my Mafters.each man take h' 

The King by this,is fet him downe to fleepe. ** 

2. Watch. What,willhenottoBcd? 

1 . Watch. Why,no: for he hath made a folcmne V 
Neuer to lye and take his naturall Reft, *' V °W. 
Till Warwicke, or himfclfe,bc quite fuppreft, 

2. Watch. To morrow then belike Ihall be the r| 

If Warwicke be fo neere as men report. incdJ y, 

3 . Watch . But fay,I pray,what Noble man is that 

That w ith the Kin g here refteth in his Tent ? ’ 

friend™^' Ti$ theL ° rd ******** Kin g* chiefeft 

3 . Watch. 0,is it fo ? but why commands the Kin 
That his chicfc followers lodge in Townes about h 
While he himfelfe keepes in the cold field ? 1^1, 

2 . watch. ’Tis the more honour,becaufe more dan* 
rous. **■ 

$. Watch. I,but giue me worlhip, and qnietneffe 

I like it better then a dangerous honor. 

If Warwicke knew in what eftate he ftands, 

’Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 

1. Watch. Vnleffe our Halberds did fljut vp his paf. 
fage. 

2. watch. I: wherefore clfe guard we his RoyallTent, 
But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes ? 

Enter Warwicke , C larence, Oxford, Somerfet, 
and French Souldiors filent all. 

Warw. This is his Tent.and fee where ftand his Guard: 
Courage my Matters: Honor now, or neuer: 

But follow me,and Edward Ihall be ours, 

1. Watch. Who goes there ? 

2, Watch. Stay,orthoudyeft. 

Warwicke and the ref cry all, Warwicke,Warwick^, 
and fet vpon the Guard.whofiye,crying,. Arne,.Am, 
Warwicke and the ref following them, 

■The Drumme playing,and Trumpet founding. 
Enter Warwicke, Somerfet,and the refi,bringing the King 
out tn his Gewue,fitting in a Chaire: Richard 
and Hafiings flyes ouer the Stage, 

Som. What are they that flye there ? 

Warw, Rickard and Hafiings ; let them goe, heere is 
the Duke. 

K.Edw. The Duke? 

Why Warwicke, when wee parted, 

Thou call’dft me King. 

Warw. I,but the cafe is alter’d. 

When you difgrac’d me in my Embaffade, 

Then I degraded you from being King, 

And come now to create you Duke of Yorke. 

Alas,how fihould you gouertie any Kingdome, 

That know not how to vfe Embaffadors, 

Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 

Nor how to vfe your Brothers Brotherly, 

Nor how to ftudie for the Peoples Welfare. 

Nor how to fttrowd your fclfe from Enemies ? 
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RSlw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, 

:A rtt 'u*n Ifee'tbat Edward needs muft downe. 

H c , felfe.and all thy Complices, 

alwayesbeare himfelfe as King: 
M * 0 j, p or tunes mallice ouerthrow my Scate, 


Thong 


inde exceedes the compaffe of her Wheele. 


MgjJ 'yiicn for his mitide, be Edward Englands King, 
Takes off his Crowne. 

., rteiirr now Ihall wearc the Englilh Crowne* 
d be true King indeede: thou but the Ihadows 
h l ford of Somerfet, at ray requeft, 
r.rhat forthwith Duke Edward be conuey d 
Vnto my Brother Arch-Bilhop of Yorke : 

.yhea I haue fought with Pembrooke,and his fcllowes, 

He follow yon, and tell what anfwer 
Lettish the Lady Tona fend to him. 

L for a-while farewell good DukeofYorke, 

They leade him out forcibly. 

K,Ed. What Fates impofc,that men muft needs abide; 
It boots not to refill both winde and tide. Exeunt. 

Oxf, What now remaines my Lords for vs to do. 

Rut march to London with our Soldiers ? 

par. I,that’s the firft thing that we haue to do, 

To free King Henry from imprifonment, 

And fee him feated in the Regal! Throne. 


exit . 


Enter Riuers,and Lady Gray, 

Riu. Madam,what makes yon in this fodain change? 

Craj. Why Brother Ritters, are you yet to learnc 
What late misfortune is befalne King Edward > 

Rin. What Ioffe of fomc pitc’ntbactell 
Againft 'arwickei 

Gray. No,butthe Ioffe ofhis owne Royall petfon. 
Rin. ThenismySoueraigne flaine ? 

Cray. 1 almoft flaine,for he is taken prifoncr* 

Either betrayd by falfliood ofhis Guard, 

: Or by his Fot furpriz’d atvnawares: 

And as I further haue to vnderftand, 

Isnew committed to the Bilhop of Yorke, 

FeH Warwiclces Brother, and by that our Foe. 

Ria. Thefe Newes I muft confeffe are full ofgrcefc, 
Yet gracious Madam, beare it as you may, 

Warwicke may loofc, that now hath wonne the day. 

Gray. Till thcn,fairc hope muft hinder liucs decay: 
Audi the rather vvaine me from difpaire 
For loue of Edwards Oft-fpring in my wombe: 

This is it chat makes me bridle paffion, 

And beare with Mildneffe my misfortunes croffe: 

1,1, for this I draw in many 3 teare, 

And ftop the riling of blood-fucking fighes, 

feaft with my fighes or teares, I blaft or dro wne 

King Edwards Fruite, true heyre to th’Englilh Crowne. 

Rin, But Madam, 

Where is Warwicke then become ? 

Gray. I am inform’d that he comes towards Lond6n, 
To fet the Cro wne once more on Henries head, 

Guefie thou the f eft. King Edwards Friends muft downe. 
Butto preuent the Tyrants violence, 

(For truft not him that hath once broken Faith) 

He hence forthwith vnto the Sanctuary, 


To faue (at leaft )thc heire of Edwards right: 

There Ihall 1 reft fccurc from force and fraud : 

Come therefore let vs flye,while we may flye. 

If Warwicke take vs,we are fure to dye. exeunt. 

Enter Richard, Lord Hafiings,and Sir WiHiam 
Stanley. 

Rich. Now my Lord Hafiings, and Sir William Stanley 
Leaue offto wonder why i drew you hither. 

Into this cheefeft Thicket of the Parke. 

Thus ftand the cafe : you know ourKing,my Brother, 

Is prifoner to thcBiftiop berc,at wnofc hands 
He hath good vfage,and great liberty, 

And often but amended with weake guard. 

Come hunting this way to difpor t himfelfe. 

I haue aduertis’d him by fecret meancs. 

That ifabout this houre he make this way, 

V nder the colour ofhis vfuall game, 

He Ihall heere finde his Friends with Horfe and Men, 

To fet him free from his Captiuitic, 

Enter King Edward, and a Hunt [man 
with him. 

Huntfman, This way my Lord, 

For this way lie* the Game. 

KingEdw. Nay this way man. 

See where the Huntfmen ftand. 

Now Brother of Glofter, Lord Hafiings,and the reft, 
Stand you thus clofc to ftealc the Biflaops Deere ? 

Rich, Brother,the time and cafe,requircth haft. 

Your hovfe ftands ready at the Parke-corner. 

King Ed. But whether Ihall wc then ? 

Hafi. To Lyn my Lord, 

And Ihipt from thence to Flanders.’ 

%tch. Wcl gueftbelecueme,for that was my meaning 
K.Ed. Stanley ,1 will requite thy forwardneffe. 

Rich. But wherefore ftay we? ’tis no time to talkc. 
K.Ed. Huntfman, what fay’ft thou ? 

Wilt thou go along i 

H»ntf Better do fo,then tarry and behang’d. 

Rich. Come then away,lets ha no more aaoo, 

K.Ed. Bilhop far well, 

Sheeld thee from Warwickes frowne, 

And pray that I may re-poffeffe the Crowne. exeunt 

Flottrijh. Enter King henry the fixt, Clarence, Warwicks> 
Somerfet,young Henry, Oxford, Momtaguc, 
and Lieutenant. 

K.Hm, M.Lieutenant,now that God and Fricndg 
Haue Ihaken Edward from the Regall feate. 

And turn’d my captiue ftate to libcrcie, 

My feareto hope,my forrowes vnto ioyes. 

At our enlargement what arc thy due Fees ? 
L>e«.Subiedls may challenge nothing of their SoliTains 
But,ifan humble prayer may preuaile, 

I then craue pardon of your Maieftic. 

IC.Hen. Forwhac, Lieutenant?For well vfingme? 
Nay,be thou fure,Ile well requite thy kindneffc. 

For that it made my imprifonment,a pleafure: 

I, fuch a pleafure,as incaged Birds 
Conceitie; when after many moody Thoughts, 

At laft, by Notes of Houlhold harmonic, 

They quite forget their lofle of Liberric. 

_ ' q 
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But Warwicke, after God,thou fet’ft me free, 

■And chiefely chercfore,I thanke God,and thee, 

He was the Author,thou the Inftrumcnt. 

Therefore that I may conquer Fortunes flight, 

By lining low, where Fortune cannot hurt me. 

And that the people of this blcffcd Land 
May not be puniflit with my thwarting ftarres, 

Warwick* .although my Head ftill wearc the Cro wne, 

I here refigne my Gouernment to thee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

Warw. Your Grace hath ftill beene fam’d for vertuous, 
And now may feeme as wife as vertuous. 

By fpying and auoiding Fortunes malice. 

For few men rightly temper with the Starrcs: 

Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 

For ehufing me,when Clarence is in place. 

CUr. No Warwicke,than art worthy of the fway. 

To whom the Heau’ns in thy Natiuitie, 

Adiudg’d an Oliue Branch,and Lawrell Crowne, 

As likely to be bleft in Peace and Warre: 

And therefore I yeeld thee my free confent. 

Warw. And I chufe Clarence or.ely for Protector. 

King.Warwicl^and Clarence, giue me both your Hands: 
Now ioyne your Hands, & with your Hands your Hearts, 
That no diffention hinder Gouernment: 

I make you both Prote&ors of this Land, 

While I my fclfe will lead a priuate Life, 

And in dcuotion fpend my latter dayes, 

To finnes rebuke.and niy Creators prayfe. 

Wane. What anfweres Clarence to his Soueraignes 
will ? 

Clar . That he cpnfents, if Warwick* yeeld content. 
For on thy fortune I repofe my felfe. 

Warw. Why then,though loth,yet muft I be content: 
Wec’le yoake together,like a double ftiadow 
To Henries Body,and fupply his place; 

I meane.in bearing weight of Gouernment, 

While he enioyes the Honor,and hiseafe. 

And Clarence,now then it is more then needfull, 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a Traytor, 

And all his Lands and Goods confifcate. 

Clar. What elfe ? and that Succcflion be determined. 

War ve. I .therein Clarence fhall not want his part. 

King. But with the firft,of all your chiefe affaires. 

Let me entreat (for I command no more) 

That Margaret your Queene, and my Sonne Edward,, 

Be tent for,to returne from France with fpeed: 

For till I fee them here, by doubtfall feare. 

My ioy of libertic is halfe eclips’d. 

Clar. It ft)all bee done, my Soueraigne, with all 
fpeede. 

King. My Lord of Somerfct,what Youth is that. 

Of whom you feeme to haue fo tender care ? 

Sornerf. My Liege, it is young Henry, Earle of Rich¬ 
mond. 

King. Come hither,Englands Hope: 

Lajes bis Hand on bis Head, 

If fecrec Powers fuggeft but truth 
To my diuining thoughts, 

This prettie Lad will prone our Countries blifle. 

His Lookes are full of peacefull Maieftic, 

His Head by nature fram’d to weare a Crowne, 

His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himfclfe 
Likely in time to bleffe a Regall Throne: 

Make much of hiro.my Lords j for this is hee 
Muft hclpe you more,thcn you are hurt by mee. 


Enter a Pofte. 

Warw. What newes, nay friend ? 

Pofte. That Edward is efcaped from v 0 j. R. 

And fled (as hee hcares fincc) to Burgundie. 0t ” 5r > 

Warw. Vnlauorie newes: but how made he " 

Pofte. He was conucy’d by Richard,H u k e 0 f n ]! e ' 
And the Lord Haftwgs,vibo attended him °“ er » 
In fccret ambufh.on the Forreft fide. 

And from the Bifhops Huntfmen refeu’d him. 

For Hunting was his dayly Exercile. 

Warw. My Brother was too careleffe of hi$ c |, 

But let vs hence,my Souerai gne,to prouide na ^ e ' 

A faluc for any fore.that may betide. ^ 

CWanet $omerfet,Richmond,and Oxford, 

Sam My Lord,I like not of this flight of Edwards. 
For doubtleflc, "Burgundie will yeeld him helpe. 

And wc (hall haue more War res befor’tbe lone 
As Henries late prefaging Prophecie 
Did glad my heart,with hope of this ybung Richmond. 
So doth my heart mif-giue me, in thefe Conflifo 
What may befall him,to his harme and ours, * 
Therefore,Lord Oxford, to preuent the wotft, 
Forthwith wee’le fend him hence to Brittanie, 

Till ftormes be paft of Ciuill Enmitie. 

Oxf. I: for if Edward rc-poffcflc the Ctovrne, 

*Tis like that Richmond, with the reft,(hall downe. 

1 Sorts. It ftiall be fo; he (hall to Brittanie, 

Come thercforc,let’» about it fpcedily. Exm. 

Flottri/b. Enter Edward, Richard, Hajlinys, 
and Settldiers, 

Edw. Now Brother Richard,Lord Haftings^niikitb, 
Yet thus farre Fortune maketh vs amends, 

And fayes.that once more I (hall cnterchange 
My wained ftatc.for Henries Regall Crowne. 

Well haue we paf$’d,and now re-pafs’d the Seas, 

And brought defired helpe from Burgundie. 

What then remaines.we being thus arriuM 
From Raucnfpurre Hauen,before the Gates of Yorke, 
But that we enter,as into our Dukedome ? 

Rich. The Gates made faft ? 

Brother, I like not this. 

For many men that ftumbte at the Threfliold, 

Ate well fore-told,that danger lutkes within. 

Edw, Tu(h man,aboadments muft not now affrightvi: 
By fairc or foule meanes we muft enter in, 

For hither will our friends repaire to vs. 

Hail, My Liege, lie knocke once more,to fammor 
them. 

Enter on the Walls, the cJMaitr tfTorke , 
and his brethren, 
tJMaior. My Lords, 

We were fore-warned of yourcomming, 

And fhut the Gates,for fafetie of our Trines 5 
For now we owe allegeance vnto Henry. 

Edw. But,Matter Maior,if Henry be your King, 
Yet Edward,it the leaft,is Duke of Yorke. 

UMaior. True, my good Lord, I know you ‘ otn( 

£V>'t*.Wby,and I challenge nothing but my Dukedom 
As being well content with that alone. ^ ^ 


Open the Gates,we 
itlstot' 
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giiTwheruheFoxhath once got in his Note, 
fiode meanes to make the Body follow. _ 


H‘ e ! e rt 00 WhV Matter Maior,why ftand you in a doubt ? 
A* . ’ ,, ’Kin« Henries friends. 


are King Henries friends. 


r a v vou fo ? the Gates (hall then be opened. 
1, YY Hedefcends. 


. * w jf c flout Captaine,and foone perfwaded. 

jJ' Thc „ 0 od old man would fainc that all were wel, 
notlong of him: but being entred. 


c -twerenoi --p 

°, nub t not I,but we (hall foone perfwade 
Jhim.SndaH his Brothers,vnto reafon. 


Enter the tMaior.andtwo ^Aldermen . 
jo MafterMaior: theleGates muft not be fhur, 

’ n ‘heNight,orin thetimeof Warre. 

SL. feare not man,but yeeld me vp the Keyes, 

* Takes hss Keyes. 

c Edvard will defend theToWne.and thee, 

And all thofc friends^that deine to follow mee. 

March. Enter Mottntgomerie,witb Drnmmt 
and Souldiers. 

Rich. Brother,this is Sir John Mostntgomerie , 

Ourtruftie friend,vnlefle I be deceiu’d," 

Ed*. Welcome Sir Iohn : but why come you in 

^Mount. To helpe King Edward in his time of ftorme. 
AseueryJoyall Subieft ought to doe. 

gin. Thankcs good tMountgomerie: 

But we now forget our Title to the Crowne, 

And onely dayrae our Dukedome, 

Till God pleafe co fend the reft. 

Mount. Then fare you well,for I will hence againe, 
Icame to fevue a King,and not a Duke: 

Drummer ttrike vp,and let vs march away. 

The Drumme begins to march. 

Edw. Nay flay,Sir John, a while, and wee’le debate 
By what fafe meanes the Crowne may be recouer’d. 

Mount. What talke you of debating Pin fewwordj. 
If you’le not here proclaime your fclfe our King, 

Ileleaue you to your fortune,and be gone, 

Tokeepe them back,that come to fuccour you. 

Why lhall we fighr,if youpretend noTitle? 

Rich. Why Brother, wherefore ftand you on nice 
points ? 

Sdvo. When wee grow ftronger, 

Then wee’le make ourClayme: 

Till then.’tis wifdomc to conceale our meaning. 

Hajl. Away with fcrupulous Wit, now Armes muft 
rule. 

Rick,And fearelefle minds clyme fooneft vnto Crowns. 
Brother,wc will proclaime you out of hand, 

Thebruit thereof will bring you many friends. 

frfB'.Then be it as you will: for ’tis my right, 

And Henry but vfurpes the Diademe. 

Mount. I,now my Soueraigne fpcaketh like himfclfe. 
And now will I be Edwards Champion. 

Hoft.fomd Trumpet ,Edward dial be here proclaim’d: 
Come,tellow Souldior, make thou proclamation. 

Elew if). Sound. 

Soul. Edward the Fourthly the Grace of Cod, King of 
England and France,and Lord of Ireland,&c. 

Mount. And wliofoe’re gainfayes King Edwards right, 
*>y this I challenge him to fingle fighr. 

Throwes downe his Gauntlet. 

Long Hue Edward the Fourth. 


Edw. Thankcs braue Montgomery , 

And thankcs vnto you all: 

If fortune terue me,lie requite this kindnefle. 

Now for this Night,let’s harbor here in Yorke: 

And when the Morning Sunne ftiall rayfc his Carre 
Aboue the 3order of this Horiz-on, 

Wee’le forward towards Warwick*, and his Matcsj 
For well I wor,that Henry is no Souldier. 

Ah froward Clarence, how cuill it beteemes thee. 

To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother ? 

Yet as wee may,wee’le meet both thee and Warwick *. 
Come on braue Souldiors : doubt not of the Day, 

And that once gotten,doubt not of large Pay. Sxetstst . 

plowifb. Enter the King,Wa.rwicke,Meuntague i 
Clarence ,0 xford/wd Somerftt. 

War. What counfaile,Lordsf Edward from Bclgia, 
With haftie Germanes,and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pafs’d in fafetie through the Narrow Seas, 

And with his troupes doth march amaine to London, 
And many giddie people flock to him. 

King. Let’s leuie men,and beat him backe againe, 
Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden our. 

Which being fuffer’d,Riuers cannot quench. 

War. In Warwickfhirelhaue true-hearted friends. 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in Warre, 

Thofe will I mufter vp : and thou Sonne Clarence 
Shalt ftirrevp in SuffolkCjNorfoike.and in Kent, 

The Knights and Gentlemen,co come with thee. 

Thou Brother Mount ague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton,and in Lcicefterftiire,ftialt find 
Men well enclin’d to heare what thou command’ft. 

And thou,braue Oxford, wondrous well belou’d. 

In Oxfordlhire fhalt mufter vp thy friends. 

My Soucraigne,with the louing Citizens, 

Like to his lland,gvrt in with theOcean, 

Ormodcft Dy<»«,circled with her Nymphs j 
Shall reft in London,ti!l we come to him: 

Faire Lords take leaue,and ftand not to replyi 
Farewell my Soueraigne. 

King. Farewell my Heilor, and my Troyes true hope. 
Clar . In figne of truth,I kifle your Highnefle Hand. 
King. Well-minded Clarence,be thou fortunate. 
Mount. Comfort,my Lord,and fo I take my leaue. 
Oxf. And thus I feale my truth,and bid adieu. 

King. Sweet Oxford, and my louing Mountague , 

And all at once,once more a happy farewell. 

War. Farewell,fwect Lords,let‘s meet at Couentry, 

Exeunt. 

King. Here at the Pallace will I reft a while. 

Coufin of Exeter,' what thinkes your Lordlbip ? 

Me thinkes,the Power that Edward hath in field, 

Should noc be able to encounter mine. 

Exet. The doubt is,that he will feduce the reft. 

King. That’s not my fearc,my meed hath got me fame; 
I haue not ftojjt mine eares to their demands. 

Nor pofted oft their fuites with flow delayes. 

My pittie hath beene balme to heale their wounds. 

My mildnefle hath allay’d their fwclling griefes. 

My mercie dry’d their water-flowing tearcs.- 
I haue not been defirous of their wealth. 

Nor much oppreft them with great Subfidies, 

Nor forward of reuenge,though they much err’d. 

Then why (hould they loue Edward more then me? 

No £* - ffer,thelc Graces challenge Grace t 
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And when the Lyon fawnes vpon the Lambe, 
jThe Lambe will neuer ccafe to follow him. 

Shout withmfji Lane after, A Lane after. 

Exet. Hearkc,hearke,my Lord, what Shouts arc 
tbele ? 

Enter Edward and his Souldiers. 

Edw. Seize ou the fhaniefac’d Henry,beate him hence. 
And once againe proclaimc vs King of England, 

: You are the Fount .that makes fmall Brookes to flow, 
Noyv flops thy Spring,my Seafliall fuck ftiemdry. 

And fwellfo much the higher,by their ebbe, 

I Hence withiiim-xo the Tower,lct him not fpcake. . 

Exit with King Henry. 

j And Lords,towards Coitentty bend we our courfe, 

: Where peremptoric Warwicks now remaines: 

The Sunnc ftiines hoc.and if we vfc delay, 

Cold biting Winter marres our hop’d-for Hay,' 

* Rich. Away betimes,before his forces iOyne, 

I And take the grcat-growheTraytor vnawares: 
iBraue Warriors,march amainc towards Couentry. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Warwicks, the Maior of Couentry, two 
hteftengers ,and others vpon the Walls. 

j.; : •"! Laj - ;: . ,,t .. •. \ 

War. Where is the Pofl that came from valiant Oxfordt 
How farre hence is thy Lord,mine honeft fellow? 

Me ft i. By this at Dunfmore, marching hitherward. 

War. How favreoff is our Brother Trlomtague ? 
Whfcre is the Pofl that came from Momtague ? 

Tfieft.2. By this at Daintry,with a puiffant troopc. 

Enter Someruile. 

War. Say Sonserutle^b&t fayes my louing Sonne ? 
And by thy gueffe.how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Someru. At Southam I did lcaue him with his forces, 
And doe expert him here forae two howres hence. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand,I heare his Drummc. 

Someru. It is not his,my Lord,here Southam lyes: 
The Drum your Honor hearcs,marchcth from Warwick?. 

War. Who fliould thatbe?belike vnlook’d for friends. 

Someru. They are at hand,and you lhall quickly know. 

March. Flourtfh, Enter Edward,Richard, 
and Souldiers. 

Edw. Goe,Trumpet,to the Walls,and found a Park. 

Rich. See how the furly warwicke mans the Wall. 

{War. Oh vnbid fpight,is fportfull Edward come ? 
Where flept our Scouts,or how are they feduc’d, 

That we could heare no nevves of his repayre. 

Edw. Now Warwicks,vtilt thou ope the Citic Gates, 
Speake gentle words,and humbly bend thy Knee, 

Call Edward King,and at his hands begge Mercy, 

And he (hall pardon thee thefc Outrages ? 

War . Nay rather,wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confefle who fct-thec vp.and pluckt thee downe. 

Call Warwicke Patron,and be penitent. 

And thou {halt ftill remaine the Duke of Yorke. 

Rich. I thought at leaft he would haue faid the King, 
Ordidhemaketheleaftagaioft his will? » 

War. Is not a Dukedomc,Sir, a goodly gift ? 

Rich. I,by my taith,for a poore Earle to giue, 
lie doe thee feruice for fo good a gife. 

War. Twas I that gaue the Kingdome to thy Bro¬ 
ther. 

Edw. Why then 'tis mine,if but by Warwickft gift. 
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And Wcakehng .JVmrxvtck? takes his gift aoa in e * 

And Henry is my King, Warwick? hi/Subie<ft f * 

Edw. But Warwick?; King is Edwards Pufo nc . 

And gallant l^armcke- doe but anfwer this 
What is the Body 3 whcn the Head is off> * 

Kick a Alas,that Warwick* had no more forc- 
But whiles he thought to fteale the finglc Ten ^ 1 
The King was flyly finger’d from the Deck * * 

You left poore Henry at the Bifhops Pallacc 
And tenne to one yoa'le meet him in the Tower 
Edw . 'Tis euen fo 5 yct you are Warwick? ftill/ 

Rich. Come Warwick?^ 

Take the time, kneele downe, kneele downe: 

Nay when ? ftrike now,or elfe the Iron cooles 
War. -1 had rather chop this Hand off a blow 
And with the other,fling it at thy face, * 

Then beare fo low a fayle,to ftrike to thee; 

Edw. Saylc how thou canft, ‘ * , 

Haue Winde and Tydc thy friend, 

This Hand/aft wound about thy coale-black hayre 
Shall,whiles thy Head is warme, and new cut off * 
Write in theduft this Sentence with thy blood * 
Wind-changing IFarwiek? now can change no more, 

Enter Oxfcrdyvith Drumme and Colours . 

JTar. Oh chearefull Colours,fee where Oxford comes 
Oxf. O xford, Oxford, for Lane after. 

Riche The Gates are open,lct vs enter too, 

Edw . So other foes may fet vpon our backs. 

Stand we in good array: for they no doubt 
Will ifiue out againe, and bid vs battaile; 

If not,chcCitie being but of lmall defence, 

Wee’Ie quickly rowze the Traitors in the fame.’ 

War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy helpe. 

Snter Mount ague y with Drummc and Colours, 

Mount. Mount ague , Mount ague, for Lane after. 
j?/c&.Thou and thy Brother both (hall buy thisTreafon 
Eucn with the deareft blood youi bodies beare. 

Sdw 9 The harder maicht,the grearer Vi&orie, t 
My minde prefageth happy gainc,and Conqucft. 

Enter Somerfet.mth Drumttis and Colours . 

Som. Somerfet,Somerfet ,for Lancafier . 

Rich . Two of thy Name,both Dukesof Soracrfct, 
Haue fold their Lines vnto the Houfe of Yorke, 

And thou /halt be the third,if this Sword hold. 

Enter Clarence .with Drumme and Colour 

War. And Ioe,where Georg? of Clarence fwcepes along, 
Of force enough to bid his Brother Battaile : 

With whom/in vpright zeale to righ^preuailes 
More then the nature of a Brothers Loue, 

Come Clarence 9 cotr\z : thou wilt,if Warwick? c;\\» ^ 

^T^r.Father of Warwick,know you what this mcanes. 
Lookc here^I throw my infamie at thee s 
I will not ruinate my Fathers Houfe, 

Who gauc his blood to lyme the (tones together, 

And feL vp Lancafier. Why,trowcft thou,^4W^?> 
That Clarence is fohar(h,fo blunt, vnnaturall, 

To bend the fatall Inftrumcnts of Warre , ^ 
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his lawfuli King. 

Ag f,f s hou wilt obie<5t my holy Oath: 

P £l P* .hat Oath,were more impictie, 

T° kC /L^,when he facrific'd his Daughter. 
^CyformyTrefpasmade, 

I 3m ^ ^cferue well ac my Brothers hands, 

^ t0 ro cl 3 Vme my felfe thy mortall foe: 

1 h r h &olut!on, wherefoe’re I meet thee, 

)!! uvill meet thee, if thou ftirre abroad; 

•( t*<?ue thee,for thy fon'.e mis-Ieadmg me. 

T°| Afowd-heartcd Warwick?,\ defie thee, 

An J *L Brother turne my blulhing Chcckes, 

P i ott (aeEdward,! will make amends : 

d Richardydoc not frownc vpon my faults, 

FrUvill henceforth be nomore vneonftant. 

°£d(t .Now welcome more.and ten times more bclou d, 
Then if thou neuer hadft deferu’d our hate. 

Rick- Welcome good Clarence, this is Brother-like. 
fsru. ^’ n P a lf ,n g Tray tor,periur’d and vniuft, 

Ria. What Warwicke, 

Wile thou leaue the Towne,and fight l 
Or fnall we beat.the Stones about thine Eares ? 

n'srv). Alas,I am not coop'd here for defence : 

1 will away towards Barnet prdcntly. 

And bid thee Battaile, Edwardtf thou dar’ft. 

ihv. Yes Ufarwicke.Edward dares,and leads the way: 
Lords to the field: Saint George,md VicTorie. Exeunt, 
iilarch. IFarwick* and his companiefollowes. 

Riorum, and Excurftons. Enter Edward bringing 
forth Warwicke wounded. 

tdw. So,lye thou there: dye thou,and dye ourfeate, 
f01 Warwicke was a Buggethat fear’d vs ail. 

Now Mountagtte fit faft,I feeke for thee, 

That Warwicks* Bones may keepc thine companie. 

Exit. 

Wrtrw. Ah.who is nigh? come to me,friend,or foe. 

And tell me who is Vi£lcr,7V^e,or Warwicks ? 

Whyaske I that ? my mangled body fhewes, 

My blood,my want of ftrength,my fickc heart Ihewes. 
That I mart yeeld my body totheEarth, 

And by my fall,the conqueft to my foe. 

Thusyeelds the Cedar to the Axes edge, 

Whofe Armes gaue fiieltcr to the Princely Eagle, 

Vnder whofe (hade the ramping Lyon flept, 

Whofe top-branch ouer-peer’d loues fpreading Tree, 

Andkepy low Shrubs from Winters pow’rfull Winde. 
Thele Eyes,that now are dim'd with Deaths black Veyle, 
Hauebecne as piercing as the Mid-day Sunne, 
Tofearchthe fecretTreafonsof the World : 

The Wrinckles in my Browes,now fill’d with blood, 
Were lik’ned oft to Kingly Sepulchers: 

For who liu’d King,but 1 could digge his Graue ? 

And who durft fmile,when Warwicks bent his Brow ? 
Loe,now my Glory fmear’d in duft and blood. 
MyPatkes,my Walkcs,my Mannors that I had, 

Euen now foriake me; and of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left me,but my bodies length. 

Why.what is Porope,llule,Reigne,but Earth and Duft ? 
And liue we how vve can,yct dye we muft, 

'! 

Enter Oxford and Somerfet. 

Som, Ah Warwicks,Warwicke,\Ntrt thou as We are, 

\v c might secouer all our Loffe againe: 


The Queene from France.hath brought a puiffant power, 
Euen now we heard the newes: ah,could’ft thou Aye. 

W'arw. Why then I would not flye. Ah Momtague, 
If thou be there,fweet Brother,take my Hand, 

And with thy Lippes keepe in my Soule a while. 

Thou lou’ft me not: for,Brother,if thou didft, 

Tby teares would wafti this cold congealed blood. 

That glewes my Lippes,and will not let me fpeake. 
Come quickly Momtague,or I am dead. 

Som. Ah Warwicks,Momtague hath breath’d his laft. 
And to the laceft gafpe,cry’d out for Warwicke: 

And faid,Commend me to my valiant Brother. 

And more he would haue faid,and more he fpoke. 

Which founded like a Cannon in a Vault, 

That mougbt not be diftinguifht: but at laft> 

I well might heare, deliuered with a groane. 

Oh farewell Warwicke. 

Warw. Sweet reft his Soule : 

Flye Lords, and faue your felues, 

For Warwicks bids you all farewell,to meet in Heaucn, 
Oxf. A way,away, to meet the Queer.es great power. 
Here they beare away his "Body. Exeunt. 

Flour if:. Enter King Edward in triumph } with 
Richard,Clarence,and the reft. 

A'/tfjr.Thus farre our fortune keepes ar. vpward courfe, 
And we arc grac’d with wreaths of Vitflorie: 

But in the midft of this bright-fliining Day, 

I fpy a black litfpicious threarning Cloud, 

That will encounter with cur glorious Sunne, 
Ereheattainehis eafefull Weflcrne Bed: 

I meane,my Lords,thofc powers that the Queene 
Hath rays’d in Gallia,haue arriued our Coaft, 

And,as we heare,march on to fight with vs. 

Clar. A little gale will foone difperfc that Cloud, 

And bio w it to the Source from whence it came. 

Thy very Beamcs will dry thofe Vapours vp. 

For euery Cioud engenders not a Storme. ' 

Rich. The Queeneas valued thirtie thoufand ftrong, 
And Somerfet,viiib Oxford,Red to her: 

If flic haue time tobreathe.be well affur’d 
Her faction will be full as ftrong as ours. 

King. We are aduertis'd by our louing friends. 

That they doe hold their courfe toward Tewksbury. 

We bailing now the beft at Barnet field. 

Will thither ftraight, for willingneffe rids way, 

And as we march,our ftrength will be augmented: 

In eucry Countie as we goe along. 

Strike vp the Drumme,cry courage,and away. Exeunt. 

Flourijb. March. Enter the Queene,young 
Edward, Somerfet, Oxford, and 
Souldiers. 

Qtt. Great Lords,wife men ne’r fit and waile their loflc, 
But chearely feeke how to redreffe their harmes. 

What though the Maft be now blowne ouer-boord,- 
The Cable broke,the holding-Anchor loft. 

And halfe our Saylors fwallow’d in the flood ? 

Yet liues ourPilot ftill; Is’t nreet,that hee 
Should leaue the Helme,and like a fearefull Lad, 

With tearefull Eyes adde Water to the Sea, 

And giue more ftrength to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in his moane,the Ship fplits on the Rock, 

Which Induftrie and Courage might haue fau’d ? 

Ah what a lhame,ah what a fault were this. 

Say Warwicks was our Anchor: what of that ? 

q 3 And ( 
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And Mount ague our T op-Mafl: what of him ? 


Our flaught’red friends,the Tackles: what of thefe ? 
Why is not Oxford here,another Anchor ? 

And Somerfet, another goodly Mad ? 

The friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings? 

And though vnskilfulljwhy not Ntd and I, 

For once allow'd the skilfull Pilots Charge? 

We will not from the Helrae,to fit and weepe. 

But keepc our Courfe (though the rough Winde fay no) 
From Shelues and Rocks,that threaten vs with Wrack, 
As good to chide the Waucs,as fpeake them foirc. 

And what is Edward, but a tuthleffe Sea ?. 

What Clarence, but a Quick-fand of Deceit ? 

And Richard, but a raged fatall Rocke ? 

All thefe,the Enemies to our poore Barke. 

Say you can lwim,alas 'tis but a while: 

Tread on the Sand,why there you quickly finke, 

Bedridc the Rock,the Tydc will wafh you off. 

Or clfe you famifh,that’s a three-fold Death. 

This fpeake I (Lords) to let you vnderdand. 

If cafe f&rnc one of you would flye from vs. 

That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers, 
More then with ruthleffc Waucs,with Sands and Rocks. 
Why courage then,what cannot be auoided, 

'T were childifli weakenefie to lamen t,or feare. 

Prince, Me thinkes a Woman of this valiant Spirit, 
Should,if a Coward heard her fpeake thefe words, 
Infufe his Bread with Magnanimitie, 

And make him, naked, foyle a man at Arir.es. 

I fpeake not this,as doubting any here: 

For did I but fufpeft a fearefull man. 

He ftiould hauc leaue to goe away betimes, 

Lead in our need he might infedt another, 

And make him of like ipirit tohimfclfe. 

If any luch be here, as God forbid. 

Let him depart,before we neede his helpc. 

Oxf. Women and Children of fo high a courage. 
And Warriors faint,why ’twere perpetual! flume. 

Oh braue young Prince: thy famous Grandfather 
Doth hue againc in thee; long may’d thou liue, 
Tobearehis Image,and renew his Glories. 

- Sow. And he that will not fight for fuch a hope, 

Goe home ro Bed,and like the Owlc by day. 

If he acife,be mock'd and wondred at. 

Ou. Tlunkes gentle Somerfet, fweet Oxford chankes. 
Prince. And take his thankes, that yet hath nothing 
elfe. 

Enter a (JVlejfrgtr. 

Trleff. Prepare you Lords,for Edward is at hand, 

Readie to fight: chcreforc be refolute. 

Oxf. I thougheno Ieflc : it is his Policie, 

To hade thus fad,to finde vs vnprouided. 

Som. But hee’s dccciu’d.we are in readinefle. 

This cheares my hcart,to fee your forwardnefle. 
Oxf.He re pitch our Battaile,hence wc will not budge. 

Tlonrifb,and march. Enter Edward, Richard, 
Clarence, and Souldiers. 

£«fo.Braue followers,yonder dands the thornie Wood, 
Which by the Heauens affiftance.and your drength. 

Mud by the Roots be hew'ne vp yet ere Night. 

I need not adde more fuell to your fire, 

For welll wot, ye blaze, to burne them out: 

Giue fignali to the fight,and to it Lords. 


(net. 


^«.Lords,Knights,and Gentienr^^T' 

My teares gaine-fay: for eucry word I r Pea k* d 
Ye fee I drinke the water of my eye. r c> 
Therefore no more but this: Henry your . 

Is Prifoncr to the Foe,his State vfurp'd, Ucra, 8 n e 

His Rcalme a flaughter-houfe.his Subiedb flv 
His Statutes cancell’d.and his Treafurc fpent 
And yonder is the Wolfe,that makes this fo i 
You fight in Iudice; then, in Gods Name L j 

Be valiant,and giue fignali to the fight, * ° rd!> 

Alarum,Retreat,Excurfions. « 

*X‘nnt, 

Flour if}. Enter Edward, Richard . Duet*, n 

Edw. Now here a period of tumultuous Rr n i 

Away with Oxford to Hatnes Cadle draight • ^ C5, 
For Somerfet, off with his guiltie Head. ° 

Goe beare them hence,I will not heare them ik.,1, 
Oxf- Far my pm,He no. trouble thc e 
Som. Nor I,but doupe with patience to my f 0 S* 

P * ** 

gu. So part we fadly in this troublous \yodd 

To meet with Ioy in fweet Ierufalem. ’ 

Edw. Is Proclamation made.That who finds j 

Shall hauc a high Reward,and he his Life? , m ‘ 
rRfch. It is,and loc where youthfull Edtfard mtt , 

Enter the Prince. 

Edw. Bring forth the Gallant,let vs heare him fpeake 

What? can fo young a Thorne begin to prick? r ’ 

Edward, whit fatisfa&ion cand thou make, 

For bearing Armes,for dirring vp my Subicdb, 

And all the trouble thou had turn'd me to ? ’ 

Prince. Speake like a Subie<d,prowd ambitious fafe, 
Suppofe that l am now my Fathers Mouth, 

Refigne thy Chayre, and where I dand,kncelethou, 
Whil’d I propolc the fclfe-fame words to thee, 
Which(Traytor) thou would’d haue me anfwerto, 

Qu. Ah, that thy Father had beene fo refolu’d. 

Rich. That you might dill hauc worne the Petticoat, 
And nc’re haue dolne the Breech from Lancajler, 
Prince. Letc /£fop fable in a Winters Night, 

His Currifli Riddles forts not with this place. 

'Rich. By Heauen,Brat,lIe plague ye fot that word. 
Ott. I,thou wad borne to be a plague to men. 
Rich. For Gods fake,take away this Captiue Scold. 
Prince. Nay.take away this fcolding Ctooke-backe, 
rather. 

Edw. Peace wilfull Boy, or I will charme your tongue. 
Clar. Vntutor’d Lad,thou art too malapert. 
Prince. I know my dutie,you are all vndutifull: 
Lafciuious Edward,md thou periur’d George, 

And thou mif-ftiapcn Dickefl tell ye all, 

I am your better.Traytors as ye arc. 

And thou vfurp’d ray Fathers right and mine. 

Edw. Takcthat,thelikcnefleof this Ray ler here. 

St ah him. 

Rich. Sprawl’d thou ? take that,to end thy agonic, 

Rich.fiabshtm. 

Clar. And ther’s for twitting me with periuric. 

Clar. flab: him. 

£u. Oh,killmetoo? 

Rich. Marry,and {ball. Offers to kill her. 

Edw. Hold, Richardjaold, for we hauc done too much 

Rich. Wh| 
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fc.c lint, to U1 the World with 
ufat} dochlheetvrowne? ,fe wearies fot he. 

ftcouetie 


exit. 


■ l Clarence excufe me to the King my Brother: 

, to London on a ferious matter, 
h<:n me there, be fure to heare fome newes. 

j Tower,the Tower. Extt ‘ 

n Oh Pled fweet N<sd;fpeake to thy Mother Boy. 
~t'l oU not fpeake ? O Traitors, Murtherers» 

Ca ° ft w ftabb’d Cafar,{he d no blood at all: 

Sot offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 

Tf*Wisfoule deed were by, to equall it. 

5 wasaMan; this (in rcfpea)a Childe, 

Mcn.tJe’re &end their fury on a Childe. 

- s wotfe then Murtherer, that I may name it ? 
t no my heart will burd.and if I fpeake, 

id i win fpe3^c» that fo m y hcart ma y burft ’ 

Butchers and VHlaines, bloudy Caniballes, 

5 nw fv , ee t a Plant haue you vntimely cropt: 

L haue no children (Butchers) if you had, 
ru,thouaht of them would haue dirr’d vp remorfe. 

Rut ifyoueuer chance to haue a Childe, 
f ookein his youth to hauc him fo cut off. 
a, dcathfmen you haue rid this fweet yong Prince. 
vj„n. Away with her,go beare her hence perforce. 
Nay, neuer beare me hence,difpatch me heere: 
Hem Iheath thy Sword,lie pardon thee my death: 

What? wilt thou not? Then Clarence do it thou. 
fit. By hcaucn,I will not do thee fo much eafe. 

On, Good Clarence do: fweet (flarencedo thou do it. 

thou not heare me fweare 1 would not do it? 
%. I, but thou v fed to forfweare thy felfe. 

Twos Sin before, but now ’tis Charty. 

What wilt ^not? Where is that diuels butcher Richard ? 
Hard fauor’d Richard ? Richard,where art thou ? 

Thou art not heere; Murther is thy Almcf-deed : 

Petitioners for Blood, thou ne’re put’ft backe. 

El Away I fay,1 charge ye beare her hence, 

Qu. So cotae to you,and yours,as to this Prince. 

Exit J^ucene. 

Ed. Where’s Richard gone. 
fla. To London all in pod,and as 1 guefle,! 

To make a bloody Supper in theTower. 

£d. He’s fodainc if a thing comes in his head. 

Now march we hence, difeharge the common fort 
With Pay and Thankes,and let’s away to London, 

And feeour gentle Qneene how well (he fares. 

By this (I hope) fhe hath a Sonne for me. 

Enter Henry the ffxt, and Richard,with the Lieutenant 
on the (Valles. 

Rich. Good day, my Lord,what at your Booke fo 
hard? 

Hen. I my good Lord: my Lord I fliould fay rather, 
Tis linneto Ratter, Good was little better: 

'Good Gloder.and good Dcuill, were alike. 

And bothprepoderous: therefore, not Good Lord. 

Rich, Sirra, leaue vs co our felues, we mud conferre. 
Hen. So flies the wreaklefle (bepherd from f Wolfe : 
So firft the harmlefle Shcepc doth yccld his Fleece, 

And next his Throate, vnto the Butchers Knife. 

What Scene of death hath Rofsitu now to Aide ? 

Rich. Sufpitionalwaycs haunts the guilty minde. 


The Tbeefe doth fcare each bufh an Officer, 

Hen. The Bird that hath bin limed in a bulb. 

With trembling wings mifdoubteth eucry bufh 
And I the hapleffe Male to one fweet Bird, 

Haue now the fatall Obiea in my eye,” 

Where my poore yong was lim’d,was caughc.and kill d. 

Rich. Why what a pceuifb Foole was that of Greet, 
That taught his Sonne the office of aFowle, 

And yet for all his wings, the Foole was drowad. 

Hen. I Dedaius, my poore Boy / cartes, 

Thy Father Minos, that dem’dc our courfe. 

The Sunne that fear’d the wings of my fweet Boy. 

Thy Brother Edward, and thy Sclfe, the Sea 
WhofeenuiousGulfe did fwallow vp hi*life: 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with words. 

My bred can better brookethy Daggers point 
Then can my cares that Tragickc Hidory. 

But wherefore dod thou come?Is’t for my Life ? 

Rich. Think R thou I am an Executioner ? 

Hen. A Perfecutor I am fure thou art, 

Ifmurthering Innocents be Executing, 

Why then thou art an Executioner. 

Rich. Thy Son I kill’d for his prefumption. 

Hen. Hadd thou bin kill’d, when fird didd prefurnc, 
Thou had’d not liu’d to kill a Sonne of mine: 

And thus I prophefie, that many a thoufand. 

Which now midi ud no parcell of my feare. 

And many an old mans fighe, and many a Widdowes, 
And many an Orphans water-danding-eye. 

Men for their Sonnes, Wiues for their Husbands, 
Orphans, for their Parents timeles death. 

Shall rue thehoure thateuer thou was’t borne. 

The Owle {brick'd at thy birth, an euill figne. 

The Night-Cro w cry’de, aboding Jucklcffe time, 

Dogs howl’d^ndhiddeousTempedfbook down Trees: 
The Raucn rook’d her on the Chimnies top, 

And chatt’ring Pies in difmall Difcords fung: 

Thy Mother felt more then a Mothers paine. 

And yet brought forth Ieflc then a Mothers hope. 

To wit,an indigeded and deformed lumpe. 

Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly Tree. 

Teeth had’d thou in thy head,when thou was’t borne. 

To fignific, thou earn’d to bice the world t 
And if the red be true, which I haue heard, 

Thou earn’d* - 

Rich. lie heare no more: 

Dye Prophet in thy fpeech, Stabbcs him. 

For this (among'd the red) was I ordain’d. 

Hen. I,and for milch more (laughter after this, 

O God forgiue my finnes, and pardon thee. Dyes. 

Rich. What? will the afpiring blood ofLancader 
Sinke in the ground? I thought it would haue mounted. 
See how my l'word weepes for the poore Kings death. 

O may fuch purple teares be alway (bed 
From thofe that wifb the downfall of our houfe. 

If any fparke ot Life be yet remaining, 

Downe,downe to hell,and fay I fent thce thither. 

Stabs him againe. 

I that hade neythcr pitty,loue,nor feare. 

Indeed ’tis true that Henrie told me of: 

For I haue often heard my Mother fay, 

I came into the world with my Legges forward. 

Had I not reafoh (thinkeye)to make had/ 

And feeke their Ruine, that vfurp’d our Right ? 

. The Midwife wonder’d, and the Women cri’de 
! O Iefus bleffe vs,he is borne with teeth. 

And 






































































1 7 * 



And fo I was,which plainly fignified, 

That I (hould fnarle, and bite,and play the dogger 
Then fince the Heauens hauc (hap'd my Body fo, 

Let Hell make crook’d my Mindc to anfwer it. 

I haue no Brother, I am like no Brother: 

And chis word [LoucJ which Gray-beards call Diuine, 
Be refident in men like one another. 

And not in me: 1 am my felfe alone. 

Clarence beware, thou keept’ft me from the Light, 

But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buzz.e abroad luch Prophefies, 

That Edward, {hall be fearefull of his life. 

And then to purge his fcare, lie be thy death. 

King Henry, and the Prince his Son areigone, 

Clarence thy turne is next, and then the reft, 

Counting my felfe but bad, till I be beft. 
lie throw thy body in another roome. 

And Triumph Henry jn thy day of Doome. Exit. 

Flottrijh. Enter King,Queene,Clarence,Richard,Hafliugs, 
Nurfe,and Attendants, 

King. Once more we fit in Englands Royall Throne, 
Re-purchac d with the Blood of Enemies : 

What val iant Foe-men, like to Autumnes Corne, 

Haue we mow’d downe in tops of all their pride f 
Three Dukes ofSomcrfet, threefold Renowne, 

For hardy and vndoubted Champions: 

Two Cliffords ,as the Father and the Sonne, 

And two Northumberlands: two brauer men,’ 

Ne’re fpurr’d their Couriers at the Trumpets found.* 
Withth cm, the two braue Bearc* 3 W*firi^& Montague, 
That ia their Chaines fetter'd the Kingly Lyon, 

And made the Forreft tremble when they roar’d. 
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Thus haue we fwept Sufpiti^ft^^-p-^ 

And made our Footftoole of Security. 8tC » 

Come hither Beffe, and let me kiffe mv Bov. 

Yong Ned, for thee, thine Vnckles,and mv foe 
Haue m our Armors watcht the Winters nigh 
Went all afoote in Summers fealdine heat* 

That thou might’ft repoffeffe theCrowne inn* 

And of our Labours thou (halt reape the pC * ce > 

Rich. lie blafthisHarueftjifyourhefdlH!' 

For yet I am not look’d on in the world CtC a,< *» 
This fhoulder was ordain'd fo thicke, tohea 
And hcaue it (hall fome waight, or break* , 

Worke thou the way,and thatlhalt execute^ 

King. Clarence and Glojler,lone my \ou e W n„ 
And kis your Princely Nephew Brothers both*""' * 1 
Cla. The duty that 1 owe vnto your Maiefly 
I Seale vpon the lips of this fweet Babe. h 

Cla. Thanke Noble Clarence, worthy Wk l . 
^ch. And that I loue the tree fro whencefe t 
Wltneffe the louing kiffe I giue the Fruite ^ 1 

To fay the truth,fo ludas kift his mafter, ’ 

And cried all haile,when as he meant all harme 
King. Now am I leated as my foule delwhu 
Hauing my Countries peace,and Brothers louts' 

Cla. What will your Grace haue done with 
Reynardhet Either,to the King ofFrance ^ 

Hath pawn’d the Sicils and lerufalem. 

And hither haue they fencit for her ranfome. 

King. Away with her, and waft her hence to France 
And now what refts, but that we fpenc! the time 
With ftately Triumphes, mirthfull Comicke fhewts 
Such as befits the pleafure of the Court. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, farWell fowre annov 
For hcere I hope begins our lading toy. Extm m , tll 


FINIS. 





1! 


The Tragedy of Richard the Third: 

with the Landing of Earle Richmond, and the 

Battell at Bofworth Field. 


ojfttus Trim us. Scosna Trima . 


Enter Richard Duke ofGloflerffolne. 



Ow is the Winter of our Difcontent, 

Made glorious Summer by this Son ofYorke: 
And all the clouds that Iowr’d vpon our houfc 
Iu the deepe bofome of the Ocean buried. 

Mow are our browes bound with Victorious Wreathes, 

Ourbruifed armes hung vp for Monuments; 

Ourfterne Alarums chang’d to merry Meetings; . 

Ourdreadfull Marches, to delightfull Mcafurcs. 
Grim-vifoifd Warre,hath fmooth’d his wrinkled Front: 
And now, in ftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 

To fright the Soules of fearfull Aduerfaries, 

H e capers nimbly in a Ladies Chamber, , 

Tothelafciuious pleafingofa Lute. 

Butl, that am not fiiap’d for fportiue trickes, 

Nor made to court an amorous Looking-glaffe: 

j i that am Rudely ftampt, and want loues Maiefty, 

To Brut before a wonton ambling Nymph: 

I, that am curtail’d of this faire Proportion, 

Cheated of Feature by diffembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vn-finilh’d, fent before my time 
Into this breathing World, fcarfe halfemade vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfaftiionable. 

That dogges barke at me, as I halt by them. 

Why I (in this weake piping time of Peace) 

Haue no delight to pafle away thetime, 

Vnleffe to fee my Shadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne Deformity. 

And therefore,fince I cannot proue a Louer, ' 

Toentcrtaine thefe faire well fpoken dayes, 

I am determined to proue a Villaine, 

And hate the idle^leafures of thele dayes. 

Plots haue I laidc, Ind unions dangerous. 

By drunken Prophefies, Libels.and Drcames, 

To fet my Brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate, the one againft the other: 

And ifKing Edward be as true and iuft. 

As I am Subtle, Falfe,and Treacherous. 

This day (hould Clarence clofely be mew’d vps 
About a Prophefie,which fayes that G, 

Of£d«w^/heyres the murtherer (hall be. 

Diue thoughts downe to my foule,here Clarence comes. 

Enter Clarence , andHrakcnbury guarded. 
Brotherhood day : What meanes this armed guard 


That waites vpon your Grace ? 

Cla. His Maiefty tendring my perfons fafety. 

Hath appointed this Conduit,to conuey me to th’Tower 
Rich. Vpon what caufe ? 

Cla. Becaufe my name is George. 

Rich. Alacke my Lord.that fault is none ofyours : 

He (hould for that commit your Godfathers. 

O belike, his Maiefty hath fome intent. 

That you (hould be new Chriftned in the Tower, 

But what’s the matter Clarence ,may I know ? 

Cla. Yea Richard; when 1 know: but Iproteft 
As yet I do not: But as I can learne. 

He hearkens after Prophefies and Dreames, 

And from the Croffe-row pluckes the letter G : 

And fayes,a Wizard told hini,that by G, 

His iffuc difinhented (hould be. 

And for my name of George begins with G, 

It followes in his thought,that I am he. 

Thefe (as I learne)and luch like toyes as thefe, 

Hath moou’d his Highneffe to commit me now. 

Rich. Why this it is,when men arc rul’d by Women : 
’Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower, 

My Lady Grey his Wife, Clarence ’tis (hee, 

That tempts him to this hatfh Extremity. 

Was it not (hee, and that good man of Worfhip, 
sintbony IFoodeulle her Brother there. 

That made him fend Lord Haftings t© the Tower ? 

From whence this prefent day he is deliucted ? 

We are not fafe (/arence , we are not fafe. 

Cla. By heauen,I thinke there is no man fecure 
But the Queene s Kindred,and night-walking Herald*, 
That trudge betwixt the King,and Miftris Shore. 

Heard you not what an humble Suppliant 
Lord Hafiings was,for herdeliucry ? 

Rich. Humbly complaining to her Deitie, . 

Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertie. 
lie tell you what,I thinke it is our way. 

If we will keepe in fauour with the King, 

To be her men,and wcare her Liuery. 

The iealous ore-wornc Widdow,and her felfe, 

Since that our Brother dub’d them Gentlewomen, 

Are mighty Gofsips in our Monarchy. 

Bra. I befeech your Graces both to pardon me. 

His Maiefty hath ftraightiy giuen in charge. 

That no man (hall haue priuate Conference 
(Of what degree l'oeuer) with your Brother. 

_ ___ ’Rjck f 



























































































Rich. Euen fo,and pleafeyour Worfhip Brakenbnry, 
You may partake of any thing we fay : 

Wc fpcakeno Treafon man ; Wc fay the King 
1$ wife and vert nous, and his Noble Qucene 
Well ftrookc in yeares, faire,and not iealious. 

We fay, that Shores Wife hath a pretty Foot, 

A cherry Lip, a bonny Eye, a palsing pleafing tongue t 
And that the Qneenes Kindred are made gentle Folkes, 
How fay you fir? can you deny all this 

"Bra. With this (my Lord) my lelfe hauc nought to 
doo. 

Rich, Naught to do with Miftris Shore ? 

I tell thee Fellow, he that doth naught with her 
(Excepting one) werebeft to do it lecretly alone. 

Bra. What one, my Lord? 

Rich. Her Husband Knaue.would’ft thou betray me? 
Bra. J do befecch your Grace 
To pardon me, and withall forbeare 
Your Conicrenee with the Noble Duke. 

pa. We know thy charge Hrakcnbury find wil obey. 
Rich . We are the Queenes abtc£ls,and mud obey. 
Brother .farewell, I will vnto the King, 

And whatioe re you will imploy me in. 

Were it to call King Edwards Widdow 4 Sifter, 

I will performe it to infranchife you. 

Meant time, this deepe difgracc in Brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Qla. I know it pleafcth neither of vs well. 

Rich. Wcll,your imprifonment (hall not be long, 

I will deliuer you, or elfe lye for you: 

Meane time, haue patience. 

Cla. I mu ft perforce : Farewell. Exit Clar. 

Rich Go treade the path that thou (halt ne’re return; 
Simple plaine Clarence, I do loue thee fo. 

That I will fbortly fend thy Soule to Heauen, 

If Heauen will take the prefent at our hands. 

But who comes hcerc? the new deliuered Haft tugs ? 

Enter Lord Haftings . 

Haft. Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

Rich . As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine; 
Well are you welcome to this open Ayre, 

How hath your Lordfhip brook’d imprifonment? 

Haft. With patience(Noble Lord)as prifoners muft: 
But I (hall liue(my Lord) to giue them thankes 
That were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Rich. No doubt,no doubt,and fo (hall Clarence too. 
For they that were your Enemies,are his, 

And haue preuail’d as much on him,as you. 

Haft. More pitty,that the Eagles fhouid be mew’d, 
Whiles Kites and Buzards play at liberty. 

Rich. Whatnewesabroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad,as this at home: 

The King is fick!y,wcake,and melancholly, 

And his Phyfitians feare him mightily. 

Rich. Now by S.Iohn,that Newes is bad indeed. 

O he hath kept an euill Diet long, 

And oucr-much confum’d his RoyallPcrfon: 

’Tis very greeuous to be thought vpon. 

Where is he, in his bed ? 

Haft. He is. 

Rich. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

$xit Haftings. 

He cannot Hue I hope, and muft not dye. 

Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe vp to Heauen. 
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lie in to vrge his hatred more to Clarence 
With Lyes well fteel’d with weighty Amum. 
And if I faile not in my deepe intenr, ^ n,etlt: . 

Clarence hath not another day to hue; 

Which done, God take King Edward to Hu 
And leaue the world tor me to buf»l c i n . merc y, 
For then, lie marry Warwickes yono.a j,„ . 
What though I kill’d her Husbanded her pfr 
The readied way to make the Wench amend ^ 
Is to become her Husband,and her Father. 

The which will I,not all fo much for loue 
As for another fecret dofe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muft reach vnto 
But yet I run before my horfe to Market • ' 
Clarence ftill breathes, Edward R ill li ues ,’j „. 
When they arc gone, then muft I count my 

Scena Secunda. 


Enter thi Coarfe of Henrie the ftxt with Halberds j- 

Lady Anne being the CMeurncr. a ^ 

Whil ft I a-while obfequioufly lament 
Th’vntimely fall ofVertuous Lancafter. 

Poore key-cold Figure of a holy King, 

Pale Athes olthe Houfe ofLancafter; 

Thou bloodlcffe Remnant of that Roy all Blood 
Be it lawfull that I inuocate thy Ghoft, 

To hearethe Lamentations of poorc Anne 
Wife to thv Edward , to thy flaughcred Sonne,' 
Stab’d by the lclfefame hand that made thefe woundt, 
Loe,io thefe windowes t hat let forth thy life, 

I powrc the helplcffe Balme of my poore eyes, 

O curfed be the hand that made thefe holes : 

Curfed the Heart, that had the heart to do it: 

Cnrfcd the Blood, that let this blood from hence: 
More direfull hap betide that hated Wretch 
That makes vs wretched by the death of thee, 

Then I can wifh to Wolues.to Spiders,Toides, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that liues. 

Ifeuer he hauc Childe, Abortiue be it, 

Prodigeous, and vntimely brought to light, 

Whofe vgly and vnnaturall Afpc£t 
May fright the hopeful] Mother at the view, 

And that be Heyre to his vnhappineffe. 

If eucr he haue Wife, let her be made 
More miferableby the death of him, n 
Then I am made by my young Lord,and thee. 

Come now towards Chertfey withyour holy Lode, 
Taken from Paules, to be interred there. 

And ftill as you arc weary of this waight. 

Reft you,whiles I lament King Henries Coarfe. 

Enter Richard Duke of Glofter. 

TZicb. Stay you that beare the Coarfe, & fet it down 
An, What blacke Magician coniures vpthisFiend, 
To ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Rich. Villaines fee downc the Coarfe,or by 
lie make a Coarfe of him that difobeye*. 
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-—^jyLord (land backe,and let the Coffin pafTc. 

S. Vnmanncr’d Dogge, 

, nd’fttbouwhenlcommaund: 

i. n ce thv Halbert higher then my breft, 

^ <■ p a ul lie ftrike thee to my Foote, 

■SLrne vpon thee Beggcr for thy boldncfie. 

^ Ann* What do you tremble? are you all afiraid ? 

.,f Iblatnc you not, for you ate Mortal!, 
i Yjorcall eyes cannot endure the Diuell. 

Ssnt thou dreadfull minifter of Hdl ; 

u 3 d’ft but power oucr his Mortall body, 

Jr Soule thou canft not haue: Therefore be gone. 

Sweet Saint, for Charity,be not fo curft. 

Ah. Diuell, 

For Gods fake hence, and trouble vs not, 

L t hou haft made the happy earth thy Hell: 

F il'd it with curling cries,8nd deepe exclaimes: 

Ifrhou delight to view thy heynous deeds. 

Behold this patterne of thy Butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen, fee,fee dead Henries wounds, 

(wn their congeal’d mouthes, and bleed afrefti. 
Blufli.blufh, thou lumpe offowle Deformitie: 

For'ti's prefence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty Vcincs where no blood dwels. 
yhy Deeds inhumane and vnnaturall, 
prouokes this Deluge moft vnnaturall. 

OGod! which this Blood mad’ft, reuenge his death: 
OEarth! which this Blood drink’ft, reuenge his death. 
Either Heau’n with Lightning ftrike the snurth’rer dead: 
Or Earth gape open wide, and cate him quicke. 

As thou doft fwallow vp this goodKings blood, 

\yhich his Hell-gouern’d arme hath butchered, 

Rich. Lady,you know no Rules ofCharity, 

Which renders good for bad, Bldfings for Curfes. 

An. Villaine,thou know’ft nor law of God nor M an > 
NoBeafi fo fierce,but knowes fome touch of pittv. 

Rich. But I know none,and therefore am no Beaft. 

An. O wondcrfulljwhen diuels tell the truth! 

Rich . More wonderfull,whcn Angels are fo angry: 
Vouchfafe (diuine perfe&ion of a Woman) 

Ofthefe fuppofed Crimes,to giue me leaue 
By circumftance, but to acquit my felfe. 

An. V ouchfafe (defus'd infeilion of man) 

Of thefe knowne coils, but to giue me leaue 
By circumfiance, to curfe thy curfed Selfc. 

Rich. Fairer then tongue can name thee,lct me haue 
Some patient leyfurc to excufcmy felfe. 

An. Fouler then heart canthinke thee. 

Thou can'll make no cxcufe currant. 

But tohang thy felfe. 

Rich. By fuch difpairc, I fhouid aecufemy felfe. 

An. And by difpairing lhalt thou {land excufcd. 
Fordoing worthy Vcngeance on thy felfe, 

Thatdid’ft vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 

Rich. Say that 1 flew them not. 

An. Then fay they were not flaine: 

But dead they are, and diuellifh flaue by thee. 

Rich. I did not kill your Husband. 

An. Whythcnheis aliue. 

Rjcb. Nay,he is dead, and flaine by Edwards hands. 
An, In thy foule throat thou Ly’ft, 

Qucene CMargaret faw 

Thymurd’rousFaulchion fmoaking in his blood: 

The which, thou once didd’ft bend againft her breft, 
out that thy Brothers bcate afide the point. 

Rich. I was prouoked by her fland’rous tongue. 


That laid their guile, vpon my guiltleflc Shoulders. 

An. Thou was’c prouoked by thy bloody roinde, 

That neucr dream’ft on ought but Butcheries; 

Dia’ft thou not kill this King ? 

Rich. I grauntye. 

An. Do’ft grant me Hedge-hogge, 

Then God graunt me too 

Thou may’ft be damned for that wicked deede, 

O he was gentle, milde.and vertuoos. 

Ait-i&.The better for the King of heauen that hath him. 
An. He is in heauen,where thou (halt neuer come. 

Rich. Let him thanke me, that holpc to fend him thi¬ 
ther: 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

An. And thou vnfit for any place,but hell. 

Rich. Yes one place elfe,if you will heare me name it. , 
An. Some dungeon. 

Rich. Your Bed-chamber. 
tsTn. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lyeft. 

Rich. So will it Madam,till I lye with you. 

An. I hope fo. 

Rich. I know fo. But gentle Lady Anne, 

To leaue this kecne encounter of our wittes. 

And fallfomething intoa flower method. • 

Is not the caufcr of the timelcfle deaths 
Of thefe Plant agenets,Henrie and £dward i 
As blamefull as the Executioner. 

An. Thou was’t the caufe,and moft accurft cfFeft. 

Rich. Y our beauty was the caufe of that effeft : 

Your beauty, thac did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertake the death ofall the world. 

So I might liue one houre in your fweet bofome. 

An. Ifl thought that, I tell thee Homicide, 

Thefe Nailes fhouid rent that beauty from my Cheekcs. 

Rich. Thefe eyes could not endure f beauties wrack. 
You fhouid not blemifh it, ifl ftood by; 

As all the world is cheated by the Sunne, 

So I by that: It is my day, my life. 

An. Blacke night ore-fhade thy day,& death thy life. 
Rich. Curfe not thy felfe fairc Creature, 

Thou art both. 

An, I would I were, to be reueng'd on thee. 

Rich. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall. 

To be reueng’d on him that loueth thee. 

An. It is a quarrell iuft and reafonable. 

To be reueng’d on him that kill’d my Husband. 

Rich. He that bereft the Lady of thy Husband, 

Did it to helpc thee to a better Husband. 

An. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Rich. He liues,that lmies thee better then he could. 

An. Name him. 

Rich, Plantagenet. 

An. Why that was he. 

Rieh. The felfefame name,but one of better Nature. 
An. Where is he? 

Btch. Hcere: Sfit sat him. 

Why doft thou fpit at me. 

An, Would it were mortall poyfon, for thy fake. 

Rich. Neucr came poyfon from fo fweet a place. 

An. Neuer hung poyfon on a fowler Toade. 

Out of my fight, thou doft infeft mine eyes. 

Rich. Thine eyes (fweet Lady)haue infe<fted mine." 

An. Would they were Bafiliskes,to ftrike thee dead. 
Rich. I would they were,that I might dye at once: 

For now they kill me with a liuing death. 

Thole eyes ofthine, from mine haue drawnc fait Teares;. 
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Sham’d their Afpe&s with (tore ofchildifii drops: 

Thefe cycs>which neuer fhed rcmorfcfull teare, 

No,when my Bather Yorke.and Edward wept, . 

To heare the pittious moane that Rutland made 
When black-fac’d Clifford fhooke his fword at him. 

Nor when thy warlike Father like a Childe, 

T old the fad ftorie of my Fati iers death, 

And twenty times, made paufe to fob and weepc: 
Thatall the Handers by had wet their chcckes 
Like Trees bedafh'd with raine. In that fad time, 

My manly eyes did fcorne an humble teare: 

And what thefe forrowes could not thence exhale, 

Thy Beauty hath,and made them blinde with weeping. 

I ncuerfuedtoFriend,nor Enemy: 

My Tongue could neuer lcarne fweet fmoothing word. 
But now thy Beauty is propos’d my Fee, 

My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake. 

She looker fcornfullj at him, 
Teach not thy lip fuch Scorne; for it was made 
For killing Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

If thy reuengcfull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe hcere I lend thee this fharpe-pointed Sword, 

Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true breft. 

And let the Soule forth that adorcth thee, 

1 lay it naked to the deadly ftroke. 

And humbly begge the death vpon my knee. 

He layes hie hrefi open foe offers at with his fword. 
Nay do not paufe: For I did kill King Henrie, 

But ’ewas thy Beauty that prouoked me. 

Nay now difpatch: 'TwasI that.ftabb’d yong Edward, 
Buj ’twas thy Heauenly face that fee me on. 

Shefals the Sword. 

Take vp the S word againe,or take vp me. 

An. Arife Diffcmbler, though I wifh thy death, 

I will not be thy Executioner. 

Rich. Then bid me kill my fclfe,and I will do it. 

Ah. I hauc already. > 

Rich. That was in thy rage: 

Speake rt againe,and cuen with the word. 

This hand,which for thy loue, did kill thy Loue, 

Shall for thy loue,kill a farre truer Loue, 

To both their deaths (halt thou be acceffary. 
nAn. I would I knew thy hearr, 

%ich. Tis figur’d in my tongue. 

An. I feare mc,both are falfe. 

1 Rich, Then neuer Man was true. 

An. Well,well,put vp your Sword. 

Rich. Say then my Peace is made. 

*Att. Thacfhak thou know hecrcafter. 

Rich. But fliall I Hue in hope. 

An. Allmenlhopeliuefo. 

Vouchfafe to weare this Ring. 

Rich. Looke how my Ring incompafleth thy Finger, 
Eucn fo thy Breft inclofeth my poore heart: 

W care both of them, for both of them arc thine. 

And if thy poore deuoted Seruant may 
But beg one fauour a t thy gracious hand. 

Thou doft confirme his happinefle for cuer. 

An. What is it? 

Rich. That it may pleafe you lcaue thefe fad defignes. 
To him that hath rooft caufe to be a Mourner, 

And prefently repayre to Crosbie Houfe > 

Where (after I haue folemnly interr’d 
At Chertfey Monaft’ry this Noble King, 

And wethisGraue with my Repentant Teares) 

J will with all expedient duty fee you. 


fchard the Third. 

For diuers vnknownc Reafons, I bcfo^lT—“ 
Grant me this Boon. 

An. With all my hcart.and much it i 0Vct m 
10 ice you are become fo penitent. 1 me too, 
Treffel and 'Barkley, go along with me. 

Rich. Bid me far well. 

An. Tis more then you deferue ; 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you 
Imagine 1 hauc faidc farewell already. # 

£xit tip ' t, 

Gent. Towards Chertfey,Noble Loul f 
Rich. No: to White Friars,there attend mu - 

Was euer woman in this humour woo’d > Exit 0 *rj 

Was euer woman in this humour wonne i 
He haue her,but I will no t keepe her lone 
What? I chat kill’d her Husband.and his Father 
To take her in her hearts extreameft hate * 

With curfes in her mouth, Teares in her eyes 

The bleeding witneffeofmy hatred by, 1 ’ 
HauingGod,her Confcience,and thefe b a rsa»alnft 
And I, no Friends to backe my luite withal] ° lme * 
But the plaine Diuell,and diffcmbling looked ? 

And yet to winne her? All the world to nothin* 
Hah! "S- 

Hath (he forgot alreadic that braue Prince 
Edward, her Lord, whom I(fome three monthes 
Stab d in my angry mood, at Tcwkcsburv? ' 
A fweeter, and a louelier Gentleman, 

Fram’d in the prodigallity of Nature: 

Yoog, Valiant,Wife,and (no doubtjright Royal 
The fpacious World caqnot againe affoord: ’ 
And will fhe yet abafe her eyes on me. 

That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince, 
And made her Widdow to a wofull Bed ? 

On me, whofe All not equals Edwards Moytie ? 

On me, that halts.and am mifhapen thus ? 

My Dukedomc, to a Beggerly denier! 

I do miftake my perlon all this while: 

Vpon mylifcfhefindes(akhoughI cannot) 

My felfe to be a maru'llous proper man. 

He be at Charges for a I.ooking-glaffc, 

And entertainea fcoreor two of Taylors, 

To ftudy fafliions to adorne my body: 

Since I am crept in fauour with my felfe, 

I will maintaine it with fomelittle coft. 

But firft lie turne yon Fellow inhisGraue, 

And then returne lamenting to my Loue. 

Shine out faireSunne,till I haue bought a glaffe, 

That I may fee my Shadow as I paffc. 


(XH. 


Seem Tertia. 


Enter the Queene Mother,Lord Ritttrs, 
and Lord Gray. 

■K;e.Haue patience Madam,ther’s no doubt hisMaieHy 

Will foonerecouer his accuftom’d health. 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill,it makes hbnwone, 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort. 
And chcere his Grace with quicke and merry eyes 
Qh^, Ifhc were dead,what would betide on me • 


~Th Life andTeath ofBjchardtheThird. 
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•— j„*rf wnac wouia tretiue 
fhe !?herharme,boc Ioffe of fuch aLord. 

..or. 0 f fuch a Lord,hrcIudes all harmes. 

!&■ ^ H eauens haue blcft you with a goodly Son, 
Comforter, when he-is gone, 
kw be is yong; and hrs minority 
• & t Ke truft of Rtchard Gloufier, 

^ n that loue® not roe, nor none of you. 

A" 13 f j $ it co ncluded he (hall be Protetfor ? 
j ( determin’d,not concluded yet: 
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iuft be, if the King mifearry. 
Enter Buckingham ana Derly. 


Hcre comes the Lord of Buckingham & Derby. 
„J’ Good time of day vnto your Roy all Grace. 

God make your Maiefiy ioyful.as you hauc bin 
0,t * TheCounteffe Richmond, my l..oi Derby. 
Tnvourgood prayer, w ll iVarTely lay,Amen. 
YetP^;,notwithflandicg ftiee s your wife, 

. d loues not me, be you good Lord affur’d, 
hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Rtr. I do befeech you .either not bcleeue 
Tbcenu iou$ (landers ofherfalfe Accufers: 
nt if (he be accus'd on true report, 

B«re with her weakneffe,which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward fickncffe.and no grounded malice. 

Otu Saw you the King to day my Lord os Derby. 

Per. But now the Duke of Buckingham and 1, 

Arecome from vifiting his Maiefiy. 

Out. What likelyhood of his amendment Lords. 

%,'c. Madam good hope,his prace lpeaks chearfufly.- 
Qtt. God grant him health,did you confer with him? 
Euc. I Madam,he defires to make attonement; 
Bctweene the Duke of Gloufier,and your Brothers, 
Andbetweene them, and my Lord Chamberlaine, 

And lent to warnc them to his Royal! prefence. 

Qn. Would all were well,but that will neuer be, 

Ifeare our happinefle is at the height. 

Enter Richard , 

\ 

Rich. They do me wrong,and I will not indurc it. 

Who is it that complaincs vnto the King, 

Thar l(forfooth) am fterne,and loue them not ? 

By holy Paul, they loue his Grace but lightly. 

That fill fais cares with fuch diflentious Rumors. 

Becaulc I cannot flatcer,and looke faire. 

Smile in mens faces,fmoothjdeceiue^and cogge, 

Ducke with French nods,and Apifh curtcfie, 

I mud be held a rancorous Enemy. 

Cannot a plaine man liue,and thinke no hatme. 

Butthushis Ample truth muft be abus'd, 

With fiiken,flyc,inlinuating Iackcs? 

Grej . To who in all this prefence fpeaks your Grace? 
Rich . To thee, that haft nor Honcfty,nor Grace : 
When haue I iniur'd thee? When done thee wrong ? 

Or thee? or thee? or any ofy our Fa&ion i 
A plague vpon you all. His Royall Grace 
(Whom (}od preferuc better then you would wilB) 
Cannot be quiet fcarfe a breathing while. 

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Sju Brother of Gloufter,you miftake the matter: 

The King on his owne Royall difpofition. 

And not prouok’d by any Sutor eile) 
Ayming(bclikc)atyour interiour hatreds 


i That in your outward a aion ftiewes it felfe 

Asainft my Children, Brothers,and my Selte, 

Makes him to fend, that he maylearne the ground. 

• Rich. I cannot tell,the world is gtownc ia bad, 

That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not pearch. 

Since eucrie Iaeke became a Gentleman, 

There’s many a gentle perfon made a lacke. 

, Oh. Come, come,we know your meaning Brother 
Ycuemiy my aduancement,and my friends: (Glofier 

God grant we neuer imay haue neede ofyou. 

R,ch. Mcanc time.God grants that 1 haue need of you. 
Our Brother is imprilonM by your meanes. 

My felfe difgrac’d, and the Nobilitie 
Held in contempt, while great Promotions 

Are daiiv giuen to ennoble thole 

That fcarfe fome two dayes fince were worth a Noble. 

Qjt. By him that rais’d me to this carcfull height. 
From that contented hap which 1 inioy’d, 

I neuer did incenfe his Maicftie 
Againfi ti.e Duke of Clarence, but haue bin 
An earneft aduocate to plead for him. 

My Lord you do me fhamefull ioiurie, 

Fallely to draw me in thcle vile lulpcifis. 

Rtch\ You may deny that you were not tne meanc 
Ofrny Lord Haftings late imprifonment. 

Rm. She may my Lord,for^ 

Rich. She may Lord Ritters , why who knowes not fo? 
She m3y do more fir then denying that: 

She may helpc you to many faire preferments. 

And then deny her ayding hand therein. 

And lay thofe Honors on your high defert. 

What may fhe not, fhe may, I marry may fhe. 

Rite. What marry may fhe ? 

Ric. What marrie may flic ?Marric with a King, 

A 3 atcheller,and a handfome firipling too, 

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

ffirt. M y Lord of Gloufier,I haue too long borne 
Your blunt vpbraidings,and your bitter fcoffes: 

By heauen, I will acquaint his Maiefiie 
Of thofe greffe taunts that oft I haue endur d. 

I had rather beaCountrie feruant maidc 
Then a great Queene, with this condition, 

Tobefo baited, fcorn’d, and flormed at. 

Small ioy haue I in being Enghnds Queene. 

Enter old fhtcer.c Margaret i 

Mar. Anti Jcfned be that (mall, God I befecch him. 
Thy honor,fiate,and l’eate.is due to me. 

Rich. What? threat you me with telling of the King ? 
I will auouch’t in prefence ofthe King : 

I dare aduenture to be fenc to tli’Towre. 

’Tis time to fpeake. 

My paines are quite forgot. 

Margaret. Out Diuell, 

I do remember them too well: 

Thou killd’ft my Husband Henriein the Tower, 

And Edward my poore Son,atTewkcsburie. 

Rich. Ere you were Queene, 

I,oryour Husband King : 

I was a packe-horfe in hi* great affaires: 

A weedcr out of his proud Aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewarder of his Friends, 

Toroyalixe his biood,I fpent mineowue. 

Margaret. I and much better blood 
Then his,or thine. 
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Rich. In all which time,you and your Husband Grey 
Were fa&ious.for the Houfc of Lancafter', 

And Ritters Jo were you: Was not your Husband, 

In CMargarets Battaile,ac Saint ^ 4 /£<w,flainc ? 

Let roe put in your mindes, if you forget 
Whatyou haue beene ere this,and whatyou are: 
Withall,what I haue beenc,and what lam. 

JQ.M. A murth’rous Villaine, and fo ftill thou art. 
Rich. Poore Qlarencet did forfakc his Father fVarwiche, 
I,and fOrlwore himlclfe (which Iefu pardon.) 

Q^At. Which God reuenge. 

Rich. To fight on Edwards partie, for the Crowne, 
And for his meede,poore Lord,he is mewed vp; 

I would to God my heart were Fl'mt,like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pictifull,like mine ; 

I am too childifh foolifb for this World. 

^M-High thee to Hell for ftiamc,& lcaue this World 
Thou Cacodemon,there thy Kingdome is. 

Ritt. My Lord of Glofter: in thofe bufiedayes. 
Which here you vrge,to proue vs Enemies, 

We follow’d then our Lord,our Soueraignc King, 

So fhould we you,if you fhould be our King. 

Rich. If I fliould be f I had rather be a Pedler: 

Farre be it from my heart,the thought thereof. 

As little ioy (my Lord) as you ftippole 
You fhould enioy,were you this Countries King, 

As little ioy you may fuppofe in me. 

That I enioy,being the Queene thereof. 

Q^M. A little ioy enioyes the Queene thereof. 

For I am (bee,and altogether ioylcfle: 

I can no longer hold me patient. 

Hcare me,you wrangling Pyrates,that fall out. 

In fharing that which you haue pill’d from me: 

Which off you trembles not, that lookes on me ? 

If not,that I am Qucene,you bow like Subie&s; 

Yet that by you depos’d,you quake like Retells. 

Ah gentle VilIaine,doe not turnc away. (fight ? 

Rich. Foule wrinckled Witch,what mak’ft thou in my 
Slzftf. But repetition of what thou half marr’d. 

That will I makc,before I let thee goc. 

Rich. Wert thou not baniihed, on paine of death ? 

I was: but I doe find more paine in banilhment. 
Then death canyeeld me here,bymy abode. 

A Husband and a Sonne thou ow'ft to me, 

And thou a Kingdome; all of you,allegeance: 

This Sorrow that I haue, by right is yours. 

And all the Pleafures you vfurpe.are mine. 

Rich. The Curfe my Noble Father layd on thee, 

When thou didfi Crown his Warlike Brows with Paper, 
And with thy fcorncs drew'ft Riuers from his eyes. 

And then to dry them.gau’ft the Duke a Clowt, 

Steep’d in the faultleffe blood of prettie Rutland: 

His Curies then.from bitcerneffc of Soule, 

Denounc’d again ft thee,are all falne vpon thee: 

And God,not we,hath plagu’d thy bloody deed. 

Jftu. So iuft is God,to right the innocent. 

Haft. O/twas the fouleft deed to flay that Babe, 

And the moft mercilefle,that ere was heard of, 
■fa'tf.Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported. 
Dorft. No man but prophccied reuenge for it. 

"Back: Northumberland, then prefent,wept to fee it. 
What? were you fnarling all before I came. 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 

And turne you all your hatred now on me ? 

Did Torkes dread Curfe preuaile fo much with Heaucn, 
That Henries death, my louely Edwards death. 


I TheirKingdomesloffe/nyw^un^anuC^' 

Should all but anfwer for drat peeuffi^ 

CanCurfes pierce the Clouds,and enter He, 

Why then giue way dull Clouds to my qfe 0 > 
Though not by Warre,by Surfct dye vour v C ° tfe «* 
As ours by Murther.to make him a Kin e * ln B> 
Edward thy Sonne,that now is Prince of VV a l 
For Edward our Sonne.that was Prince of W i 
Dye in his youth,by like vntimely violent Cs * 
Thy fclfe a Queene,for me that was a Q, le ‘ 
Out-liue thy glory,like my wretched fclt c . ’ 

Long may’ft thou liue.to wayle thy ChildrL j 
A nd fee another,as I fee thee now, 5 ^ eat ^> 

Deck’d in thy Rights.as thou art flail'd in min. 

Long dye thy happie dayes,before thy death 
And after many lengthened howre* of E ri e f P ’ 

Dye neyther Mother, Wife,nor England* o ’ 

Risers and Dor Jet, you were ftanders by ^ eene ‘ 
And fo waft thou.Lord ^«^,whcn ro v Sonn. 
Was ftab’d with bloodyDaggerstGod/pr,;! 
That none of you may liue his naturall age 1 
But by fome vnlook’d accident cut off. 5 * 

Rich .Haue done thy Charme,^ hateful wither u 
QM. And leaue out thee? flay Doeffor fhalr h. g?t ’ 
II Heauen haue any grieuous plague in flore CarCn ''' 
Exceeding thofe that I can wilh vpon thee * 

O let them keepe ic,til! thy finnes be ripe, * 

And then hurle downe their indignation * 

On thee,the troubler of the poore Worlds peace 
The Worme of Confcience ftill begnaw thy Soule 
Thy Friends fufped for T ray tors while thou liu’ft * 
And takedeepe Traytors for thy deareft Friends 
No fleepc clofe vp that deadly Eye of thine 
Vnlefle it be while fome tormenting Dreame 
Affrights thee with a Hell of ougly Deuills. 

Thou eluilh mark’d, abortiue rooting Ho®"e 
Thou that waft fcal’d in thy Natiuitic ' 

The flaue of Nature,and the Sonne of Hell: 

Thou flander of thy heauie Mothers Wombe, 

Thou loathed Iffue of thy Fathers Loynes, 

Thou Ragge of Honor, thou detefted— 

Rich. iJMargaret, 

QAE. Richard. Rich. Ha. 

I call thee not. 

Rich. I cry thee mercie then: fori did tbinlte. 
That thou hadft call’d me all thefe bitter names, 

JhM. Why fo I did,but look’d for no reply. 

Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe. 

Rich■ ’Tis done by me,and ends in (JMargaret. 
4 ?«,Thus haue you breath’d your Curfeagainftyour felt 
Qjtf,Poore painted Q^een,vain flourifli ofmy fortune 
Why ftrew’ft thou Sugar on that Bottel’d Spider, 
Whofe deadly Web enfnareth thee about ? • 
Foole,foole,thou whct’ft a Knife to kill thy fclfe: 

The day will come, that thou (halt wilh for me, 

To helpe thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-backt Toadt 
Haft.F&lfc boding Woman,end tby frantick Curfe, 
Lcaft to thy harme,thou moue our patience. 

Foule fbame vpon you,you haue all mou dmine. 
Were you wel feru’d ,you would be taught yout duty 
S&Af To ferue me well,you all fhould do me duty, 
Teach me to be your Quecne.and you my Subiedts: 

O ferue me well,and teach your felues that duty. 

Vorf. Difpute not with her,fhee is lunaticke. 

Peace MafterMarquefle,you are malapert, 
Your fire-new ftampe of Honor is lcarce currant. 
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^—-—fTr^ncNoblhtycouldiudge 
y tolofeit,ap.dbemifcrable. 

^ h3t | t% ftand high, hauemany blafts to fliakcthcin, 
They f t 'hev fall, they difla themfelues to peeces. 
A n ^ thC ^ od counfaile marry, lcarne it, leatne it Mar- 

q acirc * Tr touches you my Lord,as much as me. 

T' r and much more : but I was borne fo high: 


Rich 


L . ai jM — 

. buildeth in the Cedars top. 


fcornes the Sunne. 
di And turnes the Sun to fhade: alas,alas, 

^fferov Sonne, now in the flude of death, 

W rf fbrijL out-lhining beames, thy cloudy wrath 
l V l°,n ctcrnall darkneffc folded vp. 

5 JL a yery buildeth in our ayenes Neft: 

J?God di feeft it, do not iuffer it, 

i. itiswmnne with blood, loft be it fo. 

M Peace, peace for flume: I fnot, for Charity. 
Mar- Vr S e neither charity,nor fliamc to me: 

Vl ,charitably with me haue you dealt, 

Anddiamefully my hopes (by you) are butcher d. 

Mv Charity is outrage. Life my ftiame, 

And in that lhame, ftill Hue my iorrowes rage, 
to. Haue done,haue done. 

Mar. O Princely Buckingham, lie kmc thy, hand, 

In fane of League and amity with thee: 

Lv faire befall thee,and tby Noble houfc : 
ThyGarments are not fpocted with our blood: 

M 0 f thou within the eompaffe of my curfe. 
to. Nor no one hcerc: for Curies ncucr pafle 

The lips t ^°f c l ^ ac ^ rcat ^ l f* cm *° l ^ c a y re ‘ 

1 Mur. I will not thinke but they afeend the sky, 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

0 Buckingham, take heede of yonder dogge: 
Lookewlien hefawnes,he bites; and when he bites. 

His venom tooth will rankle to the death. 

Hauenotto do with him, beware ofhim, 

Sinne, death,and hell haue fee their markes on him. 

And all their Minifters attend on him. 

Rich. What doth fhc fay,my Lord of Buckingham, 
to. Nothing that I refpe# my gracious Lord. 

"Mar. What doft thou fcornc me 
For my gentle counfell ? 

And footh the diuell that I warne thee from. 

Obut remember this another day: 

When he fhall fplit tby very heart with forrow: 

And fay (poore "Margaret )was a Prophctcffe: 

Liue each of you the fubie&sto his hate. 

And he to yours,and all of you to Gods. — 

to. My haire doth ftand an end to heare her curfes, 
Kiu. And fo doth mine, I mufe why file’s at libertie. 
Rich. I cannot blame her, by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong,and I repent 
My part thereof, that I haue done to her. 

Mar. I ncuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Rich. Yet you haue all the vantage other wrong: 

1 was too hot, to do fomebody good. 

That is too cold in thinking of it now j 
Marry as for Clarence, he is well repayed: 

He is frank’d vp to fatting for bis paines, 

God pardon them, that are the caufe thereof. 

Rin. A vcrcuou»,and a Chtiftian-likc conclufion 
To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

Rich. So do I cuer, being well aduis’d. 

, Sf takes to himfelfe . 

rot had I curft now, I had cur ft my lei fe. 


Exit. 



Enter Catesbj. 

Cates. Madam, his Maiefty doth call for you, 

And for your Grace, and yours my gracious Lord. 

Qtt. Catesby I cofrte, Lords will you go with mee. 
rTh. We wait vpon your Grace. 

Exetwt all hat G/oftcf. 

Rich , I do the wrong.and firft begin to brawlc. 

The fecret Mifch’eefes that I fet abroach, 

I lay vnto the gieeuou^ charge of others. 

Clarence,wbol indeedehauecaft in dlrkneflc, 

I do beweepe co many Ample Guiles, 

Namely to Derby, Hafttngs,Buckingham, 

And tell them Vis the Queene,and her Allies, 

That ftirre the King agamft the Duke my Brother. 

Now they beleeue it, and Withall whet me 
To bereueng’d on Riuers, Dorfet.Grtj. 

But then I figh, and with a peecc of Scripture, 

Tell them that God bids vs do good for euill ; 

And thus I cloath my naked Villanie 

With odde old ends, ftolnc forth of holy Writ, 

And feeme a Saint, when moft I play the deuill. 

Enter twi murtherers. 

But foft, hecre Come my Executioners, 

How now my hardy ftout refolued Mates, 

Are you now going to difpatch this thing ? 

Uil. We are my Lord,and come to haue the Warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Rtc. Well thought vpon, 1 hai.e it hcare about me: 
When ycu haue done, repayre to Crosby place; 

But firs be fodaine in the execution, 

Withall obdurate,do not heare him pleade; 

For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhappes 
May moue your hearts to pitty, if you marke him. 

Utl. Tut,tut,my Lord, we will not ftand to prate. 
Talkers are no good dooers, be allur'd: 

We go to vfe our hands,and not our tongues. 

Rich. Your eyes drop Mill-ftoncs, When Fooles eyes 
fall Teaves: 

I like you Lads,about yout bufineffc ftraight. 

Go,go,difpatch. 

Vil. We will my Noble Lord. 


Enter Clarence and Keeper. 

Keep. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily today. 

C/a. 0,1 haue paft amiierable night. 

So full offearefull Dreames, of Vgly fights. 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull msn, 

I would not fpend another fuch a nighc 
Though ’twere to buy a World of happy dales: 

So full ofdifniall terror was the time. 

Keep. What was your dream my Lord,I pray you tel me 
Cla. Me thoughts that I had broken from the Tower, 
And was embark’d to crofle to Burgundy, 

And in my company ray Brother Gloufter, 

Who from my Cabin tempted me to walke, 

Vpon the Hatches : There we look’d toward England, 
And cited vp a thoufand heady times, 
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During the warres ofYorke and Lancaftcr 
That had befalne vs. As we pac’d along 
Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Gloufter ftumbled,and in falling 
Strooke roc (that thought to ftay him)oucr-boord. 

Into the tumbling billowes of the mainc. 

O Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne. 
What dreadfull noife of water in mine cares. 

What fights of vgly death within mine eyes. 

Me thoughts, I faw a thoufand fearfull wrackes: 

A thoufand men that Fifties gnaw’d vpon i 
Wedges of Gold,grcat Anchors, hcapcs of Peailc, 
Ineftimable Stones, vnvalewed Jewels, 

All feattred in the bottomc of the Sea, 

Some lay in dead-mens Sculles, and in the holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As 'twere in fcorne of eyes) refle&ing Gemmes, 

That woo’d the flimy bottome of the deepe. 

And mock’d the dead bones that lay feattred by. 

Keep. Had you fuchleyfure in the time of death 
To gaze vpon thel’e fecrets of the deepe ? 

Cla. MethoughtI had.andoftendidl ftriue 
To yecld the Ghoft: but ftill the enuious Flood 
Scop’d in my foule, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaft,and wand’ring ayre: 

But fmether’d it within my panting bulke. 

Who almoft burft, to belch it in the Sea. 

Keep. Awak’d you not in this fore Agony ? 

Clar. No,no,my Dreame was lengthen’d after life. 
O then, began the Tempeft to my Soule; 

I pad (me thought) theMelancholly Flood, 

With that fowre Ferry-man which Poets write of, 
Vnto the Kingdome of perpetuall Night. 

The firft that there did greet my Stranger-foule, 

Was my great Father-in-Law,renowned Warwicke, 
Whofpakealowd; What fcourge for Periurie, 

Can this darke Monarchy affoord fallc Clarence} 

And lo he vanifh’d. Then came wand’ring by, 

A Shadow like an Angell.with bright hayre 
Dabbel’d in blood,and he ftirick’d out alowd 
Clarence is come, falfe,fie eting,periur’d Clarence-, 

That ftabb’d me in the field by Tewkesbury : 

Seize on him Furies, take him vnto Torment. 

With that (me thought)a Legion of foule Fiends 
Inuiron’d me, and howled in mine eares 
Such hiddeous cries,that with the very Noife, 

I (trembling) wak’d, and for a feafon after, 

Could not beleeue, but that I was in Hell, 

Such terrible Imptefsion made my Dreame. 

Keep. No maruell Lord,though it affrighted you, 

I am affraid (me thinkes) to hearc you tell it. 

Cla. Ah Keeper,Keeper,I haue done thefe things 
(That now giue euidence againft my Soule) 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requits mee. 

O God! if my deepe prayres cannot appeafe thee> 

But thou wilt be aueng'd on my mifdceds. 

Yet execute thy wrath in me alone : 

O fparc my guiltleffe Wife,and my poore children. 
Keeper, I prythee fit by me a-while. 

My Soule is heauy,and I faine would fleepe. 

Keep .I will roy Lord, God giue your Grace good reft. 

Enter Brakenbary the Lieutenant. 

Bra. Sorrow breakes Seafons,and repofing honres, 
Makes theNight Morning,and the Noon-tide night: 



Exit. 


°) R^chardthe Third. 

Princes haue but their Titles for thelrGlo - 

An outward Honor, for an inward Toyl e rie *’ 

And for vnfelt Imaginations ^ * 

They often fcelc a world of reftlcffe Cares • 

So that betweene their Tiries,and low Na me 

There s nothing differs,but the outward fan* 

Inter two tJUtertkerm, 

X.Mur. Ho,who’sheerc ? 

‘Bra. What wouldft thou Fellow,? And how , 
thou hither. ° w c 3 mrr,'ft 

i.CMur. I would fpeak with Clarence , n< tr 
theronmyLegges. MndI <afflthi 

Bra. What lo breefe? 
i. ’Tis better (Sir) then to be tedious • 

Let him fee our Commiffion.and talke no more 

Bra. I am in this, commanded to deliuer * ^ 

The Noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. 

I will not rcafon what is meant heereby, 

Becaufe I will be guiltleffe from the meaning. 

There lies the Duke afleepe.and there the Keyes 
IletothcKing.andfignifictohim, ; 

That thus I haue refign’d to you my charge, 

1 You may fir,’tis a point of wiledenie: 

Far you well. 

2 Whatjfliall weftabhimasheftccpes 

£t ! K! fa ,T ' twasd T ‘wMJIy.vidil.wh 

* Why ne fhall neuer wake, vntill the great Iu<W 
ment day. ° o'’ 

1 Why then hee’l fay, we flab’d him fleepin* 

2 The vrging of that word Iudgetnent, hath bredi 
kinde of remorfe in me. 

1 What? art thou affraid ? 

2 Not to kill him, hauing a Warrant, 

But to be damn’d for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 

1 1 thought thou had'ft bin refolute. 

2 So I am, to let him hue. 

I lie backc to the Duke ofGlouflet,and tell him fo. 
i Nay, I prythee flay a little: 

I hope this palfionate humor of mine, will change, 

It was wont to hold me but while one tell twenty, 

1 How do’ft thou feele thy felfe now ? 

2 Some certaine dregges of confcienceare yet with, 
in mee. 

1 Remember our Reward,when the deed’s done, 

2 Come,he dies: I had forgot the Reward. 

1 Where’s thy confidence now. 

2 O, in the Duke of Gloufters purfe. 

1 When hee opens his purfe to giue vs our Reward, 
thy Confcience flyes out. 

2 ’Tis no matter,let it goc: There’s few or nonewill 
entertaine it. 

1 What ifit come to thee againe? 

2 He not meddle with it, it makes a man a Coward; 

A man cannot fteale, but it accufeth him: A man cannot 
Swear*, but it Checkes him: A man cannot lye with his 
Neighbours Wife, but it detedts him. ’Tis a blufhing 
fhamefac’d fpirir, that mutinies in a mans bolome 
filles a man fullofObftacles. It made me once reftorea 
PurffeofGold that (by chance) I found: It beggars any 
man that keepes it: It is turn’d out of Townes and Cit- 
ties for a dangerous thing, and euery man that means to 
liue well, endeuours to cruft to himfclfc, and liue wit 


out it. 


i ’Tis 



iSt 
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* !i ** ll * 1 -r!kc.h'ed'' , 01 i 5 tby m ’ ,ode » and ^ e f ue > lt V not: 

= u rf.no... »i.h .5.. bo. to make dice !> S h. 

H tv ““ o rofl „ fram'd,he cannot prcuiile with me. 

■ Spokelikea tall man,thatrefpeftl thy reputation. 

with the hittes of thv 
S vltd and then throw him into the Malmefey. Butte in 

*'"'oeacehent denice; and make a fop of him. 

* Soft,he wakes. 

2 Mo* wee’l reafon with him. . 

Where arc thou Keeper? Giue me a cup of wine. 
You fhall haue Wine enough my Lord anon. 

Cla. InGods name,what art thou? 

, A man,as you are. 

CU. But notasIamRoyall. 

M 0 r you as wc arc, Lovall. 

J,, Thy voice is Thunder, but thy looks are humble, 
i My voice is now the Kings,my lookes mine owne. 
Cla. HoW darkly,and howdcadly doft thou fpeake. 
V/vireVes do menace me : why lookc you pale ? 

Who lent you hither? Wherefore do you come ? 

, To,to,to«~--• 

Cla. Tomurthcrme ? 

Cla You fcarfcly haue thehcarts io tell nle .o, 

And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 

Wherein my Friends haue 1 offended you i 
l Offended vs you haue not.butthc King. 

Cla. 1 fhall be reconcil’d to him againe. 

3 Neuer my Lord, therefore prepare to dye. ^ 

Cla. Are you drawne forth among a world ofmen 

To flay ^e innocent? What is my oftencc^ 

Where is the Euidence that doth accufc me ? 

What lawful! Queft haue giuen their Verdi& vp 

Vnto the frowning Iadge? Or who pronouned 

The bitter fentcnce ot poorc Clarence dcath^ 

Before 1 be conuiflby courfcof Law ? 

To threaten me with death, is moft vnlawtull. 

I charge you, as you hope for any goodnefle $ 

That you depart,and lay no hands on me: 

The deed you vndertake is damnable. 

1 What wc will do,we do vpon command* 

2 And he that hath commanded/is our King* 

Cla . Erroneous Vaffals,the great King of Kings 

Hath in the Table ofhi$ Law commanded 
That thou (halt do no murthcr. Will you then 
Spurnc at his Edi6l,and fulfill a Mans? 

Take heed : for he holds Vengeance in his hand. 

To hutle vpon their heads that breake his Law% 

2 And that lame Vengeance doth he hurle on thee, 

For falfcForfwearing^and for murther too s 
Thou did ft rcccTue the Sacrament, to fight 
In quarrell of theHoufc of LancaOer. 

t And like a Traitor to the name of God, 

Did'fl breake that Vow,and with thy treacherous blade, 
Vncip’ft the Bowels of thy SouVaignes Sonne. 

2 Whom thou was’t fwornc to cherifh and defend. 
t How canll thouvrge Gods dreadfull Law to vs. 
When thou haft broke it in fuch deere degree ? 

Cla . Alas! for whofc fake did I that ill deede ? 

For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake. 

He fends you not to murther me for this: 


For in that finne, he is 3S deepe as I. 

IfGod will be auenged for the deed, 

O know you ycc.he doth it publiqtiely. 

Take not the quarrell from his powrelull armc *. 

He needs no indirect,or lawlcffe courfc. 

To cut off thofe that nauc offended him. 

1 Who made thee then abloudy minifies 
When gallant fpringing braue Plantagenet, 

That Princely Nouice was flrucke dead by thee ? 

CU. My Brothers loue.the Diuell,and roy Rage. 

x Thy Brothers Loue,our Duty, and thy Faults, I 

Prouokc vs hither now,to flaughter thee. 

Cla. I f you do loue my Brother,hate not me: 

I am his Brother, and 1 loue him well. 

If you are hyt’d for meed, go baeke againe, 

1 And I will fend you to my Brother GU>ul..er: 

Who fhall reward you better for my life. 

Then Edward will Cot tydings o: my death, 

2 Youarecieceiu’d, 

Your Brother Glouftcr hatesyou. 

Cla. Oh no,heloues me, and he holds me deere 1 
Go you to )iim from me, 

i I fo we will. . „ 

Cla. Tell him,when that our Princely Father X orke, 
Bleft his three Sonnes with his vi<ftorious Arme, 

He little thought of this diuided Fricndfliip : 

Bid Glouftef thinke on this, and he will weepe, 
i 1 Milftones,as he leftbned vs to weepe. 

Cla. O do not (lander him.for he is kinde. 
i Right,asSnow in Haruefts 
Com&, you deceiue your felfe, 

’Tishe "that fends vs to deftroy you heere. 

Cla. It cannot be, fothebewept my Fortune, 

And hugg’d me in bis armcs,and fwore with lobs. 

That he would labour roy deliucry. 

1 Why fo he doth, when he deliuers you 
From this earths thraldomc, to the ioyes ofheauefi. 

2 Make peace with God,for you muft die my Lord. | 
Cla. Haue you that holy feeling in your fruits, 

To couiifaile me to make my peace with God, 

And are you yet to your owne foules fo blinde. 

That you will warre with God,by murd'ring me. 

O firs confider, they that fet you on 

To do this cleede, will hate you for the deeds. 

2 What fhall wc do? 

Clar. Rcle»t,and latte your foules : 

Which of you, ifyou were aPrinces Sonne, 

Being pent from Liberty,as I am now, 

1 f two fuch murtherers as your fclues came to you,' 
Would not intreat for life, as you would btggc 
Were you in my diftreffe. 

1 Relent? no: ’Tis cowardly and womanifii. 

C/a. Not to relent, is beaftly,fauage,diuellifh : 

My Friend, I fpy fomc pi tty in thy lookes : 

O, if thine eye be not a Fiatteter, 

Come thou on my fide, and intreatc for mce, 

A begging Prince,what begger pitties not. 

2 Lookcbehinde you,my Lord. 

1 T ake that.and that,if all this will not do. Stabs him. 

lie drowne you in the Malmefey-But within. Exit. 

2 A bloody deed,and dcfperately difpatcht: 

How faine (like/ , //4ff)would I waftt myTtands 

Of this moft greeuous murther. Inter t.Aimtherer 
l How now? what mean’ft thou that thou help ftane 
not? By Hequen the Duke (hall knowhow ilacke you 
haue bccne. 

_Li_ Ul 
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z.CMur.l would he knew that I had fau’d his brother. 
Take thou the Fee.and tell him what i fay, 

For I repent me thac the Duke is flaine. Exit. 

I .Mur. So do not I: go Coward as thou art. 

Well,lie go hide the body in fome hole, 

1 >11 that the Duke giuc order.for his buriall: 

And when I haue my meede,! will away, 

For this will out,and then I muft not ftay. Exit 


o/^hardthe Third. 




JetwSecundus. Secern Trima. 


Elourifh. 

Enter the King fteke,the Jhteene, Lord tJHarquefte 
Dorfet, Rtuers,Haft ings Catesby, 
Buckingham, IFooduiU. 

King. Why fo: now haue I done a good dales work. 
You Peercsjconrinue this vnited League: 

I, euery day expect an EmbafTage 
From my Redeemer, to redeeme me hence. 

And more to peace my foule (Trail part toheauen. 

Since I haue made my Friends at peace on earth. 

Dorfet in d Riuers , take each others hand, 

Djllemblc not your hatred, Sweate your louc. 

Rtu.By heauen,my foule is purg’d from grudging hate 
And with my hand 1 feale my true hearts Loue. 

Haft. So thr ue I,as I truly lweare the like. 

King. Take heed you dally notbefore your King, 

Lett he that is the fupremc King ofKings 
Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either ofy ou to be the others end. 

Haft , SoprofperI,as I fweare perfect loue. 

Ri- And (,asl loue Hafttngs with my heart. 

King. Madam,your felfe is no: exempt from this: 

Nor you Sonne Dorfet, 'Buckingham nor you ; 

You haue bene factious one againft the other. 

Wife.loue Lord Haftings, let him kiffc your hand. 

And what you do,do it vnfeignedly. 

flu. There Haftings,l will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred,lo thriue I,and mine. 

King. Dorfet, imbrace him: 

Hafttngs, loue Lord Marqueffc. 

'Dor. This interchange ofloue,I heere proteft 
Vpon my part,(hail be inuiolable. 

Ha ft. And fofwcarcl. 

King. Now Princely Buckingham, fealethis league 
With thy embracements to my wiues Allies, 

And make me happy in your vnity. 

^ Sue. When euer Buckingham doth turne his hate 
V pon your Grace, but with all dutious loue. 

Doth cherilh you,and yours, God puniih me 
With hate in thofe where I expert mod louc. 

When I haue mod need to imploy a Friend, 

And mod allured that he is a Friend, 
Deepc,hoI!ow,treacherous,and full of guile. 

Be he vnto me: This do I begge ofheauen, 

When I am cold in loue, to you,or yours. Embrace 

King. A pleafing Cordiall, Princely Buckingham^ 

Is this thy Vow, vnto my fickcly heart: 

There wanteth now our BrotherGloder heere. 

To make the blefled period of this peace. 

Rue. And in good time, 

Heere comes Sir Richard Ratchffe,ind the Duke. 


Enter Ratclijfe, andGlofter. 

Rich.Cood morrow to rny Soueraipnr v- 
And Princely Pceres,a happy time of day 8 & 

King, Happy indeed,as we haue fpent th. a 
Glodcr, we haue done deeds ofCharity 6 ! 

Made peaeeof enmity, fairc loue of hate 
Betwcene thelc fwelling wrong incenfed P, 

Rich. A blefled labour my mod Souera.on^ 
Among this Princely heapc, ifany heere ° • 0l< i: 
By falle intelligence, or wrong furmizc 
Hold me a Foe ; If I vnwillingly,or inniy rap,. 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 8 * 

To any in this prcfcncc, I defire ’ 

To reconcile me to his Friendly peace : 

’Tis death to me to be at enmitie: 

I hate it,and defire all good mens loue 
Fird M adam, I mtreate true peace of you, 

Which I will purchafe with tny dutious ferui« 

Of you my Noble Cofin Buckingham, r 
If euer any grudge were lodg’d betweenevs. 

Of you and you, Lord Riutrs and of Dorfet 
That all without defert haue frown’d on me*: 

Of you Lord U^ooduiR, and Lord Scales ofy ou 

Dukes,Earles, Lords, Gentlcn>en,indeed of all, 

I do not know that Englifiiman aliue, 

With whom my foule is any iot at oddes 
More then the Infant that is borne to night: 

I thanke my God for my Humility. 

Qu. A holy day (hall this be kept heereafter: 

I would to God all firifes were well compounded. 

My Soueraigoe Lord, 1 do befecch your Highneffe 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Rich Why Madam,haue I offred louc for this 
To be fo flowted in thisRoyall prcfencc? 

Who knowes not that the gentle Duke is dead? The, 
Youdohim iniurietofcornc hisCoarle. all Ron, 

King: Who knowc* not he is dead i 
Who knowes he is ? 

Quj All-feeing heauen, what a world Is this? 

Bttc. Looke I fo pale Lord 'Dorfet ,the reft? 

Dor. I my good Lord,and no man in the prefence, 
But his red colour hath forfookc his cheeket. 

King. Is Clarence dead i The Order was reuerfh 
Rich. But he (poore man) by your firft order dyed, 
And that a winged Mercurie did beare: 

Some cardie Cripple bare the Countermand, 

That came too laggeto fee him buried. 

God grant, rh^t fomelefle Noble,andlefleLoyall, 
Neercr in bloody thoughts,and not in blood, 

Deferue not worfe then wretched Clarence did, 

And yet go currant from Sufpition. 

Enter Earle of Derby. 

Der . A boone my Soueraigne for my feruice done. 
King. I pretheepeacc,my foule is full offorrow. 
Der. I will not rife, vnlefle your Highnes beare me» 
King, Then fay at once,what is it thourequefts. 
Der. The forfeit (Soueraigne)ofmy feruantslife, 
Who flew to day a Riotous Gentleman, 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolke. 

King. Haue I a tongue to doome my Brothers death? 
And (hall that tongue giue pardon to a flaue? 

My Brother kill’d no man, his fault was Thought, 

And yet his punifliment was bitter death. 


<n» Lite and Death opRich ard the Tbird. 

- -*-- i -vTTrt 


■Ku i I 

pii# iir 

Hm I 


^T^fo^hu^Vho (in my wrath) 

W’hol“ e . p cet and bidmebeaduisd. 

^ned’d a " ot 'g ro ther-hood? who ipokc oflouc ? 

h° ^P°, e how the poore foule did torlake 
Wb ° - tftv Warwicke,and did fight for me? 

m«g Y. m t hc field atTewkcsbury, 

A ybo 1 “ . o d hac j me downe, he refeued me: 

' V r?id deare Brother Hue, and be a King? j 

,i mC when we both lay in the Field, 

Wh °'°/ a lmofl)to death,how he did lap me 
Fr ° inhisGarments,and did giuc himfelfc 

and naked) to the numbe cold night ? 
ft }JJ from my Remembrance, brutifh wrath 

Slypl uckt > 3ndnotamanofyou a 

Sfo much grace to put it in my 
H hm vour Carcers,or your way ting V aflalls 
u liedon/a drunken Slaughjer,and defac’d 
ri precious Image of our deere Redeemer, 
fijghc are on your knees for Pardon, pardon. 

And I fvniuftly too) muft grant it you. 
p t for my Brother, not a man would fpeake, 

Slf i(vngracious) fpeake vnto my felfe 
c him poore Soule. The proudeft of you all, 

Hwc bin beholding to him in his life : 

Yetnone ofyou, would once begge for his life. 

0 God’ I fcare thy iuftice will take hold 
On ©e,"and you; and mine,and yours for this. 
r ' e ftgftincs hclpe me to my Goffer. 

»h poor e Clarence. Exeunt fome with K.& gnee*. 

A Rich. This is the fruits ofrafhnes: Markt you not. 

How that the guilty Kindred of the Queene 
Look’d pale, when they did beare of Clarence death, 
oi they did vrge it (Till vnto the King, 

God will reuenge it. Come Lord s will you go, 
lo comfort Sdward with our company. 

But. We wait vpon your Grace. exeunt. 


Scena Secunda . 


Enter the old Dutcbejfe ofTorke, with the two 
children of Clarence. 

Edu. Good Grandam tell vs,is our Father dead ? 
Dutch. No Boy. 

Dough. Why do weepe fo oft? And beate your Brefl? 
And cry, O Clarence, my vnhappy Sonne. 

Boy, Why do you looke on vs,and (hake your head, 
And call vs Orphans,WrctcheSjCaftawayes, 

Ifthatour Noble Father were aliue ? 

Dut. My pretty Cofins,you miftakc meboth, 

I do lament the fickncfle of the King, 

As loath tolofe him, not your Fathers death: 

It were loft forrow to waile one that’s loft. 

“Boj. Then you conclude,(my Grandam) he is dead: 
TheKirg mine Vnckie is too blame for it. 

God will reuenge it, whom I will importune 
With earned prayers,all to that effedi. 

Dough. And fo will I. 

Dw.Peace children peace,thcKing doth loue you wck 
Incapeable,and (hallow Innocents, 

Yon cannot gueffe who caus’d your Fathers death. 

Boy. Grandam we can: for my good Vnkle Gloftcr 


Told me,the King prouok’d to it by the Queene, 

Deuis’d impeachments to lmprifon him; 

And when my Vnckie told me fo,he wept. 

And pittied me,and kindly kift my cheekei 
Bad me rely on him, as on my Father, 

And he would loue me deercly as a childe. 

Dut. Ah! thac Deceit fliould fteale fuch gentle lhape. 
And with a veriuous Vizor hide deepe vice. 

He is my lonne, I,and chcrein my (hanie, 

Yet from my duggcs.he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thinke you my Vnkle did diflemble Grandam ? 

Boy. I cannot thinke it. Hearke,what noife is this ? 

Enter the Queene with her haire about her ears , 

Riuers & Dorfet after her. 

Qtt. Ah' who (hall hinder me to wade and weepe? 

To chide my Fortune,and torment my Sel(e. 
lie ioync with blacke difpaire againft my Soule, 

And to my felfc,become an enemie. 

Dut. What meanes this Scene ofrude impatience 
Qu. To make an a&ofTragicke violence. 

Edward my Lord, thy Sonne,our King is dead. 

Why grow the Branches,when the Rootc is gone? 

Why wither not the lcaues that want their fap ? 

If you will liuc,Lament: if dye, be breefe. 

That our fwife-winged Soules may catch the Kings* 

Or like obedient Subie£s follow him. 

To his new Ktngdome of nere-changing night, 

Dut. Ah fo much intereft haue in thy forrow, 

As I had Title in thy Noble Husband: 

Iihaue bewept a worthy Husbands death, 

And liu’d with looking on his Images: 

But now two Mirrors of his Princely fcmblance. 

Are crack’d in pieces, by malignanc death. 

And I for comfort,haue but one falfe Glafl'e, 

That greeues me, when 1 fee my fhamc in him. 

Thou arc a Widdow: yet thou art a Mother, 

And haft tbecomforc of thy Children left* 

But death hath (hatch’d tny Husband from mine Arises, 
And pluckt two Crutches from rriy feeble bands, 
Clarence, and Edward c O, what caule haue I, 

(Thine being but a moity ofmy moaned 
To oucr-go thy woes, and drowne thy cries. 

Boy. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Fathers death: 
How can we ayde you with our Kindred tearcs ? 

Daugh. Out fatherleflc diftrefle was left vnmean’d, 
Yotir widdow-dolbur, likewifebevnwept. 

j Qu. Giue me no helpe in Lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring forth complaints: 

All Springs reduce their currents to mine eyes. 

That I being gouern’d by the waterie Moone, 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the World. 
Ah, for my Husband,for my deere Lord Edward. 

Chil. Ah for our Father, for our deere Lord Clarence. 
Dut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
J2u. What ftay had 1 but Edward, and hce’s gone ? 
Chtl. What ftay had we but Clarence ? and he’s gone. 
Dut. What ft ayes had I,buc they ? and they are gone. 
Qu Was neuer widdow had fo deere a Ioffe. 

Chtl. Were neuer Orphans had fo deere a Ioffe. 

Dut. Was neuer Mother had fo deere a Ioffe. 

Alas! I am the Mother of thefe Grecfes, 

Their woes arc parccll’d,minc is generall. 

She for an Edward weepes,and fo do I: 
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I for a Clarence wccpcs, fo doth not free : 

Thefe Babes tor Clarence weepc, fo do not they. 

Alas! you three.on one threefold diftreft: 

Power ail your teares, I am your forrowcs.Nurfe, 

And I will pamper it with Lamentation. 

Dor . Comfort deers Mother,God is much dilplcas’d, 
That you take with vuthankfulnefle his doing. 

In common worldly things,’tiscall’d vngraceful!, 

With dull vnwillingnefle to repay a debt, 

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent: 

Much more to be thus oppofite with heauen, 

For it requires the Royall debt it lent you. 

Riuers. Madam,bethinke you like a carefull Mother 
Of the young Prince your Tonne: lend ftraight for him. 
Let him be Crown’d, in him your comfort hues. 
Drowne defperate forro w in dead Edwards graue, 

And plant your ioyes in liuing Edwards Throne. 

1 , 

Enter 'Richard, Buckingham,Derbie,IIa- 
fiings t ar.d Ratcltffe. 

Rich. Sifter haue comfort.all of vs haue caufe 
T o waile the dimming of cur fhining Starre: 

But none can hclpe our harmes by wayling them. 
Madam,my Mother, I do cry you mercie, 
IdidnotfeeyourGrace. Humblyonmyknee, 
IcraueyourBlefling. 

Dut. God blefle thee, and put meeknes in thy breaft, 
Loue Charity, Obediencc,and true Dutic. 

Rich . Amen,andmake me die a good old man. 

That is the butt-end of a Mothers blefling • 

I maruell that her Grace did leaue it out. 

Etic. You cIowdy-Princes,& hart-forowing-Pceres. 
That bcare this heauie mutuall loadc of Moane, 

Now cheere each other,in each others Loue i 
Though we haue lpent our Harueft of this King, 

We are to rcape the Harueft of his Sonne. 

The broken rancour of your high-fwolne hates. 

Bur laceiy fplintcr’d, kuit,and ioyn’d together, 

Mnft gently be prefcru'd,chenfht,and kept: 

Me feemeth good, that with fome little Traine, 
Forthwith from Ludlow, the young Prince befet 
Hither to London,to be crown’d our King. 

Riuers. Why with fome little Traine, 

My Lord ofBuckingham? 

Hue. Marrie my Lord,leaft by a multitude, 

The new-heal’d wound of Malice fhould breakc out, 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous. 

By how much the eftate is greene,and yet vngouern’d. 
Where cucry Horlc beares his commanding Reinc, 

And may direct his courfe as pleafehimfelfe, 

As well the feare ofharme, as harme apparant. 

In my opinion, ought to be preuented. 

Rich. I hope the King made peace with all of vs. 

And the compact is firme,and true in me. 

Riu. And fo in me,and fo (I thinke)in all. 

Yet fince it is but grecne, it fhould be put 
To no apparant likely-hnod of breach. 

Which haply by much company might be vrg’d : 
Therefore I fay with Noble Buckingham, 

That it is meete fo few fhould fetch the Prince. 

Hof. Andfofayl. 

Rich. Then be it fo, and go we to determine 
Who they fhall be that ftrait (hall pofte to London. 
Madam,and you my Sifter, will you go 
To giue your ccnfures in this bufinefle. Exeunt. 


Manet Buckingham, 


f fc‘ fn L r rd,who cuer M&XSp: 

For God fake let not vs two ftay at home ? Ce > 

For by the way, lie fort occafion. 

As Index co the ftory wc late talk’d of 
To part the Queenes proud Kindred fmm ti „ 

Rtch. Myotherfelfe,my Counfailrsr 
My Oracle, My Pro P het,my deere Co J„ 

I, as a clulde, will go by thy direflion, ' 

Toward London then,for wee’l not ftU kj. , 



3 - 

1. 

3 - 

2. 

3 - 

T. 

3 - 


Enter one Citizen at one doer,, ani another t 
the other , 

l C*t. Good morrow Neighbour, whetU 

faft? wnether awayf 0 

z.Cit. I promife you, I fcarfely know my f.ir,. 
Hearc you the newes abroad ? 1 1IC ’ 

1. Yes,that the King is dead. 

2. Ill newes byrlady.fcldome comes the better. 
Heare, I feare, cwillproue a giddy world. 

Enter another Citizen. 
Neighbours.God lpeed, 

Giue you good morrow fir. 

Doth the newes hold of good king Eduard, i til U 
I fir, it is too true,God belpe the while. 

Then Mafters looke to fee a troublous world 
No.no,by Gods good grace.his Son fhall rejo ne 
- Wee to that Land that’s gouern’d by aChilde.' 
2i Iii him there is a hope of Gouernmeat, 

Which in his nonage, counfcll wider him, 

And in his full and ripenedyearcs, himfelfe 
No doubt fhall thcn,and till then gouerncwell. 

i. So flood the State,when Fleitry the fixt 
Was crown’d in Paris, but at nine months old. 

3* Stood the State fo ?No,no,good friends,God wot 

For then this Land was famonfly enrich’d 
With politike graue Counfellj then the King 
Had vertuous Vnklrs toprotefl his Grace. 

I. Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mother, 
Better it were they all came by his Father: 

Or by his Father there were none at all; 

For emulation, who (hall now be necreft. 

Will touch vs ail too neere,if God preuenenot. 

O full of danger is the Duke of Gloufter, 

And the Queenes Sons,and Brothers,haught and proud: 
And were they to be rul’d,and not to rule, 

This fickly Land, might folacc as before. 

1. Come,comc,we feare the worft: all will be well. 

3.When Clouds are feen.wifemcn put on their clckes; 

When great leaues fall, then Winter is at hand ; 
When the Sun fees, who doth not looke for night ? 

Vntimely ftormes, makes men expefl a Dearth: 

All may be well; but if God fort it fo, 

’Tis more then wc defcrue.or I expert. 

2. Truly, the hearts of men arc full of feare: 

You cannot reafou ( almoft)with a man. 

That lookes not heauily.and full ofdread. 

3. Before the day es of Change,ftill is it fo, 

By a diuine inftinfl, mens mindes roiftruft 

Enfuinj 


idtfmng ‘^/JhovfTrous ft 
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fwell before a boyft’rous ftorme: 
The f. .11 t o God. Whither away ? 

Butl M«rv we wercfenc for to the Iuftices. 

* * „ a fo was I: He bearc you company. 


company. Exeunt* 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Arck'bifhop ,jong 7 orke t the Queene, 
and the Dutcbejfe. 

Arch. Laft night I heard theylay at Stony Stratford, 
1,,Northampton they doreft tonight: 

Tomorrow, or next day,they will be hecre. 

‘ ( 1 long with allmy heart to fee the Prince: 

1 hope he is much growne fince laft I faw him. 
n u But I heare no, they fay my fonne of Yorke 

u^lmoftouertane him in his growth. 

n Ttrke. I Mother,but I would not haue it fo. 
p^ 'why my good Cofin,it is good to grow. 

-[ 0 r Grandam, one night as wc did fit at Supper, 

My Vnkle Riuers talk’d how I did grow 
More then my Brother. I.quoth my Vokle Gloufter, 
Lll Herbes haue grace,great Weeds do grow apace. 
And fince,me thinkes I would not grow fofaft, 

Becaufc fweet Flowrcs are flow,and Weeds make haft. 

D „ t . Good faith, good faith,the faying did not hold 
In him that did obiea the fame to thee. 

He was the wretched# thing when he was yong. 

So long a growing,and fo lcyi'urcly. 

That ifhis rule were true,he Ihould be gracious. 

TV. And fo no doubt he is,my gracious Madam. 

Dot. 1 hope he is, buc yet let Mothers doubt. 

Tor. Now by my troth.if I had beene remembred, 

1 could haue giuen my Vnkles Grace, a flout, 

To touch his growth, necrer then he toucht mine. 

Dot. How my yong Yorke, 

Iprychee let me heare it* 

TV. Marry (they fay) my Vnkle grew fo faft, 

Thathe could gnaw a cruft at two houres old, 

Twas full two ycares ere I could get a tooth. 

Grandam, this would haue beene a byting left. 

Dot. I prythce pretty Yorke,who told thee this ? 

Tor. Grandam, his Nurfle. 

Dot. His Nutfe? why fhe was dead,ere ^ waft borne. 
Tor. If’twcre not (he, 1 cannot tell who told me. 

Qu, A parlous Boy:go too.you are too (brew’d. 

Dot. Good Madam,be not angry with the Childe. 
Pitchers haue cares. 

Enter a iJMeffinger. 

dreh. HeerecomesaMeffcnger: What Newes? 
Me[. Such newes my Lord,as grecues me to report. 
Qu. How doth the Prince ? 

CMef. Well Madaro,and in health. 

Dot. What is thy Newes? 

Me][. Lord Ritters Lord Grey , 

Are fent to Pomfrct, and with them, 

Sit Thomas Vaughan,¥i\fonets. 

Dut. Who hath committed them ? 

Mef. The mighty Dukes, Gloufter and 'Buckingham. 


jirch. For what offence? 

(Jlief. The fiimme of all I can, I haue difclos d: 
Why,or for what, the Nobles were committed. 

Is all vnkndwne to me, my gracious Lord. 

Qtt. Aye me! I fee the ruine of my Houfe: 

TheTyger now hath(eiz’d the gentleHinde, 

Infulting Tiranny beginnes to Iutt 
Vpon the innocent and a welefle Throne: 

Welcome Deftru&ion, Blood, and Maflacre, 

1 fee (as in a Map) the end of all. 

Dut. Accurfed.andvnquiet wrangling dayes. 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld ? 

My Husband loft his life, to get the Crowne, 

And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft 
For me toiov,and weepe, their gaine and lofle. 

And being feated, and Domefticke broyles 
Cleane ouer-blownc, themfelucs the Conquerors, 

Make warre vpon themfelues,Brother to Brother; 

Blood to blood, felfe againft felfc: O prepoGorous 
And franticke outrage, end thy damned fpleCne, 

Or let me dye, to looke on earth no more. ( , 

gu. Come,come my Boy,we will to San&uary,' 
Madam,farwell. 

Dut. Stay, I will go with you. 
jQu. You haue no caufe. 

Arch. My gracious Lady go. 

And thether beareyour Trcalure and your Goodes, 

For my part,Ile refigne vnto your Grace 
The Seale I keepe,aod fo betide to me. 

As well I tender you,and all ofyours. 

Go,lie conduftyou to the Sanfluary. Exeunt 


jfeius Tertius . Scoena Trima. 


The Trumpets found, 

Enterjong Prince,the Dukes of Glocejler , and Buckingham , 
Lord (fardm all, with others. 

Buc. Welcome fweetc Prince to London, 

To your Chamber. . I 

Rich. Welcomedeere Cofin, my thoughts Soueraign 
The wearie way hath made you Mela ncholly. 

Trin. No Vnkle, but our crofles on the way, 

Haue made it tedious,wearifome,and heauie. 

I want more Vnkles heerc to welcome me. 

Ricb-Sweet Prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeers 
Hath not yet diu’d into the: Worlds deceit: 

No more canyoudiftinguiftiofa man. 

Then of his outward fhew, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart. 

Thofe Vnkles which you want,were dangerous : 

Your Grace attended to their Sugred words, 

Buc look’d not onthepoyfon oftheir hearts: 

God keepe you from them,and from fuch falfe Friends. 

Trin. God keepe me from falfe Friends, 

But they were none. 

Rich. My Lord,the Maior of London comes to greet 
you. 

Enter Lora Maior. 

Lo.CMaior. God blefle your Grace, with health and 
happie dayes. 

Erin. I thanke you,good my Lord,and thank you all ij 
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Me 


I though: my Mother,and my Brother fork?. 

Would long,ere this,haue met vs on the way. 

Fie,what a Slug is tlaftmgsybzi he comes not 
To tell Vs,whether they will come,orno. 

Enter Lord Haft tugs. 

'Buck: And in good time, hcere comes the fweatine 
Lord. 6 

Prince. Wclcome,roy Lord: what, will our Mother 
come? 

Haft. On what occafion God he knowe$,noc I j 
.The Qriecne your Mother,and your 3 rother Torke , 

Hauc taken Santluarie: The tender Prince 
Would faine haue come with me,co meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce with-hcld. 

Buck. Fie,what an indirect and pecuifli courfc 
Is this of hers ? Lord Gardinall,will your Grace 
Perfwade the Quecne,to fend the Duke of Yotke 
Vnto his Princely Brother prefently ? 

If (he denic. Lord Haftings goe with him, 

And from her icalous Armcs pluck him perforce* 

Card. My Lord of Buckingham,if my weake Oratorio 
Can from his Mother winne the Duke of Yorke, 

Anon expeft him here: but if flic be obdurate 
To milde entreaties,God forbid 
We Ihould infringe the holy PriuiJedge 
Ofblcffed Sar.dhiarie: not for all this Land, 

Would I be guiltie of fo great a finne. 

Buck. You are too fencelcflc obftinat< 5 ,my Lord, 
Too ceremonious,and traditionall. 

Weigh it but with the grofleneffe of this Age, 

You breake not San6hiarie,in feizing him : 

The benefit thereof is alwayes granted 
To thofe.whofe dealings bauc deferu’d the place. 

And thofe who haue the wit to clayme the place s 
This Prince hath neyther claym’d it,nor deferu’d it. 

And therefore,in mine opinion,cannot haue it. 

Then taking him from thence.that is not there. 

You breake no Priuilcdge,nor Charter there s 
Oft haue I heard of SamSluarie men, 

But San&uarie children,ne’re till now. 

Card. My Lord,you (hall ore-rule my mind for once. 
Come on,Lord Haftings ^iW you goe with me? 

Haft. I goe,my Lord. Exit Cardinall and Haft mgs. 

Prince. Good Lords,make all the fpeedie haft you may. 
Say.Vnckle'G locefter, if our Brother come. 

Where {hall we foiournc,till our Coronation ? 

_ Glo. Where it think’ft beft vnto your Royallfelfc. 

If I may counfaile you.fome day or two 
Your Highnefie (hall repofe you at the Tower: 

Then where you pleafe,and {hall be thought moft fit 
For your beft health,and recreation. 

Prince. I doe not like the Tower,of any placet 
Did Itthtu Cafar build that place, my Lord ? 

Buck. He did,my gracious Lord,begin that place. 
Which fince,fucceeding Ages haue re-edify’d. 

Prince. Is it vpon record ? or elfe reported 
Succcfiiuely from age to age,he built it ? 

Buck. Vpon record,my gracious Lord. 

Prince. But fay,my lord,it were not regiftred, 

Me thinkes the truth fbould liue from age to age, 

As’twere retayl'd to all pofteritie, 

Euen to the generall ending day, 

Clo. So wifc.fo young,they fay doe neuer Hue long. 
Prince. What fay jrou,Vncklc ? 


of^Rjchard the Third. 

Glo. I fay,wit!.out Charaaers,Fam 7 irn T— 

1 hus,likc the formall Vice,Iniquiti e C,1 ° D g. 

I morallixe two meaning in © ne word 
Prince. That helms C £ f,r was a f am ' 

With what his Valour did enrich his 
His Wit fet downe.to make his Valour I,,’, 

Death makes no Conqueft of hi, Conq„ c 'I 
hor now he hues in Fame,though not i, I fr * 
lie tell you what,my Coufin Buckinoh^^ 

Buct What,my gracious Lord? 

Prince. And if I liue yntill I beam ?n 
lie win our artcient Right in France a E ai' ne 
Or dye 3 Souldier.as I lin’d a King. b ’ 

Glo. Short Summers lightly haue a forward Sp rln 

Enter young Torky,Haftings,^Carding 

ro^ Nowi ” so<,d,im '- hM " d*. 
K “ t " i 

Torke. Well,my deare Lord,fo muft I c #li „ 

T r\ I . B r»‘ h «.'° »“ r i. b voi?** 

Too late he dy d,that might haue kept that Title' 

VV hich by his death hath loft much Maieftie ’ 

Clo. How fares our Coufm.Noble Lord of Yol. , 

Torke Ithankeyou,gentleVncklc. Omylnrl' 
You faid.that idle Weeds are faft in growth • ’ 

Torke. And therefore is lie idle ? 

Clo. Oh my faire Coufm.I muft not fay f 0 
Torke, Then he is more beholding to youthen I, 
Clo. He may command me as my Soueraigne 

But you haue power in me,as in a Kinfman. ’ 

Torke I pray you,Vnckle,giue me this Dao 0 „. 
Glo. My Dagger,lirtle Coufin? with all my heat:. 
Prmce. A Begger,Brother ? 

Torke. Of my kind Vnckle.that I know will giije 

And being but a Toy,which is no griefe to giue? 

Clo A greater gift then that,Ilc giue my Coufin, 
r wke. A greater gift ? O.that’s the Sword to it. 
Glo. I,gentle Coufin,were it light enough, 

Torke. O then I fee,you will part but with light gifts 
In weightier things you*Ie fay a Begger nay, 

Glo. It is too weightie for your Grace to weare. 
Torkf. I weigh it lightly,were it heauier, 

Clo. What,would you haue my Weapon,little Lord 
Torke. I would that I might thanke you,as,as,yoi 
call me. 

Glo. How? 

Torke. Little. 

Prince . My Lord of Yorke will ftill be crofle in talke 
Vncklc,your Grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Tork,e. You mcane to beare me, not to beare with me 
Vnckle,my Brother mockes both you and me, 
Becaufe that I am little,like an Ape, 

He thinkes that you Ihould beare me on your {boulders, 
Bricky With what a {harpe prouided wit he reafons: 
To mittigate the fcorne he giues his Vnckle, 

He prectUy and aptly taunts himfelfe: 

So cunning,and foyoung.is wonderfull. 

Glo. My Lord,wilt pleafe you paffe along ? 

My felfe,and my good Coufin Buckingham, 

Will to your Mother,to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Towcr,and welcome you* 

Torke. What 
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w ;n you goe vnto the Tower,my Lord? 

^[1 v L 0r d Prote&or will haue it fo. 

? rT\ (hill not fleepe in quiet at the Tower. 

?/ Why, what {hould you fearc? 

C °i Marry,my Vnckle Clarence angry Ghoft: 
r rtdSd me he wa, murther’d there. 

My Gr J fcare no Vnckles dead. 

P r T Nor none that liue,I hope. 

C J- ce And if they liue,I hope I need not feare. 
fr T ,’ mv Lord: and with a hcauic heart, 

But rnoon them,goe 1 vnto the Tower. 

£xemt Princeforkejlaftings,and Dor fet. 

Manet Richard,Buckingham,and Cateshy. 

Turk. Thinke you,my Lord,this little prating Torke 
Was not incenfcdby his lubtile Mother, 
rl taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

1 Glo. No doubt,no doubt: Oh 'tis a perillous Boy, 

Bold quicke, ingenious,forward,capable: 

Hee is all the Mothers, from the top to toe. 

'Buck. Well,let them reft: Come hither fatesby. 

Thou arc fworne as deepely to effedt what we intend, 

As dofely to conceale what we impart: 

Thou know’ft our reafons vrg'd vpon the way. 

What think’ft thou ? is ic not an eafic matter. 

To make mlliam Lord Kaftmgs of our miude. 

For theinftallment of this Noble Duke 
jntheSeat Royall of this famous lie ? 

Cetes. He for his father* fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

'Bucks What think’ft thou then of Stanley 1 Will 

Cites. Hee will doe all in all as Haftings doth. 

Back, Well then, no more but this: 

Goe gentle Catesby, and as it were farre off, 

Sound thou Lord Haftings, 

How he doth fland affected to our purpofe. 

And fummon him to morrow to the Tower, 

Tofic about the Coronation. 

If thou do’ft finde him tradlable to vs. 

Encourage him,»nd tell him all our reafons; 
lfliebelcadcn,ycie,cold,vnwilling, 

Be thou foroo,andfo breake off the talke. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination: 

For we tomorrow hold diuided Counccls, 

Wherein thy felfe {halt highly be employ'd. 

Rich. Commend me to Lord milt am: tell him Catesby, 
His ancient Knot of dangerous Aduerfaries 
Tomorrow are let blood at PomfretCaftle, 

And bid my Lord,for ioy of this goodnewes, 

Giue Miftreffe Shore one gentle Kiffe the more. 

Buck?Good Catesby, goe cftedl this bufineffe foundly. 
Cites. My good Lords both,with all the heed I can. 
Rich. Shall we hearc from you t Catesby,cie wc fleepe ? 
Cates. You {hall, my Lord. 

Rich. At Crosby Houfc,there fhall you find vs both. 

Exit Catesby. 

Buck Now, my Lord, 

What fhall wee doe, if wee perceiue 

Lord Haftings will not yeeld to our Complots ? 

Rich Chop off his Head: 

Something wee will determine : 

And looke when I am King,clayme thou of me 
The Earledome of Hereford,and all the moueables 
Whereof the King,my Brother,was polled* 


Backs He clayme that promife at your Graces hand. 
Rich. And looke to haue it yeelded with all kindneffe. 
Come, ice vs fuppe betimes, that afterwards 
Wee may digeft our complots in fome forme. 

Exeunt. 



Enter a tsMeJfenger to the Doore of Haftings. 

CMeJf. My Lord, my Lord. 

Hafl. Whoknockcs? 

tJWe(f. One from the Lord Stanley. 

Haft. What is’taClocke? 

Afejf. Vpor. the ftrokc of foure. 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haft, Cannot my Lord Stanley fleepe thefc tedious 
Nights? 

Mejf. So it appeares,by that I haue to fay: 

Firft.he commends him to your Noble leltc. 

Haft. What then? 

Mejf. Then certifies your Lordfhip, that this Night 
He dreamt, the Bote had rafed off his Helme: 

Befides,he layes there are two Counccls kept; 

And that may be determin’d at the one. 

Which may make you and him to rue at th’other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordlhips pleafure. 

If you will prefently take Horfe with him, 

And with all fpecd port with him toward the North, 

To fhun the danger that his Soule diuin?s. 

Haft. Goe fellow,goe,returnc vnto thy Lord, 

Bid him not feare the feperated Councell: 

His Honor and my felfe are at the one. 

And at the other,is my good friend Catesby ; 

Where nothing can proccede,that toucheth vs. 

Whereof I {hall not haue intelligence: 

Tell him his Fearcs are fliallow,without inftance. 

And for his Dreames,I wonder hee’sfo Ample, 

To truft the mock’ry of vnquiet (lumbers. 

To flye the Bore,before the Bore purfues. 

Were to incenfe the Bore 10 follow vs. 

And make purfuit,where he did meane no chafe. 

Goe,bid thy Matter life,and come to me. 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he {hall fee the Bore will vfe vs kindly. 

Mejf. lie goe,my Lord,ar.d tell him what you fay. 

Exit. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cates. Many good morrowes to my Noble Lord. 
Haft, Good morrow Catesby, you arc early ftirring: 
What ncwes,what newcs,in this our tott’ring State ? 

Cates. It is a reeling World indeed,my Lord: 

And I beleeue will neuer (land vpright. 

Till Richard weare the Garland of the Re&lme, 

Haft. How weare the Garlaod ? 

Doeft thou meane the Crowne ? 

Cates. I,my good Lord. 

Haft. lie haue this Crown of mine cut fro my {houiden, 
Before lie fee the Crowne fo foule mif-plac’d: 

But canft thou euefte.that he doth avmc at it ? 
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Cites. I,on my life, and hopes to find you forward, 

Vpon his partie.fpr the game thereof: 

*And thereupon he fends you this-good newes. 

That this lame very day your enemies. 

The Kindred of the Queene,muft dye at Pomfret. 

Haft, Indeed I am no mourner for that newes, 
Bccaufe they hauc beene ftill my aduerfaries: 

But 3 that He giue my voice on Richards fide, 

To barre my Mafters Heircs in true Defcenc, 

God knowes I will not doe it,to the death. 

Cates . God keepc your Lordfhip in that gracious 
minde. 

Haft . But I fhall laugh at this a twelue-month hence. 
That they which brought me in my Mafters hate, 

I hue to looke vpon their Tragcdie. 

Well Catesly,cxt a fort-night make me older. 

He fend lome packing,that yet thinkc not on t. 

Cates . Tis a vile thing to dye,my gracious Lord, 
When men are vnprcpar'djand looke not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous,monftrous! and fo falls it out 
With Ritters,Vaughan,Grey: and fo’twill doc 
With fome men elfe,that chinke thcmfelues as fafe 
As thou and I,who(as thou knovv’ft) are dcare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham, 

Cates . The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his Head vpon the Bridge. 

Haft, I know they doe,and 1 haue well deferud it, 

Enter Lord Stanley . 


{chard the Third. 

And I in better ftate then ere I was^ 


Pttrf* God hold ir, 

to your Honors po A 
Haft. Gramcrcie fellow : thete^tinketh 0 "-"^- 
Thrones him hispZr^ ^ 

Enter a Prieft. 


Purf. I chanke your Honor. 




nor*^’ WCU mCt,my L ° rd,;t am § lad fofccyou^ 

Haft. I t’nanke thee,good Sir John^nh all 
I am in your debt,for your laft Exercile: 1 ^ "^rt, 

Come the next Sabboth,and I will content y 0 i 
Prieft. lie wait vpon your Lordfhip. “ 1 

Enter 'Buckingham. 

Title. Wbat,talking with a Prieft.Lord Chamh i • 
Your friends at Pomfret,they doe need the Prieft 
Your Honor hath no fhriuing worke in hand. * 
Haft. Good faith,and when I met this holy man 
The men you talkc of,came into my minde, 7 ’ 

What,goe you toward the Tower ? 

Buc. I doe,my Lord,but long I cannot flay there. 

I mail returne before your Lordfhip,thence/ 

Haft. Nay like enough/or 1 ftay Dinner there 
Buc. And Supper too,although thou know'll k nar 
■v£ome,will you goc ? ™ 

Haft. lie wait vpon your Lordfhip. £ x ‘ 


Come otijCome on,where is your Bore-fpeare man ? 
Fearc you the Bore,and goe fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My Lord good morrow,good morrow Catesby: 
You may ieaft on, but by the holy Rood, 

I doe not like thefe feuerall Counccls,!. 

Haft. My Lord,1 hold my Life as deare as yours. 
And neuer in my dayes,l doe proceft. 

Was it fo precious to me,as 'tis now: 

Thinke you,but that I know our ftate fccurc, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am? 

.Shi.The Lords at Pomfret,whe they rode from London, 
Were iocund,and fuppos’d their flares were furc. 

And they indeed had no caufc to miftruft: 

But yet you fee,how foone the Day o’re-caft. 

This fudden ftab of Rancour I mifdoubc: 

Pray God (I fay) I proue a needlcflc Coward. 

What, (hall we toward the Tower? the day is fpenr. 

Haft. Come,come,hauc with you: 

Wot you what, my Lord, 

To day the Lords you talke of,are beheaded. 

fta.They,for their truth,might better wear their Heads, 
Then fome that haue accus’d thcm,weare their Hats. 

But come,my Lord,let’s away. 

Enter a purfuiuant. 

Haft. Goe on before, lie talke with this good fellow. 

Exit Lord Stanley .and Catesby. 

How now,Sirrha ? how goes the World with thee ? 

Purf .The better,that your Lordfhip pleafe to aske. 
Haft. I tell thee man.’tis better with me now. 

Then when thou met’ft me laft,where now wc meet: 

Then was I going Prifoner to the Tower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Qjieenes Allyes, 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe ) 

This day thofe Enemies arc put to death. 


Seem 'Tertia , 


Snter Sir Richard Ratcliffe,witb Halberds,carrym • 
the AT obles to death at Pomfret. 

Riuers. Sir Richard Ratcliffe ,\ct me tell thee this, 

To clay fhalc thou behold a Subic# die, 

For Fruth,for Dutie,and for Loyaltic. 

Cjrey. God blefle the Prince from all the Pack of you, 
A Knot you are,ot damned Blood-fuckers. 

Vaugh. You liuc, that fliall cry woe for this hccrc- 
after. 

Rat. Difpatch,the limit of your Liuesisout. 

Riuers. O Pomfret,Pomfret! O thou bloody Prifon! 
Fatalland ominous to Noble Peeres: 

Within the guiltie Clofure of thy Walls, 

“Richard the Second here was hackt to death: 

And for more flander to thy difmall Seat, 

Wee giue to thee our guiltleffe blood to drinke. 

Grey. Now Margarets Curfe is falne vpon our Heads, 
When {hee exclaim’d on Hatfttigs ,you,sujd 1, 

For ftanding by,whcn Richard ftab’d her Sonne. 

Riuers. Then curs’d fhee Richard, 

Then curs’d fhee ’Buckingham, 

Then curs’d fhee HaEiings. Oh remember God, 

To heare her prayer for them,as now for vs; 

And for my Sifter,and her Princely Sonnes, 

Be fatisfy’d,dcareGod,with our true blood. 

Which,as thou know’ft,vniuftIy muft be fpilt. 

Rat. Make hafte,thehoure of death is expiate. 

Riuers. Come Grey ,come Vaughan ,let vs here embrace 
Farewcll.vntill we mectaeainc in Heauen. 

• Exeunt. 
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Vnter 'Buckingham Darby,.Hastings Mop of Ely, 

£ Norfolk f, Ratcliffs, Lpueftwitb others . 

at a Tab lei 

ffj Now Noble Peerej,the caufe why we are met, 
drtermine of the Coronation: 

? rfds Name fpeakc,when is the Roy all day ? 

1,1 suck, i* rhin § s reac1 y forthe Roya,! t,ni€ ? 

nab. It island wants but nomination. 
f l To morrow then I iudge a happie day. 
ruck -Who kn6wes the Lord Protectors mind herein? 
VVhoh m °^ * n7v ' ar ^ with the Noble Duke ? 

YourG>ace,we thinke, fliould fooneft know hi* 

'tlcki We know each others Faces: for our Hearts, 

He knowes no more of mine,then I of yours, 

O rjof his.my Lord,then you of mine: 

Lord Hafttngty'jow and he are neere in lone. 

Haf. I thanke his Grace,I know he Ioues me well: 

But for hispurpofc in the Coronation, 

1 haue dot founded him,nor he deliuer’d 
Hii gracious pleafure any way therein : 

Buc you, my Honorable Lords,may name the time. 

And in the Dukes behalfe lie giue my Voice, 

Which I prefumc hee’le take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloucefter. 

Ely. In happie time,here comes the Duke himfelfe. 
Rich.Wly Noble Lords,and Coufins all,good morrow: 
I haue beene long a deeper: but I truft, 

My abfence doth negte# no great defigne, 

Which by my prefcncc might haue beene concluded. 

Buck, Had y o l not come vpon your Qjny Lord, 
Wiliam, Lord IEafttngs ,had pronounc’d your part; 

Imeanc your Voice, lor Crowning of the King. 

tf/e^.Then my Lord Haftwgs ,no man might be bolder, 
His Lordfhip knowes me well,and loues me well. 

My Lord of Ely.when I was laft in Holborne, 

1 law good Strawberries in your Garden there, 
Idoebefeech you,feud for fome of them. 

£lj. Mary and will.my Lord,with all my heart. 

Exit Bifhop. 

%icb. Coufin ofBuckingham,a word with you. 

Catesby hath founded Hafiings in our bufineffe. 

And findes the teftie Gentleman fo hot, 

That he will loichis Head,ere giueconfent 
His Mafters Child,as worfbipfully he tcarmes it. 

Shall lofe the Royaltie of Englands Throne. 

Buck. Withdraw your felfe a while,lie goe with you. 

Exeunt. 

Darb.Wc haue not yet fet downe this day ofTriumph: 
Tomorrow'in my iudgcment.is too fudden. 

For I my felfe am not lo well proui ded, 

As clfe I would be,were the day prolong’d. 

Enter the Biftop of Ely. 

Ely. Where is nay Lord, the Duke of Glofter ? 

I haue fent for thefe Scrawberries, 
ffe.His Grace looks chearfully & fmooth this morning, 


There’s fome conceit or other likes him well. 

When that he bids good morrow with fuch fpirit. 

I thinke there’s neuer a man in Chriftendomc 

Can lefler hide his loue,or hate,then bee, 

For by his Face ftraight fliall you know his Heart. 

Darb.Whzt of his Heart perceiue you in his Face, 

By any liuclyhood he fhew'd to day ? 

Haft. Mary, that with no man here he is offended: 

For were hc,he had fliewne it in his Lookcs. 

Enter Richard,and Euckiugbaftf, 

Rich. I pray you all,tcll me what they deferue, 

That doe confpire my death with diucllUh Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft,and that haucpreuail’d 
Vpon my Body with their HellifhCharmes. 

Haft. The tender louc I beare yourGrace,my Lord, 
Makes me moft forward,in this Princely prefcncc. 

To doome th’Offendors,vvhofoe’re they be : 

1 fay,my Lord,they haue deferued death. 

Rich. Then be your eyes the witnefleof their euill. 
Looke how I am bewitch’d: behold.mine Arme 
Is like a blafted Sapling.wither’d vp : 

And this is Edwards Wife,that monftrous Witclr, 
Coniorted with that Harlor.Sinimpet Shore, 

That by their Witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Haft, if they haue done this deed,my Noble Lord. 
Rich. If? thou Prote#or of this damned Strumpet, 
Talk’d thou to me of Ifs: thou art a Traytor, 

Off with Ins Head; now by Saint Paul l fWeare, v 
I will not dine,vntill I fee the fame. 

Ewell and Ratclijfe ,looke thac it be done : , Extent. 

The reft that loue me, rife, and follow m<r. 


CManet Lotted and Ratcltffe, with the 
Lord IEafttngs. 

Haft. Woe,woe for Engl md, not a whit for me. 

For [,too fond,might haue preuented this : 

Stanley did drcame.the Bore did rowfe our Helmes, 

And 1 did fcorne it,and dildainc to flye: 

Three times co day my Fooc-Cloth-Horfedid ftumble. 
And ftarted,when he look’d vpon the Tower,' 

As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe: 

O now I need the P,ricft,that fpake to me : 

I now repent I told the Purfuiuanc, 

As too triumphing,how mine Enemies 
To clay at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d. 

And I my felfe fecure,in grace and fauour. 

Oh Margaret,Margaret ,now thy hcauie Curfe 
Is lighted on poore Halhngs wretched Head. 

■foi.Come,come,difpatch,the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a fliort Shrift,hc longs to fee your Head. 

Haft. O rnomentarie grace of- mortal! men. 

Which we more hunt for,then the grace of God ! 

Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookcs, 
Liues like a drunken Sayler on a Maft, 

Readie with euery Nod to tumble downe. 

Into the fbcall Bowels of theDeepc. 

Lou. Come,come,difpatch,'tis bootlefte to exclaime. 
Hafi. O bloody Richard: miferable England, 

I prophecie the fcarefull’ft time to thee, 

That euer wrerched Age hath look’d vpon. 

Comejcad me to the Block,beare him my Head, 

They fmile at me, who (hortly {hall be dead. 

Exeunt. 
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Enter Richard,and Bucktngham,in rotten Armour, 
maruelloua ill-fauoured. 

Richard. Come Coufin, 

Caaft thou quake,and change thy colour, 

Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then againe begin,and flop againe, 

As if thou were diftraught,and mad with terrors' 

1Bucks Tut, I can counterfeit the deepeTragedian, 
Speake,and looke backc.and pric on euery fide. 

Tremble and ftart at wagging of a Straw: 

Intending deepe fufpition, gaftly Lookcs 
Are at my feruice,like enforced Smiles; 

And both are readic in their Offices, 

At any time to grace my Stratagemes. 

But what, is Catesby gone ? 

‘Rich. He is,and fee he brings the Maior along. 

Enter the Maior,and Catesby . 

'Buck. Lord Maior. 

Rich. Looke to the Draw-Bridge there, 

Buck. Hearke,a Drumme. 

Rich. Catesby, o’re-looke the Walls, 

Bucks Lord Maior,the reafon we hatie fent. 

Rich. Looke back,defend thee,herc arc Enemies. 
Buck.. God and our Innoccncie defend,and guard vs. 

Enter Lotted and Ratclijfeyvith Ha flings Head. 

Rich. Be patient,they are friends:Ratchfe .and Lotted. 
Lotted. Here is the Head of that ignoble Traytor, 
The dangerous and vnfufpe&ed Haft mgs. 

Rich. So dcare I lou’d the man, that I muft wcepe: 

I tooke him for the plaineft harmelcfle Creature, 

That breath’d vpon the Earth,a Chriftian. 

Made him my Bookc,wherein my Soule recorded 
The Hiftorie of all her fecret thoughts. 

So fmooth he dawb’d his Vice with (hew of Vcrtue, 
That his iapparant open Guilt omitted, 

I mcane,his Conucrfation with Shores Wife, 

He liu’d from all attainder of fufpe&s. 

Buc\. Well, well.he was the couertft fheltred Traytor 
That euer liu’d. 

Would you imagine,or almoft belecue, 

Wert not,that by great preferuation 
We liue to tell it,that the fubtill Traytor 
This day had plotted, in the Councell-Houfe, 

To murther me.and my good Lord of Glofter. 

Maior. Had he done fo? 

Rich, What? thinkc you we areTurkcs,or Infidels? 
Or that we would, againft the forme of Law, 

Proceed thus rafhly in the Villaines death. 

But that the extreme perill of the cafe. 

The Peace of England, and ourPerfons fafetic. 
Enforc’d vs to this Execution. 

Maior. Now fairc befall you,he deferu’d his death. 
And your good Graces both haue well proceeded, 

To warne talfe Traytors from the like Attempts, 

Bucks I neuer look’d for better at his hands, 

After he once felt in with Miftrcffc^We: 

Yet had we not determin’d he fhould dye, 

Vntill your Lordfhip came to fee his end. 

Which now the louing hafte of thefe our friends. 
Something againft our meanings,haue preuented $ 
Bccaufe,my Lord,I would haue had you heard 
The Traytor fpeake,and cimoroufly confeflfe 
The manner and the putpofeof his Treafons: 


That you might well haue fignify»dll^f am . 

V nto the Citizens,who haply may 
Mifconftcr vs in him,acd wayle his death 
Ma. But,my good Lord,your Graces word n. 

As well as I had feene,and heard him fpeake • ^ 
And doe not doubt,right Noble Princes both 
But lie acquaint our ducious Citizens * 

With all your iuft proceedings in this cafe 
Rich. And to that end we wilh’d your I« jn. 
T’auoid the Cenfurcs of the carping World 
Buck. Which fince you come too late of ou • 

Yet witnefie what you heare we did intend • riDtenc j 
And fo,my good Lord Maior,we bid farwcll. 

£ V /1 A/f 

Rich. Goe after,after, Coufin Buckingham”' 

The Maior towards G uild-Hall hyes hixn in all 
There,at your meeteft vantage of the time e: 
Inferre the Baftardie of Edwards Children \ 

Tell them,how Edward put to death a Citizen 
Oncly for laying,he would make his Sonne ’ 

Heire to the Crowne,meaning indeed his Houf e 
Which,by the Signe thereof, was tearmed fo * 
Moreouer,vrgc his hatefull Luxuric, 

And beaftiall appetite in ch£nge of Luft } 

Which ftretchv vnto their Scruants,Dauebter$ W' 
Euen where his raging eye,or fauage heart, * 
Without control!,lufted to make a prey. 

Nay,for a need,thus farre come neere my Perfon; 

Tell them,when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiate Edward-, Noble Torke , 

My Princely Father,then had Warres in France 
And by true computation of the time. 

Found,that the Iftiie was not his begot: ’ 

Which well appeared in his Lineaments, 

Being nothing like the Noble Duke.my Father: 

Yet touch this fparingly,as’twere farre off, 
Bccaufe,my Lord,you know my Mother hues. 

Buck. Doubt not,my Lord,He play the Orator, 

As if the Golden Fee,for which I plead. 

Were for my felfe: and fo,my Lord,adue. 

Rich, If you thriuewel,bring them to BaynardsCaftle, 
Where you fhall findc me well accompanied 
With reuerend Fathers,and well-learned Bilhops. 

Bucks I goe,and towards threeorfoureaClocke 
Looke for the Newcs that the Guild-Hall affoords. 

Exit Buckingham. 

Rich. Goe Lotted with all fpeed to Dodbr Short, 
Goe thou to Fryer Peuker, bid them both 
Meet me within this houre at Baynards Caftle, Exit. 
Now will 1 goe to take fome priuie order, 

To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 

And to giue order,that no manner perfon 

Haue any time recourfe vnto the Princes. Exeunt, 

Enter a Scriuentr. 

Scr. Here is the Indi&mcnt of the good Lord 
Which in a fet Hand faircly is engrofs’d. 

That it may be to day read o’re in Vaults. 

And marke how well the fequell hangs together : 
Eleuen houres I haue fpent to write it ouer, 

For yefter-night by Catesby was it fent me, 

The Precedent was full as long a doing, 

And yet within thefe fiue houres Hajlings liu’d, 
VntaintcdjVnexamin’djfreCjat libertic. 

Here’s a good World the while, . > 

Who is fo groffe, that cannot fee this palpable de u;C ^_ 
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i^fcbdd.but fayes he fees it not ? 

YetVVh i eWorld and all will come to nought, 

8 ld 1S k ch ni dealing muft be feene in thought. Exu. 

£nttr Richard and Buckingham atfeuerall Dcores. 

Ve L How now.how now,what fay theCitizens ? 
£S Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 

<u.ritizens are mum,fay not a word, _ 

Th p C l Toucht you the Baftardie of Edwards Children ? 

j did,with his Contrail with Lady Lucy, 
md his Contrail by Deputie in France, 
tu vnfatiate greedinefle of his defire, 

I d is enforcement of the CiSe Wines 
J". Tyrannic for Trifles, his owne Baftardie, 

.' u e ; n o got,your Father then in France, 

»nd his «fembiance,being not like the Duke. 

Withall.I did inferre your Lineaments, 

Mn o the right /<&* of your Father, 

Rotlfin your forme,and Nobleneflc of Minde: 

Lavd °P en aI1 y° ur v *& orie * ,n Scotland, 

YourDifcipli ne in Warre,Wifdomc in Peace, 

Your Bountie, Vcrtue,faire Humilitie: 

Indeed,left nothing fitting for your purpofc, 

Vntoiicht,or fleightly handled indifeourfe. 

And when my Oratorio drew toward end, 

I bid them that did loue their Countries good. 

Cry,God laue Kicbard,Enghnds Royall King. 

Rich. And did they fo? 

Becks No,fo God helpe me,they fpake not a word. 

But like dombe Statues,or breathing Stones, 

Star’d each on other,and look’d deadly pale: 

Which when I law,I reprehended them. 

And ask’d the Maior,what meant this wilfull filcnce ? 

Hit anfwer was,the people were not vfed 
Jobe fpoke to,but by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrg’d to tell my Tale againe: 

Thus fayth the Duke.thus hath the Duke inferr’d. 

But nothing fpoke.in warrant from himfelfe. 

When he had done,fome followers of mine owne. 

At lower end of the Hall.hurld vp their Caps, 

And fome tenne voyces cry’d,God faue King Richard: 
And thus I tooke the vantage of thofefew. 

Thankes gentle Citizens.and friends, quoth I, 

This generall applaufe,and chearcfull fhowt. 

Argues your wifdome,and your loue to Richard : 

And eucr. here brake off,and came away. 

Rich. What tongue-leffc Blockcs were they. 

Would they not fpeake ? 

Will not the Maior then,and his Brethren,come ? 

Buck The Maior is here at hand: intend fome feare. 
Be not you fpoke with,but by mightie fuit: 

And looke you get a Prayer-Booke in your hand. 

And (land betweene two Chnrch-rr.en,good my Lord, 
For on that ground lie make a holy Defcant: 

And be not eafily wonne to our requefts, 

Play the Maids part,(Till anfwer nay,and take it. 

Rich. I goe: and if you plead as well for them. 

As I can fay nay to thee for my felfe. 

No doubt we bring it to a haftpie iflue. 

"Buck G°,go vp to the Lcsds,thc Lord Maior knocks. 

Enter the tMaior,axd Citizens. 

Welcome, my Lord, I dance attendance here, 

I thinkc the Duke will not be fpoke withall. 


Enter Catesby. 

Bucks Now Catesby, what fayes your Lord to my 

requeft ? , 

Catesby. He doth entreat yourGrace,my Noble Lord, 

To vifit him to morrow,or next day: 

He is within,with two right reuerend Fathers, ' ' 

Diuinely bent to Meditation', 

And in no Worldly fuites would be be mou’d. 

To draw him from his holy Exercife. 

Bucks Returne,good Catesby,to the gracious Duke, 

Tell him,my felfe,the Maior and Aldermen, 

In deepe defignes,in matter of great moment, 

No leflc importing then our generall good, 

Are come to h 3 ue lome conference with his Grace. 

Catesby. lie fignifie fo much vnto him ftraight. Exit. 
Bucks Ah ha,my Lord,this Prince is not an Edward, 

He is not lulling on a lewd Louc-Bed, 

But on his Knees,at Meditation: 

Not dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe Diuincs 
Not fleeping,to engroffe his idle Body, 

But praying.toenrich his watchfull Soule. 

Happie were England,would this vertuous Prince 
Take on his Grace the Soueraigntie thereof. 

But fure I feare we fhall not winne him to it. 

Maior. Marty God defend his Grace fhould fay vs 
nay. 

Bucks I feare he will: here Catesby comes againe. 
Enter Catesby. 

Now Catesby, what fayes his Grace? 

Catesby. He wonders to what end you haue affembled 
Such troopes of Citizens,to come to him. 

His Grace not being warn’d thereof before: 

He feares,my Lord,you meanc no good to him. 

Bucks Sorry I am,my Noble Coufin fhould 
Sufpect me,that 1 meane no good to him: 

By Heauen.we come to him in perfit loue, 

And fo once more returne.and tell his Grace. Exit. 
When holy and deuout Religious men 
Are at their Beades,’tis much to draw them thence. 

So fweet is zealous Contemplation. 

Enter Richard aloft, betweene two Bifhops. 

Maior. See where his Grace Hands,tweene two Clergie 
men. 

Bucks Two Props of Vertue,for a Chriftian Prince, 

To ftay him from the fall of Vanitie : 

And fee a Booke of Prayer in his hand, 

True Ornaments to know a holy man. 

Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious Prince, 

Lend fauourable eare to our requefts, 

And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thyDeuotion,and right Chriftian Zeale. 

Rich. My Lord,there needes no fuch Apologie; 

I doe befeech your Grace to pardon me, 

Who earned in the feruice of my God> 

Defcrr’d the vifitation of my friends. 

But leauing this,what is your Graces pleafure ? 

Bucks Euen that(IhopeJwhichpleafethGodaboue, 
And all good men,of this vngouern’d lie. 

Rich. I doe fufpe& I haue done fome offence. 

That feemes difgracious in the Cities eye. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. , 

f 2 Bucks You / 
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'Buck; You haue,my Lord 
Would it might pleafe ypurGracc, 

On our entreaties, to amend your fault. 
v Rich. E.lfe wherefore breadiel in a^hriJlianLand. 

" "Bucks Know then,it is your fault,that you refignt ;T5 
The Supreme.Seat, the>Tlaioii^^laielfi^lj 
The Sceptred Offke.of your Anceftor*, 

Your State, of! Fortune,and'your Deaw of .Birth,.- -1 

The Lineal! Glory of your Royall Houle, 

To the corruption of a blemiiht Stock; 

Whiles in the mil^nefie of your fleepie thoughts, -/ 

Whichhete we waken to our Countries good, 

The Noble He doth want his proper Limmes : 

His Face defac’d with skarres of Infamie, 

His Royall Stock grafft with ignoble Plants, 

And almoftfhouldred in the fw'allowingGulfc 
Of darke Forgctfulnefle,and deepe Obiiuion. 

Which to recure,we heartily folicite 
Your gracious felfe to take onyou the charge 
And Kingly Goucrnmcnt of this your Land : 

Not as Proteftor,Steward,Subftitutc, 

Or lowly Fa&or,for anotlicrs gaine; 

But as fuccefliuely,from Bipod to Blood, 

Your Right of Birth,your Empyrie.your ownc. 

For this,conforted with the Citizens. 

Your very Worfhipfull and louing friends. 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this itfft-Caufc come Lto mouc your Grace, 

"Rich. I cannot tell/if to depart in lilence, 

Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Beft fitteth my Degree,or your Condition. 

If not to anfwer, you might haply thinke, 
Tongue-ty’d Ambition,not replying,yeclaed 
To bearc the Golden Yoake of Soueraigntie, 

Which fondly you would here impofe on me. 

If to reproue you for this fuit of yours,' 

So feafon’d with your faithfull ioue to me. 

Then on the other fide I check’d my friends. 

Therefore to fpeake.and to auoid the fit ft. 

And then in fpeaking.not to incurre the laft, 
Definitiuely thus I anfwer you. ^ 

Your Ioue deferuss my thankes, but my defert 
Vnmeritable,ftrunnes your high requeft. 

Firft,if all ObftacJes were cut away. 

And that my Path were cucn to theCrowne, 

As the ripe Reuenue,and due of Birth: 

Yet fo much is mypouertieof fpirit, 

So mightie, and fo manie my defers, 

That I would rather hide me from my GreatnefTc, 

Being a Barke to brooke no mightie Sea; 

Then in my Greatnefle couet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my Glory fruorher’d. 

But God be thank’d.thcrc is no need of me. 

And much I need to helpe you,were there need: 

The Royall Trec hath left vs Royall Fruit, 

Which mellow’d by the rtealing howres of time, 

WiH well become the Seat of Maieftie, 

And makc(no doubt) vs happy by his Reigne, 

On him I lay that,you would lay on me. 

The Right and Fortune of his happie Starres, 

Which God defend that J fliould wring from him. 

Buck.-My Lord,this argues Conlcience in your Grace, 
But the rcfpe<5b thereof arc nice, and triuiall. 

All circumftanccs well confidered. 

You fay,that Edward is your Brothers Sonnp, 

So fay w.e too,but not by Edwards Wife; 


For firft was he contrad to Lady Lucie 
Your Mother Hues a Witneffe to his Vow - 
And afterward by fubftitute betroth’d * 

To "Bona ,Sifter to the King of France. 

Thefc both put off,a poore Petitioner, 

A Care-cras’d Mother to a many Sonnes 
A Beautic-waining,and diftrefled Widow 
Euen in the aftcr.noone of her beft dayes/ 

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye 
Seduc’d the pitch,and height of his degree * ’ 

To bafe dcdenfion,and loath’d Bigamie. * 

By her,in his vnlawfull Bed,he got 
This Edward, whom our Manners call, the Pri n 
More bitterly could I eapoftulate, 

Saue that for reuercnce to feme aliuc, 

I giue a fparing limit to my Tongue. 

Then good,my Lord.takc to your Royall f e lf e 
This proffer’d benefit of Dignitie: 

If not to blcfle vs and the Land withall,. 

Yet to draw forth your Noble Anceftrie 
From the corruption of abufing times, 

Vnto a Lincall true deriaed courfc. 

Mainr. Do good my Lord,your Citizens entree 

"Bucks Refufe not,mightic Lord,this proffer’d J? 

Catesb. O make them ioyfull, grant their lawful] k, 

Rich. Alas,why would you heape this Care on me) 

1 am vnfit for State,and Maieftie: 

I doe bcfeech you take it not amifle, 

I cannot,norI will not yeeld to you. 

Bucks If you refufe it,as in Ioue and zeale, 

Loth to depofe the Child,your Brothers Sonne 
As well we know your tenderneffe of heart, * 

And gentle,kinde.effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your Kindred, 

And egally indeede to all Eftates; 

Yet know,where you accept our fuit,or no, 

Your Brothers Sonne fhall neuer reigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 

To the difgrace and downe-fall of your Houfe: 

And in this refolution here we leauc you. 

Come Ci:izens,we will entreat no more. Exeunt. 

Catesb .Call him againe,fweet Prince,accept theirfuit 
If you denie them, all the Land will rue it. 

Rich. Will you enforce me to a world of Cares, 
Call them againe,I am not made of Stones, 

But penetrable to your kinde entreaties, 

Albeit againft my Confcierice and my Soule. 

Enter Buckingham,and the refl. 

Coufin of Buckingham, and fage graueroen, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To beare her burthen,where I will or no. 

I muft haue patience to endure the Load: 

But if black ScandaIl,or foule-fac’d Reproach, 
Attend the fequcll of your Impofition, 

Your meere enforcement lb all acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ttaynes thereof; 

For God doth know,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from thedefire of this. 

Maior . God blefle your Grace, wee lee it, and wi. 
fay it. 

Rich. In faying fo,you fhall but fay the truth. 

Bucks Then I falute you with this Royall Title, 
Long Hue King RtchardJLngXmds worchie King. 

AH. Amen. 

Bucks To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown a. 

Rich. Euen whemyou pleafe,for you will haue it fo. 
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^ cl j Coufins, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt. 


jlffusQuartus. Scena Trima. 


Enter the Queene, Anne Duchejfe of Gloueefer, the 
Duchejfe of Torke, and Marquejfe Dor/et. 

Duch.Tork*• Who meetes vs heere ? 

L for my Lifc,fhee’s wandring to the Tower, 

On pure hearts louc,to greet the tender Prince. 

Daughter,well met. 

JnM' God giuc your Graces both, a happie 

And a ioyfull time of day. 

Qu As much to you,good Sifter: whither away ? 

Jnne. No farther then the Tower,and as I gueiTe, 
Vponth’e like deuotion as your felucs. 

To etatulate the gentle Princes there. 

Qu. Kind Sifter thankes, wee’le enter all together: 

Enter the Lieutenant . 

And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 

Mafter Lieutenant, pray you,by your leauc. 

How doth the Prince,and my young Sonne of Torke ? 

lieu. Right wclljdcare Madame: by your patience, 

I may not fufferyou to vifit them. 

The King hath flriftly charg’d the contrary. 

Oh. The King? who’s that? 
lieu. I mcanc,the Lord Proteftor. 

Qg, The Lord protect him from that Kingly Title. 
Hathhefetbounds bctweenc their loue,and me ? 
lamtheir Mother,who (hall barre me from them ? 

"Duch. Torke. I am their Fathers Mother, 1 will fee 
them. 

Afff.Their Aunt I am in law.in lone their Mother: 

Then bring me to their fights, lie beare thy blame. 

And take thy Office from thee,on my pcrill. 

Lieu. No,Madame,r.o;Imaynoclc3ueitfo: 

1 am bound by Oath,and therefore pardon me. 

Exit Lieutenant, 

Enter Stanley. 

Stanley. Let me but meet you Ladies one howrc hence. 
And lie falute your Grace of Yorke as Mother, 

And reuerend looker on of two faire Queenes. 

Come Madame,you muft ftraight to Weftminftcr, 

There to be crowned Richards Royall Qucene. 

ffo. Ah,cut my Lace afundcr, 

That my pent heart may haue fome fcope to beat, 

Orelfc I fwoone with this dead-killing newes. 

Anne. Dcfpightfull tidings,O vnpleafing newes. 
Dorf. Be of good cheare : Mother, how fares your 
Grace ? 

Qu. O Dor fet t fpeake not to me, get thee gone, 

Death and Dertruftion dogges thee at thy hcclcs. 

Thy Mothers Name is ominous to Children. 



Goe hye thee,byc thee from this flaughter-houle. 

Left thou encreafe the number of the dead. 

And make me dye the thrall of Margarets Curfe, 

N or Mother,Wifc,nor Englands counted Qucene, 
jWer.Full of wife care,is this your countaite,Mauame: 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the howres : 

You fhall haue Letters from me to my Sonne, 

In your behalfe,to meet you on the way: 

Benotta’netardiebyvnwiiedelay. 

Duck Torke. O ill difperfing Winde of Mifertc, 

O my accurfed Wombc,thc Bed of Death : 

A Cockatrice haft thou hatcht to the World, 

Whofc vnauoided Eye is murtherous, 

Stanley. Come,Madame,come,I inallhaftewas lent, 
Anne". And I with all vnwillingnefle will goe, 

O would to God.that the inclufiue Verge 
Of Goldca Mettall,that muft round my Brow, 

Were red hot Steele,to fcarc me to the Braines, 

Anoyntcd let me be with deadly Venome. 

And dye ere men can fay,God iaue the Qyeene, 

9u. Goe.goe, poore foule,I enuie not thy glory. 

To feed my humor,wifh thy felfe no harme. 

Anne. No: why? 1 When he that is my Husband now 
Came to me,as I follow’d Henries Corfe, 

When fcarce the blood was well walht from his nands. 
Which iffued from my other Angell Husband, 

And that deare Saint,which then I weeping follow d: 
O.when I fay I look'd on Richards Face, 

This was my Wifh: 3e thou (quoth I) accurft. 

For making mc,fo young,fo old a Widow : 

And when thou wcd’ft,let forrow haunt thy Bed ; 

And be thy Wife,ifany be fo mad, 

More milerable.by the Life of thee, 

Then thou haft made me,by my deare Lords deatb. 
Loe,ere I can repeat this Curfe againe. 

Within fo fmall a time, my Womans heart 
Groflcly grew captiue to his honey words. 

And prou’d the fubieft of mine owne Soules Curfe, 
Which hitherto hath held mine eyes from reft: 

For neuer yet one howre in his Bed 
Did 1 enioy the golden deaw of fleepe. 

But with his timorousDreamcs was ftillawak’d* 
Befides.be hates me for my Father tF'arwicke, 

And will (no doubt) (hortly be rid of me. 

Qa, Poore heart adieu,I pirtie thy complaining. 
tAnne. No more, then with my foule I mourne for 
yours, 

Dorf Farewell,thou wofull welcommer of glory. 
eAnne. Adieu, poore foule, that tak’ft thy lcaue 
of it, 

Du.T.Go thou to Richmond ,& good fortune guide thee. 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels tend thee. 

Go thou to Sanifluarie,and good thoughts poflefle thee, 
I to my Graue,where peace and reft lye with mee. 
Eightie odde yeeres of forrow haue I fccne. 

And each howres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

flu. Stay,yet looke backe with me vnto the Tower, 
Pitty,you ancient Stones,thofe tender Babe*, 

Whom Enuie Hath immur’d within your Walls, 

Rough Cradle for fuch little prettie ones, 

Rude ragged Nurfe,oId fullen Play-fellow, 

For tender Princes: vfe my Babies well; 

So foolilh Sorrowcs bids your Stones farewell. 

Exeunt. 

_f ? 
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Scenci Secunda. 


Sound a Sennet. Enter Richard in pompe,Buc¬ 
kingham,Catesby,Ratcltjfe,Louel. 

Rich. Stand all apart. Coufin of Buckingham. 

Buck; My gracious Souetaigne. 

Rich. Giuc me thy hand. Sound. 

Thus high,by thy aduice.and thy afiiftance. 

Is King Richard feated: 

But fhall we wcare thefe Glories fora day? 

Or fhall they laft,and we reioyce in them ? 

' Buck. . Still liue they,and for euer let them laft. 

Rich. Ah Buckingham, now doe I play the Touch, 

T o trie if thou be currant Gold indeed : 

Young Edward liues,thinke now what I would fpeake. 
'Back. Say on my louing Lord. 

Rich. Wby 'Buckingham, I fay I would be King. 

1 Buck, • Why fo you are,my thrice-rcnowncd Lord. 
Rich. Ha ? am I King ? ’tis fo: but Edward hues. 
Back, True, Noble Prince. 

Rich. O bitter confcquence! 

That Edward ftill fhould liue true Noble Prince. 

Coufin,thou waft not wont to be fo dull. 

Shall I be plaine ? I wilh the Baftards dead. 

And I would hauc it fuddenly perform’d. 

What fay’ft thou now ? fpeake fuddenly,be brlefc. 

’Buck- Your Grace may doe your plcafure. 

Rich. Tut,tut,thou art all Ice,thy kindncfle freezes: 
Say,haue I thy confent,thac they (Trill dye ? 

.Bw.Giue me fome Title breath,fome pawfc,deare Lord, 
Before 1 pofitiuely fpeake in this: 

I will refolue you herein prcfently. Exit Buck. 

Catesby. The King is angry.fee he gnawcs his Lippe. 
Rich. I will conuerle with Iron-witted Fooles, 

And vnrefpeftiue Boyes: none are for me. 

That looke into me with confideratc eyes. 
High-reaching 'Buckingham growes circumfpcft. 

Boy. 

Page. My Lord. 

Rich. Know’ft thou not any,whom coriuptingGoId 
Will tempt vnto a clofe exploit of Death ? 

Page. I know a difcontented Gentleman, 

Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie (pitit: 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will (no doubt) tempt him to any thing. 

Rich. What is his Name ? 

Page. His Name,my Lord,i$ TirreH. 

‘Rich. I partly know the man : goe call him hither. 
Boy. Exit. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (ball be the neighbor to my counfailes. ‘ 
Hath he fo long held out with me,viuyr’d. 

And flops he now for breath ? Well.be it fo. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now.Lord Stanley, what’s the newes? 

J Stanley. Know mylouing Lord,thc Marqueffc Dorfet 
As I heare, is fled to Richmond > 

In the parts where he abides. 

Rich. Come hither Catesby , rumor it abroad. 

That Ame my Wife is very grieuous ficke, 


I will take order for her keeping clofe. 

Inquire me out fome meane poore Gentleman 
Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence D aue L 
The Boy is fooli(b,and I feare not him. ^ ter: 

Looke how thou dream’ft: I fay againc, giue 
That Anne, my Queene,is ficke,and like to dye ’ 
About it,for it Hands me much vpon 
To flop all hopcSjWhofe growth may damtnaoe m 

,1 muft be marryed to my Brothers Daughter 6 

Or elfe my Kingdomc ftands on brittleGlafli. 
Murther her Brothers,and then marry her 
Vnccrtainc wayofgaine. But I am in * 

So farre in blood,that finne will pluck on fi nne 
Tcare-falling Pittie dwells not in this Eye. * 

Enter 'tyrrel. 

Is thy Name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr. lames Tyrrel,and your mod obedient fuhi.A 
Rich. Art thou indeed ? c “* 

Tyr. Proue me,my gracious Lord. 

Rtch. Dat’ft thou tefolue to kill a friend of mine > 
Tyr. Plcafe you: 

But I had rather kill two enemies. 

Rich. Why then thou haft it: two deepe enetnie 

Foes to my Reft,and my fweet fleepes difturbers *’ 

A re they that I would haue thee dcale vpon: ‘ 

Tyrrel ,I meane thofe Baftards in the Tower. 

Tyr. Let me haue open meane* to come to them 
And foonellerid you from the feare ofthem. 

Rich. Thou fing’ft fweet Mufique; 

Hearke,come hither Tyrrel, 

Goe by this token: rifc.and lend thine Eare, Whifat 
There is no more but fo: fay it is done. 

And I will loue thee,and preferre thee for it. ’ 

Tyr. I will difpatch it ftraight. Exit. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck,- My Lord.I haue confider’d inmyminde, 
The late requeft that you did found me in. 

Rich. Well,let that reft : Dorfet is fled t oRichnmi. 
Buck• I heare the newes,my Lord. 

Rich. Stanley, hecisyourWiues Sonne: well,look: 
vnto it. 

Buck: My Lord.I clayme the gift,my due by promife, 
For which your Honor and your Faith is pawn’d, 
Th’Earledome of Hertford,and the moueables. 
Which you haue promifed I (hall poflefle. 

Rich. Stanley looke to your Wife: if (he conuey 
Letters to Richmond, you (hall anfwer it. 

2?»f£.What fayes your Highneflc to my iuft requeft? 
Rich. I doe remember n> c.Henry the Sixt 
Did propbecie,that Richmond (hould be King, 

When Richmond was a little pccuilh Boy. 

A King perhaps. 

Buck. , May it pleafe you to refolue me in my fuit. 
Rich. Thou troubled me,I am not in the vainc. Exit. 
Buck• And is it thus? repayes he my deepe feruice 
With fuch contempt ? made I him King for this ? 

O let me thinke on Haflings, and be gone 
To Brecnock,while my fearefull Head is on. 


Exit. 


Enter Tyrrel . 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloodie Aft is done, 
The moft arch deed of pittious maflacrc 


That 



Land was guilty of: 

T and Forrejt,who I did fuborne 
Q'Z h ! this p cece ofruthfull Butchery, 

they were fleflit Villaines, bloody Dogges, 

A ( ‘, r . j y^nth tenderneffe,and milde companion, 

*? like to Children, in their deaths lad Story. 

A C |fus /'quoth Dighton) lay the gentle Babes : 

J;. thus (quoth Forrejl) girdling one another 

{y.thin their Alablafter innocent Armes: 

These lip® were foure red Rofes on a ftalke, 

! din their Summer Beauty kift each other. 
iRooke of Prayers on their pillow lay, 

Which one (quoth Farrell) almoft chang d my minde : 
Ruioh theDiuell, there the Villaine ftopt : 

When Bighton thus told on, we Imothered 
The moft replenished fweet worke of Nature, 

That from the prime Creation ere flic framed. 

[Tenceboth are gone with Confcienceand Remorfe, 
rhef could not fpeake, and fo I left them both, 

Tobeare this tydings to the bloody King. 

Enter Richard. 

Andheere he comes. All health my Soueraigne Lord. 

Ric. Kinde TirreH, am I happy in thy Newes. 
fir. If to haue done the thing you gauc in charge. 
Beget your happineflc, be happy then. 

Pot it is done. 

Rich. But did’ft thou fee them dead. 
f,r, I did my Lord. 

Rich. And buried gentle Tirrell. 

Tir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them, 
Butwhere (to fay the truth) I do not know. 

Rich. Come to me Tirrel foone,and after Supper, 

When thou fhalt tell the procefie of their death. 

Meane time,but thinke how I may do the good. 

And be inheritor of thy defire. 

Farewell till then. 

Tir. I humbly take my leaue. 

Rich. The Sonne of Clarence haue I pent vp clofe, 
Hisdaughter meanly hauc I matcht in marriage. 

The Sonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams bofome. 

And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night. 

Now for I know the Britaine Richmond aymes 
Atyong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly on the Crowne, 
Tohergo I,aioIly thriuiog wooer. 

Enter Rat cliffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Rich. Good or bad newes,that thou com’ft in fo 
bluntly ? 

R*t Bad news my Lord, CMourton is fled to Richmond, 
And Buckingham baekr with the hardy Wefthmen 
kin the field,and (Till his power encreafeth. 

Rich, Ely with Richmond troubles me more ncere. 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leuied Strength. 

Come, I haue learn d, that fearfull commenting 
Is leaden feruitorto dull delay. 

Delay leds impotent and Snaile-pac’d Bcggery: 

Then fietie expedition be my wing, 
ioues Mercury,and Herald for a King: 

Go mufter men: My counfaile is my Sheeld, 

We muft be brcefe.when Traitors braue the Field. 

Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia . 


Enter old Queue "Margaret. 

Mar. So now profperity begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Heere in chefe Confines flily haue I lurkt. 

To watch the waining of mine enemies. 

A dire induftion.am I witnefle to. 

And will to France,hoping the confequence . 

Will proue as bitter,blacke, and Tragicall. 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret , who comes heere ? 

Enter ‘Datchejfeand Queene. 

Qu. Ah my poore Princes. 1 ah my tender Babes: 

My vnblowed Flowres, new appearing fwcets: 

If yet your gentle foules flye in the Ayre, 

And be not fixt in doomeperpetuall, 

Houer about me with your aycry wings, 

And heare your mothers Lamentation. 

Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right 
Hath dim’d your Infant morne,to Aged night. 

Dut. So many miferies haue craz’d my voyce. 

That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute. 

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 

Edward for Edward, payes a dying debt. 

,$lu. Wilt thou,0 God,flye from fuch gentle Lambs, 
And throw them in the intrailes of the Wolfe ? 

When didft thou fleepe,when fuch a deed was done ? 
Mar. When holy Harry dye<j,and my fweet Sonne. 
Dut Dead life,blind fight, poore mortallliuingghoft, 
Woes Scene,Worlds fhame.Graues due, by life vfurpr, 
Breefe abftraft and record of tedious dayes, 

Reft thy vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfully made drunke with innocent blood, 

Qjs. Ah that thou would’ft aftfoone affoord a Graue, 
As thou canft yeeld a mclancholly feate: 

Then would I hide my boncs,not reft them heere. 

Ah who hath any caufe to mourne but wee ? 

tJMar. If ancient forrow be moft reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of figneurie, 

And let my greefes frownc on the vpper hand 
If forrow can admit Society. 

I had an Edward,u\[ a Richard kill’d him: 

I had a Husband, till a Richard kill’d him: 

Thou had’ft an Edward, till a EjchardkWYd him .* 

Thou had’ft a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him. 

Dut. I had a Richard too,and thou did’ft kill him } 

I had(i Rutland too, thou hop’ft to kill him. 

Mar. Thou had’ft a Clarence too. 

And Richard kill’d him. 

From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept 
A Hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death: 

That Dogge, that had his teeth before his eyes, 

To worry Lambcs, and lap their gentle blood : 

That foule defacer of Gods handy worke: 

That reignesin gaulcd eyes of weeping foules: 

That excellent grand Tyrant of the earth. 

Thy wombe let loofe to chafe vs to our graues. 

O vpright,iuft,and true-difpofingGod, 

How do I thanke thee,that this carnall Curre 

____ Prayes ! 
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Praycs on the iffue of his Mothers body. 

And makes her Puc-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. Oh Harries wife, triumph not in my woes : 

God witneffe with me,I haue wept for thine. 

Mar. Bearc with me: I am hungry for rcuenge> 

And now I cloy me with beholding it. 

Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward, 

The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 

Yong Yorke,he is but boote, becaufe both they 
Matcht not the high perfedf ion of my Ioffe. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftab’d my Edward, 

And the beholders of this frantickc play, 

Th'atlukeratc Hajhngs,Riuers fVaughan,Gray, 

Vntimely fftioihct’d in their dusky Graues. 

Richard yet lines, Hels blackc Intelligencer, 

Onely referu’d their Fadlor, to buy foulcs. 

And fend them thither: But at hand,at hand 
Infueshispittiousand vnpittied end. 

Earth gapes,Hell burnes, Fiends roare, Saints pray. 

To haue him fodainly conuey’d from hence: 

Cancell his bond of life, deere God I pray. 

That I may liuc and fay. The Dogge is dead. 

Qu. O thou did’ft prophe(ic,the time would come. 
That I fhould wifh for thee to helpe me curie 
That bottel’d Spider : that foule bunch-back’d Toad. 

Mar. I call’d thee then,vaine flourifh of my fortune: 
I call’d thee then,poore Shadow,painted Queen, 

The presentation of but what I was; 

The flattering Iudcx of a direfull Pageant; 

One hcau’d a high,to be hurl’d downe below: 

A Mother onely mockt with two faire Babes; 

A dreame of what thou waft, a garifh Flagge 
To be the ayme ofeuery dangerous Shot; 

A figne of Dignity, a Breath,a Bubble; 

A Queene in ieaft, onely to fill the Scene. 

Where is thy Husband now? Where be thy Brothers ? 
Where be thy two Sonnes? Wherein doft thou Ioy ? 
Whofues,andkneeles,and fayes,Godfauethe Queene? 
Where be the bending Peeres that flattered thee? 

Where be the thronging Troopes that followed thee? 
Decline all this,and fee what now thou art. 

For happy Wife,a moft diftreffed Widdow: 

For ioyfull Mother, one that wailes the name : 

For one being fued too,one that humbly fues: 

For Queene, a very Cayciffe, crown’d with care: 

For (he that fcorn’d at me, now fcorn’d ©f me : 

For flie being feared of all,now fearing one: 

For fhe commanding all, obey'd of none. 

Thus hath the courfeofluftice whirl'd about. 

And lefc thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more but Thought of what thou waft. 

To torture thee the more,being what thou art, 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doft thou cot 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my Sorrow ? 

Now thy proud Neckc,bearcs balfe my burthen'd yoke. 
From which,euen hcere T flip my wearied head. 

And leaue the burthen of it all,on thee. 

Farwell Yorkes wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 
Thefe Englifh woes, fhall make me fmilc in France. 

Qu. Q thou well skill’d in Curfes,ftay a-while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Mar. Forbears to fleepe the night,and faft the day: 
Comparedead happineffe,with liuing woe: 

Thinke that thy Babes were fweeter then they were. 

And be that flew them fowler then he is: 

Bett’ring thy Ioffe, makes the bad caufer worfe, 


Reuoluing this,will teach thee how to CurfrT 

My words are dull, O quicken them «,• . 

Mar. Thy woes will make them lharpe ‘ th th ‘H< 
And pierce like mine. C* 

Dut. Why fhould calamity be full of 
Qa. Windy Atturnies to their Clients 
Aycry fucceeders of inteftine ioyes V ° es > 

Poore breathing Orators of miferies 
Let them haue fcope, though what they w i]l • 

Helpe nothing els, yet do they cafe the hare 10,pStt ’ 

Dm. Iffothen, bcnotTongue-tv’d-o^. •, 

And in the breath of bitter words, let’s fm | Wlt ^ nic > 
My damned Son,that thy two fwcet Sonnes fm l , 
The Trumpet founds, be copious in exclaimes. 

Enter King Richard,and hit Tram? 

Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition a 

Dut. O fire, that might haue intercepted thee 

By ftranghng thee in her accurfed wombe 

From ail the flaugh.ters(Wretch)that thou haftdn 

Qu. Hid ft thou that Forhead with a Golden 
Wherc't fhould be branded, if that right were 
The fl.ughicr of .he Print, th.it ow’d thn Cro»| 
Attd the dyre dnth of my poor. Sono«., 10d „,«£ 
Tell me thou Villamc* flaue,where arc mv CKiU , 
Dut. Thou Toad, thou Toade, rcn 

Where is thy Brother Clarence ? 

And little Ned Plant agenet his Sonne? 

«£*• Where «s the gentle r B i Her,,Vau^ M>Gr „ i 
Dut. Where is kmdc Hafiingt ? 

. Rtch - , A T fi , ourinj Trumpets,(trike Alarum Drumm tl , 
Let not the Heauens hcare thefe Tell-tale women 
Railc on the Lords Annointcd. Strike I f a y # 
Elonrifh. alarums, 

Either be patient,and intreat me fayre, 

Or with the clamorous report of Warre, 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations. 

Dut. Art thou aiy Sonne? 

Rich. I, I thanke God,my Father,and your fclfc, 
Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

Rich. Madam,I haue a touch ofyour condition, 
That cannot brooke the accent of reproofs. 

Dut. O let me fpeake. 

Rich. Dothen,butllenotheare. 

Dut: I will be milde, and gentle in my words. 
Rich. And breefefgood Mother)forIaminhaft. 
Dut. Art thou fo hafty ? I haue ftaid for thee 
(God knowes)in torment,and in agony. 

Rich. And camel not at laft to comfort you? 

Dut . No by the holy Rood, thou know’ft it well, 
Thou cam’ft on earth, to make the earth my Hell. 

A greeuous burthen was thy Birth to me. 

Tetchy and wayward was thy Infancic. 

Thy School-daies frightfull,defp’rate,wilde,and furiom 
Thy prime of Manhood,daring,bold,and venturous: 
Thy Age confirm’d, proud,fubtle,flye,and bloody, 
More raildc, but yet more harmfull; Kinds in hatred: 
What comfortable houre canft thou name. 

That euer grac’d me with thy company ? 

Rich. Faith none,but Humfrey Hewer, 

That call’d your Grace 

To Breakefaft once,forth of my company. 

If I be fo difgracious in your eye. 

Let me march on,and not offend you Madam. 

Strike vp the Drumme* 

Dut. I prythee heare roe fpeake. 
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p ./, y 0 u fpeake too bitterly. 

j L t ‘ Heare me a word: 

I ftall neuer fpeake to thee againe. 


Exit . 


n«r Either thou wilt dye,by Gods iuft ordinance 
this warre thou turne a Conqueror : 
fj* ^1, oreefe and extreame Age (hall perifh, 

?ld neuer more behold thy face againe. J. 

w[!. re fore take with thee my moft greeuous Curfe, 

Which in the day of Battell tyrethee more . 

n ,\\ the compleat Armour that thou wear ft. 

J, n r »ocrs on the adtierf: party fight, 

My d P th?re the little Cories of Edwards Children, 
fiifoer the Spirits of thine Enemies, 
lid promife them SUcceffe and Vitfbry: 

Tt’oody th° u art > Bloody will be thy end : 
chimeferues thy life, and doth thy death attend. 

* On. Though far more caufe,yet much leffe lpiric to curfe 

iUes in me, I fay Amen to her. 

Hick Stay Madam,I moft talke a word with you. 

%. I haue no more Tonnes of the Royall Blood 
For dT« to {laughter. For my Daughters (Richard) 

They (hall Be praying Nunncs,not weeping Qaeeftes: 
And therefore leuell not to hit their liues. y v; - 

Rich. You haue a daughter call’d Elizabeth, 

Vcrtuous and Faire,Royall and Gracious ? 

O/. And muft fhe dye for this? O let her liuc, v 
Adlle corrupt her Manners.ftaine her Beauty, 

Slander my Selfc.as falfe to Edwards bed: 

Throw ouer her the vaile of Infamy, 

So (he may line vnfearr’d of bleeding {laughter, '• 

Ivvill confcffe {he was not Edwards daughter. 

Rich. Wrong not her Byrth,{he is a Royall Princeffe. 

Qn. To faue her Tife, lie fay fhe is not 1b. 

%ch. Her life is fafeft onely in her byrth. 

Qh And onely in that fafcty.dyed her Brothers. 

Rich. Loe at their Birth.good fiarres were oppofite. 
Qa. No, to their liues,ill friends were contrary. 

7J t ch\ Allvnauoyded isthedoomeofDefliny, 

On. True: when auoyded grace makes Dcliiny. 
MyBabes were deftin’d to a fairer death. 

If grace had bleft thee with a fairer life. 

Rich, You fpeake as if that I hadflainemy Cofins? 
Qa. Cofins indeed, and by their Vncklc couzend, 
OfComfortjKingdome.Kindred.FrecdornejLife, 

Whole hand foeuer lanch’d their tender hearts, 

Thyhead(all indireiftly)gauedire6lion. 

No doubt the rourd’rous Knife wasdull and blunt, 

Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart, 
Toreuellinthelntrailes of my Lambes. 

But that ftill vfe of greefe, makes wilde greefe tame, 

My tongue Ihould to thy eares not name my Boyes, 

Till that my Nayles were anchor’d in thine eyes: 

And I in fuch a dcfp'rate Bay of death. 

Like a poore Barke, of failes and tackling reft, 

Rufh ail to peeces on thy Rocky bofome. 

Etch, Madam,fothriueI in roy enterprise 
And dangerous fucceffe of bloody wfarres. 

As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Then eaer you and yours Dy me were harm’d. 

Qh. What good is couer’d with the face ofheatien. 
To be difcoueredjthat can do me good. 

Etch. Th’aduancement of your children,gentle Lady 
Qu. Vp to fomc Scaffold,there to lofe their heads. 
T^ch. Vnto the dignity and height ofFortune, 

The high Imperial! Type of this earths glory. 


Qu^ Flatter my forrow with report of it: 
Tcllme,what State,what Dignity,what Honor. 

Canft thou demife to any childe of mine. 

Rich. Euen all I haue; I,iand my felfc and all. 

Will I withall indow a childe of thine: 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs. 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

Qu. Be breefe,leaft that the proceffe of thy kindneffe 
Laftlonger telling then thy kindneffe date. 

Rich .' 3 Then know. 

That from my Soule, I louethy Daughter, 

Qu. My daughters Mother thinkes it with her foule; 
Rich. What do you thinke ? 

Qu. That thou doft loue my daughter from thy foule 
So from thy Soules iouedidft thou loue her Brothers 
And from my hearts loue, I do thanke thee for it. 

Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning: 

I meane that with my Soule I loue thy daughter. 

And do intend to make her Queene ofEngland. 

Qu' Well then,who doft ^ meane fliallbe her King. 
Rich. Euen he that makes her Queene: 

Who elfe {hould be: ? 

What,thou? 

Rich. Euen fo: How thinke you ofit? ■’ 

Qu ; How canft thou woo her? 

Rich. That I would ieame ofyou, ^ : ; 

As one beingbeft acquainted with her hutnbdr. 

Ou. And wilt thoudearne ofme ? 

Rich. Madam.with all my heart. 

On. Send to her by the man that flew her Brothers, - 
A paire of bleeding hearts: thereon ingraue 
Edward and Tor he y then haply will flic weepe: 

Therefore prefent to her,as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy Father,fteept in Rutland* blood, 

A hand-kercheefe, which fay to her did dreyne 
The purple fappe from her fwcet Brothers body, 

And bid her wipe herweeping eyes withall. 

If this inducement moue her not to loue. 

Send her a Letter of thy Noble deeds: 

Tell her,thou mad’ft away her Vnckle Clarence, 

Her Vnckle Riuers , I (and for her fake) . 

Mad’ft quicke conueyance with her good Aunt Anne. 

Rich. Youmocke me Madam, this not the way 
To win your daughter. 

JQu. There is no other way, 

Vnleffe thou could’ft put on Tome other fliape. 

And not be Richard, that hath done all this. 

Ric. Say that I did all this for loue of her, 

Qttj Nay then indeed {he cannot choofe but hate thee 
Hauing bought loue, with fuch a bloody fpoyle. 

Rich. I.ooke what is done, cannot be now amended: 
Men fhall deale vnaduifedly fometimes. 

Which after-houres giues leyfure to repent. 

If I did take the Kingdome from your Sonnes, 

To make amends, lie giue it to your daughter: 

If I haue kill’d the fffue ofyour wombe. 

To quicken your encrcafe, I will beget 
M ine y ffue of your blood, vpon your Daughter: 

A Grandams nafoc is little leffe in loue. 

Then is the doting Title of a Mother; 

They arc as Children but one fleppe below, 

Euen of your mettall,of your very blood: 

Of all one paine,faue for a night of groane* 

Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like forrow^ 

Your Children were vexation to your youth. 
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But mine fliall be a comfort to your Age, 

The lofle you h3ue, is but a Sonne being King, 

And by that loffe,your Daughter is made Queene. 

I cannot make you what amends I would. 

Therefore accept fuch kindneffc as I can. 

Dorfet your Sonne, that with a fearfull foule 
Leads difeontented fteppes in Forraine foyle. 

This faire Alliance, quickly fliall call home 
To high Promotions,and great Dignity. 

The King that callcs your beauteous Daughter Wife, 
Familiarly (hall call thy < Z?or/er,Brothcr : 

Againe Avail you be Mother to a King: 
AndalltbeRuines ofdiflreffcfull Times, 

Repayr’d with double Riches of Content. 

What? we hauc many goodly dayes to fee: 

The liquid drops ofTcares that you hauelhed. 

Shall come againe, transform’d to Orient Pearle, 
Aduantaging their Lone,with intcreft 
Often-times doable gaine ofhappineffe. 

Go then (my Mother) to thy Daughter go. 

Make bold her bafhfull ycares,with your experience. 
Prepare her eares to heare a Woers Tale. 

Put in her tender heart, th’afpiring Flame 
Of Golden Soueraignty: Acquaint the Princeffe 
With thefweet filent houres ofMartiageioyes; 

And when this Armc of mine hath chaltii’ed 
The petty Rebell.dull-brain’d Buckingham, 

Bound with Triumphant Garlands will I come, 

And leadc thy daughter to a Conquerors bed : 

To whom I will retaile my Conqueft wonne, 

And fine flialbe foie Vidoreffe, Cafar. 

Qtt. What were I beft to fay* her Fathers Brother 
Would be.hcr Lord ? Or fliall I fay her Vnkle ? 

Or he that flew her Brothers.and her Vnkles ? 

Vndcr what Title fliall I woo for thee, 

That God,the Law,my Honor,and her Loue, 

Can make feeme pleafing to her tender yeares? 

Rich. Tnfcrrc faire Englands peace by this Alliance. 
Qu^ Which Aic fliall purchafe with ftil lading warre. 
Rich. Tell her,thc King that may command, intreats. 
Qu. That at her hands,which the kings King forbids. 
Rich. Say flic Avallbe a High and Mighty Queene. 
f£u. To vaile the Title,as her Mother doth. 

Rich . Say I will loue her euerlaftingly. 

But how long fliall that title euer hft ? 

Rich. Sweetly in force,vnco her faire liucs end. 

<>)u. But how long.faire!y (hall her fwcct life laft ? 
Rich. As long as Heauenand Nature lengthens it. 
Qu. As long as Hell 3nd Rich.tr dbVes of it. 

Rich. Say,I her Soueraigne,am her Subiedl low. 

Qu. But lie yout Subicd.lothes fuch Soueraignty. 
Rich, B; eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Ou. An honeft tale fpecds beft,being plainly told. 
Rich. Then plainly to her, tell my louing tale. 

On. Plaine and noc honeft,is too harfh a ftyle. 

Rich. Your Reafons ate too (hallow,and to quicke. 
ffu. O no, my Reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead (poore InfantsJlin their graues,' 
Harpe on it ftill (hall I .till heart-ftrings breake. 

Rich. Harpe not on that ftring Madam, that is part. 
Now by my George,my Garter,and my Crowne. 

Qu. Prophan’d, diflionor’d.and the third vfurpt. 

Rich. I fweare- 

gu. By nothing, for this is no Oath : 

Thy George prophan’d, hath loft his Lordly Honorj 
Thy Garter blemifli’d, pawn’d his Knightly Vcrtue; 


niro. 


| Thy Crowne vfurp’d, difgrac’d his Kin e l v Cu 
If fomething thou would’ft fweare to be belt * 
Swearc then by fomething, that thou haft n„. CU 
Rich, Then by my Selfe. C VVr ° n g‘d, 

Qu. Thy Selfe,is felfe-mifvs’d. 

Rich. Now by the World. 
gu. ’Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

Rich. My Fathers death, 

Qu. Thy life hath it difhonor’d, 

Bjch. Why then,by Heauen. 

Qu. Heanenswrongismoftofall: 

If thou didd ft feare to breake an Oath with h’ 

The vnity the King my husband made, *' 
Thou had’ft not broken, nor my Brothers died 
If thou had’ft fear'd to breake an oath by him 
Th’lmperiall mcttall, circling now thy head * 

Had grac’d the tender temples of my Child 5 
And both the Princes had bene breathing heere 
Which now two tender Bed-fellowcs for duft ’ 

Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worn* 
What can’ft thou fweare by now. 

Rich. The time to come. 

£h. That thou haft wronged in the time ore-paft. 

For!myfelfehauemanytearestowafli ‘ ' 

Heereafter time, for time paft,wrong’d by thee 
The Children liue, whole Fathers thou haft {launhte’d 

Vngouern’d youth, to waile it with their age: * 1 

The Parents liue,whofc Children thou haft butchet'd 
Old barren Plants, to waile it with their Age. ’ 

S weare not by time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifvs’d ere vs’d, by times ill-vs’d repaft. 

Rich. As I emend to profpcr.and repent: 

So thriue I in my dangerous Affayres 
Of hoftile Armes: My felfc, my lelfc confound: 
Heauen,and Fortune barre me happy houres: 
Day.yeeld me not thy light; nor Night,thy reft, 

Be oppoflte all Planets of good luckc 
To my proceeding, if with decre hearts loue. 
Immaculate deuotion,holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beautious Princely daughter. 

In her, confifts my Happineffe,and thine: 

Without her, foliowes to my felfe, and thee; 

Her felfe, the Land.and many a Chriftian foule, 
Death, Defolation,Ruine,and Decay: 

It cannot be auoyded, but by this i 
Jt will not be auoyded, but by this. 

Therefore deare Mother (I muff call you fo) 

Be the Atturney of my loue to her: 

Pleade what 1 will be, not what I haue beene; 

Not my deferts.but what I will deferue: 

Vrge the Ncceflicy and date of times. 

And benotpecuilh found,in great Dcfigncs, 

Qu. Shall I be tempted of the Diucl thus? 

Rich. I,ifithe Diuell tempt you to do good. 

®u. Shall I forget my felfe, to be my felfe. 

Rich. I,if your felfes remembrance wrong your felfi 
9u. Yet thou didftkil my Children. 

Rich. But in your daughters wombe I bury them. 
Where in that Ncft of Spicery they will breed 
Selues of themfelues, to your recomforture. 
jQu, Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 
Rich. And be a happy Mother by the deed. 
flu. I go,write to me very fhortly. 

And you (hal vnderftand from me hermind. ExHf- 
Rich. Beare her my true loues kiffe,and fo farewell 
Relenting Foole,and (hallow-changing Woman. 
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iHov» 


Moft mightie Soueraigne.on the Weftetnc Coaft 
Lb a puiffanc Nauie: to our Shores 
Knc many doubtfull hollow-hearted friends, 

V ?j an d vnrefolu’d to beat them backe. 
rethought,that Richmond is their Admirall: 
ind there they hull,expe^ing but the aide 
nf U^ghamyo welcome them aftiore. 

9.. j s 0 me light-foot friend poft to y Duke of Norfolk; 
v'trliffe thy felfe, or Cat esby,where is hec ? 

R fl. Here,my good Lord. 

\ iC b. Catesby, flye to the Duke, 
or. I will,my Lord.with all conuenient bafte. 

Rich. Cutesby come hither,pofte to Salisbury: 
when thou coro’ft thither: Dull vnmindfull V illaine. 

Why ftay’ft [ hou here,and go’ft not to the Duke ? 
fJ.Firft>roighty Liege,tell me your Highncffc plealure, 
What from your Grace I (hall deliuer to him. 

Rich. O true,good ('atesbj, bid him leuic ftraight 
Thegreateft ftrengthand power that he can make, 

And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury. 


^Twhat newes ? 

Enter Ratcliffe. 


Cut. I goe 


Exit* 


Rut. What, may it pleafe you, fliall I doe at Salis¬ 


bury ? 


Rich, why, what would’ft thou doe there, before I 

Y° ur Highneffe told me I fliould pofte before, 
%ch. My minde is chang’d: 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stanley , what newes with you ? 

5M.None,good my Liege,to pleafe you withy hearing, 
Nomone fo bad,but well maybe reported. 

Rich. Hoyday,aRiddIe,neithergood nor bad: 

What need’ft thou runne fo many miles about. 

When thou may eft tell thy Tale the neereft way ? 

Once more,what newes ? 

Sun. Richmond is on the Seas. 

Rich. There let him finke,and be th< Seas on him, 
White-liuer’d Runnagate,what doth he there ? 

Stan. I know not,mighrie Soueraigne,but by gueffe. 
Rich. Well,as you gueffe. 

Sun. Stirr’d vp by Dorfet i r Bucl{ingham,zx\& Morton, 
He makes for England,here to dayme the Crowne. 

Rich. Is the Chayre emptie ? is the Sword vnfway’d ? 
Is the King dead ? the Empire vnpoffeft ? 

What Heire of Torke is there aliuc,buc wee ? 

And who is Englands King,but great Yorker Heire ? 

Then tell me,what makes he vpon the Seas ? 

Sun. Vnleffe for that,my Liege,I cannot gueffe. 

Rich. Vnleffe for that he comes to be your Liege, 

You cannot gueffe wherefore the Welchman comes. 

Thou wilt reuolc,and flye to him,I feare. 

Stan. No,my good Lord,therefore miftruft me not. 
Rich. Where is thy Power then,to beat him back £ 
Where be thy Tenants,and thy followers ? 

Arc they not now vpon the Wefterne Shore, 
Safe-condmfting the Rebels from their Shippes ? . 

No, my good Lord, my friends are in the 

North, 

Rich. Cold friends tome: what do they in the North, 
'Men they (Rould ferue their Soueraigne'in the Weft ? 



Stan. They hauc not been comtnandcd,mighty King: 
Pleafeth your Maicftie to giue me leaue. 

He mufter vp my friends,and meet your Grace, 
Where,and what time your Maicftie (hall pleafe. 

Rich. I,thou would’ft be gone,to ioyne with Richmond: 

But lie nottruft thee. 

Stan. Moft mightie Soueraigne, 

You haue no caufe to hold my friendfliip doubtfull, 

I neuer was,nor neucr will be falfe. 

Rich. Goe then,and mufter mentbut leaue behind 
Your Sonne George Stanley: looke your heart be firme. 
Or elfe his Heads affurance is but frailc. 

Stan. So deale with hiro,as I proue true to you. 

Exit Stanley « 

Enter a (JMeJfenger 

Meff. My gracious Soueraigne,now in Deuonflbire, 
As I by friends am well aduertifed. 

Sir Edward Courtney ,and the haughtic Prelate, 

Bifliop of Excter,his elder Brother, 

With many moe Confederatcs,are in Armes. 

Enter another (JMejfenger. 

Meff. In Kenr,my Liege,the Guilfords are in Armes, 
And euery houre more Competitors 
Flocke to the Rebels,and their power growes ftrong. 

Enter another tJMeJfenger. 

Meff. My Lord,the Armie of great Buckingham. 
Rich. Out on ye,Owles,nothing but Songs of Death, 

HeJlriketh him. 

There,take thou that,till thou bring better newes. 

Meff. The newes I haue to tell your Maieftie, 

Is,that by hidden Floods,and fall of Waters, 
Buckinghams Armie is difpers’d and fcatter’d. 

And he himfelfc wandred away alone. 

No man knowes whither. 

jRich. I cry thcemercie: 

There is my Purfe.to cure that Blow of thine. 

Hath any well-aduifed friend proclaym’d 
Reward to him that brings the T ray tor in ? 

Mef. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord. 

Enter another (JMeffenger. 

"Meff. Sir Thomas Louell, and Lord Marqueffe Dorfet, 
'Tis faid^y Liege,in Yorkcfliire are in Armes: 

But this good comfort bring I to your Highneffe, 

The Brittaine Nauie is difpers’d by TempcfL 
Richmond in Dorfctfti.re fent out a Boat 
Vnto the fhore.to aske thofe on the Banks, 

If they were his Afliftants, yea,or no? 

Who anfwer’d him,they came from "Buckingham, 

Vpon his partie: he miftrufting them, 

Hoys’d faylc,and made his courfe againe for Brittaine, 
Rich. March on,march on.fince we are vp in Armes, 
If not to fight with forraine Enemies, 

Yet to beat downe thefc Rebels here at home. 


Cat. My Liege.the Duke of Buckingham is taken. 
That is the beft newes: that the Earle of Richmond 
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Is with a mighty power Landed at Milford, 

Fs colder Newes, but yet they muft be tolds: 

Rich. Away towards Salsbury,whilc we reafon here, 
ARoyall battcil might be wonoe and loft: 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salsbury, the reft march on with me. F/orifh.Exeunt 


The Lif eandD eatb of Ric hard the Third. 


Seem Quart a. 


/ 


Sntsr Derby y a»d Sir Chriftofher. 

Der . Sir Chriftopher^tW Richmond this from me. 

That in the iftye of the moft deadly Bore, 

My Sonne George Stanley is frankt vp in hold : 

Iflreuolt, off goes yong Georges head. 

The fcare of that t hold$ off my prefent ayde. 

So get thee gone: commend me to thy Lord. 

Withall fay, that the Queene hath heartily confentcd 
He fhould cfpoufe Elizabeth hir daughter. 

But tell mc ; whcxe is Princely Richmond now ? 

Chru At Pcnbrokcjor at Hertford Welt in Wale J 0 
Der . What men of Name refort to him* 

Chri % Sir Walter Herbert , a renowned Souldicr, 

Sit Gilbert Talbot , Sir William Stanley y 
Oxford , redoubted Pembroke y Sir lames Blunt , 

And Rice ap Thomas , with a valiant Crew, 

And many other of great name and worth: 

And towards London do they bend their power. 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Der . Well hye thee to thy Lord : IkifTe his hand. 

My Letter will refolue him of my minde* 

Farewell, Exeunt 


Attus Quintus. Seem Trim a. 


,Enter Buckingham with Halberds,led 
to Execution. 

Buc. Will not King Richard lee me fpeake with him? 

Sher. No my good Lord,therefore be patient. 

Hue, Haflings, and Edwards children ,Gray & Ritters, 
Holy King Henry , and thy faire Sonne Edward, 
Vaughan, and all that haue mifearried 
By vnder-hand corrupted foulc iniufticc. 

If that your moody difeomented foules. 

Do through the clowds behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge rrtocke my deftru&ion. 

This is AU-foules day (Fellow)is it not? 

Sher. It is. 

. Hue. Why then Al-foules day.is my bodies doomfday 
This is the day,which in King Edwards time 
I wifh’d might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe to his Chtldren,and his Wiues Allies. 

This is the day,wherein I wifht to fall 
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I ttufled. 

This, this All-foulcs day to my fearfull Soule, 

Is the determin’d refpit of my wrongs: T : 

That high All-leer,which I dallied with. 


Hath turn’d my fained Prayer on my head 
And giuen in earned what I begg’d in i e ft. 

1 hus doth he force the fwords of wicked m* 

To tutne their owne points in their Mafter.l? r 
Thus Margarets curfe falles heauy on m v npri/ 01 ' 5. 
When he (quoth {he)(halj fplit thy heart withV 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetefle • ° rt °w, 
Come leade me Officers to the blocke offba 
Wrong hath but wrong,and blame tbedue^ki 

Buckingham roithofl^ 
Scena Secunda. 


Enter Richmond,Ox ford : ,Blunt, Herbert and 
others,with drum and colours. ” 

Richm Fellows in Armes,and my mod l ou in e c 
Bruis’d vnderncath the yoake ofTyrannyJ ® te0( “ 

Thus farre into the bowels of the Land, ’ 

Haue wc marcht on without impediment • 

And heerc receiue we from our Father Stanley 
. Lines of faire comfort and encouragement: 

The wretched, bloody,and vlurping Boafe 
(That fpoy I'd your Summer Fields.and fruitful] Vi„ es l 
Swilles your warm blood like wafh, & makes his trough 
In your embowel’d bofomes : This foulc Swine ° 
Is now euen in the Gentry of this Ifle, 

Ne’re to the Towne of Leicefter,as we learne : 

From Tamworth thither,is but one dayes march. 

In Gods name cheetely on, couragious Friends, 

To reape the Harucft of perpetual! peace, 

By this one bloody tryall of fharpe Warre, 

Oxf. Enery mans Conlciencc is a thoulandmen 
To fight againft this guilry Homicide. 

Her. I doubt not but his Friends will tumetovs. 
blunt .He hath no friends,but what are friends for fear, 
Which in his deereft neede will flye from him, 

Rithm. All for our vantagc,then in Gods name march. 
True Hope is fwift, and flyes with Swallowcs wings, 
Kings it makes Gods,and meaner creatures Kings, 

Exeunt Omm, 

Enter King Richard in tMrmes with Norfolke, Ratchlfe , 
and the Earle of Surrey, 

Rich.H ere pitch our Tent,euen here in Bofworthfield, 
My Lord of Surrey,why ldoke you fo fad ? 

Sttr, My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes, 
Rich. My Lord of Norfolke. 

Nor. Hccre moft gracious Liege. 

Rich. Norfolke,wc muft haue knockes: 

Ha, muff we not ? 

Nor. We muft both giue and take my louing lord 
Rich. Vp with my Tent,heerc will lye to night, 
But where to morrow ? Well,all’s one for that 
Who hathdefetied the number ofthe Traitors? 

Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their vttnoft power. 
Rich. Why our Battalia trebbles that account: 
Befides,the Kings name is a Tower of ftrengtn, 
Which they vpon the aduerfe Fatftion want. 

Vp with the Tent: Come Noble Gentlemen, 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the ground. 

Call for fome men of found direction: 


Lo* 
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Nor checre of Minde that I was wont to haue. 

Set it downe- I* Inke and Paper ready ? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Lcaueroc. 


Exeunt 


f Lords, to morrow » a bufic day. 

Enter Richmond, Sir Wiliam Brandon,Ox. 
fordy and Dorfet • 

. , The weary Sunne, hath made a Golden fee, 
snd by ti) c bright Traft of his fiery Carre, 

* n ,„i. r nofaeoodly day tomorrow. 

Brandon, you ftiall bearc my Standard : 

C «'me fome Inkc and Paper in my Tent: 

. i avV t he Forme and Modell of our Battane, 

. 1 ea ch Leader to his feuerall Charge, 
jmlpatc in iuft proportion our fmall Power. 

M V Lord of Oxford, you Sir William Brandon , 
iLyour Sir Walter Herbert flay with me: 

The Earle of Pembroke keepes his Regiment; ^ 

Good Captaine Blunt, beare my goodnighc to him, 

Andby the fccond houre in the Morning, 

Dcfire the Earle to fee me in my Tent: 

y tt 0 nethingmore(goodCaptaine)doforme: 

Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know? 

Hlant. Vnleffe I haue miftane his Colours much, 
(Which well I am allur'd I haue not done) 

Hi, Regiment lieshalfe a Mile at leaft 
South, from the mighty Power of the King. 

Richm> if without pcrill it be poffible, 

Sweet Blunt,mike fome good meanes to fpeak with him 
And giue him from me, this moft needfull Note. 

Blunt. Vpon my life, my Lord, He vndertake it, 

And fo God giue you quiet reft to night. 

Richm. Good night good Captaine Blunt i 
Come Gentlemen, 

Let vs confult vpon to morrowes Bufineffc ; 

Into my Tent, the Dew is rawe and cold. 

They withdraw into the Tent. 

Enter Richard,Ratcliffe,Norfolke,dr fcatcsbj. 

Rich. What is’t a Clocke ? 

Cat. It’s Supper time my Lord,it’s nine a clockc. 

King. 1 will not fup to night, 

Giue me fome Inke and Paper: 

What, is my Beaucr eaficr then it was ? 

And all my Armour laid into my Tent ? 

Cat. It is my Liege: and all things are in readineffe. 
Rich. Good Norfolke,hye thee to thy charge, 
Vfecarcfull Watch, choofc trufty Ccntinels, 

Nor. I go my Lord. 

Rich. Stir with the Larke to morrow,gentle Norfolk. 
Nor. I warrant you my Lord. Exit 

Rich. Ratcltffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Rich, Send out a Purfuiuant at Arme* 
lo Stanleys Regiment: bid himbringhis power 
Before Sun-rifing, leaft his Sonne George fall 
Into the blinde Caue of ctcrnall night. 

Fill me a Bowie of Wine: Giue me a Watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the Field to morrow: 

Look that my Staucs be found, & not too heauy .Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord. 

RichSzw’A the melancholly Lord Northumberland? 
Rat. Thoma* the Earle of Surrey, and himfelfc. 

Much about t^ockfhut time, from Troopc to Troope 
Went through the Army,cheariog vp the Souldiers. 

King. So,lam fatisfied:GiuemeaBowle of Wine, 
Ihauc not that Alacrity of Spirit, 



Ratcltffe, about the mid of night come to my Tent 
And hclpe to arme me. Leaue me I fay. Exit Hutch, 

Enter Derby to Richmond in hie Tent. 

Der. Fortune,and Vi&ory fit on thy Helmc, 

Rich. AH comfort that the darkc night canaftoord. 

Be to thy Perfon, Noble Father in Law. 

Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother ? 

Der. i by A ttourncy, blefle thee frora thy Mother, 
Who ptayes continually for Richmonds good; 

So much for that. The filent houres fteale on. 

And flakie datkeneffe breakes within the Eaft. 

In breefe, for fo the feafon bids vs be. 

Prepare thy Battcil early in the Morning, 

And put thy Fortune to th’Arbitrement 
Of bloody ftroakcs,and mottall flaring Warre: 

I, as I may, that which I would. I cannot. 

With beft aduantage will deceiue thet inac. 

And ayde thee in this doubtfull fhocke of Armes. 

Buc on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Leaft being fccnc, thy Brother, tender George 
Be executed in his Fathers fight. 

Farewell t the leyfure, and the fearfull time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vowcs ofLoue, 

And ample enterchange offweet Diicoutfe, 

Which fo long fundred Friends fhculddwell vpon: 

God giue vs leylure for thefe rites of Loue. 

Once more Adieu, be valiant,and fpecd well. 

Riehm. Good Lords condutl him to his Regiment: 
lie ftriue with troubled noife, to take a Nap, 

Left leaden Cumber peize me downe to morrow, 

When I fhould mount with wings of Viiftory; 

Once more, good night kinde Lords ; and Gentlemen. 

Exeunt. Manet Richmond. 

O thou, whofe Captaine I account my felfe, 

Lookc on my Forces with a gracious eye: 

Put in their hands thy bruifing Irons of wrath. 

That they may crufh downe with a heauy fall, 
Th’vfurping Helmets of our Aduerfaries ; * 

Make vs thy minifters of Chafticcment, 

That we may praife thee in thy yiflory: 

To thee I do commend my watchfull foulc. 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eves: 

Sleeping,and waking, oh defend me ftill. 

Enter the Choft of Prince Edward, Sonne to 
Henrj the fixt. 

Gh to Ri. Let me fie heauy on thy foulc to morrow* 
Thinkchow thou ftab’ft mein my prime ofyouth 
At Teukesbury: Dilpaire therefore,and dye. 

Ghofl to Richm. Be chearefull Richmond, 

For the wronged Soules 
Of butcher’d Princes, fight in thy behalfc : 

KmgHenries ifltieRichmond comforts thee. 

Enter the Cj hofl of Henry the fixt. 

Ghofl. When I was morcall, my Annointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes; 

1 hinkc on the Tower, and me: Difpaire.and dye, 

Harry the fixt, bids thee difpaire,and dye. 

ToR-.chm. Vertuous and holy be thou Conqueror: 
Harry that prophefied thou fhould’ft be King, 

Doth comfort thee in fleepc: Liue,and flour ifh. 

t Enter ; 
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Enter the Ghoft of Clarence. 

Ghoft. Let me fit heauy in thy foulc to morrow# 

I that was walh’d to death with Fulfome Wine : 

Poore (flarettee by thy guile betray’d to death: 

To morrow in tlie battell thinkcon me, 

And fall thy edgdcffe Sword,difpaire and dye. 

To Richm. Thou off-ipring ofthe houfeof Lancaftcr 
The wronged hcyres of Yorke do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, Liueand Flounfti. 

Enter the Chefs ofRiuers,Gray,and Vaugkan. 

Ritt Let me fit heauy in thy foulc to morrow, 

Riuers ,that dy’de at Pomfret: difpaire,and dye, 

Grey. Thinkc vpon Grey , and let thy foule difpaire. 
Vaugh. Thinkc vpon Vwgha»,zn& with guilty fcare 
Let fall thy Lance, difpaire and dye. 

All to Richm, Awake, 

And thinkc our wrongs in Richards Bofomc, 

Will conquer him. Awake,and win the day. 

Enter the Ghoft of Lord Haft mgs. 

Gho. Bloody and guilty: guiltily awake. 

And in a bloody Battell end thy dayes. 

Thinke on Lord Raftings: difpairc,and dye. 

Haft, to Rich. Quiet vnttoublcd foule. 

Awake, awake: 

Arme, fight,and conquer, for faire Englands fake. 

Enterthe Ghofts ofthetwoyong Princes. 

Cjhofts. Dreame on thyCoufins 
Smothered in the Tower : 

Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, 

And weigh thee downe to ruine,fhame,and death, 

Thv Nephewes foule bids thee difpaire and dye. 

Ghoftsto Richm. Sleepe Richmond, 

Sleepe in Peace,and wake in Ioy, 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 

Liue, and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappy Sonnes, do bid thee flourifh. 

Enter the Ghoft ofaAnneJois IP"ife. 

Ghoft to Rich. Richard , thy W ife, 

That wretched Anne thy Wife, 

That neuer flept a quiec hourc with thee. 

Now filles thy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in the Battaile, thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgeleflfe Sword, difpaire and dye; 

Ghoft to Richm. Thou quiet foule, 

Sleepe thou a quiet fleepe : 

Dreame of Succefle, and.Happy Viftory, 

Thy Aduerfaries Wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham. 

Ghoft to Rich. The firft was I 
That help'd thee to the Crowne: 

The laft was I that felt thy Tyranny. 

O f *n the Battaile think on Buckingham, 

And dye in terror of thy guthinefle. 

Dreame on,-dreame on, of bloody deeds and death. 
Fainting difpaire; difpairing yceld thy breath. 

' Ghoft to Richm, I dyed for hope 
Ere I could lend thee Ayde; 

But cheerc thy heart, and be thou not difmayde: 

God,and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 

And R>chard.ii\l in height of all his pride. 

Richard ft arts out of his dreame. 
Rich. Giucmc another Horfe, bind vp my Wounds: 
Hauc mercy lefu. Soft, I did but dreame. 

O coward Confciencel how doft thou afflict me ? 

The Lights buvneblcw. It is not dead midnight. 

Cold fearefull drops Band on my trembling flefh. 


What? do I feare my Selfc ? Ther?M^r^rr~^ 
Richard loues Richard, that is, I am I. 

Is there a Murthcrer hecre? No ,* Yes, I am. 

Then flye; What from my Sclfe ?Great reaV«„ , 
Left I Rcuenge. What? my Selfc vp on mv VIr 
Alacke, I louc my Selfe. Wherefore > For an * ? 
That I my Selfc, haue done vnto my Selfe? ' ^° 0< ^ 
Ono. Alas, I rather hate my Selfe, 

For hatefull Deeds committed by my Selfe 
I am a VlllaiDe : yet I Lye, 1 am not. 

Foole, of thy Selfe Jpcake well: Foole, do not 
My Confcience hath a thoufand leuerallTono ttCr ‘ 
And euery Tonguc brings in a feuerall Tale 
And euene Talc'condcmnes me for a Villain e * 
Periutie, in the high’ft Degree, 1 

Murthcr, ft erne murther, in the dyr’ft de»ree 
All feuerall finnes, all vs d in each degree * 
Throng all to’th'Barre, crying all, Guilty ^Guilty 
Ifnall dilpaire, there uni Creature loues me- 

And if I die, no foulc fhall pittie me. 

Nay wherefore (hould they ? Since that I my Sclfe 
Finde m my Selfc, no pittie to my Selfe. ' 

Me thought, the Soules of all that 1 had murther’d 
Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat 
To rocirrowes vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratchffc. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King W bo’s there ? 

Rat. Rat cliffe my Lord,*tis I: the early Village Cod 
Hach twice done falutarion to the Mcrne, 

Your Friends are vp, and buckle on their Armour, 
King. O Ratcliffe, I fcare, 1 feare.' 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not affraid of Shadows. 
King. By the ApoftleRrftf/jfhadowes tonight 
Haue ftroke more terror to the foule of Richard, 
Then can the fubftancc often thoufand Soujdieri 
Armed in proofc, and led by flullow Richmond. 

’Tis not yet neere day. Come go with me, 

Vnder our Tcr.ts lie play the tafe-dropper, 

T o hcare if any meane to (hrinke from me, 

Exeunt Richard (ft Ratliff/, 

Enter the Lords to Richmond,ft ting 
in bit Tent, 

Richm. Good morrow Richmond, 

Rich. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 
That you haue tane a rardie fluggard heere? 

Lords. How haue you flept my Lord? 

Rich. The fwceteft fleepe, 
AadfaireftboadingDreamcs, 

Tharcuer encred inadrcwfiehead, 

Haue I fince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their Soules,wbofc bodies ^icli.nuirthtt’d, 
Came to my Tent,and cned on Vi&ory; 

I promile you my Heart is very iocond, 

In the remembrance of fo faire a dreame, 

How farre into the M orning is it Lords ? 

Lor, Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then *cis time to Arme,and giue diredlioi 
His Oration to his Soulditrs. 

More then I hauc faid, louing Countrymen, 

The leyfure and Inforceroent of the time 
Forbids to dw ell ypon: yet remember this, 
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J^urgood caufcTfight v P on our 
5u d pravers of holy Saints and wronged foules, 

Tt ! c W X rear’d Bulwarkes, ftand before our Faces, 
except) thofe whom wefigbt againft, 

Prather haue vs win, then him they follow, 

J* d is he they follow ?Truly Gentlemen, 
li„HvT yrant, and a Homicide: 

^ ^is’d in blood, and one in blood eftablifli’d ; 

2[hat made meancs to come by what he hath, 

0n . n al |ghter’d thofe chat vrere the meancs to help him : 
, life foule Stone, made precious by the foyle 
nfEnelands Chaire, where he is faliely fer * 
n e t h a t hath cucr becne Gods Enemy- 

Then if you fight a g ainl * God * Enem Y’. 

Ld will in iuftice ward you as his Soldiers, 
ifyoudo fweare to put a Tyrant downe, 
y 0 u feepc in peace, the Tyrant being flaine: 
rfyoii do fight againft your Countries Foes, 
YourCountries Fat fhall pay your pames thehyre. 
jfyou do fight > n lafegard of your wiues. 

Your wiues fhall welcome home the Conquerors. 

]fyou do free your Children from the Sword, 

Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. 

Then in the name of God. and ali cheferights, 

Aduance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. 
PormCjtheranlbmc of my bold attempt. 

Shall be this cold Corpcs on the earth's cold face. 
g U[ jf I thriue, the gaine ofmy attempt. 

The leaft of you fhall (hare his part thereof. 

Sound Drummes and Trumpets boldly, and cheerefully, 
God,and Saint George, Richmond, and Vuftory. 

Enter King Richard, Ratcliffe,and Cateskj , 

A’.What faid Northumberland's touching Richmond? 
Rat. That he was neuer trained vp in Armes. 

King. He faid the truth: and what faid Surrey then? 
Rat. Heftuil’d and faid, the better for our purpofe. 
King. He was in the right, and fo indeed it is. 
Tclhheclocke there. flocksftrik^s. 

Giue me a Kalcnder: Who faw the Sunne to day ? 

Rat. Not I my Lord. 

King. Thenhedifdaincstofhine: for by the Booke 
He (hould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre ago, 

Ablackcday willic be to fomebody. Ratcliffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. The Sun will not be feene to day. 

The sky doth frowne, and lowre vpon our Army. 

1 would thefe dewy tcares were from the ground. 

Not fhine to day ? Why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond ? For the felfe-fame Hcauen 
Thatfrownes on me, Iookcs fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolke. 

A7i>r.Atme,arme,my Lord: the foe vaunts in the field. 
Ring. Come,buftle, buftle. Caparifon my horfe. 

Call vp Lord Stanley , bid hira bring his power, 

I will leade forth my Soldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my Battell fhal be ordred. 

My Foreward fhall be drawne in length. 

Confiding equally of Horfe and Foot: 

Our Archers fhall be placed in the mid’ft; 

Iobn Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall haue the leading of the Foot and Horfe. 

They thus dirc&ed, we will fllow 


In the maine Battell,whofepuifl'aoce on cither fide 

Shall be well-winged with our chccfeft Horfe : 

This, and Saint George to boote. 

What think’rt thou Norfolke. 

Nor, A good direction warlike Soueraignr, 

This found fon my Tent this Morning. 

Jockey of Norfolke, he not fo bold. 

For Dickon thy maifteris bought and fold. 

King. A thing deuifed by the Enemy. 

Go Gentlemen, euery rnan to his Charge, 

Let not our bablingDreames affright our foules: 

For Confcience is a word that Cowards vfc, 

Deuis’d at firft to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong armes be our Confcience, Swords our Law. 
March on, ioync brauely, let vs too’t pell mell. 

If not to hcauen, then hand in hand to Hell.- 
What fhall I fay more then I haue inferr’d ? 

Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

A fort of Vagabonds, RafcaIs,andRun-awayes, 

A feum ofBrittaincs.and bafe Lackey Pez.ancs, 

Whom their o’re-doyed Country vomits forth 
To defperace Aduentures,and affur’d Deftnuftion. 

You flecping t'afc,they bring you to vnreft: 

You halting Lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues. 
They would reftraine the one, diftame the other. 

And who doth leads them, but a pa'try Fellow ? 
LongkeptinBiitaineat our Motberscoft, 

A M tlkc-fop, one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold, as otter fhoocs in Snow: 

Let’s whip thefe ftraglcrs o’re the Seas againe, 

Lalb hence thefe oucr-weeoing Ragges of France, 

Thefe famifh’d Beggets, weary of their Hues, 

Who (but for dreaming on this fond exploit) 

For want of meanes (poore Rats)had bang’d themlelties. 
I f we be conquered, letnncn conquer vs. 

And not thele baftard Britaincs, whom our Fathers 
Haue in their owne Land beaten,bobb’d,and thump’d. 
And on Record, H ft them the heires of fhame. 

Shall thefeentoy our Lands? lye with our Wiues ? 

Rauifh our daughters** Drum afarreoff 

Hcarke, I hearc their Drumme, 

Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen. 
Draw Archers draw your Arrowcs to the head, 
Spurreyour proud Horfes hard,and ride in blood. 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

What fayes Lord Stanley, will he bring his power f 
Afef. My Lord,hc doth deny to come. 

King. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord,the Enemy is part the Marfh : 

After the battaile, let George Stanley dye. 

King. A thoufand hearts arc great within my bofom. 
Aduance our Standards, fet vpon our Foes, 

Our Ancient word of Courage, faire S.George 
Infpii e vs with the fplcene of fiery Dragons: 

Vpon them, Vi&orie fits on our helpcs. 

Alarum,txeurjions, Enter Catesby. 

I ' 

Cat 4 Rcfcuc my Lord of Norfolke, 

Rcfcue,Refcue: 

The King ena&s more wonders cben a man, 

Daring an oppofite to euery danger : 

His horfe is flaine, and all on foot he fights. 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 

Rcfcue faire Lord,or clfc the day is loft, 

A Ur urns. \ % 
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E»fcr Richard. 

Rich. AHorfe,aHorle,myIvingdomcforaHotfe. 

Withdraw my Lord, lie helpc you to a Horfe 
Rich. Slaue, I haue let my life vpon a caft. 

And I will ftand the hazard of the Dye: 

T thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiuehaue I flaine to day, in dead of him. 

A Hotfe,a Horfe, my Kingdome for a Horfe. 

Alatum, Enter Richard and Richmond , they fight, Richard 
is Jlainc. 

Retreat t a»d Flour ifh . Enter Richmond, Derby bearing the 
Croxvne, with dttiers other Lords. 

Rtchm. God,and your Armes 
Be prais'd Victorious Friends; 

The day is ours, the bloudy Dogge is dead. 

Der. Couragious Richmond, 

Well haft thou acquit thee: Loe, 

Hecre thefe long vfurped Royalties, 

From the dead Temples ofthis bloudy Wretch, 

Haue I pluck’d oft, to grace thy Browes withall. 

Weare it,and make much ofit. 

Rtchm. Great God of Heauen, lay Amen to all. 

But tell me, is yong George Stanley liuing ? 

Her. He is my Lord, and fafe in Lciccfter Towne, 
Whither (tf you pleafe) we may withdraw vs. 

Rtchm. What men of name are flaine on either fide? 


Der. John Duke ofNorfolke, 

Sir Robert Brokenbury, and Sir VVilham Brandon CrtlS> 

Richm. Interrc their Bodies, as become the’ «• 

Proclaimca pardon to the Soldiers fled, * 

That in fubmifsion will retutnc to vs. 

And then as we haue tane the Sacrament 
We will vuite the White Rofc.and the Red. 

Smile Heauen vpon this faire Coniun&ion 
That long haue frown’d vpon their Enmity; 

What Traitor hcares me, and fayes not Amen ? 
England hath long beene mad, and fcart’d herfilf 
T he Brother blindely flied the Brothers blood • t5 
The Father, ralhly flaughtcred his owne Sonne’ 

The Sonne compell’d, beene Butcher to the Site* 

All this diuided Yorke and Lancafter, 

Diuided, in their dire Diuifion. 

O now, let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true Succecders of each Royall Honfe ’ 

By Gods faire ordinance, conioyne together : 

And let thy Heires (God if thy will be fo) 

Enrich the time to come, with Smooth-fac’d Peace 
With fmiling Plenty, and faire Profperousdaycs. ’ 
Abate the edge ofTraitors, Gracious Lord, 

That would reduce thefe bloudy dayes againe. 

And make poore England weepe inStreamesofBloBd- 
Let them not hue to tafte this Lands incrcafe, 

That would with Treafon,wound this faire Lands p Mce 
Now Ciuill wounds are flopp’d. Peace liu« ao CD . 
That fire may long liue hecre, God fay, Amen! 1 Extmi 


FINIS. 
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tA^S^Come no more to make you laugh,Things notv, 
Ii]pv heare a Weighty,and a Serious Brow, 
Wd^S ad,highland working,full of State aniwoe: 
SHih Noble Sccenes , as draw the Eye to flow 

Wt now prefent. Thofe that can Pittyfeere 

May (if they thinke it well) let fall a Teare, 
yhe Subietf will defer ue it. Such as gine 
ghe;r Money out of hope they may beleeue. 

Mi) heere fade Truth too. Thofe that come to fee 

Onely ajhow or two, and fo agree. 

The Play may paffe: if they be fill,and willing ., 
lltvndertakemay fee away their frilling 

Richly in twofhort bottres. Onely they 

That come to heart a Merry, Bawdy Play , 

A noyfe ofTargets: Or to fee a Fellow 

In along Money Coate,gar ded with Tellorv, 

Will he deceyu’d. Fcr gentle Hearers, know 

To rankeour chofen Truth with fuch a fhow 

As Foote, and Fight is , be fide for fey ting 

Our owne Braines,and the Opinion that we bring 

To make that onely true, we now intend, 

Will leane vs ncucr an vnderfandtng Friend. 

Therefore for Goodnrffe fake,and as you are knowne 
The Ei*fi and HnppteU Hearers of the Towne, 

Be fad, as we would make ye. Thwkeye fee 

The very P erf ns of our Noble Story ^ 

As they were Lining : Thinke you fee them Great , 

And follow’d with tbegcner&ll throng,andfive at 

Ofthou (and Friends : Then „ in a moment, fee 

How fo one this Migh tine fife, meets Mi fry : 

And ifyou can be merry then. Hefay, 

A Man may weepe vpon his Wedding day. 

dAlhs Trimus . Sccena Prima, 

1 

Enter the Dufy of / Vorfolfy at one doore . Jit the other , 
the Dufy of r £ticking ham, and the Lord 
Jibnrgaucnnj. 

Buckingham. 

1fo$j5^y’0od morrow,and well met. How haue ye done 

I8tf^ 5ince we k w * n F fance * 

Norf. 1 thankc your Grace 2 
^^^Healthfull, and cuer fincea frcib Admirer 
Ofwhatlfaw there. 

Tuck. Anvntimely Ague 

Staid me a Prifoner in my Chamber,when 

Thofe Sunncs ofGIory, thofe two Lights of Men 

Met in the vale of Andren. 

A for. ’TwixtGuyncs and Ardc, 

I was then prcfenc, faw them falute on Horfebacke, 

Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 

In their Embraccmcnt,as they crew together. 

Which had they, 

What foure Thron’d ones could haue weigh’d 

Such a compounded one ? 

Bucl^ All the whole time 

I was my Chambers Prifoner. 

1 Nor. Then you loft 

The view of earthly glory : Men might fay 

Till this time Pompe wa« fingle, but now married 

To one aboue it lelfe. Each following day 

Became the next dayes mafter, till the iaft 

Made former Wonders, it's. To day the French, 

All Clinquant all in Gold, like Heathen Gods 

Shone downetheEnglifh ; and tomorrow, they 

Made Britaine, India : Euery man that flood. 

Shew d like a Mine. Their Dwarfifh Pages were 
AsCherubins, all gilt : the Madams too. 

Not V3*d to toyle, did almoft fweat to bcare 

The Pride vpon them, that their very labour 

Was to them,asa Painting, Now this Maske 

Was cry’dc incomparcable ; and th’enfuing mghj 

Made it a Foole,ancl Begger. The two Kings 

Equall in luftre, were now beft, now worft 

As prefence did prefent them : Him in eye^ 

Still him inpraife,and being prefent both, 

*Twas faid they faw but one, and no Dvfcerner 

Durft wagge his Tongue in cenfure, when thefe Smines 
( For fo they phrafe ’em) by their Heralds challeng’d 

The Noble Spirits to Aimes, they did performe 
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Beyond thoughts Conipaffc, that former fabulous Storie 
Being now fcenc,poflible enough, got credit 
That HeuU was beleeu’d. 

Buc. Oh you gofarre. 

Nor. As I belong co worfhip,and affeft 
In Honor, Hon^fty, the traft of eu’ry thing. 

Would by a good Diicourfcr loofcfomelife, 

Which Aftions felfe,was tongue too* 

Buc. All was Royall, 

To the diipofing of it nought rebcll’d, 

Order gaue each thing view. The Office did 
Diftin&ly his full Function : who did guide, 

I mcanc who fet the Body, and the Limbes 
Of this grcatSport together? 

Nor. As you guefle: 

One certes, that promifes no Element 
Infuchabufinefle. 

Buc. I pray you who, my Lord ? 

Nor . All this was ordred by the good Difcretion 
Of the right Reuercnd Cardinall of Yorke. 

Buc, The diuell fpeed him: No mans Pye is freed 
From his Ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in thefe fierce Vanities ? I wonder. 

That fuch a Kecch can with his very bulkc 
Take vp the Rayes o’th’bencficiall Sun, 

And keepe it from the Earth. 

Nor . Surely Sir, 

There's in him ftuffe, that put’s him to thefe ends: 

For being not propt by Aunceftry, whofc grace 
Chalkcs Succeffors their way; nor call’d vpon 
For high feats done to’th’Crowne ; neither Allied 
To eminent AffiRants; but Spider-like 
Out of his Selfe-dravving Web. O giucs vs note. 

The force ofhis ownc merit makes his way 
A guife that heauen giucs for him, which buyea 
A place next to the King. 
tsibur. i cannor tell 

What Heauen hath giuen him: let feme Grauer eye 
Pierce into that, but I can fee his Pride 
Peepc through each part of him: whence ha's he that. 

If not from Hell ? The Diuell is a Niggard, 

Or ha’s giuen all before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himfelfe. 

Buc. WhythcDiuell, 

Vpon this French going out, tooke he vponhim 
(Without the priuity o’th’King) t’appoinc 
Who fhould attend on him? He makes vp the File 
Of all the Gentry; for the moll part fuch 
To whom as great a Charge, as little Honor 
He meant to lay vpon : and his owne Letter 
The Honourable Boord of Councell, out 
Mud fetch him in, he Papers. 

Abur. I do know 

ICinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that haue 
By rhis.loficken’d their Eftates, that neucr 
They fhall abound as formerly. 

Buc. Omany 

Haue broke their backes with layingMannors on ’em 
For this great Iourney. What did this vanity 
But minifter communication of 
A moll poore iffue. 

Nor. Greeuingly I thinke. 

The Peace betweene the French and vs, not valcwes 
The Coft that did conclude it. 

Buc. Eucryman, 

After the hideous ftorme that follow'd,was 
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'attach’d 


od 


A thing Infpir’d, and not confulting.b^U 
Into a gcnerall Prophetic; That this Tempeft 
Dafhrng the Garment of this Peace, a bJL? 

1 nc lodame breach on’e. 

'Hor. Which is budded out. 

For France hath flaw’d the League,and hath 
Our Merchants goods atBurdeux, 

Abur. Is it therefore! 

Th’Ambaflador is filenc’d ? 

Nor , Marry is’e. 

Abur. A proper Title of a Peace,and purch at M* 

At a fuperfluous rate. 4 

Why all this Bufincfle 
Our Reuerend Cardinall carried. 

Nor. Like it your Grace, 

The State takes notice of the priuatc difference 
Betwixt you, and the Cardinall. I aduifeyou 
(And take it from a heart, that wifhes towards vo 
Honor, and plenteous fafety) that you reade ^ ** 
The Cardinals Malice, and his Potency 
Together; To confider further, that 
What his high Hatred would effeif, wanes not 
A Mmifier in his Power. You know his Nature 
That he’s Reucngcfuil; and I know, his Sword * 
Hath afharpeedge : It’s long,and’t may beiaide 
It reaches farre, and where ’twill not extend x 
Thither lie darts it. Bofome vp my counfell 
You’l finde iv wholeforoc. Loe,where comes that R, 
That I aduiceyour fhunning. 

Enter Cardinall IP'o/fty, the Purfi borne before him, ctrtok 
of the Guard, and two Secretaries with Papers’: Jh 
Cardinall in hispaffage,fixetbhis eye on Buch- 
ham,aud 'Buckingham on him , 
both full of dtfdaine. 

Car. The Duke of Buckinghams Surueyor?Ha? 
Where’s his Examination? 

Seer. Hecrefopleafeyou. 

Car. Is he in perfon,ready f 
Seer. I, pleafe vour Grace, 

Car. Well.wc fliall then know morc,& Buckinrhm 
Shall leffen this bigge looke. 

Exeunt Cardinal!,andhis Train. 
Buc. This Butchers Curre is venom’d-mouth’d,andI 
Haue not the power to muzzle him, therefore beft 
Not wake him in his (lumber. A Beggersbooke, 
Out-worths a Nobles blood. 

Nor. What are you chaff’d? 

AskeGod forTerop’rance, that’s th’applianeeonely 
Which your difeafe requires. 

Buc. I read in’s looks 
Matter againfl me, and his eyereuil’d 
Me as his able# obiedi, at this inftanc 
He bores me with feme tricke; He’s gone to’tb’Kmg: 
lie follow,and out-flare him. 

Nor. Stay my Lord, 

And let your Reafon with your Choller queftion 
What ’tis you go about: to climbe fteepe hilles 
Requires flow pace at fir ft. Anger is like 
A full hot Horfe, who being allow'd his way 
Selfe-mettle tyres him : Not a man in England 
Can aduife me like you: Be to your felfe, 

As you would to your Friend. 

Buc. lie to the King, 

And from a mouth of Honor, quite cry downe 
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rrfellowcs infolence; or proclaim*, 
difference in no perfons. 

Kerf. Beaduifd; 

A n L a Furnace for your foe fo hot 
KU findge your felfe. We may out-runne 
joicotfwhtnefie that which we run at; 

|of e by ouer-running: know you not, 
c re that mounts the liquoy til £ run ore, 
r -mine to augment it, wafts it: bcoduiid; 
'tS^noEugUftSoal, 

J! L ftronger to dire& you then your fel fc; 
ifvvithche fap of reafon you would quench, 

Orbut allay the fire ofpalfion. 

Bmkj Sir. 

. anl thankfull to you,and lie goe along 
n yourprefeription; buc this top-proud fehow. 
wliom from the flow of gall I name not, but 
f r0 m lincerc motions, by Intelligence, 

. n( jp f °ofes as cleere as Founts in Inly-, when 
\Vc« fee each grainc ofgrauell; I doc know 
lobe corrupt and treafonous. 

Xcrf. Sav not treafonous. 

^.To th'King lie iay’t,8i make my vouch as ftrong 
Aslhore ofRocke: attend. This holy Foxe, 

O r Wolfe, or both (for he is equall rau’nous 
As he is fubcile, and as prone to mifehiefe, 

As able to perform’t) his mindc, and place 
lofefting one another,yea reciprocally, 

Only to ihevv his pompe, as well in France, 

As here at home,fuggcfts the King our Mafter 
To this laft coflly Treaty :Th’enteruicw, 

That (wallowed fo much trcafure,and like a glafle 
Did brcakeith’wrenching. 
pjtrf. Faith ,and fo it did. 

Back. Pray giue me fauour Sir: This cunning Cardinall 
The Articles o’th’ Combination drew 
As himfelfe pleas’d;and they were ratified 
As he cride thus let be, to as much end, 

AsgiueaCrucch to th’dcad. But our Count-Cardinall 
Has done this.and tis well: for worthy ITolfey 
(Who cannot erre) he did it. Now this foliowes, 

(Which as I take it, is a kinde of Punpie 
Toth’old dam Treafon) Charles the Emperour, 

Voder pretence to fee the Qnecne his Aunt, 

(Fortwas indeed his colour, but he came 
Towhifper Wolfey) here makes vification, 

Hisfeares were chat the Interview betwixt 
England and France,might through their amity 
Breed him fome prejudice; for from this League, 

Peep’d harmes that menac’d him. Priuily 
Dealcs with our Cardinal,and as I troa 
Which I doc well; for I am fure the Emperour 
Paid ere he promis'd, whereby his Suit was granted 
Ere it was ask’d. Buc when the way was made 
And pau’d with gold : the Emperor thusdefir’d. 

That he would pleafe to alter the Kings courfe. 

And breakc the foreiaid peace. Let the King know 
(As foone he (hall by me) that thus the Cardinall 
Does buy and fell his Honour as hepleafes. 

And for his owneaduantsge. 

Norf. I am forry 

Fohearcthis of him; and could wifli he were 
Somthing roiftaken in’t. 

Buck. No, not a fillable: 
t doc pronounce him in that very fliape 
He (hall appeare in proofe. 


Enter Brandon , a Sergeant at utrmes before him, and 
two or theee of the Guard. 

Brandon. Your Office Sergeant: execute it. 

Sergeant. Sir, 

My Lord che Duke of Buckingham, and Earle 
Ot Hertford, Stafford and Northampton , I 
Arreft thee ofHigh Treafon, in the name 
Ofour mod Soueraigne King, 

Buck. Lo you my Lord, 

The nec has falne vpon me, I (hall perifla 
Vnder deuice, and pradlifes 
Bran. I am forry. 

To fee you tane from liberty, ro looke on 
Thebufinesprcfent. TishisHighnes pleafure 
You fhalltoth’ Tower. 

Bucki It will helpe me nothing 
To plead mine Innocence; for that dye is on me 
Which makes my whit’ft parr,black. The will of Heau’n 
Be done in this and all things: I obey. 

O my Lord Aburgany : Fare you well. 

Bran. Nay, he mufl beare you company. The King 
Is pleas’d you fhall to th’Tower,tillyou know 
How he determines further. 

Abur. As the Duke faid. 

The will of Heauen be done, and the Kings pleafure 
By me obey’d. 

Bran. Here is a warrant from 
The King,t’attach Lord Afountacute.znd the Bodies 
Of the Dukes Confeffor, Iohn dela Car > 

One Gilbert Peeke, his Counccllour. 

Buck* So, fo; 

Thefe are the limbs o’th’ Plot: no more I hope. 

Bra. A Monke o’th’ Chartreux. 

Buck• O Michaell Hopkins ? 

Bra. He. 

Buck• My Sorueyor isfalce : The ore-great Cardinall 
Hath fhew’d him gold; my life is fpand already: 

I am the !li3<Jow of poore Buckingham, 

Whofc Figure euen this inflant Clowd puts on, 

By Darkning my deere Sunne.My Lords farewell. Exe. 


Scena Secunda. 


Cornets . Enter King Henry i leaning on the Cardinals fhoul- 
der> the Nobles , and Sir Thomas houell: the Cardtnall 
places himfelfe vnder the Kings feete on 
his right fde. 

King, My life it felfe, and the beft heart of it, 

Thankes you for this great care: I flood i’th’ leuell 
Of a full-charg’d confederate, and giue thankes 
To you that choak’d it. Let be cald before vs 
That Gentleman of Buckinghams 9 in perfon. 

He heare him his contcfVions iuftifie, 

And point by point the Treafons ofhis Maifter, 

He fhall againe relate. 

A noyfe within crying roorm for the Queene, vjber'd by the 
T)ukeof Norf*Ike. Enter the Queene, Norfolkeand 
Snffolke:fhe kneels . Kingrifethfrom his State 9 
takes her vp, tyfes and placeth 
her by btm* 

Queen, Nay, we mud longer kneele;! am a Suitor. 
King. Arife,and take place by vs; halfe your Suit 
Neucr name co*vs; you haue halfe our power: 
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The other moity ere you aske is giucn, , 

Repeat your will,and take it, 

Queen. Thankc your Maiefty 
That you would loue your fclfe,and in that louc 
Not vnconfidercd lcaueyour Honour,nor 
The dignity ofyour Office; is the poynt 
Of my Petition. 

Km. Lady mine proceed* 

Queen, 1 am folicitcd nor by a few, 

And thofe oftrue condition; That your Subie&s 

Are in great grieuaticc: There haue becneComraiflions 

Sent downe among ’em, which hath flaw’d the heart 

Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although 

My good Lord Cardinal!, they vent reproches 

Mott bitterly on you,as putter on 

Ofthefe exactions: yet theKing,our Maifler (not 

Whofe Honor Hcauen fhield from foilcjcuen he cfcapes 

Language vnmanncrly;yea,(uch which breakes 

The fides of loyalty,and almoft appeares 

In lowd Rebellion. 

Norf. Not almoft appeares, 

It doth appeare; for, vpon thefe Taxations, 

The Clothiers all not able to maincaine 
The many to them longing, haue put off 
The Spintters, Carders, Fullers, Weauers,who 
Vnfit for other lifc,compeld by hunger 
And lack of other meancs, in defperate manner 
Daring th'euenc too th’cccth.arc all in vprore. 

And danger ferues among them. 

Kin, Taxation? 

Wherein?and what Tax3tion?My Lord Cardinal!, 

You that are blam’d for it alike with vs, 

Know you of this T axation? 

Card. Pleafe you Sir, 

I know but ofia Angle part in ought 
Pcrcaines to th’State; and front buc in that File 
Where others tell fteps with me. 

Queen. No,my Lord ? 

You know no more then others? Rut you frame 
Things that are knowne alike, which arc not wholfome 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muft 
Perforce be their acquaintance. Thefe cxadlions 
(Whereof my Soueraignc would haue note) they are 
Moft peflilent to th’hearing,and to beare 'em, 

The Backe is Sacrifice to th’load ; They fay 
They arc deuis’d by you, cr elfe you fuffet 
Too hard an exclamation. 

Kin. Still Exaction: 

The nature ofit, in what kinde let’s know, 

Is this Exaction? 

Queen. 1 am much too venturous 
In tempting ofyour patience; butamboldned 
Vnder your promis’d pardon. The Subicdts griefe 
Comes through Commiflions,which compels from each 
The fixt part of his Subftance,to be leuied 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
Is nam’d,your warres in Francetthis makes bold mouths. 
Tongues fpit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
AUegeance iirthem; their curies now 
Liue where theirprayers did: and it s come to pane, 
This tra&ablc obedience is a Slaue 
To each incenfcd Will: I would your Highneffc 
Would giue it quiche confideration; for 
There is no primer bafeneffe. 

Km. By my life. 

This is againft our plcafure •, 
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Card. And for me, 

1 haue no further gone in this, then by 
A fingie voice,and that not paft roe,but 
By learned approbation of the ludges: if] ani 

Traduc’d by ignorant Tongucs f whichneith«lc 

My faculties nor perfon,yet will be Kn 

The Chronicles of my doi ng : Let me fay 
*Tis but the fate of Place,and the rough Brake 
That Vertue muft goe through : wemuft noift « 

Our necefTary a£fions, in the fcare 
To cope malicious Cenfurers,whicheuer 
Asrau nous Fifhes doc a Veflcll follow * 

That is new trim’d ; but benefit no further 
Then vainly longing. What we oft doe beft 
By ficke Interpreters (once wcake ones) is * 

Not ours,or not allow’d; what worft,as oft 
Hitting a groffer quality, is aide vp 
For our beft A&: ifwefhallftand ftil]. 

In fcare our motion will be mock’d,or carp’d at 
We fhould take rootc here, where wc fit; * 

Or fit State * Statues oncly. 

Kin. Things done well. 

And wirh a care, exempt thcmfclues from fcare; 
Things done without cxample,in their iffue 
Are to be fear'd* Haue you aPrefident 
Ofthis Commilfion ? 1 bclceue,noc any. 

We muft not rend our Subic&s from our Lawes 
And fticke them in our Will. Sixt part of each?' 

A trembling Contribution; why we take 
From cueryTree, lop.barke^nd part o’th' Timber: 
And though we leauc it with a rootethushackt, 

The Ayre will drinke the Sap. To euery County 
Where this is queflion’d,fcn(i our Letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denyMe 
The force ofthis Commilfion: pray looketoo’ij 
I put it to your care. 

Card . A w^rd with you. 

Let there be Letters writ to euery Shire, 

Of the King' grace and pardon : the greeued Common! 
Hardly conceiue of me. Letitbenois’d, 

That through our Intcrceffion, this Reuokcmcnt 
And pardon comes: I Chall anon aduife you 
Further in the proceeding. Exit Secret . 

Enter Stirttejor. 

Oaten. I am forry, that the Duke of 'Buckram 
Isrun in your ditpleafurc. 

Kin. It grieuesmany: 

Th e Gentleman is Learn’d, and a moft rare Speaker, 
To Nature nonemorcbound ; his trayning fuch, 
That he may furnifti and inftrudf great Teachers, 

And neuer feeke for ayd out of himfelfe: yet lee, 
When thefe fo Noble benefits (hall proue 
Not well difpos’d, the minde growing once corrupt* 
They tuvne to vicious formes, ten times more vgly 
Then eucr they were faire. This man fo complcac, 
Who was cnrold ’mongft wonders; and when wc 
Almoft with rauifh’d littning,could not finde 
His houre of fpeech,a minute: He, (my Lady) 

Hath into monftrous habits put the graces 
That once were his,and is become as blacke. 

As if befroear’d in hell. Sit by Vs,you (haji beare 
(This was his Gentleman in truft) of him 
Things to ftrike Honour fad. Bid him recount 
The fore-recited praiftifes, whereof 


Wc cannot fcelc too little, hearc coo much. 
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-r bold Ipiric relate what you 
. ft nke a carcfull Subietf haue collefted , 
t of the D^c of-Buckingham, 
k'in Sp«ke freely. 

V J fi r ft,it was vTuall with him; euery day 
r luld infeft his Speech: That if the King 
clmdd without iffue dye; heel carry it fo 
To make the Scepter hi s. Thefe very words 
, i, e ard himvttcr to hu Sonne in Law, 

j J^urg-wy.to whom by othhe menac’d 

, en * e vpon the Cardinal. 

* C^d. pleafe your Highneffc note 
Tbh dangerous conception in this point, 

\'ot frended by his wi<h to your High perfon; 
pis will U moft malignant,and it ft retches 
Beyond y ou to your friends. 

Queen. My learn’d Lord Cardinal!, 
pjiuer all with Charity. 

Kin. Speakcon; 

Hovv grounded hec his Title to the Crowne 
y p01 iourfaile; to this poynt haft thou heard him, 

A [any time fpeake ought? 

Snr. He was brought to this, 

Ry a vaine Prophefie of Nicholas Henton. 

‘ Ki». What was that Henton ? 

Sur. Sir, a Chartreux Fryer, 

His Confeffor,who fed him euery minute 
With words ofSoueraignty. 

Kin. How know’ft thou this ? 

Sur. Not long before your Higneffefped to France, 
The Duke being at the Rofe,within the Parifti 
Saint Laurence Poultney , did of me demand 
What was the fpeech among the Londoners, 

Concerning the French Iourney. I replide, 

Men fearc the French would proue perfidious 
To the King* danger : prefently, the Duke 
Said,’twas the fcare indeed, and that he doubted 
’Twould proue the verity of certaine words 
Spoke by a holy Monkc, that oft,f3yes he. 

Hath lent to me, wifhingme to permit 
hhtide la Car, my Chaplaine,a choyce howre 
Tohcare from him a matter of fome moment: 

Whom after vnder the Commiflions Seale, 

Hefollemnly had fworne, that what he fpoke 
MyChaplaine to no Creature liuing,buc 
Tome,ftiould vtcer, with demure Confidence, 

This paufingly enfu’dc; nei ther the King, nor’s Heyres 
(Tell you the Duke) (hall profper, bid him ftriuc 
To the loue o’th’ Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall gouerne England. 

Queen. Ifl know you well. 

You were the Dukes Surueyor,and loft your Office 
On the complaint o’th’Tenants; take good need 
You charge not in your fplccne a Noble perfon. 

And fpoyle your nobler Scrnle; I fay,take heed; 

Yes,heartily bcfeech you. 

Kin, Let him on: Goe forward. 

Sur. On my Soule, lie fpeake but truth, 

I told my Lord the Duke, by th’Diuels illufions 
The Monke might bedccciu’d, and tliat’twas dangerous 
For this to ruminate onthi* fofarre, vtitill 
It forg’d him fome defigne,which being belecu’d 
It was much like to doe: He anfwcr’d,Tufh, 

It can doc me no damage; adding further. 

That had the King in his laft Sickncffe faild. 

The Cardinals and Sir Thomas Loue Is heads 


Should haue gone off, 

Kin. Ha? Whac,forancke? Ah,ha, 

There’s nnifehiefe in this man; canft thou fay lurther ? 
Sur. I can my Liedge, 

Kin. Proceed. 

Sur. Being at Greenwich, 

After your Highneffc had reprou’d the Duke 
About Sir miltam Blunter. ^* nt * 

Kin. I remember of fuch a time, being my fworn fer- 
The Duke retcin’d him his. Buc on: what hence? 

Sur. If (quoth he) I for this had beene committed. 
As to the Tower, I thought; I would haue plaid 
The Parc my Father meant to a<ft vpon 
Th’Vfurpet Rtchard,who being at Salsbury , 

Made fuit to come in’s pre fence; which if granted,. 

(As he made femblance of his duty)would 
Hatie put his knife into him. 

Kin. A Gy 3nt Tray tor. 

Card. Now Madam.may bis Highnes liue in freedomc. 
And thismanoutofprifon. 

JQtteen. Goa mend all. (fay ft? 

Km. Tber’s lomthing more would out of tiiee; vvhat 
Sur. After the Duke his Father, with the knife 
He ftretch’d hitn.and with one hand on his dagger. 
Another fpread on’s bread, mounting his eyes, 

He did dilchargc a horrible Oatb,whofe tenor 
Was, were he euill vs’d.he would outgoe 
His Father, by as much as a performance 
Do’s an irrefolutc purpofe. 

Kin. There’s his period, 

To (heath his knife in vs: he is attach’d. 

Call him to prefent tryali: if he may 
Finde mercy in the Law,’tis his; if none. 

Let him not leck’t of vs : By day and night 
Hec’s Tray tor to ch’ height. Ixeunt. 


Sctfpa Tertia. 


Enter L. Chtmberlaint and L • Sandy:. 

L. Ch. Is’t pcflible the fpcls of France flionid iuggle 
Men into fuch ftrange mytterics ? 

L.San. New euftomes. 

Though they be neuer fo ridiculous, 

(Nay let ’em be vumanly) yet are follow’d. 

L.Ch. Asfarre as I lee,all the good our Englifh 
Haue got by the late Voyage, is but meerely 
A fit or two o’th’ face, (but they are (hrewd ones) 

For when they hold ’em,you would fweare dire&Iy 
Their very nofes bad been Councelioiirs 
To Pepin or Clotharins Jdavj keepc State fo. 

L.San, They haue aH new legs. 

And lame ones ; one would take it. 

That neuer fee’em pace before, theSpauen 
A Spring-halt rain’d among’em. 

L.Ch. Death my Lord, 

Their cloathes are after fuch a Pagan cut too’r. 

That furcch’haueworr.eoutCIv iftendome:howno\vf 
What newesjSir Thomas Loue 111 

Enter Sir!homos LoueW. 

Louell. Faith my Lord, 

I hearc of none but the new Proclamation, 
Thac’sclapt vpon the Court Gate. 


L. Cham, j 
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L . Cham. What is'c for? 

Lou. f he reformation of our trauel’d Gallants, 
That fill the Court with quarrels, talke,and Taylors. 

L. Cham. I’m glad ’lis there; 

Now 1 would pray our Monficurs 
To tfiinke an Englifh Courtier may be wife. 

And neuer fee the Louure. 

Lou'. They muft either 

(For fo run the Conditions) leaue thofe remnant* 

Of Foole and Feather,that they got in France, 

With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto; as Fights and Firc-workcs, 
Abufing better men then they can be 
Out ofaforrcignc wife dome, renouncing cleane 
The faith they haue in Tennis and tall Stockings, 

Short bliftred Breeches, and thofe types ofTvauell; 
And vnderftand againe like honeft men, 

Or pack to their old Playfellowes;there, I take it. 

They may Cum Praitlegio, wee away 

The lag end oftheir lewdnefle.and be laugh’d at. 

L.San. Tis time to giue'em Phyficke, their difeafes 
Are growne fo catching. 

L.Cham What a Ioffe our Ladies 
Will haue of thefe trim vanities? 

Lotted. I marry. 

There will be woe indeed Lords, the flye whorfons 
Haue got a fpeeding tricke to lay downe Ladies. 

A French Song, and a Fiddle, ha’s no Fellow. 

L. San. The Diuell fiddle ’em, 

I am glad they arc going. 

For fure there’s no conuerting of’em: now 
An honeft Country Lord as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plaine fong. 
And haue an houre of hearing,and by’r Lady 
Held currant Muficke too. 

L. Cham. Well laid Lord Sands, 

Your Colts tooth is not caft yet ? 

L.San. No my Lord, 

Nor (hall not while I haue a ftump#. 

L, Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a going? * 

Lou. To the Cardinals; 

Your Lordfhip is a gueft too, __. 

L.Cham. O,Yu true; 

This night he makes a Supper,and a great one. 

To many Lords and Ladies; there will be 
The Beauty of this Kingdome He aflure you. 

Lou. That Churchman 
Beares a bounteous mindc indeed, 

A hand as fruitfull as the Land that feeds vs, 

His dewes fall eucry where. 

L. Cham. No doubt hec’s Noble; 

He had ablackc mouth that faid other of him. 

L.San. HemaymyLord, 

Ha’s wherewithal! in him ; 

Sparing would fhew a worfe finne,thcn ill Doftrine, 
Men of his way, (hould be moft liberall, 

They are fet hecre for examples. 

L. Chany. True, they are fo; 

But few now giue fo great ones: 

My Barge ftayes ; 

Your Lordfhip fhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We fhall be late elle,which I would not be. 

For I was ( poke to. With Sir Henry Guilford, 

This nightto be Comptrollers. 

L.San. I am your Loidihips. Exeunt, 
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Hoboies. A /mail Table vnderaState for the r j 
longer 7 Me for the Gu.fis. Then Enter 
and diners other Ladies,& Gentlemen )(t , q Ue 
at one *Doore\ at an other Doort enter ‘ 
Sir Henry Guilford. 

S'Hen.Gfiilf. Ladyes* 

A gcncrall welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all; This Night he dedicates 
To faire content,and you: None hecre he 
In all this Noble Beuy, has brought with her^ * 


One care abroad: hee would haue all 


As firft,good Company, good wine^good welL, 
Can make good people, ™ 

Enter L. Chamberhint L. Sands.and Louetl 
O my Lord, y’arc tardy; 

The very thought of this faire Company, 

Clapt wings to me. 

Cham . You are young Sir Harry Guilford. 

San . Sir Thomas Louell, had the Cardinail 
But halfe my Lay-thoughts in him, forae of thefe 
Should finde a running Banket,ere they refted 
I thinke would better pleafe ’em: by my life * 

They are a fweet fociety of faire ones. * 

Lou. O that your Lordfhip were but now Confeffor 
To one or two of thefe. 1 

San. I would I were. 

They {hould finde eafie pennance, 

Lou. Faith how eafie? 

San. As eafie as a downe bed would affoord it. 
Cham. Sweet Ladies will it pleafeyou fit; Sir Hem 
Place you that fide, lie take the charge of this: 

His Grace is entring. Nay,you muft not freeze, 

Two women plac’d togeiher,makes cold weather: 

My Lord Sands, you are one will kcepe ’em waking: 
Pray fit betweenc thefe Ladies. 

San. By my faith. 

And thanke your Lordfhip: by your leaue fweet Ladies, 
It I chance totalke alittlewilde,forgiucme: 

1 had it from my Father. 

An.’Bul. Was he road Sir ? 

San. O. very mad. exceeding mad,in loue too; 

But he would bite none, iuft as I doe now, 

He would Kifle you Twenty with a breath. 

Cham. Well faid my Lord: 

So now y’are fairely feated : Gntlemen, 

The petviance lyes on you; if thefe faire Ladies 
Paffe away frowning. 

San. For my little Cure, 

Let me alone. 

Hoboyes. Enter Cardinail Wolfey, and takes his State. 
Card. Y’are wel.ome my faire Gueftsjthatnoble fad; 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is noc my Friend. This to confirmemy welcome, 
And to you all good health. 

San. Your Grace is Noble, 

Let me haue fucb a Bowie may hold my thanke^. 

And faue me fo much talking. 

Card. My Lord Sands, 


. 1 . 
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to y° u: ‘hcereyour neighbours: 

I idies y° u are 0Ot merry 5 GcntIcmen » 
tfhofe fault is this? 

The red wine firft muft rife 

„ their faire cheekes my Lord, then wee (hall haue cm, 

Talke rs to hl cncc * 

1 You arc a merry Gamfter 

Lord Sands. 

W Yes, if 1 make my play: 
a jr’s to your Ladifhip, and pledge it Madam: 

Z tisto fuch athing. 

s„$. You cannot fhew me. 

J Drum and Trumpet, Chambers dtfehargd. 

e „ T told your Grace, they would talke anon, 
Wbat’ichat? 

Looke out there,lome ot ye. 

Card. What warlike voyce, 

^nd to what end is this? Nay.Ladies.feare not; 

Bv all the lawes of Warre y’arc priuiledg’d. 

Enter a Seruant. 

/%m. How now,what is’t ? 

Sera. A noble croupe of Strangers, 

Forfo they feeme;th‘haue left their Barge and landed. 
And hither make, as great Embafladors 

Fromforra'gnePrinces. 

Card. Good Lord Chambeilaine, 

Go,giue’em welcome;you can fpeake the French tongue 
And pray receiue ’em Nobly, and conduct ’em 
Into our prefence, where thisheauen of beauty 
Shall Aline at full vpon them. Some attend him- 
A ll rife , and Tables remou’d. 

Youhaue now a broken Banket,but wee’l mend it. 

A good digeftion to you all; and once more 
Hhowrea welcome on yee: welcome all. 

ffeboyes. Enter King and others as Maskers, habited like 
Shepheards, vjher’d by the Lord Chamberlaine. They 
pafe direttly before the Cardinail, and gracefully fa- 
lute him. 

A noble Company ; what are their pleafurcs ? 

Cham. Becatife they fpeak no Englifh,thus they praid 
To tell your Grace: Thatbauing heard by fame 
Ofthis lo Noble and fo faire afTembly, 

This night to meet heere they could doe no Icfle, 

(Oucof the great refpeft they beare to beauty) 

Butleaue their Flockps,and vnder your faire Conduit 
Craue leaue to view thefe Ladies,and entreat 
An houre ofRcuels with ’em. 

Card. Say, Lord Chamberlaine , 

They haue done my poore houfe grace: 

For which I pay’em a thoufand thankes. 

And pray ’em take their pleafurcs. 

Chtofe Ladies, King and An Bullets, 

King Thefairefthandleuertouch’di O Beauty, 

Till now 1 nciier knew thee. 

Mujicke, Dance. 

Card. My Lord. 

Cham. Your Grace. 

Card. Pray tell ’em thus much from me: 

There fhould be one amongft ’em by his perfon 
More worthy this place then my felfe, to whom 
(If I but knew him) with my loue aud duty 
I Would furrender it. whiff er. 

Cham. I will my Lord. 

Card. What fay they? 


Cham. Such a one, they all confcfle 
There is indeed, which they would haue your Grace 
Find our,and he will take it. 

Card. Let roe fee then. 

By all your good leaues Gentlemen; hcerc lie make 
My royall choycc. 

Kin. Ye haue found him Cardinail, 

You hold a faire AfTembly; you doe well Lord: 

You are a Churchman,or He tell you Cardinail, 

I fhould iudge now vnhappily. 

Card. I am glad 

Your Grace is growne fo pleofant. 

Kin. My Lord Chamberlaine, 

Prechee come hither, what faire Ladle’s that? 

Cham. An’c pleafe yourGrace, 

Sir Thomas Tullens Daughter,the Vifcounc Kochford, 

One of her Highneffe women. 

Kite. By Heauen fhe is a dainty one. Sweet heart, 

I were vnm3nnerly to take you out, 

And not to kifle you. A health Gentlemen, 

Let it goc round. 

Card. Sir Thomas Louell, is the Banket ready 
Tth’ Priuy Chamber ? 

Lou. Yes, my Lord. 

Card. YourGrace 

I fcare, with dancingis a little heated. 

Kin. 1 fecrc too much. 

Curd. There’s frefher ayre my Lord, 

In the next Chamber. 

Km, Lead in your Ladies eu’ry one : Sweet partner, 
I muft not yet forfake you : Let’s be merry, 

Good my Lord Cardinal!: 1 haue halfe a dozen healths, 
Todrinke to thefe faire Ladies,and a mealurc 
To lead ’em once againe,and chen let’s dteanie 
Who’s beft in fauour. Let the Muficke knock it. 

Exeunt with Trumfets. 


Jclus Secmdus . Scena Trim a . 


Enter two Gentlemen at feuerallDcores. 

1. Whether away fo faft ? 
z. O,God faue ye; 

Eu’n to the Hall, to beare what (hall become. 
Ofthe great Duke ofBuckingham. 
j. He faue you 

That labour Sir. All’s now done but the Ceremony 
Of bringing backe the Priloncr. 

2. Were you there ? 

1. Yes indeed was I, 

2 . Pray fpeake what ha's happen'd, 
i. You may guefle quickly what. 

2- Is he found guilty ? 

i. Yes truely is he. 

And condemn’d vpon’r. 
i. Iam forryfort, 

1. So are a number more. 

2 . But pray how paft it ? 

i. I le tell you in a little. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his accufations 
He pleaded ftil! not guilty, and alleadged 
Many fiharpe reafons to defeat the Law. 

The Kings Attorney on the contrary, 

Vrg’d on the Examinations, proofcs,confc(!ioni 
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Much 


Ofdi u ers witncffcs, which the Duke deiir’d 
To him brought viua voce to his face; 

Ar which appear’d againft him, his Surueyor 
Sir Gilbert Peeke his Chancellour>and lohn Car t 
Confell'or tohirn,with that Diuell Monke, 

Hopkins, that made this mifehiefe. 

2- That was hee 

That fed him with his Prophecies. 

1. The fame, 

AU thefe accus’d him ftrongly, which he faine 
Would haue flung from him; but indeed he couldnotj 
} And fo his Peeres vpon this euidence, 

Haue found him guilty of high Treafon. 

He (poke,and learnedly for life: But all 
Was either pittied in him, or forgotten. 

2. After all this, how did hcbearehimfelfe ? 
t. When he was brought agen toth’Bar,toheare 
His Knell rung out, his Iudgement.he was ftir’d 
With fuch an Agony,he fweat cxtreamly. 

And fomching fpoke in chollcr, ill,and hafly: 

But he fell to himfelfeagaine,and fweetly. 

In all the reft fhew’d a mod Noble patience. 

2. I doe not thinke he fcares death. 

1. Sure he does not. 

He neuer was fo womanifli, the caufe 
He may alittlegr'teucat. 

2. Certainly, 

The Cardinall is the end of this. 

I. Tislikely, 

By all coniedures: Firft Kilixrts Attendure; 

Then Deputy of Ireland, who remou’d 
Earle Surrey,vns fent thither, and in haft too, 

Leaft he fhould helpe his Father. 

z. That trickeot State 
Was a deepe enuious one, 

1. At his returne, 

No doubt he will requite it; this is noted 
(And generally) who euer the King fauours. 

The Cardnall inftantly will finde iroployroent, 

And farre enough from Court too. 

2 . All the Commons 

Hate him pernicioufly,and o’ my Confcience 
Wi(h him ten faddocn deepe: This Duke as much 
They loue and doatc on: call hire bounteous Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all couttcfie. 

Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment, 7 ipftaues before 
him t the Axe with the edge tow or ds him, Halberds on each 
fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lout 11, Sir Nicholas 
VauXy Sir Walter Sands , andcommonpeople tfc. 

1. Stay there Sir, 

And fee the noble r.uin’d man you fpeake of. 

2 . Let’s ft and clofc and behold him, 

! 'Buck, All good people. 

You that thus farre haue come to pittyme; 

Heare what I fay,and then goe home and lole me. 

I haue this day rcceiu’d a Traitors iudgement, 

And by that name muft dye; yet Heauen beare witnes. 
And if I haue a Confcience, let itfinckcme, 

Euen as the Axe rails, if I be not faithful!. 

The Law I beare hp;ma^ice'ifor my death, 

T’has donevponthe prcmi£es,but Iuftice: 

But thofc that fought it, 1 could wilh moreChriftians; 
(Be what they will) I heartily forgiue’em; 

Yet let ’emlooke they glory not in mifehiefe; 
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Nor build their coils on the graues of cr , at — 

For then,my guiltleffc blood muft cry <L; nft 5 
For further life in this world I ne’rc hope Cm * 
Nor will I fue.although the King haue raercit 
More then I dare make faults. 

You few that lou’d me. 

And dare be bold to weepe for Buckingham 
His Noble Friends and Fellowes; whom to*] 

Is only bitter to him, only dying: C1Ue 

Goe with me like good Angels to my end 
And as the long diuorce of Steele fals on m c 
Make of your Prayers one fweet Sacrifice * 

And lift my Soule to Heaucn. 

Lead on a Gods name. 

Lout!l. 1 doe befeech your Grace, for charity 
If euer any malice in your heart ^ 

Were hid againft me, now to forgiue me frankly 
Tuck. Sir Thomas LoueU , I as free forgiu C y 0 j,' 

As I would be forgiuen : I forgiue all. 

There cannot be thofc numberleffe offences 
Gainttme,that I cannot take peace with: 

No blackc Enuy (hall make my Graue. 

Commend mee to his Grace: 

And if he fpeake of Buckingham ; pray tell him 
You met him halfc in Heaucn: my vowes and prayer* 
Yet are the Kings; and till my Soule forfake ' 
Shall cry for bleffmgs on him. May he liue * 
Longer then 1 haue time to tell his yeares; 

Euer belou’d and louing, may his Rule be; 

And when old Time (hall lead him to his end, 
Goodncffe and he,fill vp one Monument. 

Lou. To th’ water fide I muft conduit yourGracp 
Then giue my Charge vp to Sir Nicholas Vanx, 
Who vndertakesyou to your end. 

Taux Prepare there, 

The Duke is comming: See the Barge be ready; 
And fit it with fuch furniture as fuitea 
The Greatncffe of his Perfon, 

Buck . Nay, Sir Nicholas, 

Let it atone; my Stare now will but mode me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Conftable, 
And Duke of Buckingham: now,poore BdmrdBehuir, 
Yet I am richer then my ba fe Accufcra, 

That neuer knew what Truth meant: I now fealeit; 
And with that bloud will make ’em one day groane for' 
Mv noble Father Henry of 'Buckingham, 

Who firft rais’d head againft Vfurping Richard , 
Flying for fuccour to his Scruant #*»//?«•, 

Being diflreft; was by that wretch betraid, 

And without T ry all, fell; Gods peace be with him, 
Henry the Seauenth fuctecding, truly pittying 
My Fathers Ioffe; like a moftRoyall Prince 
Reftor’d me to my Honours: and out of ruines 
M ade my Name once more Noble, Now his Sonne, 
Henry the Eight, Life,Honour,Name and all 
That made me happy; at one ftroakc ha’s taken 
For euer from the World. I hadmyTryall, 

And muft needs (ay a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier then my wretched rather: 

Yet thus farre we are one in Fortunes;both 
Fell by our Seruants, by thofe Men we lou’d moft: 

A molt ynnaturall and faithleffe Scruice. 

Heauen ha’s an end in all: yet,yott thathcare me, 
This from a dying man receiue as certain#: 

Where you are liberall of your loues and Councei, 
Be furc you be not loofc; for thofe you make 
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^. y 0 ur hearts to; when they once percciuc 
ft r ^b in your fortunes, fall away 
rhclCa ?terfrom ye,neuer found againe 
I* t e they meane to finke ye: all good people 
3 otvvhc ^ ^ iuftnoW forfake yc;thc lafthoure 

^ Inn? weary life is come vpon me: 

0 fnJy S a g nd when you would lay lomthing that is fad, 

for«* ell > an “ . 1 

. „,k e howI tcli. 

^ Innr and God forgiue me. 

Ih aUC c ' ’ Exeunt Duke andTraine. 

O this is full of pittv; Sir,it cals 

,fle too many curfes on their heads 

C rete the Authors. 

Th , If the Dukebeguilckflc, 

f u [l of woe: yet 1 can giue you ihckling 
0 f a0 enfuing cuill, it it tall, 
fittaterthen this. 

, Good Angels kcepe it from vs: 

Whstmay it be? you doe not doubt my faith Sir. 

W This Secret is fo weighty,’twill require 
\ftrong faith to conceale it. 

’ Let me haue it: 
jaoenot talke much. 

. 1 am confident; 

You (hallSir: Dm yon not of late dayes heare 
Abiuziug °f a Separation 
Brtwcene the King and Katherine ? 

I, Yes,but it held not; _ 

pur when the King once heard it,out ot anger 
\\t lent command tnthe Lord Mayor ftraight 
To flop thermnorjand allay thofe tongues 

Thatdurftdifperfeit. 

j. But that flandet Sir, 

It found a truth now: for it growes agen _ 

Fitflier ttien e’rc it was ; and held for certaine 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cat dinall, 

Ot fume about him neere, haue out of malice 
To the good Quecne, poffeft him with a icruple 
That will vndoe her: To confirme this too, 

Cardinall Campeiits is arriu’d, and lately. 

As all thinke for this butines. 

i. Tis the Cardinall; 

Andmecrely to rcuenge him on the Emperour, 

For not bellowing on him at his asking, 
TheAtcbbiffiopnckc otToledofhis is purpos’d. 

j, I thinke 

Youhauehit the markc ; but is’t not crucll. 

That (he fhould feelc the fmart of this : the Cardinall 
Will haue his will,and (be muft tall. • 
l. ’Tis wofull. 

Wee are too open heere to argue this: 

Let’s thinke in priuatc more* Exeunt. 


Sccna Secunda. 


Enter Lord Chamber Itins ceding this Letter • 

M r Lord , the Horfcs your Lordfhip fent for, with all the 
care I h.id t I firv well chofen , ridden, and furnifh'd< 
r hefvrcrcyoHv<r and handfome , and of the hefi breed tn the 
Vorth. When they were ready to fet out for London, a man 
fmy Lord Car dinalls by Commiffion , and mat* e power tovke 
wfromme 9 with this reafomhu maifier would hee ferudhe - 


hfer*theKing, whichpfdoHr mouthes 

S *j f carc he will indeede ; well, let him haue them; hee 
will haue all 1 thinke. 

Enter to the Lord Chamherlaine , the Dukes of Nor- 
folke and S ujfo/ke . 

Norf Well met my Lord Chamherlaine. 

Cham- Good day to both your Graces, 

Suf How is the King imployd ? 

Cham. I left him priuate. 

Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 

Norf. What’s the caufe ? 

Cham. It feemes the Marriage with his Brotncrs Wife 
Ha’s crept too*neere his Confcience. 

Stiff. No, his Confcience 
Ha’s crept too neere anocher Ladie* 

Norf Tis fo; 

This is the Cardinals doing : The King-Cardinal!. 

That blindePrieftjlike the deleft Sonne of Fortune, 
Turnes what he lift. The King will know him one day. 

Stiff. Pray God he doe, 

Hee’l neuer know himfelfe elfe. 

Norf. How holtly he workes in all his bufincfTe, 

And with what zcalc? For now he has crackt the League 
Between vs & the Emperor (the Queens great Nephew} 
He dines into the Kings Soule, and there icatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the Conkicnce, 

Feares, and defpaires, and all thefe for his Marriage. 

And out of all thefe,to rdTore the King, 

He counlels a Diuorce^a Ioffe of her 
That like a Iewell, ha’s hung twenty ycarcs 
About his ncckc, yet neuer loft her luftre; 

Of her that loues him with that excellence, 

That Angels lone good men with : Euen of her, 

That when the greateft ftroakc of Fortune falls 
Will bufle the King : and is not this courfe pious ? 

Cham Heauen keep me from fuch tonneehtis meft true 
TUefe uewesareeueiy where,euery tongue fpeaks’em, 
And euery true heart weepes for’t. All that da rc 
Lookc into thefe affaires, fee this mainc end. 

The French Kings Sifter. Heauen will one day open 
The Kings eycs,that fo long haue flept vpon 
This bold bad man. 

Suff. And free vs from his flauery. 

Norf We had need pray. 

And heartily, for our deliuerance; 

Or this imperious man will worke vs all 
From Princes into Pages: all mens honours 
L ie like one lumpc beforehim^to befafhion’d 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 

Stiff. For mc,niy Lords, 

I loue him not,nor feare him,there’s my Creedcs 
As I am made without him,fo lie ftand. 

If the King pleafe : his Curfes and his bleflings 
Touch me alike: th’are breath I not beleeuc in. 

I knew himjand I knowhim : folleauehim 
To him that mad* him proud; the Pope. 

Norf Let’s in; 

And with fome other bufines,put the King 

From thefe fad thoughts,that work too much vpon him: 

My Lord,youlcbcarc vs company? 

Cham. Excufe me. 

The King ha's lent me otherwhere: Befidcs 
You I findeamoft vnfit time to difturbe him: 

Health to your Lordfhips. 
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Norfolk?. Thankes my good Lotd Chambikame. 
Exit Lord Chamberlains^ asid the King dr Awes the Curtuine 
And Jits r ca ding pen finely. 

Snff. How fad helookes; lureis much afflidled. 
Ktn. Who’s there ? Ha ? 

ftorjf. Pray God he be not angry. (felues 

ICin. VV ho s there I lay ? How dare you thruft your 
Into my priuacc Meditations ? 

Who anU? Ha? 

Norff. A gracious King, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne’re meant: Our breach of Duty this way. 

Is bufineffe of Eftate; in which, we come 
T o know your Roy all pleafurc. 

Kin. Ye are too bold : 

Go too; lie make ye know your times of bufineffe: 
Is'this an howre for temporal! affaires ? Ha ? 

Enter tVolfey and Campetus with a (, ommiffion. 

Who’s there? my good Lord Cardinal ? Omy Wolfey, 

1 he quiet of my wounded Conlcicnce; 

Thou art a cure fit for a King; you'r welcome 
M oft learned Reuercnd Sir,into our Kingdome, 

Vie vs x and it: My good Lord, haue great care, 

I be noc found a Talker. 

IFol. Sir, you cannot; 

I would your Grace would giuc vs but an houre 
Ofpriuate conference. 

Kin. We are buficjgoc. 

Norff. This Pricft ha’s no pride in him? 

Stiff. Nottofpeakcof: 

I would not belo fickc though for his place: 

But this cannot continue. 

Norff. Ifit doe,Ilc venture one; haue at him. 

Stiff. I another. 

Exeunt Norfolk? and Suffolk?, 

U^ot. Your Grace has ginen a Prefidencof wifedome 
Aboueali Princes,in committing freely 
Your fcruple to the voyce of Cluillendomc: 

Who can be angry now? What Enuy reach you l 
The Spaniard tide by blood and fauour to her. 

Mud now confcfle, if chey haue any goodneffe, 

The Tryalljiuft and Noble. AH the CIcrkes, 

(I mcanc the learned ones in Chriflian Kingdomes) 

Haue their free voyces. Rome (the Nurfc of Iudgemcnt) 

Inuited by your Noble felfe.hath fent 

One generall Tongue vr.to vs. This good man, 

This iuft and learned Pricft,Cardnall Campeius, 

Whom once more, I prefent vnto your Highnefle. 

Kin. And once more in minearmes I bidhim welcome, 
And chankc the holy Conclaue for their loues. 

They haue lent me fuch a Man, I would haue wifti’d for. 

Cam .Your Grace muft needs defetue all ftrangers loues, 
You are lo Noble : To your Highoeffe hand 
I tender my Commiflion; by whofc vertue. 

The Court of Rome commanding. You my Lord 
Cardimli o iTerke,ztt ioyn’ci with me their Scruanc, 

In the vnparciail fudging of this Bufineffe. (ted 

K;»..Twocquail men : The Queenefhall beacquain- 
Forth with for what you come. Where’s Gardinerl 
Wei- I know your Maiefty.ha’s alwayes lou’d her 
So dcare in heart, not to deny her that 
A Woman of lefie Place might askc by Law; 

Schoilers allow’d freely to argue for her. 

Kin. I, and the beftfhe fhall haue ; and my fauour 
To him that does beft, God forbid els: Cardinall, 
Pretbce call Gardiner to me,my new Secretary. 

Ifind him a fic fellow. 
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Enter (fordwer. — s 

»W. Giuc me your hand: much iov&f, 

iou are the Kings now. ' ^ rau °Utto ? 

_ Gard. But to be commanded 
For cucr by your Grace,whofe hand ha’ s „• tJ 
Kin. Come hither Gardiner. 11 ^Hie, 

Walkes and whtfpert 

Camp. MyLord of York?, was not one DnA 
In this mans place before him ? U ° ( ^ot? <( 

Wol. Yes,he was. 

Camp. Was he not Held a learned man? 

Wol. Yesfurely. ’ 

Camp. Beleeueme.tbete’s an ill opinion f„. . 

Eueu of your felfe Lord Cardinall. * pteat *tW 
Wol, How?ofmc? 

Camp They will not fticke to fay, y ou , . 
And fearing he would rife (he was f 0 vertuou t^ 
Kept him aforraigncmanft.il, which fog rett ,J,. 
That he ran mad, and dide. ° u d " ll », 

U v ol> Heau’ns peace be with him: 

That’s Chriflian care enough j for liuino 
There’s places of rebuke. He was a Foofe; Uttrs > 
For he would needs be vertuous. That good Fell 
If I command him followes my appointment ° W ’ 

I will haue none fo neere els. Lcarne this Brotht 
Wc liuenotto be grip'd by meaner perfons. ’’ 
Kin. Deliuer this with modefly to th'Queene 
T l n . , , Sxit Career, 

1 he moft conuement place, thatl canthinkeof 
For fuch receipt of Lcaining.is Black-Fryers: 

There ye fhallmeece about this weighty bufwes. 

My Wj^?y,fceitfurnifb’d,Omy Lord, 

Would it not grieue an able man to leaue 
So fweet a Bedfellow? But Conference,Confciencc* 

O ’tis a tender place, and I muft leaue her. Sxnht 


Seem c Tertia . 


Enter Anns Ttiilen, and An old Lady. 

An. Noc for that neithcr;herc’s thepang thatpinchc 
His Highnefle,hawing liu’d fo long with her^aadfhc 
So good a Lady, that no Tongue couldeuer 
Pronounce difiionour of her; by my life, 

She neuer knew harme-doiog: Oh,now after 
So many courfes of the Sun eiuhroaned, 

Still growing in a Maietty and pompe,che which 
To leaue, a thoufand fold more bitter, then 
5 Tis fweet acfirft ^acquire, After this Proceffc. 

To giue her the auaunc,it is 3 piety 
Would mouea Monfter. 

Old La. Hearts of moft hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

An. Oh Gods will, much better 
She ne’re had knownc pompc; though’c be temporal, 
Yet if that quarrell. Fortune, do diuorce 
It from the bearer, ’tis a fufferance, panging 
As foule and bodies ieuering. 

OldL . Alas poore Lady, 

Shee’s a ftranger now againe. 

Ana So much the more 
Muttpitrydropvponher; verily 
I fweare,ti$ better to be lowly borne. 


'T^^ichhumble liuersin Content, 

^ dt /"L perk’d v P in a glaring gnefe, 

h Old L- Out content 
l«o^ b ; By my troth, and Maidenhead, 
iuld not be a Queene. 
tili L. Bcfhtew me, I would, 

.venture Maidenhead for’t,and lb would you 
r .11 this fpicc of your H ipocrifie: 

F° r k Jt bade fo faite parts of Woman on you, 

*-) a Womans heart, which euer yet 

?Sec\En.i:Knce,Wealth,Soueraignty; 

>h to fay fooch,are BlcfTvrtgs; and which gtnfcs 

Sing your mincing) the capacty ( 

Sour loft Chiuercll Confcience,would receute, 
iJott mig ht p'eafeto ftretchit. 

1 'June. Nay, good troth. 

OldL. Ye* troth,& troth;you would not be a Queen? 
jitne. No, not for all the riches vnderHeauen. 

Old L-L is ftrange;?. threepence bow’d would hire me 
nU 5 t I am, to Queene it: but I pray you, 

\Vhat thinkc you of a DutchelTc i Haue you limbs 
Tobeare that load ofTitlc? 

An. No in truth. 

Old. L. Then you are weakly made-,pluckc off a lirtle, 
I vvouW not be a young Count in your way 
Formorcthcn blufliing comes to: liyourbacke 
Cannot vouchfafc this burthen, tis too wcake 

Euer to get a Boy. 

jn. How you doc talkc; 
ifwcare againe, I would noc be a Queene, 

For all the world: 

Old.L . In faith# for little England 
You’ld venture an emballing : I my felte 
WahI d for CArnartianfJnre^ althoueh there long'd 


Enter LordChambcrlaine, (know 

l.Cbam. Good morrow Ladies; what wcr*c worth to 
Thefecrcc of your conference ? 

An. My good Lord 5 

Notyour demand; it values not your asking : 

Our Miftris Sorrowcs we were pittying. 

Cham. It was a gentle buhnefle,and bccomming 
The aftion of good women, there is hope 
All will be well# 

An. Now I pray God, Amen. 

Cham. You bearc a gentle minde,& heaifnly bleflings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, fairc Lady 
Perceiuc I fpeake finceiely, and high notes 
Tancof your many vertues; the Kings Maietty 
Commends his good opinion ofyou 5 toyou; and 
Doe’spurpofe honour to you no lefle flowing, 

Then Marchioneffc o (Pembrooke; to which Title, 

A Thoufand pound aycarc, Annuall iupport. 

Out of his Grace,he addes. 

An. I doe no: know 

Whatkindc ofmy obedicnce,I fhould tender; 

More then my All,is Nothing: Nor my Prayers 
Are not words duely hallowed; nor my Wifhes 
More worth,then empty vanities: yet Prayers & Wifhes 
Are all I can reiurne. ’Belcech your Lordfhip, 

\ ouchfafe to fpeake my thankes,and my obedience^ 

As tromabluflvngHandmaid, to his Highnefle; 

Whofc health and Royalty! pray for. 


Cham* Lady; 

I (hall not fade t’approue thefaire conceit 
The King hath of you. I haue perus’d her well, 

Beauty and Honour in her arc lb mingled. 

That they haue caught the King : and who knowes yet 
But from this Lady,may proceed a lerome. 

To lighten all this He. Tic to the Ring, 

And fay Ifpokc with you. 

Exit Lord Chamberlaine. 

An. My honour'd Lord. 

Old.L. Why this it is : Sec, fee, 

I haue becne begging fixceene yearci in Court 
(Am yee a Courtier beggetly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early, and too latfc 
For any fu.t ofpdandii and you, (oh fate^ 

A very frefh Fi(h heere; fye,fyc,fye vpon 
This compet'd fortune : haue your mouth fild vp. 
Before you open it. 

An. This is flrangc to me. 

OldL. How tafts it? Is it bitter? Forty pcncc,no: 
There was a Lady once (tis an old Stoiy) 

That would not be a Qccenr, that would fhe not 
For all the mud in Egypt; haue you heard it ? 

An. Come you are plcalartt. 

Old.L. With yourTheameJcould 
OVc-naount the Larkc: The Marchioncffe ofFembrooke} 
A thoufand pounds a yeare, for pure refpe£t ? 

No other obligation ? fey my Life, 

That promifes mo thoufands: Honours trainfc 
Is longer then his foic-skirt; by this time 
1 know your backe will beare a Dutthcfie* Say, 

Arc you not ftronger theft you were? 

An. Good Lady, 

Make your felfe mirth with your particular fancy, 

And leaue me out on’t. Would I had no being 
If this faluce my blood a lot; it faints me 
To thinke what followes. 

The Queene is comfortlefle, and weeforgctfull 
In our long abfcnce: pray doc not deliuer, 

\Vhat heere y’haue heard to her. 

OldL . What doc you thinke rtic - Exeunt . 



Trumpets y Se>wct y and Corners. 

Enter two Vergers, with Jl^tfiluer wands; next them two 
Scribes tn the habtte of Dottors: after them, the'Bifnop of 
Canterbury alone ; after htm, the BijhopsofLincolne , Sly , 
Rochefier, and S . Afaph: Next them , with fome fmall 
dijlance, follower a Gentleman bearing thePurjc , with the 
great Seale , and a Cardinals Hat : Then two Pricfts y hea- 
rmg each a Siltter Crojfe: Then a Gentleman Vfher bare - 
headed ,accotnpanyed with a Sergeant at Armes , bearing a 
Siltur Mace ; Then two Gentlemen bearing two great 
Stluer Ptilers : After them. fdeby fide, the two Cardinals, 
two Noblemen,with the Sword and Mace . The King takes 
place vnder the Cloth of State . The two Car din alls fit 
vnder hint as Judges. 7 he flnecne takes place fome di- 
ftanct from the King The Ttjhops place them felues on 
each fide the Court in manner of a Confifiory: Telow them 
the Scribes . The Lords fit next the Bijhops. The reft of the 
Attendants ft an din conuenicnt order about the Stage. 

v a Card. 
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Car. Wltil’ft our Commitfion from Rome is read/ 
Let filcnce be commanded. 

King. What’s the need? 

It hath already publiquely bene read. 

And on all fides th’Authority allow’d. 

You may then fpare that time. 

Car. Bce’t fo,procced. 

Seri. Say, Henry K. of England, come into the Court, 
Crier. Henry King of England.&c. 

King. Heere. 

Scribe. Say, Katherine Queene of England, 

Come into the Court. 

Crier. Katherine Queene of Eng! and, & c. 

The Queene makys no an freer, rifesontofher fhaire, 
goes about the Court , comes to the King y a»d bueeles at 
hisFeete. Thenfpeakes. 

Sir, I defireyou do me Right and Iuftice, 

And to beftow your piety on me; for 
I am a rood poore Woman, and a Stranger, 

Borne out ofyour Dominions: hauing heere 
No Iudge indifferent, nor no more afiurance 
Ofcquall Fricndfliip and Proceeding. Alas Sir: 

In what haue I offended you ? What caul'e 
Hath my behauiour giuen to your difpleafure. 

That thus you fliould procccde to put me off. 

And take your good Grace from me ? Hcaucn witneffc, 

I haue bene to you, a true and humble Wife, 

At all times to your will conformable; 

Euer in fcare to kindle your Difiikc, 

Yea,fubiett to your Countenance: Glad,or forry. 

As I faw it inclin’d ? When was the houre 
I euer contradi&ed your Defirc ? 

Or made it not mine too ? Or which ofyour Friends 
Haue I not ftroue to loue, although I knew 
He were mine Enemy t What Friend of mine. 

That had to him deriu’d your Anger,did I 
Continue in my Liking? Nay,g 3 ue notice 
He was from thence difeharg’d r Sir, call to minde, 

That I haue beene your Wife, in this Obedience, 
Vpward of twenty ycares, and haue bene blcft 
With many Children by you, If in the courle 
And procclfe of this time, you can report. 

And proue it too, againft mine Honor, aught; 

My bond to Wcdlocke, or my Loue and Dutie 
Againft your Sacred Perfon; in Gods name 
Turne me away: and let the fowl’ft Contempt 
Shut doore vpon me, and fo giue me vp 
To the fliarp’ft kinde ofluftice. Plcafeyou,Sir, 

The King your Father, was reputed for 
A Prince moft Prudent; of an excellent 
And vnmatch’d Wit, and Iudgem^m. Ferdinand 
My Father, King of. Spaine, was reckon’d one 
The wifeU Prince, that there had reign’d, by many 
A yeare before. It is not to be queftion’d. 

That they had gather’d 3 wife Councell to them 
Of euery Realme, that did debate this Bufineffe, 
Wbodeem’d our Marriage lawful. Whereforel humbly 
Befecch you Sir, to fpare me, till I may 
Be by my Friends in Spaine,aduis’d; whofcCounfaile 
I will implore. Ifnot,i’th’nameofGod 
Your pleafurc be fulfill’d. 

fVol. You haue heere Lady, 

(And of your choice) thefc Reuercnd Fathers, men 
Of Angular Integrity,and Learning; 

Yea, the ele<5t o’th’Land, who are affcmblcd 
c To pleadeyourCaufe. It fhall be therefore bootleffe. 
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That longer you defue the Co^t^T.r 
For your owne quiet,as to re&ifi e 
What is vnfetled in the Kin«. 

Camp. His Grace 

Hath fpoken well, and iuftly:Theref«. ». 

It’s fit this Royall Scffion do proceed,. “S 
And that (without delay; their Ar gUlTlent , 

Be now produc'd,and heard. ° nt * 

Qu. Lord Cardinall, to you I fp-akr 

Wol. Your pleafure,Madam. 

£& Sir, I am about to weepe • but fhi i< 

We arc a Queene (or long haucdream’dfj?'^ 
The daughter of a King, my drops of te, J l “ ne 
Ileturnetofparkesoffirc. es » 

Wol, Be patient yet. 

Qu. I Will, when you are humble ;NavK.r 

Or God will punifh me. Idobeleeue 
(1 nduc’d by potent Circumftances) that 
You are mine Enemy, and make mv Chal!.„ 

You fhall not be my Iudge. Foritijyou ge> 
Haue blowne this Coale,"betwixt mv j 
(W hich Gods dew quench) therefor^ 

I vtterly abhorre;yca,from my Soule 3 8 > 
Refufe you for my 1 udge, whom yet once more 
I hold my moft maheious Foe,and thinkenot 
Ac all a Friend co truth* 

WoL Idoprofefle 

You fpeakc not like your felfe: who euer yet 
Haue Rood to Charity,and difplayd th’eflftti, 
Ofdifpoficion gentle, and of wifedomc, 

Ore-topping womans powre.Madain,you donewtflM 

I haue noSpleeneagamftyou,noriniuflice ' 

For you.or any: how farre 1 haue proceeded 
Or how farre further (Shall) is warranted * 

By a Comoiifljon from the Confiftorie, 

Yea,the whole Confiftorie ofRome. You charocme 
That I haue blowne this CoaJc :I dodeny it, B ’ 
The King is prefent: If it be knowne to him, 

That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound, 

And worthily my Falfehood, yea,as much ’ 
AsyouhauedonemyTruth. Ifheknow 
That 1 am free ofyour Report, he knowei 
T am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies to cure me, and the Cure is to 
Remoue thefe Thoughts from you. The whichbtforc 
His Highneffcftall fpeakein,I dobefeech 
You(gracious Madam) to vnthinbeyourfpeaking, 
And to fay fo no more. 

^ueen. My Lord, my Lord, 

I am a Ample woman, much too weake 
T’oppofe your eunning.Y’arc meck,& humble-meutk’d 
You figne your Place, and Calling, in full feeming, 
With Meekcneffe and Humilitic: but your Heart 
Is cramm’d with Arrogancie, Spleene,and Pride. 

You haue by Fortune, and his Flighncffefauors, 
Gone flightly o’re lowe fteppes,and now are mounted 
WherePowres areyourRetainers, andyourwofdi 
(Domeftickes to you) ferue your will, as’c pleaie 
Your felfe pronounce their Office. I muft tell you, 
You tender more your perfons Honor, then 
Your high profeflion Spiritual!. That agtn 
I do refufe you for my Iudge, and heere 
Before you all, Appcale vnro the Pope, 

To bring my whole Caufe ’fore his Holineffe, 

And to be iudg’d by him. 

She Curtfies to the King, and offers to depart. 




The Life of Kjng Henry the Eight. 


The QueeneIs obftinate, 
uZne to Iultice, apt toaccufc lt.and 
’‘“Jjinfull to be tride by’t; tis not well. 

Qj’f Eogt4nd,con.e too the ^»K. 
r .t Vlh. Madam,you are cald-backe. 
nil. What need you n ore iiPpray you keep your way, 
u/henV° uare cald returne. Now the Lordhelpc, 

Ijlfcxemc ni y patience.pra.yyoupafle on; 

‘ill not tarry: no, nor euer more 

l v ont hisburineffe my appearance make, 
ofcheir Courts. • 

1 7 Exit J&gc/te, and her Attendants. 

G o e th y w ay c s Kat e y 

Tinian ub'world,who Hull report he ha’s 
[better Wire,let him m nauglu be truRcd, 

For freaking falfc in that; thou art alone 
rare qualities , fwcet gcntlencfle, 

SLncekneffeSaint.hke^Vite-likeGoucrnmenr, 

Obeying i« commanding,and thy pares 
Lcraiene and Pious els,could fpeake thee out) 

The Qjccne of earthly Qjrenes ? Slice’s Noble borne; 
And hkeher true Nobility ,flie ha’s 

Carriecfhor felfe towards me. 

iVol. gracious Sir, 

Inhutnbjcrt manner I require your Highnes, 

That it (hall plcafc you co declare in hearing 

Ofall thefc eares(for where I am rob'd and bound, 

Thcrccouft I be vnloos'd, although not there 

At once, and fully fatisfide) whether encr I 

Did broach this bufincs to your Highncs,or 

Laid any fcruple in y our way whi. h might 

Induce you to the queftion on'tror euer 

Haue to you, but with thankes to God fot fuch 

A Royall Lady, fpakeone, the lcaR word that might 

ge to the prejudice of her prefect State, 

Or touch of her good Perfon ? 

Kin. My Lord Cardinall, 

I doc excufe you; yea, vpon mine Honour, 
ifrceyou frouVc: You are not to be caught 
Thatyoii haue many cnemies,that know not 
Why ‘hey arc fo; but like co VillageCurres, 

Barkewhcn theirfcllowes due. By fome ofthefe 
The Queene is put in angcr;y*arc excus'd: 

Eat will you be more iuRifikie? You euer 
Haue wifh’d the deeping of this bufines,neuer defied 
Itto be ftir’d; but oft haue hindred,ofc 
Thepaflages made toward it; on my Honour, 

Ifpeakenty good LordCardnall, to this point; 

And thus farre cleare him. 

Now, what mou’d me too’r, 

I will be bold with time and your attention : (took: 

Thcnmarkc th'inducemenr. Thusitcame^ giuc heedc 
My Conscience. firftrccciuM a tcnclerncs, 

Scruple^nd pricke,on certaine Speeches vtter’d 
By th'Bifhop of54yc??;,thcn French Embaffador, 

Who had beene KitHer fent on the debating 
And Marriage k.wixc the Duke of Orleonce ,and 
Our Daughter .Afary : lkh’Progreflc of this bufincs, 
Ereadetcrminare refolurion,hce 
(ImeanetheBifhop) did require a refpice. 

Wherein he might;the Kjng his Lord ad’uerrife. 

Whether our Daughter w$rc legitimate, 

Refpccling this our M^fiagc with the Dowager. 
Sometimes our Brothers Wife. Th.isrcfpite fhooke 


The bofomc of my Confcience, r,nter'd me; 

Yea, with a fpitcing power,and made to tremble 
Tbctegionofmy Bread, which forc’d fuch way, : 
That many maz’d confidcrings,did throng 
And prefx in with this Caution. Fnft,me thought 
1 flood noun the fmile of Hcauen, who had 

Commanded Nature, that my Ladies wombe 
I fit concern'd a male-child by me, fiaouid 
Doe no more Offices of life toot; then 
7 he Crane does to th' dead: For her Male Iffue, 

Or dfde where they were made, or fhordy after 
This world had ayr'd them. Hence 1 cooke a thought. 
This w*s a Judgement on me,that my Kiugdome 
('Well worthy the beft Hcyre okh’ World) (hould not 

Be gladded ink by me. Then followeMhac 

I weigh’d the danger which my Realmes Rood in 
By this my 1 flues faile,and that gaue to me 
Many a groaning throw : thus hulling in 
The wild Sea of my Confcience,I did Reere 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we a»‘e 
Now prefent heere cogethcr:thac*s to fay, 

1 meant to redfifie my Confcience, which 
1 then did fcele full ficke.and yec not well. 

By all the Reucrend Fathers of the Land, 

Ar»d Doctors learn’d- F.rft 1 began in priuate. 

With you my Lord of Lincv!nr y you remember 
How vnder my opprefiion I did reeke 
When 1 firttmou’d you. 

B Lin . Very welimy Liedge. 

Km I haue fpoke long, be pleas’d your fdfc to fay 
How farre you fatisfide me. 

Lin. Soplejfeyour Highnes, 

The queftion did at firft fo ftagger me. 

Bearing a Stare of mighty moment ink. 

And confequenceofdrcad, that I committed 
The daringft Counfaile which I had to doubt 
And did eiureace your Highnes co this courle. 

Which you are running heere. 

Kin . I then mo cud you, 

My Lord of Canterbury > and gotyour Ieatie 
To make this prefent Summons vniolicited. 

I lefe no Reucrend Perfon in this Court; 

But by particular confent proceeded 
Vnder your hands and Seales; therefore goc on. 

For no diflikei'th* world againft the perlon 
Of the good Qnccne; but the fhnrpe thorny points 
Of my alleadgcd rcafons, driues this forward: 

Proue but our Marriage lawfull, by my Life 
And Kingly Dignity,we arc contented 
7’o wearc our mortall State to come, with her, 

(Katherine our Queene) before the primed Creature 
That's Parragon’d o’th’ World 
Camp. So plcafc your Highnes, 

The Queene being abient/tis a needfull fitneffe. 

That we adiourne this Court till further day; 

Meane while,muft be an earned motion 
Made co the Queene to call backehcr Appcalc 
She intends vneo his HolinelTe. 

Kin, I may perceiue 

Thefe Cardinals trifle with me: I abhorre 
This dilatory floih r and trickes of Rome. 

My learn'd and welbcloued Seruant Cr&nmer 9 
Prethee returne,with thy approch: I know, 

My comfort comes along : bieake vp the Court; 

I iay,fet on. 

Exeunt , in manner as they enter'd, 

v 3 AUtu 
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JBus Tertius . Seem Trim a. 
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Enter ffhteene tend her Women as at work*- 
Queen. Take thy Lute wench. 

My Soule growes fad with troubles, 

Smg, and diiperfc ’em if thou canft: leaue working: 

Song. 

O Rphetu with his Lute made Trees , 

And the Mountaine tops that freeze, 

Tow tbemfelues when he didftng. 

To his Afujicke, Plants and Flowers 
f Euer fprung ; as Sunne and Showers, 

There had made a lafting Spring. 

Euery thing that heard him play, 

Euen the Billowes of the Sea , 

Hung their heads then lay by . 

In fweet Afujicke is fuch .Art, 

Killing care , & griefe of heart, 

Fai ajleepe, or hearing dye. 

Enter a Gentleman, 
jQaeen. How now ? 

Gent. And’t pleafe your Grace,the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the prcfcnce. 

fffueen. Would they fpeake with me ? 

Gent. They wil’d me fay fo M adam. 

Queen. Pray their Graces 
To come neere: what can be their bufines 
With me, a poore weake vvoman,falnc from fauour ? 

I doe not like their comming; now I thinke on’t, 

They fhould bee good men, their affaires as righteous« 
But all Hoods.make not Monkes. 

Enter the two Cardinalls , tVolfey & Campian. 

Wolf, peace to your Highneffe. 

Queen. Youi Graces find roe hecre part of a Houfwife, 
(I would be all) againft the worft may happen: 

What arc your pleafures with me,reuercnc Lords ? 

Wol. May it pleafe you Ncblc Madam, to withdraw 
Into your priuatc Chamber; we (ball giue you 
The full caufc of our comming. 
ffjueen. Speake it hcere. 

There’s nothing I haue done yet o’ my Confcience 
Deferocs a Corner: would all other Women 
Could fpeake this with as free a Soule as I doe. 

My Lords,I cate not (fo much I amhappy 

Aboue a number) ifmy actions 

Were tri’de by cu’ry tongue.eu’ry eye faw ’em, 

Enuy and bafe opinion let againlt’em, 

1 know my life fo euen. If your bufines 
Seeke me out, and that way I am Wife in; 

Out with it boldly: Truth loues open dealing. 

Card. Tanta eft erga te mentis integritas Reginaferenifftma. 
Queen. O good my Lord,no Latin ; 

I am not fuch a Truant fince my comming. 

As not to know the Languagelhaueliu’din : (ous: 

A ftrange Tongue makesmy caufc more ftrange,fufpiti- 
Pray fpeake in Englifh ; heere are fomc will thankeyou, 
if you fpeake truth, for their poore Miftris fake; 
Beleeuemcfhe ha’s had much wrong. Lord Cardinal!, 
The willing*!! fiunel euer yet committed, 
Maybeabfolu’din Englifh. 

Card. Noble Lady, 


now 

fence 


lam forry my inte grity fhoul breed, 

(And fcruice to his Maiefty and you) 

So deepe fufpicion, where all faith wag meant . 

We come not by the way ofAccufation 5 
To taint that honour eucry good TonguVblrflV 
Nor to betray you any way to forrow- n ?s > 
You haue too much good Lady : Buttokn 
How you ftand minded in the waighty diff cr ° 
Betweene the King and you,and to deliuer ' 

(Like free and honeft men) our iuft opinions 
And comforts to our caufe. 

Camp . Mofl honour'd Madam, 

My Lord ofYorke, out of his Noble nature 
Zeale and obedience he ftill bore your Grace 

Forgetting (like a good man) your late Cenfure 

Both of his truth and him (which was too fane) 
Offers, as I doe,in a figne of peace. 

His Seruice, and his Counfcll. 

Queen. To betray me. 

My Lords, I thanke you both for your good will, 

Ye fpeake like honeft men, (pray God ye proi)e Ai 
But how to make ye fodainly an Aufvvcrc * 

In fuch a poynt of weight, fo r.eere mineHonour 
(More neere my Life 1 feare) with my weake wit * 
And to fuch men of grauity and learning; * 

In truth I know not. I was let at worke, 

Among my Maids,full little (God knowei)Iookino 
Either for fuch men, or !uch bufineffe; 

For her fake that I haue beenc, for I fee'e 
The laft fit of my Greatnefle; good your Graces 
Lee me haue time and Councell for my Caufe; 

Alas, I am a Woman frendlcffe, hopelefl'c. 

Wol. Madam, 

You wrong the Kings loue with thefe feares, 

Yotu hopes and friends are infinite. 

Queen. ]n England, 

But little for my profit can you thinke Lords, 

That any Englifh man dare giue me Councell? 

Or be a knowne friend’gainft his Highnespleafure, 
(Though he be gro wtie fo defperace to be honeft) 
And hue a Sukiect ? Nay forfooth, my Friends, 
They that rouft weigh out my affiliations, 

They that my rrufttnuft grow to, liuenotheere, 
Tiny arc (as all my oilier comforts) far hence 
In mine owne Conntrey Lords. 

Camp. I would your Grace 
Would leaue your grcctes.and take my Counfcll, 
fftueen. How Sir ? 

Camp Put your maine caufe into the Kings protedion 
Hee’s louiiig and moll gracious. ’Twill be much, 
Both for your Honour better,and your Caufe: 

For if the tryal! of the law o’rctake ye, 

You’l part away difgrac’d. 

Wol. He tels you rightly. 
ftjuren. Ye tell me what ye w ilh for both,my mine: 
Ts this yourChriftianCounccll? Out vpon ye. 
Heauenis aboucallyet; therefits aludge. 

That no King can corrupt. 

Camp. Your rage miftake* vs. 

Queen. The more fhame for yejholy men I thought]/' 
Vpon my Soule two rcuerend Cardinallyertucs: 
But Cardinall Sins,and hollow hearts I feare ye; 
Mend cm for (hame my Lords: Is this your comfort 
The Cordiail that ye bring a wretched Lady ? 

A woman loft among ye, laugh’t at, fcornd ? 

I will not wifh ye haife my miferies, 
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-—Charity. But fay I warn’d ye;' 

Kfheed, for heauens fake take heed, leaft at 
burthen ofmy forrowes, fall vpon ye. 

Th Car . Madam, this is a meerc diftraftion, 

Vn tU tuc the good we offer, into enuy. 

cLe Ye turn* me into nothing Woe vpon ye, 

‘ffll fuch falfe Profeffors. Would you haue me 

nfyou haue any (ufiicc,any Pitty, / 

fve be any thing but Churchmens habits) 
o t mV fickc e aulc ' nto bis hands, that hates me. 

VL hVs banifiaMme his Bed already. 

His Lou", to ° Ion S a S°* 13m oW m - v L? r ^ S * 
a ,d all the Fellow fhip I hold now wich him 

uotielv my Obedience. What can happen 

To me, aboue this wretchednefle ? Ali your Studies 

Make me a Curfe.likc this. 

Camp. Your feares arc worfe. 

On Haue I lin’d thus long (let me Ipeake my idle, 
SinceV'ertuc findes no friends)a Wife.a truconc? 

K Woman (I dare fay without Vainglory) 

Ncuer yet branded with Sufpition? 

Hauel, with all my full Affections 

Still met the King ? Loud him next HeauVObey’d him? 

Bin (out offondneffe) fupcrftnious to him ? 

Almoft forgot my Prayres to content him ? 

And am I thus rewarded ?’Tis not well Lords. 

Biiog me a conftant woman to her Husband, 

One chat ne’re dream’d a Ioy, beyond his pleafure; 

And to that Woman (when fhe has done mofl) 

Yet will I addc an Honor; a great Patience. 

Car. Madaro,you wander from the good 
\Vc ayme ac. 

Qu. My Lord, 

dare not make my fclfe fo |uiltie. 

To giue vp willingly that Noble Title 
Your Mafter wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e’rc diuorce my Dignities. 

Car. Prayhearcmc. 

Would I had neuer trod this Englifh Earth, 

Or felt the Flatteries that grow vpon jt: 

Ye haue Angels Faces; but Heatien knowes your hearts. 
What will become'of me now, wretched Lady? 

I am the mofl vnliappy Woman liuing. 

Alas (poore Wenches) where are now your Fortunes ? 
Shipwreck’d vpon a Kingdoroe, where no Pitty, 

No Friends, no Hope,no Kindred weepe for me ? 

Almoft no Grauc allow’d me ? Like the Lilly 
That once was Miftris of the Field>and flournTi'dj 
lie hang my head, and perifh. 

C‘ ir If your Grace 

Could but be brought to know,our Ends are honeft, 
Youl'd fcele more comfort. Why (hold wtf good Lady) 
Vpon what caufc wrong you ? Alas,our Places, 

The way ofeur Profeftion is againft it; 

We are to Cure fuch forrowes, net to fowc ’em. 

Fot Goodneffe fake, confider what you do. 

How you may hurt your felfe: I, vtterly 

Grow from the Kings Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 

The hearts of Princes kifle Obedience, 

So much they loue it. But to flubborne Spirits, 

They fwell and grow, as terrible at ftormes. 

I know you haue a Gentle, Noble temper, 

A Soule as euen as aCalmc; Pray th'mkc vs, 

Thofe we profeffe.Peace-niakers .Fritnds, and Seruants. 

Camp. Madam,you’l finde it fo: 

You wrong your Vertucs 


With thefe weake Womens feares. A Noble Spirit 

As yours was, put into you, euer cafts 

Such doubts as falfe Coine from it. The King loucs you. 

Beware you loofe it not :Forvs(ifyou pleafe 
To truft vs in your bufineffe)wc are ready 
To vfe our vtmoft Studies.in your fcruice. 

Ou. Do what ye will,my Lords: 

And pray forgiue me; 

1 f 1 haue vs’d my fclfe vnmannerly, 

You know I am a Woman, lacking wit 
To make a ieemcly anlwer to fuch perfons. 

Pray do my feruice to his Maieftie, 

He ha’s my heart yet, and fhall haue my Prayers 
While I fliall haue my life. Come reuercud Fathers, 
Beftow your Councels on me. She now begges 
That little thought when fhc fet footing heere. 

She ftiould haue bought her Dignities fo dccre. Exeunt 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter the Duke of Norfolk?, Duke ofSuffolk ?, Lord Surrey , 
and Lord Chamberlaine. 

Norf, If you will now vnite in your Complaints, 

And force them with a Conftancy,thc Cardinall 
Cannot ftand vndcr them, if you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promife. 

But that you lhall fuftainc moc new dilgraces. 

With thcle you beare alreadie. 

Sur. I am ioyfull 

To meetc the leaft occafion, that may giue me 
Remembrance of my Father-in-Law, the Duke, 

To be reueng’d on him. 

Suf. Which of the Pecres 
Haue vneontemn’d «oneby him, or at leaft 
Strangely negledled? When did he regard 
The ftampe of Noblencffc in any perion 
Outofhimfclfe? 

Cham. My Lords,you fpeake your pleafures: 

What he deferues of you and me, I know: 

What we can do to him (though now the time 
Giues way to vs) I much feare. lfyou cannot 
Barrc his acceffc to’th’King, neuer attempt 
Any thing on him : for he hath a Witchcraft 
Ouer the King in’s Tongue. 

Nor. O feare him not. 

His fpell in that is out: the King hath found 
Matter againft him, that for euer marres 
T he Hony ofhis Language. No, he’s fetled 
(No: to come oft) in his difpleafure. 

Sur. Si:, 

I fiiould be glad to beare fuch Ncwcs as this 
Onc'eeuery boure. 

Ner. Bc-leeueit,thisistrue. 

In the Diuorce, his conrraric proceedings 
Ate all vnfolded: wherein he appeares, 

As I would wifh mine Enemy. 

Sur. How came 
His praftifes to light ? 

Suf. Moft ftrangely. 

Sur. O how? how i 

Suf. The Cardinals Letters to the Pope mifearried. 

And 
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Crom. Prcfently 


And came to th’eye o'th’King, wherein was read 
How that the Cardinal! did intreat his Holineflc 
To ftay the Judgement o’th’Diuorce; for if 
It did take place, Ido (quoth he) percciue 
My King is tangled in affedion,to 
A Creature of the Queenes, Lady Ame ’Budeit, 

Sur. Ha’s the King this ? 

Suf. Beleeueit. 

Sur. Will this worke? 

Cham. The King in this perceiues him,how he coafts 
And hedges his owne way. But in this point, 

AH his trickes founder.and he brings his Phyficke 
After his Patients death; the King already 
Hath married the faire Lady. 

Sur. Would he had. 

Suf. May you be happy in your wifh my Lord, 

For I profefleyou haue it. 

Sur. Now all my icy 
Trace the Conjunction. 

Suf . My Amen too’t. 

Nor. All mens. 

Suf. There’s order giuen for her Coronation: 

Marry this isyet but yong,and may be left 
To fomc cares vnrecounted. But my Lords 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleatc 
In minde and feature. I pcrftvadc me,from her 
Will fall fome bleffing to this Land, which fhall 
In it be memoriz’d. 

Sur. But will the King 
Digeft this Letter of the Cardinals ? 

The Lord forbid. 

Nor. Marry Amen. 

Suf. No,no: 

There be moe Walpes that buz about his Nofe, 
Willmakethisftingthefooner. Cardinall Campeitu, 

Is ftolne away to Rome.hath ’tane no leaue, 

Ha’s left the caufe o’th’King vnhandled, and 
Is polled as the Agent of our Cardinall, 

Tofecondall his plot. I do aflure»you, 

The King cry’de Ha,at this. 

('bam. NowGod inccnfchim, 

And let him cry Hajlowdcr. 

No/rf. But my Lord 
When returnee Cranmtr} 

Suf. He is return’d in his Opinions,which 
Haue fatisfied theKing for his Diuorce, 

Together with all famous Colledges 
Almoft inChrifiendbme: lhortly (1 beleeue) 

His fccond Marriage fhall be publilhd,and 
Her Coronation, Katherine no more 
j Shall be call’d Qu^cne, but Princellc Dowager, 

And Widdovv coPrinc c Arthur. 

Nor. This fame Cranmer'% 

A worthy Fellow,and hath tane much paine 
In the Kings bufinefle. 

Suf. Heha’s, and we fliall fee him 
Forit an Arcfi’-byfhop. 

Nor. So I heare. 

Suf. Tis to. . 

Enter IVolfej and Cromwell. 

The Caro'iaall.' 

Nor. Obferue,obferue,hec’s moody. 

Car. The Packet Cromwell, 

Gau’c you the King? 

Crom. To his owne hand,in’s Bed-chamber. 

Card. Look’drhe o’thinfide of the Paper ? 


He did vnfeale them, and the fuft he view’d 
He did it with a Serious minde; a heede ’ 

Was in his countenance. You he bad 
Attend him hcere this Morning. 

Card. Is he ready to come abroad? 

Crom. Irhinkcby this he is. 

Card. Leaue me a while. p 

It fhall be to the Dutches of Alanfon, r0K *dl, 
The French Kings Sifter; He lhall marry her 
Ante 5wAV»?No: lie no AnneBulleus for him 
There's more in’t then faire Vifage. Bull e »> * 

No, wee’l no Hullens : Speedily 1 wilh 
To heare from Rome. ThcMarchioneffeofPenl,. , 
Nor ■ He’s difeontented. “‘okc 

Suf. M a y be he heares the King 
Docs whet his Anger to him. 

Sur. Sharpe enough. 

Lord for thy Iuftice. 

Car. The late Queenes Gentlewoman ? 

A KnightsDaughter 

To be her Miftris Miflris ?The Queenes, Qii-e nc ? 
This Candle burnes not clecre, ’tis i muft 
Then out it goes. What though I know her vcrL„ 
And well delcruing ?yet I know her for Us 

A fplecny Lutheran, and not wholfomc to 
Our caufe, that Ihe Ihould lye i’th’bofomeof 
Our hard rul’d King. Againc.theve is fprung V p 
An Hcretique, an Arch-one; Cranmer , one * 

Hath crawl’d into the fauour of the King 
And is his Oracle. 

Nor. He is vex’d at fomething. 

Enter Kmg/eadmgofa See dale. 

Sur. I would ’twer fomching £ would fret the ftrlno, 
The Mafter-cord on’s heart, 

Suf. The King, the King. 

Kt»g. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his owne portion ? And what expence by’th’houre 
Seemes to flow from him? How, i’th’namc ofThrifc 
Does he rake this together? Now my Lords, 

Saw you the Cardinall? 

Nor. My Lord.wchaue 

Stood heere obferuing him. Some ftrangeCommotion 
Is in his braine: He bites his lip.and ftarts, 

Stops on a fodaine, lookes vpon the ground. 

Then layes his finger on his Temple : ftraighc 
Springs out into fall gate, then flops againe. 

Strikes his brett hard, and anon, he calls 

His eye againft the Moone: in moft ftrangePoftures 

We haue feftie him fee himfelfe. 

King. It may well be. 

There is a mutiny in’s minde. This morning. 

Papers of State he fent me, to perufe 
As I requir’d: and wot you what I found 
There (on my Confcience put vnwittingly) 

Forfooth an Inuentory, thus importing 
Thefeuerall parcels of his Plate his Treafure, 

RichStuflcs and Ornaments of Houfhold, which 
I finde at fuch proud Rate, that it out-fpeakes 
Polfelfion of^ Subie£t. 

Nor. It’s Helens will, 1 
Some Spirit put this paper in the Packet, 
Tobleffeyoureyc withall. 

King. If we did thinke 
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^'^'’Ti^nnlacioo were aboue the earth, 
^^fix^on'spirituall obiedf, he Ihould ftill 
TVu«ll i° his Mufings, but I am affratd 

E^Th' nkin 8 saic bel ° W thC Moone ’ not W ° rth 

uis ferious confidering. 

H King takes bit Seatjehifbers Louell, who goes- 
to the Cardinall. 

Car. Heauenforgiuemc, 

Eucr God bleffc your HighocfTe. : - 

t v irJ n. Good my Lord, . 

a ;Vfu»l of Heauenly ftaffc, and beare thc lriucncory 
Ofyourbeft Graccsjtnyour minde; chc which 
You were now running o' re ! you haue fcarfe time 
To ftealc from Spiritual! leyfure,.*briefe fpan 
To keepc your earthly Audit, lure in that 
Idcetncyou an ill Husb'and r and am£»td 
Tohaue you therein my;Cpmpariion. 

Car . Sir, 

For Holy Offices I haue a time; a time 

To thinke vpon the part of bufinefle, which 
I beare i’ch’Scatc: and Nature does require 
Her times ofpreferuation, which perforce 
I her frailc fonne, among’ft my Brethren morcall, 
Muftgiuemy tendance to. 
img. You haue faid well. * 

C A r . And euer may your Hiphnefle yoake together, 
(As I will lend you caufe ) my doing well, 

With my well faying. 

ling. Tis well laid agen, 

And 'tis a kindc of good deede to fay well, 

And yet words are no deeds. My Facher lou’d you, 

He faid he did, and with his deed did Crowne 
His word vpon you. Since I had my Office, 

Ihauekcpt you next my Heart, haue not alone 
ImployMyou where high Profits might come home. 

But par’d my prefenc Hauings, to beftow 
My Bounties vpon you. 

Car. What Ihould this meane ? 

Sur. The Lord increase this hufinefie. 

King. Haue I not made you 
The prime man of the State ? I pray you tell me. 

If what I now pronounce, you haue found cru e t 

And if you may confcffe it, fay withall 

ifyou are bound to vs, or no. What lay you ? 

Car. My Soueraignc, 1 confeffe your Royall graces 
Shawfd on me daily, hnue bene more then could 
My ftudied purpofes requite, which went 
Beyondall mans endeauors. My endeauors, 

Haue euer come too fhort ofmy Dcfircs, 

Yet fill’d with my Abilities; Mine owne ends 
Haue beene mine fo, that cucrmore they pointed 
To’th’good of your moft Sacred Perfon, and 
The profit of the State. For your great Graces 
Heap’d vpon me (poore Vndcferucr) I 
Cannothing render but Allegiant thankes, 

My Prayrcs to hcauen for you; my Loyalcie 
Which euer ha’s, and euer fhall be growing. 

Till death (that Winter) kill it. 

King. Fairely anfwer’d: 

A Loyall, and obedienr Subieil is 
Therein illuftrated, the Honor of it 
Does pay the A&ofit, as i’th’contrarv 
The fowlencflc is the punifhment. I prefume. 

That as my hand ha*s open’d Bounty to you, ^ 

My heart drop’d Loue, my powre rain’d Honor, more 
On yoq, then any: So your Hand,and Heart, 


Your Braine, and euery Fun£ion of your power. 

Should, notvvichftanding that your bond of duty, 
As’cwer in Loues particular, be more 
To me your Friend,then any. 

Car. I doprofeffe, 

That for your Highnefle good, I euer labour’d 
More then mine owne: that am,haue,and will be 
(Though all the world fhould cracke their duty to you. 
And thiow it from their Soule, though perils did 
Abound, as thickeas thought could make’em,and 
Appcare in formes more horrid) yet my Duty, 

As doth a Rocke againft the chiding Flood, 

Should the approach of this wilde Riuer breake. 

And ftand vnftiakcn yours. 

King. Tis Nobly fpoken: 

Take notice Lords, he ha’s a Loyall breft. 

For you haue fecne-him open’r. Read o're this. 

And after this, and then to Brcakfaft with 
W 7 hat appetite you haue. 

Exit King, frowning vpon the fordinaH, the Nobles 
throng after him /mtling^nd whifpering. 

Car. What fhould this meane? 

What fodaine Anger’s this? How haue I reap’d it f 
He parted Frowning from me, as ifRuine 
Leap’d from his Eyes. So lookes the chafed Lyon 
Vpon the daring fluntfman that has gall’d him : 

Then makes him nothing. 1 muft reade this paper: 

I fcare the Story of his Anger. Tis fo: 

This paper ha’s vndone me : Tisth’ Accompt 
Ofall that world of Wealth I haue drawne together 
For mine owne ends, (Indeed to gainc the Popedome, 
And fee my Friends in Rome.) O Negligence / 

Fit for a Foole to fall by : What croffe Diuell 
Made me put this mainc Secret in the Packet 
I fent the King ?Is there no way to cute this? 

No new deuice to beare this from his Braines ? 

I know ’twill ftirre him ftrongly ;ycc I know 
A way, ifit take right, in fpightofFortune 
Will bring me off againe. What’s this ? Tq tk’Popc ? 
The Letter (as I liue) with all the Bufinefle 
I writtoo’s Holineffe. Nay then, farewell : 

I haue touch’d the higheft point of all my Greatnefle, 
And from that full Meridian of my Gloiy, 

I hafte now to my Setting. I fhall fall 
Like a brighcexhalation in the Euening, 

And no man fee me more. 

Enter toWoolfey , the Dukes of Norfol^e andSuffolke, the 
Earle of Surrey, andthe Lord Chamberlaine. 

Nor. Heare the Kings plcafurc Cardinall, 

Who commands you 
To render vp the Great Seale prefcntly 
Into o^r hands, and to Confine your fclfc 
To Afher-houfe,my LordofWinchefters, 

Till you heare further from his Highnefle. 

Car . Stay: 

Where’s your Commiflion? Lords,words cannot carrie 
Authoi icy fo weighty. 

Suf Who dare crofle’em. 

Bearing the Kings will from his mouth expreflely ? 

Car. Till I finde more then will,or words to do it # 

(I meane your malice) know. Officious Lords, 

I dare,and muft deny it. Nowlfeele 
Ofwhat courfe Mettleye are molded, Enuy, 

How eagerly ye follow my Difgraces 

As 
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As if it fed ye, and how flecke and wanton I 

Ye appeate in eucry thing may bring my ruinc? 

Follow your enuious courfes, men of Malice; 

Y^u haue Chriftian warrant for ’em,and no doubt 
In time will finde their fit Rewards. That Seale 
You aske with fuch a Violence, the King 
(Mine, and your Matter) with his owne h#nd,gaucme s 
Bad meenioy it, with the Place,and Honors 
During my life; and to confirmc his Goodnefle, 

Ti’de it by Letters Patents. Now,who’ll take it ? 

Sur. The King that gaue it. 

Car. ltmuftbehimlclfethen. 

Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Priett. 

Car. Proud Lord, thou lyeft: 

Within thefe fortie houres, Surrey durft better 
Haue burnt that Tongue, then faide fo. 

Sur. Thy Ambition 

(Thou Scarlet finne) robb’d this bewailing Land 
Of Noble Buckingham, my Fathcr-in-Law, 

The heads of all thy Brother-Cardinals, 

(With thee, and all thy bett parts bound together) 
Weigh’d not a haire of his. Plague of your policie, 

You lent me Deputie for Ireland, 

Farrc from his fuccour; from the King,from all 
That might haue mercie on the fault,thou gau’ft him: 
Whil’ftyour great Goodnefle, out of holy pitty. 
Abfolu’dhim with an Axe. 

Wol. This, and all elfc 
This talking Lord can lay vpon my credit, 

I anfwet,is moft falfe. The Duke by Law i 

Found his deferts. How innocent 1 was 
From any priuatc malice in his end, r . . 

His Noble 1 uric, and foulc Caufe can witnefle/ 

Ifl lou’d many words, Lord, 1 ttiould tell you, 

You haue as littleHoncttie, as Honor, 

That in the way of Loyaltie.and Truth, 

Toward the King, my cuer Roiall Matter, 

Dare mate a founder man then Surrie can be, 

And all that loue his follies. 

Sur. By my Soule, 

Your long Coat (Priett) protc&s you. 

Thou fhould’tt fecle 

My Sword i’ch’life blood oftheeelfe. My Lords, 

Can ye endure to heare this Arrogance ? 

And from this Fellow ?lf we liue thus tamely. 

To be thus laded by a pcece of Scarlet, 

Farewell Nobilitie: let his Grace go forward. 

And dare vs with his Cap, like Larkcs. 

Card. All Goodnefle 
Is poyfon to thy Stomacke. 

Sur. Yes, that goodnefle 
Of gleaning all the Lands wealth into one. 

Into your owne hands (Card’nall) by Extortion : 

The goodnefle of your intercepted Packets 
You writ to’th Pope, againft the King: your goodnefle 
S ; nce you prouokeme, fhall be moft notorious. 

My Lord of Norfolke,as you are truly Noble, j 

As you refpeft the common good, the State \ 

Of our defpis’d Nobilitie, our I flues, 

(Whom if he liue, will fcartc be Gentlemen) 

Prodace the grand fumme of his finnes, the Articles 
Colle&ed from his life. I le ftartle you 
Worfethen theSacrif.g Bell, when the browne Wench 
Lay killing in your Amies,Lord Cardinall. 

Car. How much me thinkes, I could defpife this man, 
Buc that I am bound in Charitie againft it. 
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Nor. 


Thofe Articles,my Lord.arehuUvi.rT - 
But thus much, they are foule ones. ,n § s nan« 

Wol m So much fairer 
And fpotlcfife, fhall mine Innocence arife 
When the King knowes my Truth. % 

Sur . This cannot fauc you : 

I thanke my Memoric, I yet remember 
Some of thefe Articles, and out they (hall. 

Now,if you can blufh, and cric guiltic Cardinall 
You'l (hew a little Honcftic. 

lPol. SpeakeonSir, 

I dare your worft Obicftions: Ifl blufh 
It is to fee a Nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I had rather want thofe, then my head • 
Haucatyou.^ 1 

Firft, that without the Kings aflent or knowledge 
You wrought to be a Legate, by which power * * 
You maim’d the IurifdicBon of all Rifhops. 

Nor. Then, That in all you writ toRome )0 rclfc 
To Forraigne Princes, Ego & Rex mem ' 

Was ftill inferib’d : in which you brought the King 
To be your Scruant. s 

Suf. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either ofKing or Counccll, when you went 
Ambaflador to the Emperor,you made bold 
To carry into Flanders, the Great Seale* 

Sur . Item, You fenca large Commiflion 
To fjregory de Cajfado^zo conclude 
Without the Kings will, or the States allowance, 

A Leaguebetwccnc his Highnelfe,and Ferrara. 

Suf. That out of meere Ambition, you haue caus'd 
Your holy-Hat to be ftampt on the Kings Coine. 

Sur. Then, That you haue lent inumerablc fubftancc 
(By what meanes got, I leaue to your owne confciencc) 
To furnifh Rome, and to prepare the wayes 
You haue for Dignities, to the meere vndooing 
Of all the Kingdome. Many more there are. 

Which fincc they arc of you, and odious, 

I will not taint my mouth with* 

Cham. O my Lord, 

Prcfle not a falling man too farret ’tis Vertue: 

His faults lyc open to the Lawcs,let them 
(Not you) corrcft him. My heart weepes to fee him 
So little, of his great Sclfe. 

Sur. I forgiuc him. 

Suf. Lord Cardinall, the Kings furtherpleafure is, 
Becaufe all thofe things you haue done oflatc 
By your power Legatiue within this Kingdome, 

Fall into’th’compafl'c of a Premunire; 

That therefore fuch a Writ be fued againft you, 

To forfeit all yourGoods, Lands, Tenements, 

Caftles, and whaefoeuer, and to be 

Out of the Kings protection* This is my Charge. 

Nor . And fo wce’l leaue you to your Meditations 
How to liue better* For your ftubborne anfwer 
About the giuing backe the Great Scale to vs, 

The King fhall know it, and (no doubt) fhal chankeyou 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal!. 

Exeunt all but fVolfey. 

U^el. So farewell, to the little good you bearcmc. 
Farewell ? A iong farewell to all my Greatneffc. 

This is the ftate of Man; to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaues of hopes, to morrow Bloflbmes, 
And beares his btufhing Honors thicke vpon him: 
The third day, comes a Froft; a killing Froft, 

And when he thinkes, good cafic man, full furdy 
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opening m PP e»hisrootc, 
i then he fats as I do. i haue ventur d 
little wanton Eoyes that lwim on bladder?: 
many Summers in a Sea of Glory. 

J"' jjrre beyond my depth: my high-blowne Pride 
*r. n „ t i, broke vndcr me, and now ha’s left me 
w«ry and old with Seruice, to the mercy 
nf rude ftreame, that mutt for euer hide me. 

V tine porope, and glory of this World, I hate ye, 
ifeelemy heart new open'd. Oh how wretched 
h3t poorc man, that hangs on Princes fauours? 

There is betwixt that fmilc we would afpire too, 

L t fvveet Afpectt ofPrinces,«*J their ruine, 

MoreP an ? s > anc! teares thcn war ‘ c3 ’ or ww <« cn * aue t 
\ n d when he falles.he fjjllcs like Lucifer, 

Puerto hope againe. 

Enter Cromvce A ftanding amaz>ed» 

Why how now Qromwelt r 
Cron*. 1 haue no power to fpealcc Sir- 
Car- What, amaz'd 

my misfortunes ? Can thy Spirit wonder 
^nreat man fhould decline. Nay,and you weep 

[am falne indeed. 

Cram. How docs your Grace* 

Card. Why well: 

fjeuer fo truly happy, fry good Cromwell, 

1 know my lelfenow, and 1 fecle within me, 

^peace abouc all earthly Dignities, 

(lilfand quiet Confcicncc. The King ha’s cur’d rr»e, 

1 humbly thanke his Grace: and from ebefe (Boulders 
Thefe ruin’d Fillers, out of pitty, taken 
A loade, wouldflnkc a Nauy* (too much Honor.) 

0’tis a burden Cromwel , 'tis a burden 

Too heauy for a man, that hopes for Hcaucn. 

Crcm. I am glad your Grace, 

Ha’s mane that right vfe of it. 

Card „ I hope I haue: 
lam able now (me thinkes) 

(Out of a Fortitude of Soule, I fcele) 

Toendure moreMrfcries, and greater farre 
Then my Weakc-hcarted Enemies, dare offer. 
WhatNcwcs abroad? 

Cram. The heauieft, and the 
Isyour difpleafure with the King. 

Card. Godbleflfehim* 

Crom . The next is, that Sir Thomas Moore is chofen 
Lord Chancellor, in your pl/ce. 

Card. That’s fomewhv fodain. 

But he's a Learned man. May he continue 
LonginhisHighncfle fauour, and doluftice 
ForTruths-fake^and his Confcience; that his bones. 
When he ha’s run his courfe, and fleepes in BiefTmgs, 
May haue a Tombe of Orphancs tcares wept on him. 
What more? 

Crom. That Crautner is return’d with welcome 5 
Mail’d Lord Arch-byfliop ofCantcrbury* 

Card. I hat’s Newes indeed. 

Crom. Laft, that the Lady u 4 vne y 
Whom the King hath in fecrecic long married. 

This day was view’d in open, as his Qiiecnc, 

Going to Chappell: and the voyce is now 
Oocly about her Corronation. 

Card. There was the waight that pulFd me downe. 
0 Cromwell , 

The King ha’s gone beyond me: AH my G lories 
In that one woman, I haue loft for euer. 


No Sun, fhall euer vfher forth mine Honors, 

Or gilde againe the Noble Troopes that weighted 
Vpon my fmiles* Go get thee from me Cromwel y 
I am a poore falne man, Ynworthy now 
Tobethy Lord, and Mafter. SeekeiheKing 
(That Sun, I pray may neucr fee) I haue told him, 

What, and how true thou art 5 he will aduance thee: 
Some little memory of me, will ftirre him 
(I know his Noble Nature) not to let 
Thy hopefull feruice perifh too. Good Cromwell 
Negleii him not; make vfc now, and prouide 
For thine owne future fafety. 

Crom. O my Lord, 

Mutt I then leaue you ? Muft I needes forgo 
So good, fo Noble, and fo rruc a Mafter ? 

Beare witneffe, all that haue not hearts.of Iron, 

With what a forrow Cromwel leaues his Lord. 

The King (Ball haue my fcruice $ but my prayres 
For cuer, and for cuer {Ball bey ours. 

Card. Cromwel , I did not thinke to (lied 3 teare 
In all my Miferies: But thou haft forc’d me 
(Out ofchy honeft truch) to play the Woman. 

Let’s dry our eyes: And thus farrc heare me Cromwef 
And when I am forgotten, as J {Ball be, 

And fleepe ill dull cold Marble, where no mention 
Of me, moreimift be heard of; Say* taught thec; 

Say iVolfey, chat once trod the wayes ol Giory, 

And founded all theDepths,and ShoalesofHonor, 
Found thee a way (out of his wracke)to rife in : 

A lure, and fate one, though thy Mafter mift it. 

Marke buc my Fall, and tha^ that Ruin’d me: 

Cromwef 1 charge thee, fling away Ambition, 

By that finne fell the Angels: how can man then 
(The Image of his Maker ) hope to win by it ? 

Loue thy (elfe laft, chcrifB thofe hearts that hate thee; 
Corruption wins not more then Honcfly. 

Still in thy right hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filcnce enuious Tongues. Be iuft,and fearc not; 

Lee all the ends thou aym'ft at, be thy Countries, 

Thy God?,and Truths. Then if thou fall’ft(0 Cromwell) 
Thou falfft a blefled Martyr. 

Serue the King: And pry thee ieade me in: 

There take an Inucntory of all I haue, 

To the laft peny, ’cis the King*. My Robe, 

And my Integrity to Hcauen, is all, 

I dare now call mine owne. O Cromwel^ Cromwel , 

Had I but feru’d my God, with halfc the Zcale 
I feru’d my King : he would not in mine Age 
Haue left me naked to mine Enemies. 

Crom. Good Sir, haue patience. 

Card. So I haue. Farewell 
The Hopes of Courr, my Hopes in Hcauen do dwell. 

Exeunt. 



Enter two Gentlemen i meeting one another. 

1 Y are well met once againe. 

2 So are you. 

1 You come to take your (Bind heere, and behold 
The Lady Anne >pafle from her Corronation. 

2 ^Tis 
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% # Ti* all my bufinefle. At our laft encounter,* 

The Duke of Buckingham came from his Triall. 

1 'Tis very true. But that time offer’d forrow. 

This generality. 

2 ’Tis well : The Citizens 

I am fure hauc fhewnc at full their Royall minds. 

As let'em hauc their rights they are cuer lot ward 
In Celebration of this day with Shewcs, 

Pageants, and Sights of Honor, 

1 Neuer greater. 

Nor lie affureyou better taken Sir. 

2 May I be bold to aske what that containcs. 

That Paper in your hand. 

I Yes/tis the Lift 

Of thofe that claime their Offices this day. 

By cuftome ofthc Coronation. 

The Duke of Suffolke is the firft„and claimcs 
To be high Steward; Next the Duke of Norfolke, 

He to be Earle Marfhall :you may reade the reft. 

I I thankc you Sir: Had I not known thofe cuftoms, 
I ftiould haue beene beholding to your Paper : 

But I bcfeech you,what’s become of Katbtrive 
The Princcffe Dowager? How goes her bufinefle ? 

I That I can tell you too. The Archbiihop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned,ansi Reuerend Fathers of his Order, 

Held a late Court at Dunftablc; fixe miles off 
From Ampthill,where the Princeffe lay, to which 
She was often cytcd by thematic appear’d not: 

And to be (hort, for not Appcarance,and 
The Kings late Scruple, by the maine a (Tent 
Of all tbefe Learned men, (lie was diuorc’d, 

And the late Marriage made of none effedl: 

Since which, ffic was remou’d toKymmalcon, 

Where fheremaines now fickc. 

•2 Alas good Lady. 

The Trumpets found : Stand clofc, 

The Qucene is comming. Ho-boycs . 

The Order of the Coronation. 


1 A lively Flotirijb of Trumpets. 

2 7 hen, two Iudges. 

J Lord Chancellor, wtth Purfe and iJMacc before him . 

4 Q^irriftcrs figging. Muficke. 

5 Maior of London, bearing the Mace. Then Garter, in 
his Coate of Armes 3 and on hu head he wore a Gilt Copper 
(frowne. 

6 Marquefle Dorfct shearing a Scepter of Gold , on his head , 
a Demy Coronall ofCj old. With him , the Far le of Surrey, 
bearing the Rod of Stiver with the Doue y Crownedwith an 
Earles Coronet. Collars ofEffes. 

7 Duke of Suffolke, in his Rcbe ofEfiateJois Coronet on his 
he ad,bearing a long white IP and ^ aj High Steward . (Pith 
him,the Duke of Norfolke, with the Rod of Marfhaljhip, 
a Coronet on his head. Collars ofSffcs . 

8 A Canopy, borne byfiure of the Cinque- Ports, vnder it 
the Qpteene in her Robe,\ in her haire, richly adorned with 
Tearle^Crowned. On each fideheryhe Bifhops ©/London, 
and Winchefter. 

9 The Olde Dutcheffe of Norfolke,* inaCoronall of Cjold y 
wrought with Flowers,bearing the Queencs Tratne. 

70 Certaine Ladies or Countelles, with plaine Circlets of 
Cjold,'Without Flowers . 

Exeunr, fir ft puffing oner the Stage in Order and State, and 
then ,A great Flotirifh of Trumpets . 


now: 


a ARoyallTrainebdeeue^ThdTrir 

Who’s that that beares the Scepter ? * n c 

1 Marquefle Doriet, 

And that the Earle ofSurrey,with the Rod. 

2 A bold brauc Gentleman. That fho.iU l 
T he Duke of Suffolke. 

1 Tis the fame; high Steward. 

2 And that my Lord of Norfolke? 

1 Yes. 

2 Heauenblfflcthec, 

Thou hafl the fweeteft face I cuer look’d on 
Sir,as I hauc a Soule,{hc is an Angeil • 

Our King ha s all the Indies in his Armcs 
And more, and richcr,when he ftraincs that Lad 
I cannot blame his Confidence. ^ 

1 They that bcare 

The Cloach of Honour oucr her,are fourcBamn 
Ofthe Cinque Ports. 

2 Thofe men are happy, 

And fo are all,arc neerc her. 

1 take it,fhe that carries vp the Traine, 

Is that old Noble Lady^utchefle of Norfolke, 

1 It is,and all the reft are Countelles. 

2 Their Coronets fay fo. Thcfc arc Starres indeed 

And fometimes falling ones. J 

2 No more of that* 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

1 Godfaueyou Sir- Where haue you bin broiling: 

3 Among the crow’d ikh’Abbey, where a finger * 
Could not be wedg’d in more: I am ftifled 

With the meere rankneffe of their ioy. 

2 You faw the Ceremony? 

3 That I did. 

1 How was it? 

3 Well worth the feeing. 

2 Good Sir,fpcakc it to vs? 

3 As well as 1 am able. The rich ftreame 
Of Lords,and Ladies, hauing brought the Queene 
To a prepar’d place in the Quire., fell off 

A diftance from her; while her Grace fatedownc 
To reft a while, fome halfcan home, orfo, 

In a rich Chaire of St2te, oppofing freely 
The Beauty of her Perfon to the People. 

Belceue me Sir, (lie is the goodlieft Woman 
That euer lay by man : which when the people 
Had the full view of, fuch a noyfe arofe* 

As the ffirowdes make at Sea, in a ftiffcTempeft, 

As lowd,and to as many Tunes* Hats^Cloakcs, 
(Doublets, I thinke) flew vp, and had their Faces 
Bin loofe, this day they had becneloft. Such ioy 
I neuer law before. Great belly’d women, 

That had not halfea weeke togo,likeRammes 
In the old time of Warrc, would (hake thepreafe 
And make ’em reele before ’em. No man liuing 
Could fay this is my wife there, all were wouen 
So ftrangelv in one pecce. 

2 But what follow’d ? 

3 At length, her Grace rofe,and with modeft paces 
Came to the Altar^whcrc (he knecl’d,and Saint-like 
Caft her faireeyes to Heauen,aod pray’d deuoutly. 
Then rofe againe,and bow'd her to the people: 
When by the Arch-byfhop of Canterbury, 

She had all the Royall makings of a Queenc; 

As holy Oyle, Edward Confeffors Crowne, 

The Rod,and Bird of Peace,and all fuch Emblem** 
Laid Nobly on her: which perform’d, the Qmre 
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^rrtCi Muficke ofthe Kingdomc, 

^ ,,h th<r f'«ng TtOettm. Sofheparced, 

T°S e h [lie lame full State pac’d bac»;e againc 
^Y^jjc-Place, where the Fcafl is held. 

, 1 no more call it Yorke-place,that’s pa ft: 

^° U fin£Cthe Cardinall fell, that Titles loft, 

SS che Kings, and call’d Whuc.HalU 
. i know it: 

Bu : tis f<> lately alter’d, that the old name, 
i.frclh about me. 

‘ VVhat twoReueiend Byfhops 
’ thofe that went on each fide of the Queenc? 

* l Seeley and Gardiner, the one ofWinchcfter, 
preferr’d from the Kings Secretary: 

The other London. 
z Hcot Winchefter 

[iheld no great good louer of the Archbisliops, 

rnj vertuous Crnnv~.tr. 

, All the Land knowesthat: 

H 0 w euer,yet there is no great breach, v«Aien it comes 
fntenur will findc a Friend will not (htinke from him. 

^ t Who may that be,! pray you. 

1 Thomas Crmwell, 

Amsn in much efleeme with th’King, and truly 
A worthy Friend. 1 he King ha’s made him 
Mailer o th’Iewell Houfc, 

And one already of the Priuy Councelh 

2 He will deferue more. 

^ Yes without all doubt. 

Come Gentlemen yc fhall go my way. 

Which is co’th Court, and there yc fhall be my Gucfts: 
Something I C3n command. As I walkc thither. 

He tell ye more. 

Both. You may command vs Sir. Exeunt. 



Enter Katherine Dowager, ficke, lead between Cjriffitb, 
her Gentleman t'Jbsr, and Patience 
her Wo man. 

Crif. How do’s yourGrsce ? 

Kath. G Griffith } ficke to death : 

My Legges like loadcn Branches bow to’th’Earth, 
Willing to Icaue their burthen : Reach a Chaire, 
Sonow(mcibinkes)I feele a little calc. 

D:d’ft thou not rell me Griffith , as thou lead’d mce, 

I hat the great Childc of Honor, Cardinall Wolfey 
Was dead ? 

Grif Yes Madam: but I thanke your Grace 
Out ofthe paineyoufufler’djgaucno care too’c. 

Katb. pre*thee good Griffith^ cell/nehowhe dy’de. 
If well, he flept before me happily 
For my example. 

Gnf Well, the voyce goesM^dam, 

For after the flout Earle Northumberland 
Arrefted him at Yoi kc, and brought him forward 
Asa man forcly tainted, to bts Ar.lwer, 

He fell ficke fodainly, and grew fo ill 
Hccould not fic his Mule. 

Kath. AUspoorcman^ 

Cr/Atlaft^ with eafieilodcs, he came to Leicefter* 


Lodg’d in the Abbey * where che reuerend Abbot 
With all his Coucnc, honourably rcceiu’d him ; 

To whom he gauethefe words. O Father Abbot, 

An old man, broken with the ttormes of State, 

Is come toby his weary bones among yc; 

Giuc him a little earth for Charity, 
bo went to bed ; wheiee.agerly his fickneffe 
Purfu’d him ftill, and three nights after this. 

About the houreofeight, which he himlelfe 
Foretold fihould be his laft, full of Repentance, 
Continual Meditations, Teares,and Sorrovves^ 

He gaue his Honors to the world agen, 

His bleffed part to Hcauen,and flept in peace. 

Kath. So may he reft, 

His Faults lye gently on him 2 

Yet thus farre Griffith , giuemeleaue to fpeakchim. 

And yet with Charity. He was a man 
Of an vnbounded ftomacke, euer ranking 
Himfelfe with Princes. One that by tuggeftibn 
Ty’dcallchc Kingdome. Symonie, w r as faireplaV, 

His ownc Opinion was his Law. J’th’prcfencc 
He would fay vntruchs, and be euer double 
Both in his words, and meaning. He was neuer 
(But where he meant to Ruinc)pitcifulL . 

Hispromifes, were as he then was, Mighty : 

But his performance, as he is now. Nothing : 

Of his owne body he was ill,and gaue 
The Clergy ill example. 

Grif Noble Madam: 

Mens euill manners, liue in Braffe, their Vertucs 
Wc write im Water. May it pleafe your Highnefle 
Tohearcme fpeakehis goodnow? 

Kath . Yes good Griffith, 

1 were malicious elfe. 

Gnf. This Cardinal!; 

Though from an humble Scocke, vndoubtedly 
Was fafhion’d to much Honor. From his Cradle 
He wa$sSoho]Ier ? anda ripe,and good one: 

Exceeding wife, faire fpokcn # and perfwading: 
Lofty,and fowre to them that lou’d him not: 

But, to thofe men that fought him, fweec as Summer.* 
And though he were vnfatisfied in getting, 

(Which was a finne) yet in beftowing,Madam, 

He was molt Pnncely ; Euer witnefle for him 
Thofe cwihnes of Learning, that he rais’d in you, 
Ipfwich and Oxford: one of which/ell with him, 

Vn willing to out-hue the good that did it. 

The other (though vnfiorflh’d) yet fo Famous, 

So excellent in Arr,and ftill fo 1 ifing. 

That Chriftendome fhall euer fpeake his Vertue. 

His Ouerthrow, heap’d Happineffe vpon him: 

For then,and not till then, he felt himfelfe. 

And found rhe Bleffednefle of being little. 

And to adde greater Honors to his Age 

Then man could giue him; he dy’dc, fearing God. 

Kath . After my death, I wiflh no other Herald., 

No other fpeaker of my liuing A&ions, 

To kcepe mine Honor, from Corruption, 

But fuch an honeft Chronicler as griffitk . 

Whom I moft hated Liuing, thou haft made mee 
With thy Religious Trutb*and Modeftie, 

(Novy in his Afhes)Honor: Peace be with him® 
Patience, be ncer^ me ftill, and fet me lower, 

I hauc not long to trouble thee. Gcod Griffith, 

Caufe the Mufitians play me that fad note 
I nam’d my Knell; whil’ftl fit medicating 

/ x On 
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On that Ccelcftiall Harmony I go too. 

Sad andfolemne Lfltupckf. 

Crif. She is aflecp : Good wench,let’s fit down quiet. 
For feare wc wake her. Softly,geiule'iP<tt«Vir<v. 

• rv '’ ** S - * ^ ^ 1 

TbcVtfion. 

Enter folemncly tripping one after another, fixe Per Jon ages, 
clad in white Robts , wearing on their heades Carla nds of 
Bayes ^andgolden Vizards on their faces, Branches of Bayes 
or Valme tn their bands. They firfl Conge vnto her , then 
Dance: and at certaine Changes % the firft two hold a jfare 
Cj or land oner her Head y at which the other four e make re - 
nerend Ciirtfcs. Then the two that held the Garlandfleli- 
aer the fame to the other next twoyvbo obferue the fame or~ 
der in their Changes, and holding the Garland oner her 
head . It^hich done , they deliuer the fame (far land to the 
UJl two : who lthe wife obferae thefame Order . nsft which 
{as it were by injjnratton)[be makes {in her feepe ) fgnes of 
retoycing , and holdeth vp her hands to heauen . jT nd fofn 
their Dancing vantfh, carry ing the Garland with thern-j. 

7 he {JMtifcke continues . 

Kath a Spirits of peace,where arcyc?Areyeall gone? 
And leaue me heere in wrctchedneffc, behindeye? 

Grif Madam^wc are heere. 

Kath, It is not you I call for, / 

Saw ye none enter fincc I flept ? 

Grif None Madam. 

Katb. No? Saw you not cuen now a blcffed Troopc 
Inuite me to a Banquet, whofe bright faces 
Caft thoufand beanies vpon me,like the Sun ? 

They promis’d me eternal! Happineflc, 

And brought me Garlands [Griffith) whiefi I fcelc 
I am not worthy yet to wearc : I /hall afluredly. 

Grif lam moft ioyfull Madamjfuchgood dreames 
Poffefle your Fancy. 

Kath. Bid the Mufickc leaue, V 

They areharfhandheauy tome. Mufickc ceafes. 

Tati . Do you note 

How much her Grace is alter'd on the fodainc ? 

How long her face is drawne ? How pale (he lookes. 

And of an earthy cold? Markc her eyes ? 

Grif She is going Wench. Pray,pray. 

Pati . Heauen comfort her. 

Entc r a tJMeffenger « 

Mef And’t like your Grace-- 

Kath. Youar:afawey Fellow, 

Dcferue we no more Reucrence ? 

Grif You are too blame. 

Knowing Che will not loofc her wonted Greatncffc 
To vfefo rude behauiour. Go too,kneelc. 

Mef. I humbly do entreat your Highncffc pardon* 

My haft made me vnmannerly. There is ftaying 
A Gentleman ferrt from the King, to fee you. 

Kath . Admit him entrance Griffith. But this Fellow 
Let menc re lee againe. Exit Meffeng . 

Enter L ord Capuchins* 

If my fight fails not, j 

You ftiould be Lord AmbalTador from the Emperor, 

My Royall Nephew,and your name Capuchins , 

Cap. Madam the fame. YourSeruant. 

Kath. Omy Lord, 

The Times and Titles now aTrc alter'd ftrangely 
With me, fincc firft you knew me. 

But I pray you, 

What is your pleafure with me ? 


Cap, Noble Lady, 

Firft mine ownc feruicc to your Grace, th 
TheKings requeft.that I would vifu you C ntXt 
Who grccues much for your weakneffe La l 
S ends you his Princely Commendation’s ° 8le 
And heartily entreats you take good comfort 

Kath.O my good Lord, that comfort com. 

’Tis like a Pardon after Execution j mest0o Ut( 
Thatgentlc Phyficke giuen in time,had cur’d „ 

But now I am paft all Comforts heere h,u d mt: 
How does his Highneffe ? CjDutp »yer,. 

Cap . Madam,in good health. 

Kath. So may he euer do,and euer flourifi, 
WhenlAraU dwell with Wormes,and my po ore „ 
Bamfh d the Kmgdome. Patience , is that Lett * 

I caus’d you write, yet fent away ? 

Pat* No Madam. 

Kath. Sir,I moft humbly pray you t0 deli Ufr 
This to my Lord the King. 

Cap. Moft willing Madam. 

Kath. In which I h2ue commended to hU „„ j 
T he Modell of our chafte loues : his yonp dau.hr 
The dewes of Heauen fall thicke in Blcffiogsonh^' 
Bcfeeching him to giue her vertuous breeding **' 

She is yong, and ofa Noble modeft Nature ° 

I hope tire will deferue well; and a little ’ 

To Ioue her for her Mothers fake, that lou’d him 
Heauen knowes how deetely. ’ 

My next poore Petition, 

Is, that his Noble Grace would haue fomepiitie 
Vpon my wretched women, that fo long 
Haue follow'd both my Fortuncs/aitWulIy, 
Ofwhich there is not one, I dare auow v * 

(And now 1 fh'ould not lye) but will deferue 
For Vcrtue.and true Beautie of the Soule, 

For honeftie,and decent Carriage 
A right good Husband (let him be a Noble) 
Andfurethofe men arc happy that fhall haue ’em. 
The laft is for my men, they are the pooreft, 

(But pouerty could neuer draw ’em from me) 

That they may haue their wages,duly paid ’em, 

And fomething ouer to remember me by. 

IfHeauen had pleas’d to haue giuen me longer life 
And able meanes, we had not parted thus, 

Thefeare the whole Contents.and good my Lord,* 

By that you loue the deereft in this world, 

As you wiIh Chriftian peace to foules departed, 

Stand thefe poore peoples Friend,and vrge the Sing 
To do me this laft right. 

Cap. By Heauen I will, 

Or let me loofe the fafhion of a man. 

Kath. Ithanke you honeft Lord. Rcmemberme 
In all humilitie vnto his Highneffe: 

Say his long trouble now is palling 
Out of this world. Tell him in death I bleft him 
(For fo I will) mine eyes grow dimme. Farewell 
My Lord. Griffith farewell. Nay Patience, 

Vou mud not leaue me yet. I mnft to bed, 

Call in more women. When I am dead,good Wen^> 
Let me be vs’d with Honor,* ftrew me ouer 
With Maiden Flowers, that all the world may ki*.oW 
I was a chafte Wife, to my Graue: Embalmeme, 
Then lay me forth (although vnqueen’d) yet like' 

A Qiiecne, and Daughter to a King entcrce me* 

I can no more. 

Exeunt lending Katherine. 


Sen 
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cuter Gardiner 'Btfb'p of Mncbefier,* Page mth a Torek 
C before himymet by Sir l homa t Lottell. 

Carl- I £ ' J onc 3 clocke Boy,is’t not- 

It hath ftrooke. < J f 

Card. Thefe fhoubh'&e hourofrfor^eawikiev 
K c for delights s. Timesrepoyveofir Nature 
With comforting repoie, and not • si:.r 

wafte theft times, Good:iiqnr.e ftfuighc Sir ■fbamss* 

Whether folate ?. , 

y». Came you from the Ki;ig,roy Lord t, 

Ga r. I did Sir Thomas ,and left him ac.Pumero 
yVith the Duke ofSutfolke. 

lea. 1 mullto.hinft too . ■ : . '?'■ ~ • 

Bcforche-go robed. ] le take my leaue.-'- 
Curd, Not yet Sir 7 hem.ts LdneS : what’s the matter. 
jt feemes you are in ha^h; and if there be 
Kjocreat offence belongs coo’t, giue your Friend 
Souie touchpf your Ipte bufineffe: Affasres that walkc 
(As cky'fay Spirits do) at midnight,haue 
latheiu » wilder Nature, tl.en the bufineffc 
That feekes difpatch by day. 

lea. My Lord, 1 loue you} 

And durft commend a fecrct to your eare 

Much waightier then thir worke. The Queens i» Labor 

They fay in great Fxtremiry,and fear’d 

Shee’l with the Labour.cnd. 

Card. The fruite fire goes with 
j pray for heartily, that it may finde 
Good time,and Hue: but for the Stodce Sir Thom<u l 
Ivviffi it grubb’d vp now. 

lou. Met’ninkes I could 
Cry the Amen, and y<;c my Confcience fayes 
Shee’s a good Creature, and fweci-Ladie do’s 
Deferue out better wfthes. 

Gttrd. ButSir,Sir, 

Heareme Sir Thomas , y’arc a Gentleman 
Ofmine ownc way. I know you Wife, Religious, 
Andlet me tdl you,it will ne’re be well, 

'Twill not Sir Thomas Loudly tak t of me, 

Till CranmcryCromrvcl, her two hands,and ftice 
Slecpc in their Graucs, 

Leuell. Now Sir.,you fpeake of two 
The molt remark’d i’th'Kingdome; as for Cromwell , 
Befidetnatoftbe Icwell-Houfc,is made Matter 
O’th’Rolles, and the King* Secretary. Further Sir, 

Stands in the gap and Trade of moe Preferments, 

With which the Lime will loade him. Th’Archbyfhop 
Is the Kings hand,and cqngue,andvyh° date fpcak 
Onefyllableagainfthim ? 

Card. Yes,yes,Sir 'Ihomat, ■ - 
There arc that Date, and.I my fclfe haue ventur’d 
To fpeake my minde of him: and indeed this day, 

Sir(I may tell it you)l thinke I haue 
Incenft the Lords oWCouncell, chat he is 
(Forfo l know he is, they know he is) 

A moft Arch-Heretiquejp Pcftilence 
That docs inferSt the Land: with which, they rnoued 
Haue broken with the King, who hath fo farre 
Giuen eare to our Complaint, of .his great Grace, 

And Princely Care, fore-feeing thofc frjll Mifcjjiefes, 


Our Reaions layd before him, hath commanded 
To morrow Morning to the Councel! Boord 
He be conucntcd. He’s a ranke weed Sir Thomas, 

And we mull root him out. From your Affaires 
I hinder you too long :Good night,Sir Thomas. 

£xit Gardiner and Page. 

Lots. Many good nights, my Lord, I reft your feruaot. 
Enter King and Suffolk^. 

* King. Charles , I will play no more to night. 

My mindcsnoc-on’t,yoti are roo hard for me. 

Suff. Sir, Id id neuer win of you before* 

King. Bujr little Charles, 

Nor ilia’I i*3t when my Fancies on my play. 

Nov/ Lo'Jcl, from the Quecne what is the Newes. 

Lots, 1 could not perfon ally deliuer to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman,' 

I lent your Mcffage,whp return’d her chankes 

In the great’ft humblencffe, and defir’dyour Higluicffc 

Moft heartily to pray for her. 

King. Vyhar fay’ft thou? Ha ? 

To pray for her? What is fhc crying out ? 

Ion. So faid her woman, 3nd that her fuffrance made 
Almofteach pang,a death. 

King. Alas good Lady. 

Saf. God fafely quit her of her Burthen, and 
With gentle Trauailc, to the gladding of 
Your Highneffe with an Hcirc. 

King. ‘ Tis midnight Ch,vlet, 

Prythee to bed, and in thy Prayres remember 
Th’cftatc ofmy poore Q^eene. Leaue me alone, 

For 1 mutt thinke ofthat, which company 
Would not be friendly too* 

Stef. I wiib your Highneffe 
A quiet night,and my good Miftris will 
RetriemberAn my Prayers. 

King. Charles good night. Exit Safe Ike. 

Well Sir,what folio wes ? 

Enter Sir xinthony Demy. 

Den. Sir,I haue brought my Lord the Arch-byfliop, 
As you commanded me- 
King. Ha?Canterbury? 

Den. I my good Lord. 

King. ’Tis true: where is he Denny? 

Den. Fie attends your Highneffe pleafure. 

King. Bringhimto Vj. 

Lom. This is about that.which the Byfliop fpake, 

I am happily come hither. 

Enter Cranmer and Denny. 

King. Auoyd the Gallery. Louelfeemes tojlay 

Ha ? l haue faid. Be gone. 

What? Exeunt Lotted and Demy. 

Cran. I am fearefull: Wherefore frowues he thus ? 
’Tis his A fperft of Terror. All’s not well. 

King, How now my Lord ? 

You do defire to know wherefore 
I fent for you. 

Cran. lcismydutie 
T’attcnd your Highneffe pleafure. 

King. Pray you arife 

My good and gracious Lord ofCanrerburie: 

Come, you and 1 niuft walke a turnc together 
I haue Newes to tell you. 

Come, come, glue me your hand. 

Ah my good Lord, I greeueat what I fpeake. 

And am rightforne to repeat what followes. 

I haue,and moft vnwdlingly oflate 

x i 
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Heard many grceuous. I do fay my Lord 
Greeuous complaints ofyou; which being confider'd, 
Hauemou’d Vs,andourCouacell, that you (hall 
This Morning come before vs,whcrc I know 
You cannot with fuchfrecdomc purge your lelfe, 

But that till further Trull, in thofe Charges 
Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houfie our Towre: you,a Brother ofvs 
It fits wc thus proceed, or elfe no witneffe 
Would comeagainft you. 

Cran. I humbly thanke your Highncffe, 

And am right glad to C3tch this good occafion 
Moft throughly to be winnowed,where my Chaffe 
And Corne fhall flye afunder. For 1 know 
There’s none Hands vnder more calumnious tongues/ 
Then I my felfe, poore man. 

■King* Stand vp,good Canterbury, 

Thy Truth, and thy Integrity is rooted 
In vs thy Friend. Giue me thy hand. Hand vp, 

Prythee let’s walke. Now by my Holydame, 

- What manner of man are you ? My Lord, 1 look’d 
You would bauc giuen me your Petition, that 
'I fhould hauetane fome paincs,to bring together 
Your felfe, and your Accufcrs, and to iuue heard you 
Without indurance further. 

Cr»vs. Moft dread Liege, 

The good I ftand on, is my Truth and Honeftic: 

If they Ihall faile, I with mine Enemies 
Will triumph o’re my perfon, which I waighnot. 

Being of thofcVertues vacant. I fcarc nothing 
What can be faid againft me. 

King. Kitowyonnot 

How your ftatc ftands ith’world,with tbe.wbole world? 
Your Enemies are many, and not final!; thcinpri&iftw 
Muft bearc the fame proportion,and not cueF~ 

The Iuftice and rhe Truth o’th’qucftion carries 
The dew o’th’Vcrdicl with it; at what cafe 
Might corrupt mindes procure, Knaues as corrupt 
To fwcarc againft you : Such things haue bene done. 
You are Potently oppos’d, and with a Malice 
Of as great Size. Wcene you ofbettcrlucke, 

I meane in periur’d Witneffe, then your Mafter., 

Whofc Minifter you are, whiles hcerc he liu’d 
Vpon this naughty Earth s’Go too,go too. 

You take aPrccepitfornolcapeof danger. 

And woe yourownedeftrudfion, 

Cran . God,andyourMaiefty 
Protedf mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me. 

King. Be of good cheere. 

They lhajl qo more prciuile, then we giue way too: 
Keepe comfort to you,and this Morning fee 
Youdoappearebeforethcm. Ifthey fhall chance 
In charging you with matters, to commit you: 

The bell perfwafions to the contrary 

Faiie not to vfe, and with what vehemencie 

Th’occafion fhall inftrudt you. Ifintreaties 

Will render you no remedy, this Ring 

Deliuer them, and your Appealc to vs 

There make before .them. Looke.the goodman weeps: 

He’s honeft on mine Honor. Gods bleft Mother, 

I fweare he is true-hearted, and a foulc 
None better in nj-/ King dome. Get you gone, 

And do as I bauc bid you. Exit Craumer . 

j He ha s ftrangied his Language in his tearcs. 


Enter Olde Lady. 

Gent.within. Come backe: what meane vou > 
Lady. He not come backe, fhe tydings , 1 -, i u . 
Will make my boldneffe, manner,. Nw JmAS 
Fly o’rc thy Royall head.and fihadc thy petf 0n An S cl? 
Vnder their blcflcd wings# 

Kmg. Now by thy lookes 
I geffethy Meffage. Is theQueene dcliutrM? 

Say I,and of a boy. 

Lady. 1,1 my Liege, 

And of alouely Boy: theGod of heauen 
. Both now.and cucr bleffc her t’TisaGyrlc 
Promifcs Boyes heereafter. Sir,your Oueen 
Defires your Vifitation,and to be ^ 

Acquainted with this ftranger; ’tis as likeyou, 

A* Cherry,is to Cherry. 

King. Louell, 

Lou. Sir. 

King. Giue her an hundred Markes. 
lie to the Queene. ExHKi 

\ Lad >' An hundred Markes? By this light,He hamore 
An ordinary Groonieis for fuch payment. 

I will haue more,or feold it out of him. 

Said I for this, the Gyrle was like to him?lie 
Haue more,or eife vnfay’t: and now,wbile ’tis hot 
lie put it to theiffue. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter (franmer, Archby(hop of Canterbury. 

Cran.l hope I am not too late,and yet the Gentleman 
That was fent to me from the Councell, pray’d me 
To make great haft. AH fall ? What meanes this? Hoa? 
Who waites there ? Sure you know me? 

Enter Keeper. 

Keep. Yes,my Lord: 

But yeti cannot helpe you. 

Cron. Why? 

Keep. Your Grace muft waight till you be call’d for. 
Enter D old or 'Buts. 

Cdan. So. 

Buts. This is a Pecrc of Malice: I am glad 
I came this way lo happily. The King 
Shall vndetftand it prcfeutly. Exit In!i 

Cran . 'Tis 'But . 

The King, Phyfitian,as be paft along 
How earneftly he caft his eyes vpon me t 
Pray heauen he found not my difgrace: for certaine 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 

('God tuine their hearts, I ncuer fought their malice) 
To quench mine Honor; they would fhameto raakeme 
Wait elfe at doore: a fellow Councellor 
'Mong Boyes,Groomes,and Lackeycs. 

But their pleafures 

Muft be fulfill’d, and I attend with patience. 

Enter the Kingian A Beets , at a Windows 
ah one. 

Buts. I leftiew your Grace the ftrangeft 

King. What’s that Buts ? 

* Bun 
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Tutts. I chmke your Highneffc faw.this many a day. 

fyn. Body a me: where is it/ 

‘Butts. There my Lord: 
rhe hich promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, 

VVbo holds his State at dote ’mongft Purfeuants, 

p.gei.and Foot-boyes. 

JCin. Ha / Tis he indeed. 

I, this the Honour they doe one another ? 

Tis well there’s one abouc ’em yet; I had thought 
Thev had parted lo much honefty among em. 

At leaft good manners; as not thus to lufter 
»man of his Place, aod fo ncere our fauour 
To dar.ee attendance on their Lord fhips pleafures, 

Ld at the dorc too, like a Poft with Packers; 

L holy Mary {Butts) there’s knauery; 

alone, and draw the Cuttaine clofe: 

\Ve /ball heare more anon. 

t CoUncell Table brought in vmh C bay res andStooies, and 
diced vnder the State. Enter Lord ChanccRour , places 
bttnfelfe at the vpper end of the Tabic.on the left hand: A 
Seafe being left void abtuc htm, as for Can ter babies Seate. 
J)uke ofSuffolke, Duke of Norfolke, Surrey , Lord Cham - 
blaine , Gardiner, feat themfelues tn Order on each fide. 
Cromwell at lower end, as Secrctary. 

Chan . Speaketo thcUufineffe,M. Secretary; 

Why are wc met in Councell ? 

Crom. Pleafe your Honours, 

Th e diiefc caufe concerncs his Grace of Canterbury. 
g A rd. Ha’s he had knowledge of it? 

Crom. Yes. 

pjorf. Who waits there ? 

'Keep- Without my Noble Lords? 

Card. Yes. 

Keep. My Lord Archbilliop: 

And ha’s done balfe an houre to know your pleafures, 
Chan. Let him come in. 

Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 

Cranmer approchcs the CeuncellTabte. 

Chan. My good Lord Archbiftiop,l’m very forry 
To fit hecre at this prefcnt,and behold 
ThatChayre ftand empty: But weall aretnen 
In out owne natures fraile,and capable 
Of our fldhjfew are Angels; out of which frailty 
And want of wifcdorae.you that beft ffiould teach vs, 
Hauemifdemean’d your felfe,andnot a little: 

Toward the King firft, then his Lawes, in filling 

The whole Realme.by your teaching & your Chaplaincs 

(For fo we are inform’d) w ith new opinions, 

Diuers and dangerous; which are Herefies; 

And not reform’d, may proue pernicious. 

Gard. Which Reformation muft be fodaine too 
My Noble Lords; for thofethat tame wild Horfes, 

Pace ’em not in their hands to make ’em gentle; 

’But flop their mouthes with ftubborn Bits & fpurrc ’em. 

Till they obey the mannage. If we fuffer 

Out of our eafineffe and childifh pirty 

To one mans Honour, this contagious fickncffe; 

Farewell all Phyficke: and what followes then ? 
Commotions, vprores, with a generall Taint 
Ofthc whole State; as of late dayes our neighbours. 

The vpper Germany can dccrely witneffe: 

Yet frelhly pittied in our memories. 

Cran. My good Lords; Hitherto,in all thcProgrcflc 
Both of my Life and Office,I haue labour’d. 

And with no little ftudy, that my teaching 


And the ftrong courfe of my Authority, 

Might goe one way,and fately;and the end 
Was euer to doc well; nor is there liuing, 

([ fpeakc it with a fingle heart, my Lords) 

A man thac more detefts,more ftirres againft. 

Both in hi, priuate Confidence, and hi, place. 

Defacer, of a publique peace then 1 doc: 

Pray Heauen the King may neuer find a heart 
With Icfle Allcgeance in it. Men that make 
Enuy, and crooked malice, nourifbnient; 

Dare bite the beft. 1 docbefeech your.LordCbips, 

That in rhis cafe of Iuftice, my Acculcrs, 

Be what they will, may ftand forth face to face. 

And freely vrge againtt me. 

Sujf. Nay, my Lord, 

That cannofbe;you arc a Counfellor, 

And by that vei tue no man dare accule yoti (ment, 

Gard. My Lord,becaurfe wc haue bufines ofmorc mo- 
We will be (hort with you, Tis his Highneffc pleafure 
And our conlent,for better uyall ofyou, 

From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Wherebemg but a priuate man ag-aine, 

Youftiall know many dare accufe you boldly. 

More then (1 feare) you are prouided for. 

Cran. Ah my good Lord of winchefler : I thankeyou, 
You are alwayes my good Friend, if your will paffe, 

I fhall bothfindcyour Lordfhip, Iudge and Juror, 
Youarcfomercifull. I fee your end, 

‘Tis my vndoing. Loue and meckencffe. Lord 
Become a Churchman, better then Ambition : 

Win ftraying Soules with modefty againe, 

Caft none away: That I fEal! cleere my felfe, 

Lay all the weight ye can vpon my patience, 

I make as little doubt as you doe confidence. 

In doing dayly wrongs. I could fay more. 

But reucrence to your calling,makes me inodeft. 

Card, My Lord, my Lord, you are a Sectary, 

That's the plaine truth; your painted gloffe dilcouers 
To men that vnderftand you, words and weaknefl’e. 

(from. My Lord oilKinchefier,y'zxt a little. 

By your good fauour,too fharpe;Men fo Noble, 

How euer faultly,yet fibould finde refpeft 
For what they haue beene: 'tis a cruelty. 

To load a falling man. 

Gard. Good M. Secretary, 

I cry your Honour nicrcie; you may worft 
Of all this Table fay fo. 

Crom. Why my Lord? 

Gard. Doe not 1 know you for a Fauourer 
OfthisnewSeft? yc arc not found. 

Crom. Not found? 

Gard. Not found I fay. 

Crom, Would you were halfc fo honeft .• 

Mens prayers then would feeke you,net their fearcs. 

(yard. I fhall remember this bold Language. 

Crom. Doe. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Cham. This is too much; 

Forbeare for ihamc my Lords. 

Gard. I haue done. 

Crom. And I. 

Cham. Then thus for you my Lord, it ftands agreed 
I take it, by all voyce*: That forthwith. 

You be conuaid to th’Tower aPrifoner; 

There to rematne till the Kings further pleafure 
Be knownevntovs: are you all agreed Lords, 

All 
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AU. We arc. 

Cran . Is there no other way of mercy, 

But I muftneeds to th' Tower my Lords? 

Card. What other. 

Would you expert ? You are ftrangely troublefomc: 
Let fome o’th’ Guard be ready there. 

Enter the Guard, 

Cran. Forme? 

Mufti goe like a Traytor thither? 

Gard. Receiuehim, 

And fee him fafci’th’Tower. 

Cran . Stay good my Lords, 

I haue a little yet to fay. Lookc there my Lords, 

By vertuc of that Ring,I take my caufc 
Out of the gripes of cruell men.and giue it 
To a meft Noble Iudge,thc King my Maifter. 

Cham. This is the Kings Ring. 

Sur. ’Tis no counterfeit. 

Suff. ’Ts the right Ring.hy Hcau’mltoJdyeall, 
When we firft put this dangerous flonea rowling, 

’T wold fall vpon our fclucs. 

Norf. Doc you thinkemy Lords 
The King will fuffer but the little finger 
Ofthisman to be vex’d? 

Cham. Tis now too cercainc; 

How much more is his Life in value with him? 

Would I were fairely out on’t. 

Cram. My mind gaue me. 

In feektng tales and Informations 
Againft this ma^whofehonefty theDiucll 
And his Difciplcs onely enuy at, 

Ye blew the fire that burnes yc: now haue at ye. 

Enter King frowning on them, takes hit Seats. 

Card- Dread Soueraigne, 

How much are we bound to Heauen, 

In dayly thankes; that gaue vs fuch a Prince; 

Not onely good and wife, but moftreligious; 

One that in all obedience, makes the Church 
The cheefe ayme ofhis Honour, and to ftrengthen 
That holy duty out of dearc refpcift. 

His Royal! fclfe in Iudgement comes to heare 
The caufc betwixt her, and this great offender. 

Kin. You were euer good at lodaineCommendations, 
Rifhop of tyinckeftcr. But know I come not 
To heare fuch flattery now, and in my prefence 
They arc too thin,and bafe to hide offences. 

To me yob cannot reach. You play the Spaniell, 

And thinke with wagging of your tongue to win me: 
But whatfoerc thou tak’ft me for; I'm fure 
Thou haft a cruell Nature and a bloody. 

Good man fit downc; Now let me leetheproudeft 
Hee, that dares meft, but wag his finger at thee. 

By all that’s holy,he had better ftarue, 

Then but once thinke his place becomes thee not, 

Sur. May itplcafe your Grace;—. 

Kin. No Sir,i t doe’s not pleafe me, 

I had thought, I had had men offoroc vnderflanding;, 
And wiicdornc of my Councell; butl findc none : 

Was it difaction Lords,tolct this man. 

This good man (few of you deferuc that Title) 

This honeft man,wait like a lowlic Foot-boy 
Ac Chamber dore ? and one, as great as you are? 
Why,what a Ihame was this ? Did my Commiflion 
Bid ye fo farre forget your fdues ? I gaue ye 
Power,as hewasaCounfellourtotry him. 




Not as a Groome: There’s fome of ye I ft" 

More out of Malice then Integrity, * 

Would tryc him to the vtmoft,had ye® ean ^ 

Which ye (hall neuer haue while 1 hue. ‘ 

Chan. Thus farre 

My rooft dread Soueraigne, may it likeyour r 
To let my tongue excufe all. What w aS pu rpo ^? Cfl 

Concerning his Impriionmcnt,was rather F ' 

(If there be faith in men) meant for his Tryall 
And fairc purgation to the world then malice 
I*m furc incnc. 3 

Kin. Well,well my Lords refpe& him 
Take him,and vfe him well; hee’s worthy ©fir 

I will fay thus much for him, ifaPrince * 

May be beholding to a Subied; I 
Am for his loue and feruicc, foto him. 

Make memo more adoe.but all embrace him • 

Be friends for fliame my Lords: My Lord ofr* t 
I haue a Suite which you muft not deny mee. ” " 

Jnat is,a fairc young Maid that yet wants Bantif™ 
You muft bcGodfather,and anlwerc for her. f> 
Cran. The greateft Monarch now aliuc may e ] orv 
In fuch an honour: how may I deferue it ' 5 ' 
That am a poore and humble Subiedf to you > 

Kin Come, come my Lord,ypu’d fparc yourfpoon ts 
Y ou In all haue two noble Partners with ycu : ,u > 
Ducheffe of Norfolk .?, and Lady MaiqueflcZJerjfri' w!\ 
thcl'e pleafe you? * 

Once more my Lord of fVinchefier , I charge y ou 
Embrace,and loue this man. 

Gard. With a true heart. 

And Brother; loue I doe it. 

Cran. And let Heauen 

Witnefle how deare, 1 hold this Confirmation, (hearts. 

Km. Good Man, thofe ioyfull rearcs ftiewtbytiue 
The common voyce I fee is verified 
Of thee, which fayes thus : Doc my Lord of Canterbun 
A flirewd turne, and bee’s your friend for cuer; 

Come Lords ,wc trifle time away: Hong 
To haue this young one made a Chriftian. 

As I haue made ye one Lords,one remaine: 

So I grow ftronger,you more Honour gaine, Ixemt, 



Noyfe and Tumult within : Enter Porter and 
his man. 

Tort. You’l leaueyour noyfcanon yeiRafcals: dot 
you take the Court for Parilh Garden: yc rude Shuts, 
Ieaue your gaping: 

Within. Good M. Porter l belong to th’ Larder. 
Port .Belong to th’ Gallowes, and be hangM yc Rogue: 
Is this a place to roare in ? Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree 
flaues,and ftrong ones; thefe are but Twitches to’em: 
lie fcratch your heads ;you muft be feeing Chfiftenings? 
Do you lookc for Ale, and Cakes heere, you rude 
Raskalls? 

Man. Pray Sir be patient; ’tis as much impoffible, 
Vnlefle wee fweepc ’em fiom the dore with Cannon*, 
To fcatter ’em, as ’tis to make’em fleepe 
On May-day Morning.wbich will neuer be: 

We may as well pufn againft Powles as ftirre’etn. 

Tor. How got they in,and be bang'd ? 

• Men- 


(You 


Ifli3tleno fparc Sir. 

Port. Y'ou did nothing Sir. 
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T^Iknow not,how gees iheTidt in > 

S as onefo»ndCud g elloffol..cfo«e, 

m fee (he p oore remainder) could diflnbote. 


r Z. \Z7^fi fi o,SUq V . r tcMmi, 

1 w » c(T i downc before me i but if I fpar d any 
IL had a head to hit, cither young or old, 

\ or free, Cuckold or cuckold-maker : 
i , e r menc’rc hope coleeaChineagaine, 

t d^hat I would not for a Cow, God faucher. 

Whin. Do you heare M. Porter? 
port. I (hall be with you prefcntly, good U-Puppy, 

Kecp e the dore dofeSith 3 . 

pian. What would you haue me doe? 

v 0 r. What ihould you doc. 

Rut knock ’em downc by th’dozens? Is this More lie ds 

fotnuller in ? Or haue wee fome ftrange Indian with the 
wt Toole , come to Court, the women fo befiegc vs. 
gl c (f e( ne,vvhat a fry of Fornication is at dore? On my 
r ^idianConfcienec this one Chriltening will beget a 
thoufand, here will bee Father, God-father, and all to- 

^Man. The Spoonesw-Ube the bigger Sir: There is 
afcllovv fomewhat necrc the doorc, he Ihould beaBrau- 
cr by his face, for o’my confcience twenty of the Dog- 
dayes now reigne in’s Nofc; all that ftand about him are 
vnder the Line, they need no otlter pennance: that Fire- 
Drake did I hit three times on the head, and three times 
was his Nofc dtfeharged againft mee; hee ftands there 
likeaMorter-piece to blow vs. There was aHabbcrda- 
(hers Wife of fmall wit, necrc him, that rail’d vpon me, 
till her pinck’d porrengcr fell off her head, for kindling 
fuch a combuftion in the State. 1 mift the Meteor once, 
and hit that Woman, who crycd out Clubbes, when I 
might fee from farre, fome forty Truncheoners draw to 
her fuccour, which were the hope o’th’ Scrond where (lie 
was quartered; they fell on, I made good my pbee; at 
length they came to th’ broomc ftaffe to me, I defide ’em 
fiil,when fodainly a File of Boyes behind’em,loolc (hot, 
deliuer’d fuch a fhowreof Pibbles, th-t 1 was faineto 
draw mine Honour in, and let ’em win the Workc, the 
Diuell was amongft ’em I thinke furely. 

Por. Thefe are the youths that thunder at aPlayhoufe, 
and fight for bitten Apples, thac no Audience but the 
tribulation of Tower Hill, or the Limbesof Limchoufc, 
their deare Brothers ate able to endure. I haue fome of 
’em in Limho Tatrum, and there they are like to dance 
thefe three dayes; befides the running Banquet of two 
Beadles,that is to come. 

Enter Lord Chamberlaine. 

Cham, Mercy o’me: wh 3 t a Multitude 3rc heere ? 
(They grow ftill too; from all Parts they are comming. 

As ifwc keptaFaire heere? Where are thefe Porters ? 
Thefe lazy knaues? Y’hauemadea fine hand fellowes ? 
Theres a trim rabble let in: are all thefe 
Your taiihfull friends o’th'Suburbs? We (hall haue 
Great ftore ofroomeno doubt, left for the Ladies, 

When they paffe backc from the thriftening? 

Per. And’t pleafe yourHonour, 

We are but menjand what fo many may doe. 

Not being tome a pieces, we haue done: 

AnArmv cannot rule’cm. 

Cham. Aslliuc, 

It the King blame me for’t; He lay ye all 


By th’ heeles, and fodainly rand on your heads 
Clap round Fines fc-r negledl: y’ere lazy knaues. 

And heere ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 
Ye ftrould doe Seruice. Harkethe Trumpets found, 
Th'are come already from the Chriflening. 

Go breake among the preaffe, and finde away out 
To let the Troopepaffe fairely; ox He finde 
A Marfhallley, (ball hold yc play thefe two Mcnthes. 

Tor. Make way there, for the Princeffe. 

Man. Ycli great fellow. 

Stand dole vp, or He make y.our head ake. 

For. You i’ch’Chamblet.get vp o’th’raile, 
lie pcckeyouo’rc the pales elfe. Exeunt. 


Scena Quarts. 


Enter Trumpets founding .• Then two Aldermen,L. Maior, 
Carter , CrMiner, Duke of Norfol^e with his Marfhals 
Staffe, Duke of Suffolke , two Noblemen, bearing great 
jlanding'Bowles for the Chrifl entng Gutftt: Then foure 
Noblemen bearing a (fanopy, vnder which the Dutchejfe of 
Norfolke , Godmother , bearing the Chtlderichly habited in 
a Mantle, &c. Trains borne by a Lady : Then follower 
the Triarchioneffe Dorfet, the other Cjodmother , and La¬ 
dies. The 7 roope paffe once about the Stage , and Gar¬ 
ter fpeakes. 

Gart. Heauen 

From thy cndleffe goodnefle, lend profperous life. 

Long,and euer happie, to the high aud M ighty 
Princeffe of England Elizabeth. 

Tlourifh. Enter King and Guard. 

Cran. And to your Royall Grace, & the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my felfe thus pray 
All comfort, ioy in this moft gracious Lady, 

Heauen cuer laid vp to make Parents happy. 

May hourcly fall vpon ye. 

Kin. Thanke you good Lord Archbifliop : 

What is her Name? 

Cran. Elizabeth. 

Kin. Stand vp Lord, 

With this Kifle, take my Blcfflng .• God protedl thee. 
Into whole hand, I giue thy Life, 

Cran. Amen. 

Kin. My Noble Goflips,y’haue beene too Prodigal!; 
I thanke yc heartily : So fhall this Lady, 

When flue ha’s fo much Englilh. 

Cran. Let me fpeakc Sir, 

1 For Heauen now bids me; andthewordslvtter, 

Let none thinke Flattery; for they’l finde’em Truth. 

This Royall Infant,Heauen ftillmoue about her; 

Though in her Cradle; yet nowpromifes 
Vpon this Land a thoufand thoufand Bleflings, 

Which Time (ball bring to ripenefie: She fhall be, 

(But few now limng can behold that goodnefle) 

A Patterne to all Princes liuing with her. 

And all that fhall fucceed : Saba was neuer 
More couetous of Wifcdome,and faire Vcrtue 
Then this pure Soule fhall be. All Princely Graces 
That mould vp fuch a mi ghty piece as this is. 

With all the Vet tues that attend the good. 

Shall fliilbe doubled on her. Truth (hall Nurfc her, 
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Holy and Heaucnly thoughts ftill Counfell her: 

She (lull be lou’d and fear’d. Her owne fhall bleffc herj 
Her Foes /hake like a Field of beaten Cornc, 

And hang their heads with forrow : 

Good grovves with her. 

In her dayes, Eucry Man fhall eate in fafety, 

Vnder his owne Vine what he plants; and fing 
The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours, 

God fhall be trucly knowne, and thofc about her* 

From her fha'l read the perfect way ofHononr, 

And by thofe claime their greamcifejnot by Blood, 

Nor fhall this peace flecpc with her: But as when 
T he Bird of Wonder dyes, the Maydcn Phoenix, 

Her Afhesi new create another Heyre, 

I As great in admiration as her felfc. 

So (hall fheleaueh^rBleffedneflecoOne, 

(When Heauen fhal call htr from this clowd of darknes) 
Who, from the facred Afiacs of her Honour 
Shall Star-like rij’e,as great in fame as fhc was. 

And fo Band fix’d. Peace, Plenty,Loue, Truth,Terror, 
Tim were the Scruancs to this chofen Infant, 

Shall then be hisAnd like a Vine grow to him; 

Where eucr the bright Sunnc of Heauen fhall fhine, 

His Honoured the greatneffc ofhis Name, 

Shall bc,and make new Nations. He fhall fburiCh, 
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And like a Mountain Cedar,'reach hisT^^T— 
To allthe Plaines about him: OurGbiDr hes » 
Shall fee this,and blefie Heauen. ” J ‘ ens Chi]^ 
Km. Thou fpeakefl wonders. 

Cran. She fhall be to the happinefTe ofP 
AnagedPrincefie; many dayes fhall fee he n<1. 
And yet no day without a deed to Crownc h* 
Would I had knowne no more : But fl lc n ' a , 
She tnuft, the Saints mull haueher; y et a V- ‘ ^ e » 

A mod vnfpotted Lilly /Ball (he paffe lr * In > 

To th’ ground, and all the World fhall mourn . 

Km. O Lord Archbifliop ° Urne her. 

Thou haft made me now a man, neucr befor 
This happy Child, did I get any thing. ? 

This Oracle ofcomfort, ha’sfo pleased me 
That when I aminHe 3 uen,I fhall defire ’ 

To fee what this Child does, and praife mv u » 

I thankc yc all. To you my good Lord Zior 
And you good Brethren, I am much beholding. 

I haue receiu’d much Honour by yourprefence 
And yc (Ball find me thankfull. Lead the w a .?i i 
Ye muft all fee the Queene, and (Be muft 
She willbeficke els. This day, nomanthinkc *** 
’Has bufinefle at his houfe; for all (Ball ft #y; 

This Little-One lhail make it Holy-day. £ Xe „ 


The Epilogve 


T /jr ten to one, this Thy cm never pteufi 

At!that are heere : Some come to take their cafe, 
Andflecpean A ft or two ; hit thofe wefeare 
tV*haue frighted with our Tumpsts: fo *t/s cleare. 
The) l fay tis naught. Others to heare the City 
Abus'd extreamly .and to cry that's witty , 
fVhtch me haue not done neither-, that If care 


AH the expelled good w'arc like to heare. 

For this Play at this time , is oncly in 
The merciful/ conflr till ion of good women, 

For fitch a one wefhew'd 'em: If they finite, 
And fay twill doe ; I know within a while , 
sill the befi men are ours;for *tis ill hap, 

If they bo/d } when their Ladies bid’emtty. 



The Prologue. 

I NTroy there lyes the Scene : From lies of Greece 
The Trine es Orgillous, their high blood chaf'd 
Haue to the Tort of Athensfent theirJhippes 
Fraught with theminijlers and injlruments 
Of cruell Warre: Sixty and nine that wore 
Their Qrownets Tfegall, from th'Athenian bay 
Tut forth toward Thrygia, and their voTis is made 
To ranfacke Troy, Tbithin whof&firong emures 
The rauif/d Helen, Menelaus Queene, 

With wanton Paris Jleepes , and that's the Quarrell. 
To Tenedos they come. 

And the deepe-drawing Barke do there dijgorge 
Their 'Warlike frautage: now on Vardan Tlaines 
The frefh andyet vnbruifid Greekes do pitch 
Their hraue Tauillions.Prhmsfixgated Qty, 
Dardan and Timbria, Helias» Checas, Troien, 
And Antenonidus "With mafsie Staples 
And correfponfiue and fulfilling Volts 
Stirre <vp the Sonnes of Troy. 

Now Expectation tickling skittijh Jpirits, 

On one and other fide , Troian and Greeke , 

Sets all on hazard. And hither am J come 9 
A Trologue arm'd, but not in confidence 
Of Authors pen, or Attors yoyce ; butfuited 
Jn like conditions, as our Argument • 

To tellyou (faire Beholders) that our Tlay 
Leapes ore the vaunt andfirfilings of thofe broyles, 
Beginning in the middle: flatting thence away , 

1 To what may be digefied in a Tlay : 

Like, or finde fault, do as your pleafures are, 
LfywgoodjOr bad, *tis but the chance of Warn. 
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rf'clusTrimus. ' Sccena^Prbnd, 


A- 


i *'i*V.oy 



Enter Pandarus and Troylus . ’ .. f\ 

7 roylus. 

All here my Varlcc,llc vnarme againc. 

Why fhould I warre without the wals of Troy 
That finde fuch cruell batcell here within ? 

'Each Troiaiuhat is matter of his heart, 

Let him to field, Troylus alas hath none. 

Pan. Will this geere ncre be mended ? 

7ny .The Greeks are Aroqg,& skilful to their ftrengtb. 
Fierce to their skill,and to their fiercenefle Valiant: 

But I am weak r then a womans tcare; 

Tamer then flcepe,fonder then ignorance; 

Lefle valiant then the Virgin in the night. 

And skillefle as vnpraais’d Infancie. 

Tan. Well, I hauc told you enough ofthis: For my 

part, lie not meddle nor make no farther. Hee that will 
hauc a Cake out of the Whcate, mu ft necdcs tarry the 
grinding. 

Troy. Haue I not tarried? 

Pan. I the grinding; but you muft tarry the bolting. 
Troy. Haue I not tarried? 

Pan . I the booking; but you muft tarry the lcau'mg. 
Troj. Still haue I tarried. 

Pan. 1, to the lcauening: but heeres yet in the word 
hereafter, the Kneading, the making of the ,Cake , the 
heating of the Ouen, and the Baking; nay, you muft flay 
the cooling too,or you may chance to burncyour lips. 

Troy. Patience her lelfe, whatGoddefleerclhebc, 
Doth letter blench at fufterancc.then I doe: 

At Priams Royall l able doe I fit; 

And when faire Crejftdco mes into my thoughts, 

So (Traitor) thenfhe comes,when fhe is thence. 

Pm. Well: 

She look’d yefternight fairer,then cucr I faw her iooke, 
Or any woman elie. 

Troy. I was about to tell thee,when my heart. 

As wedged with a ugh,would riuc in twainc. 

Leaf! ifeltor ,or my Father (hould perceiuc me: 

1 hauc (as when the Sunne doth light a*fcorne) 

Buried this figb,in wrinkle of a fmile: 

But fonow,that is couch’d in feeming gladnefTe, 

Is like that mirth, Fate rurnesto fudden iadoefle. 

Pan And her haire were not lomewhat darker then 
Helens well so too, there were no more comparifon be- 
tweenc the Women. But for my part lhe is my Kmfwo- 
man, I would not (as they tearme it) ptaife it,but I wold 


fome-body had heard her^lke yefterday as I did : 
not difpraife ypur fitter Cajfand^a’t wit, but_^ W 

Iroy. ©ft Pandarns 11 celt thee Pandarns ; 

When I doetcll thec^tftertMijy hopes lye drown’d • 
Reply not in,liow many F^domcs deepe 
They lyc ihd'rench’d. 1 tell thee, I am mad 
In CreJJids leue. Thou anfwer’ft fhe is Faire, 

Powr’il in the open Vlcer<of my heart, 

Her Eyes,her Haire,her Checke.hecGate.her Voice 
Handled in thy difeourfe. O chat her Hand 
(In whofe comparifon,pJJ \jvftitcs are Jnkc) 

Writing their owne reproach ^to whofe foft feizure 
. The.CigtjetsDowne is'ftafftijand fpirit of Senfe * 
Hard as thepalweof Ptopgft^tnan, This thou tel'ft me; 
As true thou tePft me, when I fay I loue her.* 

But faying tbiis,niftead ofOyie and Balmc, 

Thou lai’ft in < uery gafh chat lotle hath giuen me. 

The ftnife tftat made it. 

Pan. I fpeake no morethen truth. 

Troy. Thou do’ft nocipenkc fo much. 

Pan. Faith, He not nytddl.tijh’t : JLet her beas fheeis, 
if fhebefaire, ’tis thehc'ftef forher: andfnebenot, flic 
ha’s the mends in her oWn^ftaftds. V 

Troy. Good,Patsddrtyy Tidy* r.pw Pandsm! 

Pan. I haue had my Labour fomiry tr3uell,ill though! 
oil of her,and ill tftou'ghc o»f ofybt) :Cone betweene and 
betweene,hut knal-1 tbankes for myjgbour. 

Troy. What art, thou angry Par.-darns} uhat with me? 

Pan. Becau-fe fine’s KSure to tnCjTherefore dice's not 
.\fi? faire as Pfeleu., and flicy/erenot'kin to me, ike wouk 
be as faire onTriday, a? Hfl{# U orxSundsy. But what 
care l ? I edre not and five taaca Blpjk-a Moore, Vl 
onetorpe. V t \ ' .' ?0;Ti'AV’ 

Troy. Say I (he is not faire? 

Troy. I doe not care whether you doe or no. Shce’u 
Foolctoftay behinde her Father: Let her to the Greeks, 
and fo He tell her the next time I fee her; for my pan,Ik 
meddle normakenomore i’th’matter. 

Tray. Pandarus? Pan. Not I. 

Troy. Sweete Pandarus. 

Tan. Pray you fpeake no more to me, I will leaue all 
as I found it,and there an end. ExitPwA- 

Sound Alarum. 

TrolPezce you vngraciousClamors,peace rude founds 
Foolesonboth fides,muft needs be faire, 

When with your bloud you daily paint her thus. 

I cannot fight vpon this Argument: 
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rtoftaafdafubieft for my Sword, 

5 “ p^darus : O Gods! How do you plague me ? 
fcatwotM me to Crejfii but by Pandar, 

d he's as teachy to b ? woo ’ d to woc .’ 

^(hi is ftubborne,chaft ,againft all fuite. 

Til (pc Apollo for thy Daphnes Lone 
What Crejf(dis,whit Pandar.znA what we : 
o er bed is India, there fhe iies,a Pearle, 

Between our llimn’.and where fticc rccide* 
i r it be cold chc wild and wandring floo^, 

L t 0 e the Merchant,and this fayling Pandar, 
Ourdoubtfull hope,our conuoy and our Barke- 
U Alarum. Enter v£neas. 

Jgne. How now Prince Troylus 1 

Wherefore not afield? 

fray. Bccaufc not there; this womans anfwer fort*, 
for womanifh ic is to be from thence: 

0 iat newes ^Aneas from the field to day ? 

Jfne. That Paris is returned home.and hurt. 
fray. By vthom.nAniiis ? 
u £>;e. Treylus by MencUtts. 

■jroj. let Par/s bleed,’cis but a fear to fcorne, 

Psris is S’or’b with Afercl.uu borne. Alarum, 

ne. Harkc what good Iporc i» out cf l owne to day. 
fw. Better ac hbmc.if would I might were may: 
g utt0 the lport abroad,arc you bound thithet ? 
t/ £m. In all fwifthaft. 

fray. Come goe wee then togither. Exeunt. 

Enter Crejftdand bar man. 

Cre. Who were thofc went by? 

Mm. Queene Hecuba,znA Ilellen. 

Cre. And whether go they ? 

Man. Vp to the Eatterne Tower, 

Whofe height commands as fubiedk all the vaile, 

Tofee the batteii: Reftor whofe pacience, 
has a Vcrtuefixt.to day vCas mou’d .• 

He chides Androm.tche and ftrookehis Armorer, I 
And like as there were husbandry in Warre 
Before the Sunne rofc,hee washarneft lyte. 

And to the field goc’s he; where euery flower 
Did as a Prophet wcepc what it forfaw, 
hHeclors wrath. 

Cre. What'was his caufeofanger? 

Man. Thenoifegoes this; 

There is among the Greekcs, 

A Lord of Troian blood,Nephew to Hettor, 

Thiy call him A tax. 

Cre. Good; and what ofhim ? 

Man. They fay he is a very mat)perfe and ftandsalone. 
Cre. So do all men, vnlcflc they arc drunke, ficke,or 
hauenolcgges. 

Men. This man Lady,hath rob'd many beafls of their 
particular additions,he is as valiant as the Lyon.churlifh 
asthe Bears, flow as the Elephant: a man into whem 
naturehath fo crowded humors,thac his valour is cruflu 
into folly; bis folly fauccd with difcrction : there is no 
manhatha vertue; that hehathnota glimpfeof, nora- 
ny man an attaint, but he carricsfome ftaineof it. He is 
melancholy without caufe,and merry againft the haire, 
hee hath the ioynts of euery thing, but cuery thing fo 
outot tovnt, that hcc is a gowtic Briareus , many hands 
and no vfc; or pmblindcd Argus ,all eyes and no fight. 

Cre. But how fliould this man that makes me fmile, 
roakc/7 < ?£?0r angry? 

Man They fay he yefterday cop’d HeClor in the bat- , 
andftroke him downe,the difdaind & Ihame where- ( 


of,hath eucr fince kept Hellor fading and waking. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cre. Who comes here ? 

Man. Madam your Vncl tPandarsu, 

Cre. Heitors a gallant man. 

Man. As may be in the world Lady. 

Pan. What’s that^whaTs that? 

Cre. Good morrow Vnc\c Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow Cozen Crejfid: what do you talke 
eftgood morrow Alexander-, how do you Cozen ? when 
were you at Illium i 

Cre. This morning Vnclc. 

Pan. What were you talking ofvv hen J came? Was 
Heitor arm’d and gon ere yea came to llliutn? He Hen was 
not vp ? was fhe ? 

Cre. Heitor was gone but Hellen was not vp ? 

Pan. E’cne foj Heitor was ftirring early. 

(^re. That were we talking of,and of bis anger. 

Pan. Was he angry? . 

Cre. So be faies here. 

Pan True he was fo; I know the caufe too, heelelay 
about him to day I can tell them that,and there’s Troylus 
will not come farre behind him, let them takehectie of 

Troylus', I can cell them that coo. 

Cre. What is he angry too? 

Pan .Who Troylus 1 
Troylus is the betccr man of the two. 

Cre. Oh Jupiter-, there’s no comparifon. 

Pan. What not betweene Troylus and Heitor ? do you 
know a man ifyou fee him i 

Cre. I,if I euer faw him before and knew him. 

Pan. Well I fay Troylus is Troylus. 

Cre. Then you fay as I fay. 

For I am fure he is not Hector. 

Tan. No not Heitor is not Troylus in fome degrees. 

Cre. ’Tis luft.to fcacli of them he is himfelfe. 

P tn. Himfelferalas poore Troylus I would he were. 

Cre. So he is. 

Pan. Condition I had gonebare-footeco India. 

Cre. He is not Heitor. 

Pan. Himfelfe ? n o? hee’s not himfelfe,WouId a were 
himfdfetwcll, the Gods are aboue, tin e muft friend or 
cndrwell Troylus well, I would my heart were in her bo¬ 
dy; no, Heitor is not a better man then T\roylsts. 

Cre. Excufeme. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cre. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. Th’others not come too’r, you (hall tell me ano¬ 
ther talc when th’othcrs come too’tr Heitor lhall not 
haue his will thisyeare. 

Cre. Heftrallnotneedeic ifhe haue his owne. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. 

Cre. No matter. 

Pan. Norhisbeautie. 

Cre. '1 would not become him,his own’s betrer. 

Pan. You haue no iudgemenc Neece; Hellen her felfe 
fwore ch’other day^that 7 r^/wforabrownefauour (for 
lo risT muft confefle ) not browne neither, 

Cre. No,but browne. 

Pan. Faith to fay truth,browne and not browne. 

Cre. To fay the truth,true and not true. 

Pan. She prais’d his complexion aboue Paris. 

Cre. Why Paris hath colour inough. 

Pan. So,he has. 

Cre. Then Troylus ChovAA hauc too much,iffheprssi’d 
him aboue, his complexion is higher then his,he hauing 
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colour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a 
prailc for a good complexion,I had as lieuc HeUeus gol¬ 
den tongue had commended Troylus for a copper nole. 

Pan. Ifwearctoyou, 

Ithinke Hcllcn\outs him better then Paris. 

Cre • Then (hee’s a merry Greckt indeed. 

jan. Nay I am fure The docs,fhc came to him th’othcr 
day into the compart vvindovv,and you know he has not 
pall three or fourc haires on his chinne. 

Cref. Indeed a Tapftcrs Arithmetique may foone 
bring his particulars thereinto a cotail. 

Panel. Why he is very yong, and yet will he within 
three pound life as much as his brother Hcttor. 

Cref. Is he is fo younga man,and fo old 8 lifter ? 

Pan. But to proouc to you that HeUen loues him,(he 
came and puts me her white hand to his clouen chin# 

Cref Juno hauc mercy,ho w came it clouen ? 

Pan . Why,you know ’tis dimpled, 

I thinkehisfmyling becomes him better then any man 
in all Phrigia. 

Cre . Oh he fmiles valiantly# 

Pan. Dooes lice not? 

Cre. Ohyes,and , cwcreaclowMin jiutumne. 

Pan. Why go to thcn,but to prouc to you that HeRsn 
loucs Troylus. 

0 *- Troylus wil ftand to thee 
Proofe.ifyouleprooue it fo. 

Pun. Troylus ?why he efteemes her no more then I e- 
fteeme an addle egge. 

Cre. If you loue an addle egge as well as you louc an 
idle head,you would eate chickens i’ch’fhcll. 

Pan. I cannot chufe but laugh tothinkehow flic tick¬ 
led his chin,indeed (hee has a raarucl’s white hand I muft 


needs confefle. 

Cre. Without the racke. 

Pan. And fiiec takes vpon her to fpie a white hairc on 
his chinne. 

Cre. Alas poore chin? many a wart is richer. 

Panel. But there v^Afuch laughing, Quccne Hecuba 
laughc that her eyes ran ore. 

Cre. With Milfto*ies. 

Pan. And Cajfandra laught. 

Cre. But there was more temperate fire vndcr the pot 
of her eyes: did her eyes run ore too l 

Pan. And llellor taught. 

Cre. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pand. Marry at the white haire that Hellen fpiedon 
Troylus chin. 

Cref. And t’had becne a greenc haire, I fliould haue 


laughc too. 

Pand, They laoght not fo much at the haire,as at his 
pretty anfwcre. 

Cre. What was his anfwcre l 
Pan. Quoth fliee,hecrc’s but two and fifty haires on 
your chinncjand one of them is white. 

Cre. Thisis her queftion. 

Van d That’s true,makc no queftion of that, two and 
fifeie haires quoth bee,and one white,that white haire is 
my Father, and all the reft are his Sonnes. Ittpittr quoth 
fhc,which of thefe haires is Paris my husband ? The for. 
ked one quoth he, pluckt out and giue it him: but there 
was fuch laughing, and Hellen fo blufht, and Paris So 
chaft.and all the reft fo laughc, that it paft.j 
Cre, So let it now. 

For is has beenc a great while going by. 

Pan. Well Cozen, 


I told you a thing yefterday,think on’e. 

Cre. So I does. 

Pand. llebefworne Yu true, he will w 
an*cwercamanborneinAprill. Sound 
Cref. And He fpring vp m his teares, a nWr 
againft May. Settle 

Pan. Harkethcy are commingfrom the fi c u n 
ftand vp here and lee them, as they pa ff c towaH n? We 
gondNeece do,fwcet Ncece Crejfda. lu ®i 

Cre. At your pleafure. 

Pan. Heere,hecre,here’s an excellent place h 

may fee ntoft brauely.lle tel you them all bv theit" ^' 
as they paffc by,but marke Troylus aboue the reft R,nlCS, 

Enter ts£neas. 

Cre. Speake not fo low’d. 

Pan. That’s ts£»eas,is not thatabraueman he ’ 
of the flowers ot T roy I can you,but merke Trod * ° 
flial fee anon. ' m, T 

Cre. Who’s that i 


Enter Antenor, 

Pan. That’s Antenor, he has a fhrow’d witl cant ,, 
you,and hcc’s a man good inough, hcc’s one o’ch fJ! 
deft iudgementinTroy whofoeucr, 3 ndapropern, an(l f 
perfomwhen conies Troy Ins ? He fliew you Troj! w ' im 
if hee fee me,you (hall fee him him nod at me. 1 Ci1) 

Cre. Will he giue you the nod ? 

Pan. You (hall fee. 

Cre . If he do,tbe rich (hall baue,more. 

Enter Htllor. 

Pan. That’s Heitor, that, that,looke you,that there's a 
fellow. Goethy way //ef/or,there’s a braue man Ncecc 
O braue Heitor ! Looke how hee Iookes ?there’s a coun- 
tcnancejift not a braue man ? 

Cre. O braue man! 

Pan. Is a not ? It dooes a mans heart goodjookc you 
what hacks at c on his He Wt,Iookc you yondcr.doyou 
fee ? Looke you there ?There’s no idling,laying on,tak’t 
oft,who ill as they fay,there be hacks. 

Cre. Be thofe with Swords? 

Enter Paris. 

Pan. Swords, any thing he cares not, and the diutll 
come to him,it’s all one.by Gods lid it dooes ones heart 
good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes fori: looke 
yec yonder Nccce.ift not a gallant man to, ill not? Why 
this is braue now : who faid he came hurt hotnetoday? 
Hee’snot hurt, why this will do Hellens heart good 
now,ha?WouldIcould fee Troylus no«,youHull Try- 
list anon. 

Q-e. Whofcthat# 

Enter Hellen tee. 

Pan. That’s Helkniu,\ maruell where 7 'rojltu Is.that's 
Hclentts, J thinkehe went not forth to day:that’j(W- 
leasts. 

Cre. Can Hellenes fight Vllde i 

Pan, Helle: us no :yes hcelc fight indifferent, well,I 
maruell where Troylu* is; harke, do you nochaereihe 
people cnc Troylus i Hellenist is a Pricft. 

Cre. What Inc aking fellow comes yonder? 

Enter Tryltu. , , 

Pan. Where# Yonder ? That’s Daphobnt. Tit vy 
Ins ! Thet’s a man Ncece, hem 4 Braue TroylmM ” Iinc! 
ofChiualrie. 

Cre. Peace.forlhamepeace. . u 

Pand. Marke htm, not him : O braue Treyl #• 
well vpon him Ncece,looke you how his Sword t* 
died,and his Hclme more hackt then Heft ors,*™ ^ 


Troylus and Cre/sida, 


^Tf^dfew he goes, o admirable youth. he ne’re 

^ and twenty. Go thy way W. 

I ** l } - fter were a Grace, or a daughter a Goddeffe hee 
^ H take bis choke.. O admirable man .Paris? Parts 
^ t o him, ond I warrant, Helen to change, would 

'gt money to boo. 

Enter common Souldiers. 

r,tf Heere come more. , . f , 

v l' Alfrs.fooles, dolts,chaffs and bran, chafe and 
-oorredge after meat. I covld litre and dye t’th eyes 
b -, ’L Nc’rc looke,ne’re looke ; the Eagles arc gon, 
c 'J, aiidDawcs, Crowes and Dawes: I had rather be 
V l . as Trojlutyhen ‘AgajKemnon.and all Greece. 
^Cref- There is among the Greekes jichilles , abetter 

pray-man,a Porter,a very Camell. 

Cref. Well,well... . , 

PtH. Well,well ? V/hy haue you any difcretion?haue 
any eyes? Do you know what a man is ? Is not birth, 
h ,«»>ood (bape, difeourfe, manhood,learning,gen- 
tleoeffc, vevtue,youth,liberality,and fo forth: the Spice, 
Hid fait that feaionsa man? ^ 

Cre r i i3 minc’d man.and then to be bak d with no Date 
inthepycjfor then the mans dates out. 

Pen.' You are fuch another woman, one«tnowes not 
at what ward you lye. 

(ref. Vpon my backs, to defend roy belly; vpon my 
wit to defend my wiles ? vpp°n my fecrecy, to defend 
minehonefty; my Maske, to defend my beauty,and you 
to defend all thefe: and at alkhefc wardesT lye at, at a 
thoufand watches. 

Pm. Say one of your watches. 

Cref. Nay He watch you foe that, and that’s one of 
thecheefeftofthem too: If I cannot ward what I would 
not haue hit, 1 can watch you for telling how 1 took the 
blow,vnleflcitfwchpafthiding,and theiut’spaft wat¬ 
ching. 

Enter Boy. 

pen. You are fuch another. 

•Boy. Sir, my Lord would inftantly fpeake with you. 
Tun, Where? 

Boy. Atyourov/nehoufe. 

Fan. Good Bay tell him I comt, I doubt be bee hurt. 
Fareyc well good Neece. 

Cref. Adieu Vnklt. 

Pan. lie be with you Ncece by and bye 
Cref. To bring Vnkle. 

Tan. I, a token from Troylus . 

Cref. By thefametokcnjyouareaBawd. Exit Pand. 
Words, vowes, gifts, tcarcs, Si loucs full facrificc, 
Heoffcrs tnanothers enterprife: 

Butmore in Trojltu thoufand fold 1 fee. 

Then in the glafle of T<tn<hr% praife may be; 

Yet hold I off. Women are Ange U wooing > 

Things won are done, Voyesfoulc lyes in the dooing: 

That (he belou’d,khowes nought,that knovves not this.; 
Men prize the thing vngaufd, more then it is. 

That (he was neucr yet, that cuer knew 




Louegot fo fweet, as when defire did fuc : 

Therefore this maxime out of loue I teach ; 

"-dtchietiement , is command • vngaind, bcjiech. 

That though my hearts Contents firmc loue doth beare. 
Nothing of that &all from mine eyes appeare. Exit. 


Senet. Enter Agamemnon^Nefter, VlyffeStDiome. 
des,Afenelans,mth others. 

jigam. Princes: < 

What greefe hath fet the Iaundies on your chcckes f 

The ampl e propofition that hope makes 

In ail defignes,.begun on e arth below 

Fayles in the promift largenefle: checkes anddifafters 

Grow in the veines of actions higheft rear’d. 

As knots by the conflux of meeting lap, 

Infctf the found Pine,and diuerts his Grain* 

Tortiue and erafit from his courfe of growth. 

Not Princes, is it matter new to vs. 

That wc come fhort of our fuppofe fo farre, 

That after feuen yeares fiege, yet Troy Walles ftandj 
Sith cuery atftion that hath gone before^ 

Whereof we hauc Record,Triall did draw 
Bias and thwart, not anfwtring the ayme: 

And that vnbodierl figure of the thought 

That gauc’t furroifed fhape. Why tlien(you Princes) 

Do you with chcekes abafli’d, behold our workes. 

And thinke them fliame, which are (indeed)nought elfe 
But the protratftiuc triaisotgreat loue, 

To finde perfiftiue conftancie in men ? 

The fineneflc of which Mettall is not found 
In Fortuocs loue: for then, the Bold and Coward, 

The Wife and Foolc, the Artift and vn-read. 

The hard and fofc, feeme all aftin’d,aud kin. 

But in the Wince and Tcropeft of her frowne, 

Diftiti6Iion with alowd and powrefull fan. 

Puffing at all, winnowes the light away 5 
And what hath roaffc, or matter by it fclfe. 

Lies rich in Vcrtue, and vnmingled. 

Nettor. With due Obferuance of thy godly feat, 
Great Agamemnon, Ntfior fhall apply. 

Thy lateft words. 

InthereproofcofChance, / 

Lies the true proofe of men: The Sea being fmooth, 

How many (hallow bauble Boates dare fade 
Vpon her patient breft, making their way 
With tliofc of Nobler bulke ? 

But let the Ruffian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle 7 “&*ffef,and anon behold 
The firong ribb’d Barke through liquid Mountains cut, 
Bounding betweene the two moyft Elements 
LikcPer/ew/ Horfe. Where’s then thefawey Boate* 
Whofe weake vntimber’d fidcs but cuen now 
Co-riual’d GreatnefTe ? Either to harbour fled, 

Or made a Tofte for Neptune. Euenfo, 

Doth valours (he w,and valours worth diuidc 
I11 ftormes of Fortune. 

For, in her ray and brightneffe. 

The Heard hath more annoyance by the Brieze 
Then by the Tyger: But, when the fplitting winds 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oakes, 

And Flies fled vnder fhade, why then 
The thing of Courage, 

As royvi’d with rage, with rage doth fympathize. 

And with an accent tun’d in felfe-fame key. 

Retyres co chiding Fortune, 
tf Tlyf. Agamemnon; 

Thou great Commander, Nerue, and Bone ofGrecce, 
Heart ofourNumbers, fouie,and onely fpirit. 

In whom the tempers, and the mindcs of all 
Should be fliut vp jHeare whar Vlyffes fpeakes, 

Bcfides the applaufe and approbation 
The which moft mighty for thy place and fway* 

f _And 















































































Troy hs and Cre/sida. 


And thou moft reuerend for thy ftretcht-out life, 

I giue to both your fpeeches: which were fuch, 

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold vp high in Braffe: and fuch againe 
As venerable Neftor (hatch'd in Siluer) 

Should with a bond of ayre,ftrong as the Axletree 
In which the Heaucns ride, knit all Grcekes cares 
To his experienc’d tongue: yetletitpleafcboth 
(ThouGreat,and Wile) to heare Vljjfes fpeake. 

Aga. Spe3k Prince of Ithaca., and bc't of leffe expect: 
That matter needlefTe ofimportlclTe burthen 
Diuide thy lips ; then we arc confident 
When ranke Thtrfttes opes his Mafiickc iawes. 

We (hall heare Muficke, Wit,andOraclc.i 

ZHjf. Troy yet vpon hi* bafis had bene downc, 

And the great Hetiors (word had lack’d a Maftcr 
But for thefe inftances. 

The fpecialty ofRule hath beene neglected ; 

And Iooke how many Grecian Tents do Hand 
Hollow vpon this Plaine,lo many hollow Factions. 
When that the Generali is not like the Hiue, 

To whom the Forragerslhall all repaire, 

What Hony is expedted? Degree being vizarded, 
Th’vnworthieft Ihcwcs as fairely in the Maske. 

The Heaucns tbemfclues, the Planets, and this Center, 
Obferue degree, priority,and place, 

Infifture, courfe, proportion, feafon, forme. 

Office, and cuftome, in all line of Order: 

And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol 
In noble eminence, enthron’d and fphear’d 
Amid’ft the other, whofe med’cinable eye 
Corre&s the ill Afpedfs of Planets euill, 

And poftes like the Command’ment of a King, 

S 3 n» checke, to good and bad. But when the Planets 
In euill mixture to diforder wander. 

What Plagues, and what portents,what mutiny ? 

What raging of the Sea? fhaking of Earth ? 

Commocion in the Windcs? Frights,changes, horrors, 
Diuert, and cracke, rend and deracinate 
The vnity, and married calme ofStates 
Qijite from their fixure ? O, when Degree is flaak’d, 
(Which is the Ladder to all high defignes) 

The enterprizeisficke, How could Communities, 
Degrees in Schooles, and Brother-hoods in Cities, 
Pcacefull Commerce from diuidable flaores, 
Theprimoger.itiuc, and due of Byrth, 

Prerogatiue of Age, Crownes, Scepters, Lawrds, 

(But by Degree) Hand in Aothentique place? 

Take but Degree away, vn-rune that firing, 

And hearke what Dilcord followes: each thing meetes 
In meerc oppugnancie. The bounded Waters, 

Should lift their bofomes higher then the Shores, 

And make a foppeofall this folid Globe : 

Strength lhould be Lord ofimbecility, 

And the rude Sonne fhould firike his Father dead: 

Force fhould be right, or rather, right and wrong, 
(Bctweene whofe cndleffe iarre.Iuftice recidcs) 

Should loofehcr names, and fo fhould Iufiice too. 

Then cuery thing includes it lelfe in Power, 

Power into Will, Will into Appetite, 

And Appctite(an vnruerfall Wolfe, 

So doubly feconded with Will, and Power) 

Mult make perforce an vniuerfall prey. 

And laft, eate vp himfelfe. 

Great Agamemnon : 

This Chaos, when Degree is fuffocate. 


Followes the choaking: 

And this negledtion of Degree, is it 
That by a pace gees backward in a purpofe 
It hath to dimbe. The Generali’s difdain’d 
By him one ftep below; he, by the next 
That next, by him beneath: fo cuery ftc p 
Exampled by the firft pace that is ficke 
Of bis Superior, growes to an enuious Fean., 
Ofpale, and bloodlefle Emulation. 

And ’tis thi s Feauet that keepes Troy on f 00te 
Not her owne finewes. To end a tale oflcn et h 
Troy in our weakneffe liues, not in her ft«no»h 
Neft. Moft wifely hath Vljffts hecre dUcfnrfd 
The Fcaucr, whereof all our power is fickc : *• 

Haumg his eare full ofhis ayery Fame, * 

Growes dainty of his worth, and in his Tent 
Lyes mocking our defignes. With him, fatroeiu. 
Vpon a lazie Bed, the liue-Iong day 
Breakes fcurrill lefts, 

And with ridiculous and aukward aflibn 
(Which Slanderer, he imitation call’s) * 

He Pageants vs. Sometime great Agamemnon 
Thy toplcflc deputation he puts on; ' 

And like a ftrutting Player, whofe conceit 
Lies in his Ham-firing, and doth thinke it rich 
To heare the woodden Dialogue and found 
’Twixt his ftretcht footing, and theStaffol 3 o e 

Such tobepittied, and orc-rdledleeming b * 

He ads thy GreatnefTe in: and when hefpeake* 

’Tis like a Chime a mending. With tearmesvnfquar’d 
Which from the tongue of roaring Tnbon dropt ‘ 
Would kemes Hyperboles. Ac tHisFufly ftuffe * 

) he large Achilles (on his preft,bed lolling) * 
From hi« deepe Chefi, laughes out a lowdappla U f e 
\ Cries exet lleiit, ’tis Agamemnon iuft. 

/ Now play me Nefior ; hum, and firoke thy Beard 
1 As he, being dreft to fome Oration: 

That’s done, as neere a* the extreameft ends 
Of paralels; as like, as Vulcan and his wife. 

Yet god Achilles ftill cries excellent, 

’Tis Kcftor right. Now play him (me) Patroclm , 
Arming to anfwer in a night-Alarme, 

And then (forfooth) the faintdcfe&s of Age 
I^uft be the Scene ofnayrth, Co cough, and fpit, 

/(nd with a palfie fumbling on Mis Gorget, 

Shake in *nd out thcRiuet: and at thisfport 
Sir Valour dies; cries,Oenough Patroclm ,i 
Or, giue me ribs ofSteele, I fhallfplitall 
In pleafure of my Spleenc. And in this fafhion, 

All our abilities, gifts, natures, fiaapes, 

Seuerals and generals of grace exa&, 

Atchieuments, plots, orders, preuention*. 
Excitements to the fidd, or fpeech for truce, 
Succefle or lofle, what is.or is not, femes 
As ffoffe for thele two, to make paradoxes. ° 

Neft. And in the imitation of thefe twaine. 

Who (as Vljjfes fayes) Opinion crownes 
With an Imperiali voyce, many are inferft: 

Aiax is growne felfc-will’d, and beares his head 
In fuch a reyne. in full as proud a place 
As bfoad Achilla j and keepes his Tent like him; 
Makes fadhou* Feafts,railes on our fiate ofWarre 



Troylus and Crefsida, 


, an Oracle, and 


** who f e Galt coinc* flinders like a Mint, 

A fla “ ’ h vs m companions with dart. 

T ° m * kcn ani| diicrcdit our ^polure, 

v i,e foeuerirounded . to with danger* 

«■> “ d 

* Vv'ileJomc » nomeoibn of the W atre, 

C ° fall orcfciciice, and efiteme no atf e 
!° te d olW : The ftill and mentall pans, 

6ut 1 lo confine how many hands fnall firiKe 

21 fiSe call them by allure 

nftaeit obfetoaot toy le, the Eotnucs waight, 

1’this hath not a fingers dignity : , 

it! oil thisBed-wotke, M 3 p P ’ry,Clo(Tct-V arte: 

! hat the Ramme that batters downe the wall, 
r. r ,he great fwing and ludencffect his pP iz - e i 
Lyplacebefcre his hand that made toe engine, 

Q r ,hole that with the foeoefle of their foulcs, 
gyReafon guide his execution. 
y 0. Let this be giantfd^and Achilles boric 

Makes many Thetis lonncs, 

Jm. What Trumpet ? Looke MeneUns. 

Men. From Troy. Enter v£nc<ts. 

Asa. What would you ’rore our 1 ent. 

Jfctte. Is this great Agamemnons Tcnc,( prayyou l 
Afa. Euenthis. 

t/£tie. May one that is a Herald, anti a Prince, 
n o8 taire mefiage to his Kingly cares ? 

Asa With furcty (honger then Achilles arme, 

•Fore all the Greckifti heads, which with one voyce.. 

fall AlAtnemnon Head and Generali. 

j£ne. Faire le-ue, and large fecurity. How may 
A ftranger to thofc moft Imperial lookes. 

Know them from eyes of other Mortals' 

AvA. How? 

«J W . 1:1 aske, that I might waken reuerencc. 

And on the checkebe ready with a blufh 
Model! as morning, when (he coldly eyes 

TheyouthfullPhccbus: 

Which is that Goci in office guiding me... 

Which is the high and mighty Agwemnw ? 

Aga. This Troyan fcornesvs^r the men ot Troy 
Are ceremonious Courtiers. 

t/Eni. Courtiers as free, as debonnaire ; vnarm u, 

As bending Angels: that's their Fame, in peace : 

But when they would feeme Souldicrs, they haue gahes, 
Good armes, ftrong ioynts, true fwords,& Iohcs accord. 
Nothing fo full of heart. But peace tyfcnctUj 
Peace 1 loyan, lay thy finger on thy lips. 

The worthinefle ofpraiiediftaineshis worth : 

If that he praisM himfelfe, bring the praife forth. 

But what the repining enemy commends. 

That breath Fame b!owes,tbat praife foie pure crawfceds. 
Aaa. Sir,you ofTroy,call you your lelfe tACxeas ? 
v£ne. lGreckc,th3t ismv name. 

Agt. What’s your affayrol prayyou} 

J&ie. Sir pardon^’tis for Agammnons carea. 

Agtte He heaVcs nought pnuatly : 

That comes from Troy. 

Nor I from Troy come not to vvhifper him, 
Ibring a Trumpet to awake his care. 

To fee his fence on chcattentiuc bent. 

And then to fpeake. 

Aga. Spcakefrankely as the winde, 

It is not AgamemnoKS flecpmg honre; 

That thou (halt know Troyan he is awake. 



He cels thee fo himfelfe/ 

fAEne. Trumpet blow loud, 

Send thy Braffe voyce through all chefe lazie Tent? 

And euery Grcekc of mettle, let him know. 

What Troy meanes fairely, fhali be fpoke alowd. 

The Trumpets fottbd* 

We haue great Agamemnon heere in Jroy, 

A Prince calld ffetior , Vriam is his F atner i 
Who in this dull and long-conrinew 7 d Truce 
Is rufiy growne. Hebad me takea Trumpet,' 

And to this purpofe fpeake : Kings,Princes, Lords^ 

If there be one among’ft the tayr’ft of Greece, 

That holds his Honor higher then his eafe. 

That feckes his praife, more then he feares his peril!. 

That knovves his Valour, andknowesnot his fcare* 

That loues his Miftnsmorc then in confeflion, 

(With truanc vowes co her owne lips he loues) 

And dare avow her Beauty .and her Worth, 

In other armes then hers: to him this Challenge* 

/fetter, m view of Troyans, and of.Gteekcs, 

Shall make it good, or do his beft to do it. 

He hath a Lady, wifer, fairer,truer 5 
Then eucr Greeke did compaffe in his armes^ 

And will co morrow with his Trumpet call, 

Midway bctweene your Tcncs ; and walics of Troy, 

To rowze a Grecian that is tree in loue. 1 r.: 

If any come, Hettor(\\zl honour him : . 

Ifnone,hecT fay in Troy when he retyres. 

The Grecian Dames are fun-burnt,and not worth 
The fphnter of a Lance : Euen fo much. 

A^a. This fhall be told our Louer* Lord^w^, 

If none of them haue fonle in (iich a kinde. 

We lc( c them all at home: But we arc Sooldicrs, 

And may that Souldier a metre recreant ptobr 
That njeanes not,hath not,or is not in louc : 

If then one is, or hath,or meancs to be. 

That one meet* Hcttorx ifnone e!le,Ile be he. 

Neft. Tdl him of Neft or, one that was a man 
When Hectors Grandlire fuckt: he >s old now. 

But if there be not in our Grecian mould. 

One Noble man, that hath one fparkiof fire 
To anfwer for his Loue; tell him fi om me, 

He hide my Siluer beard «n a Gold Bcauer, 

And in my Vantbrace put il:ys withe/d braw&e. 

And meeting him, wil tell him, thar my Lady 
Was fayrer then bisGrandamc,and as chafte 
A.s may be in the world : hi? youth in flood, 
lie pawne this truth with my three drops of blood. 

Now hcauens forbid fuch fcarfitie ofyoutho 
Vlyf. Amen. 

Aga. Faire Lord 
Let me touch your hand : 

To our Pauillion fhal I leade you fir ft: 

Achilles fhall haqe word of this intent. 

So fhall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent: 

Your lelfe fhall Fcaft with vs before you goe. 

And findc the welcome of a Noble Foe* Exettn: 

xJllanet Vlyffef.aiidNefterro 
Nett or. 

Neft . What fayc sj/ljffesf 
Vlyf- I haue a young conception in my brainy 
Be you my time to bring u to iorne fhape. 

Nefl. Whatis’te 
VlyQes. This’cis: 

Bhinc wedges riue hard knots: the feeded Pride 
That hath to this maturity blown? vp 

^2 In 
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Trqylusand Crejsida . 


In ranke Achilles y tnw9i or now be cropt. 

Or fheddmg breed a Nurfcry oflike euil 
To ouer-b'ilkc vs all. 

Neft. Wcl,and how ? 

Vlyf This challenge that the gallant Hector fends, 
How euer it is fpred in genera! name, 

Relates in purpofe pnely to Achilles. 

Neft. The purpofe is perfpicuouseuen asfubftance* 
Whole groffenefie littlecharradlersfumme vp, 

And in the publication make no ftraine. 

But chat Achilles , were his braine as barren 
As bankes of Ly bia, though (Apollo knowes) 

8 Tis dry enough, wil with great fpeede ofiudgement* 
I, with celerity, finde Hectors purpofe 
Pointing on him. 

Vlyf, And wake him to the anfwer, thinkeyou? 
Neft. Yes, ’tis mod meet; who way you elfe oppofe 
That can from Heitor bring his Honor off,? 

If not Achilles; tbough't be a fporcfull Combate, 

Yet in th;s triaJl, much opinion dwels. 

For heere the Troyans tafte our deer'it repute 
With their fin’ft Pallate: and cruft to me Flyjfes , 

Our imputation {ball be oddely poiz'd 
In this wildc aclion. For the fitcceffe 
(Although particular) {hall giue a fcantling 
Of good or bad, vnto the Generali : 

And in iuch Indexes, although fmall prickcs 
To their fubfeqaent Volumes, there is feenc 
The baby figure of thcGyant-maffe 
Of things to come at large. It is fuppcs’cf, 

H'- hat meets Heitor,' iffues from our choyfe; 

And choifc being routuaJl a£lc of all our ioulcs. 

Makes Merit her election, and doth boyle 
As # twerc, from forth vs all: a man diftill’d 
Out of our Vcrtues; whomifcarrying, , 

What heart from hence reccyues the conqu’ring part 
To ftcele a ftrong opinion to thcmfelues,' 

Which entertain’d, Limbcs arc in his inftruments. 

In no leffe working, then arc Swords and Bowes 
Direftiue by the Limbes. 

Fly ft Giue pardon to my fpeech : 

Therefore ’tis meet, Achtlies meet not Heitor : 

Let vs (like Merchants) fhew our fowled Wares* 

And thinke perchance thcyT fell: If not. 

The lufter of the better yet to {hew. 

Shall (hew'the better. Do not confcnt, 

That cuer Hector and Achilles meete: 

For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 

Are dogg’d with two ftrange Followers. 

Neft. I fee them not with my old cies: what are they? 

Vlyf What glory our Achilles jfharcs from Heitor , 
(Were he not proud) we all {bould weare with him: 

But he already is too infolenc, 

And we were better parch in Affrickc Sunne, 

Then in the pride and fait lcorne of his eyes 
Should he fcape Hector h ire. If he were foyld, 

Why then we did our maine opinion crw(b 
In taint ofour bellman. No, make a Lottery, 

And by denice let blockifh AidxA raw 

The fort to fight mth Heitor: Among our fclues/ 

Giue him allowance as the worthier man, 

For that will pbyficke the g/eat Myrmidon 
Who broyles in lowd applaufe, and make him fall 
I His Creft, that prouder then blew Iris bends, 
i If the duH brainleffe Aiax come fafe off, 
iWce’ldreffe him vp invoyccs rifhefailc. 





Yet go wc vndcr our opinion ftill 
That we haue better men. But hit or miff. 

Our proie&s life this fliape offence aff utr , ’ 

Atax imploy’djpluckes downe Acb,iu s pi ’ 

Neft. Now Vljfes, I begin to relfifh thv^f* 
And 1 wil giue a tafte of it forthwith ^ at * u >ce. 
To Agamemnon, go we to him ftraight; 

Two Curres dial tame each other, PnH. .1 
Muft tarre the Mafiiffes on,as 'twere their b"' 

Enttr AUx^ndl her fit's. ° ne * 

At a. Tberfites? 

Iber. isSgamemHon, how if he had Biles (f u i\ „ 
generally. ”V tu l)a!l ou 

Aid. Therfttes ? 

Tber. And tbofe Byles did runne, f ay f 0 . did 
General run, were not that a botchv cor. > ’ ° not c| 
*Ai*. Dogge. ‘ 

F«^L ThouBi “ h ' Wolf '‘' Son "'’ c f|”^» 

Tier .The plague ofGreece vpon thee tU M 
beefe-witted Lord. u Mungn 

Asa Spcake then you whinid’ft leauen fpeak. r ■ 
beate thee into handfomneffe. ^ 

ijsss* - 

Asa. Toads ftoole learne me the Proclamation 

T ^ r ‘ th| nke I haue no fence thou faiti 

esisa. The Proclamation. / ,* 

Tber. Thou art proclaim’d a foole,I thinke. ' 

A,a. Do not Porpentinc^o nor; my finger’s itch 
Tber 1 would thou didfl itch from head tofootjan 
I had the Scratching of thee,l would make thcetheloth 
10m ft fcab in Greece. 

Aid. I fay the Proclamation. 

Tber. Thou gturablcft & railed eueryhoute on A 
cbilles , and thou arr as ful ofenuy at his greatnes, as Or 
versts \% atProJerpmas beauty. I, that thou baikftethin 
Aid. Miftrcfle Therfttes. 

Tber. Thou fliouldft ftrike him. 

Aia. Coblofe. 

Tber. He would pun thee into fihiuers with bis fift,a 
a Sailor breakes a bisket. ? 

Aid. You horfon Currc. Tber. Do,do, 

Atd. Thou ftoole for a Witch. 

Tber, I, do,do,thou fodden-witted Lord: thouhal 
no more braine then I haue in mine elbows: An Afwici 
may tutor thee. Thou feuruy valiant Affe,thou art hcei 
but to threfb Troyans, and thou art bought and folde a 
paong thole of any wit, like a Barbarian flaue. Ifthou yf 
to beat me,I wil begin at thy hecle 3 and tel what thou ar 
by inchej,thou thing of no bowels thou,i 
Aid. You dogge. 4 
Tber. You feuruy Lord# 

Atd. You Currc. 

Tber . Afurs his Ideot: do rudenes,do Catflcll,do,dc 
or Achilles dudPatroclsu 

Achil.VJ\\y how now ^^Pwi.erefore do youthis? 
How now Therfites ? what's the matter man ? 

Tber. You fee him there cioyou? 

Achtl. I* v hat's the matter. 

Tber. Nay lookc vpon him. 

Achfl. Sol do: w bar’s the matter? 
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"^T^ybut regard him well 
^ vpon him: for who 

„„»et takch ,,, ito b,,bt 15 Jux- 

A f“- l>f ntetniii. 

^;ha°S°to. lo„g. 1 ha'jebobb’d his B.a.nc 
‘tThm beb.s be«c my bone,: 1 will buy 0.0c S P «- 
10 (nr 1 penv and his Piantatcr is not worth the nint.i 
^Sparrow. Tin, Lord (AcbiUfs) A,ax who wears 
•Jwit in his belly, and his guttes in his head, He cell you 

that I h»y ofbim. 

Achtl. W hat ? 

jljir. I lay this tAiax -- 

jcbil. Nay good Aiax. 

fbtt. Has not fo much wit. 
s,U. Nav, I muft hold you. 

fixr. As will ftoptiic eye of Helens Needle, for w om 
, c comes to figbt. 

Achtl. Peace foolc. , c 

Tber. I would haue peace and quietnes,ouc the foole 

ml!not: he there, that he, looke you there. 

’ Ji 4 x. O thou damn’d Curie, 1 fhail 
AM- Will you let y our wit to a Fooles. 

Tber. No I warrant you.for a fooles wni lhamc it. 

Put. Good words Therfttes. 

Achtl. What’s the quarrcll f 

Aiax. 1 bad ihee vile Owle, goe learne me tne tenure 
of the proclamation ,and he rayies vpon me. 

Thsr. I ferue thee not. 

Atax. Well,go coo, go too, 

Tber. Iferue heere voluntary. 

Acbd. Your laftfcruice was fufferance, ewasnotvo- 
Inntary, no tn.cn is beaten voluntary yAiax was heere the 
tokneary and you as vnder an Impreffc. 

Tber. E’ne lo, a great dcalc of your wu too hes in your 
(innewes, or elfe there be Liar*. Better (hall haue a great 
catch, if he knocke out either of your braines,hc were as 
irood cracke a fuffie nut with no kernell. 

° Ackil. What with me to Iberfncs ? 

Tber. Th'. r-'’s JTlyfies.^A old Neft or, whole \\ K was 
mouldy ere theirGrandfires had nails on their toes,yoke 
you like draft.Oxcn.and make you plough vp the waire. 
JchiL WhatPwhac? 

Tber. Yes good iooth, to Achilles jo Aiax , to——— 
Aiax . I (ball cut out your tongue* 

Tber . 'Tis no matter, I flial! ipcakc as much as thou 
afterwards. 

Tat , No more words Therfttes . 

Tber.I will hold my peafe when Achilles Brooch bids 
me,fhall I? 

Achtl. Tbcrc’sforyou Patroclus. 

Tier. I wi l fee you hang’d like ClotpoJ.es ere I come 
anymore to yo ur Tents; I will keepe where there is wic 
ftirrino and lcaue the fa£tionoffooles. Exit • 

O 3 

Pat. A good riddance. 

AcbilMany thii Sir h proclaim’d throughal our hoft. 
That Heitor by the fift houre of the Sunnc, 

Will with a Trumpet,’twixt our Tems and Troy 
To morrow rooming call foroc Knight to Armes, 

That hath a ftomackc, and fuch a one that dare 
Maintaine 1 know not what: ’ns trafb. Farewell. 

Aiax. Furewell i who fhall anfwcr him? 

AchiL 1 know — -- T -“ 1 - !r ‘ 


Vir mir rs\ 


Hek^cw his man* 

Atax. O meaning you,I wil go learne more of it. Exit . 
Enter PriamJlector ,7 roy las JP oris and Helen us. 

Pri . After fo many hourcs,hues,fpeechesfpcnt 3 
Thus once againe fayes Neftor from the Greekes, 

Deliuer Helen all damage elfe 

honour, Ioffe of time, trauaUe, expence. 

Wounds, friends,and wli3C eis decre that is confum'di 
In hot digeflionof this comorant Wane; 

Shall be ftrokc off. Hettor, what fay you too 5 u 

Hell- Though no man lefferfearcs the Greeks thenly 
As farre as touches my particular: yet dread Priam , 
There is no Lady of more fofetr bowels. 

More fpungic, to fucke in the lenfc of Feare, 

More ready to cry our, who Lnowcs what follower 
Then Heitor is : the wound of peace is furety. 

Surety lecurc : but modeft Doubt is cafd 
The beacon of the wife; chctenc that fearchcs 
1 o'th’bottomc of the word* Let Helen go* 

Since the firff iword was drawne about this queftion* 
Euery tythe foulc ’mongft many theufand difuics^ 

Hath bin as deere Helen \ I meane ofours ; 

If we haue loft lo many tenths of ours 
To guard a thing not our$,nor worth to vs 
(Had it our name) the valew of one ten; 

What merit's in chat rcafon which denies 
The yeelding of her vp. 

Troj, Fic,fie*my Brother; 

Weigh you the worth and hi nour ofaKing 
(So great as our dread Father) in a Scale 
Of common Ounces? Wil you with Counters fumme 
The paft proportion of his infinite, 

Andbucklcin a waiie moft fathomlcffe, 

With fpannes and inches Co diminutiue, 

As feares and reafons ? Fic for godly (bame? 

Hel. No naarucl thougt you bice fo fbarp at reafons* 
You arefo empty of them, fhould notour Father 
Beare the great fvvay of hi* affayres with reafons, 

Bccaufc your fpecch hath none that tels him to. 

Troy. You are for di eames & (lumbers brother Prieft 
You furreyourgloucs with reafonihereare your reafons 
You know an enemy intends you harme* 

You know, a iword imploy'd ispcrillous* 

And reafon flyes iheobic& of all harmc. 

Who maruels then when Helcnus beholds 
A Grecian and his fword, it he do let 
The very wings of reofon to his heeles: 

Or like a Starre diforb’d* Nay, if wetalke of Reafon, 
And flye like chidden Mercurie from Ioue, 

Let’s (but our gates and flcepe ♦ Manhood and Honor 
Should haue hard hearts, wold they but fat their shoghts 
With this cramm’d reaion : rcafon and refped* 

Makes Liuers pale, and luftyhood dcicdT# 

Hell. Brother, fhe is not worth 
What file doth coft the holding. 

Troy. What*saught, but as’tis valcw’d? 

Hell. But value dvvcls not in particular will* 

It holds his eftimate and dignitic 
As well, wherein’tis precious of it fclfe,^ 

As in the prizer:' Tis made Idolatrre, 

To make the feruicc greater then tbeGod* 

And the will dotes that is inclmeable 
To wharinfe&ioufly it felfc affeiSs, 

Without fume image of th’affe&cd merits 
Troy. I take to day a Wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my Will* 

f? 
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My Will enkindled by mine eyes and eares, 

Two traded Pylots ’ewixt the dangerous fhores 
Of Will, and Iudgemenc. How may I auoyde 
(Although my will uiftaftc what it elected) 

The Wife I chofe, there can be no euafion 
To blench from this, and to ftand firmc by honour, 
Weturne not backcthe Silkcs vpon the Merchant 
When we haue fpoyf d them; nor the remainder Viands 
We do not throw in vnrefpc6tiuc fame, 

Becaufe we now are Full. J t was thought meete 
Pam (hould do fame vengeance on the Grcekcs; 
v our breath of full confent bellied his Sailes, 

The Seas and Windes (old Wranglers) tookc a Truce, 
And did him fcruice; he touch’d the Ports defir'd, 

And for an old Aunt whom the Greekcs held Captiue, 
He brought a Grecian Queen,whofe youth & frefhnefle 
Wrinkles Apolloes, and makes ftalc the morning. 

Why keepe we her? the Grecians keepe our Aunt : 

Is flic worth keeping? Why flic is 3 Pearle, 

Whofe price hath launch’d aboue a thouland Ships, 

And turn’d Crown’d Kings to Merchants, 

JfyoU*l auouch, ’twas wifedome Paris went, 

(As you rnuft needs, for you all cride, Go, go:) 
Ifyou’IconfcfTc, he brought home Noble prize, 

(As you muft needs) for you all ciapt your hands. 

And ende ineftimable; why do you now 
Theiffue ofyour proper Wifedomes rate. 

And do a deed that Fortune neuer did ? 

Begger the eftimation which you priz'd, 

Richer then Sea and Land ? O Theft moft bale ! 

That we haue ftolne what wc do fcare to keepe. 

But Thecues vnwarthy of a thing fo ftolne. 

That in their Country did them chat difgrace, 

Wc fcare to warrant in our Natiue place. 


Enter Cajfaudra with her haire about 
her eares. 

Caf. Cry Troyans, cry. 

Prtam Whacnoyfe? what fhreeke is this ? 

Troy. Tis our road After, I do know her voy ce. 

Caf. Cry Troyans. 

Heel. It is Cajfandra. 

Caf Cry Troyans cry; lend me ten thoufand eyes. 
And I will fill them with Prophetickc ccares. 

Heft. Peace fifter,peace. 

Caf Virgins,and Boyes; mid-age & wrinkled old. 
Soft infancie, char nothing can but cry, 

Adde to my clamour: let vs pay betimes 
A moity of that mafic of moane to come. 

Cry Troyans cry, pracSife your eyes with tearcs, 

Troy muft not be, ncr goodly Illion ftand, 

Our fitc-brand Brother Paris burnes vs all. 

Cry Troyans cry. a Helen and a woe; 

J Cty,cry,Troy burnes, or clfc let Helen goe. Exit. 

! Hell . Now youthful! Troyltu^ do not chefe hie ftrains 

Ofdiuination in our Sifter,worke 
Some touches of remorfe ? Or is your bloud 
So madly hoc, that no difeourfe of reafon. 

Nor fcare of bad fucceflein a bad caufe. 

Can qualifie the fame ? 

Troy. Why Brother Heftor y 
We may not thinke the iuftnefteof each a<fte 
Such, and no other then euent doth forme it. 

Nor once dcie& the courage of our mindes; 

Becaufe Cajfandras mad,her brainficke raptures 
Cannot diftafte the goodneffc of a quarrell. 


Which hath our fcucrall Honours alf^IpT 
To make it gracious. For my priuatepart S 
l am no more touch’d, then all Pn 4mt f,. n ’ nei 
And Iouc forbid there ftiould be done am »n 

Such things as might offend the weakeft f p °£ Vs 
To fight for, and maintain®. r ne » 

Par. Elfc might the world conuince ofl eu .• 
As well my vnder-takings as your cou n fel s • 

But I atteft the gods, your full confent 
Gaue wings to roy ptopenfion, and cut off 
All feares attending on fo dire a proiedt 
For what (alas) can thefe my (ingle armes ? 

What propugnation is in one mans valour 

To ftand the pulh and enmity of thofe 

This quarrell would excite? Yet I proteft 

Wercl alone to paffc the difficulties, ’ 

And had as ample power.as I haue will 
Pam (hould nc'te retradl what he hath done 
Nor faint in the parfuitc. ‘ 

Prt , Parity youfpeake 
Like one be-fotted on your fweet delights • 

You haue the Hony ftill, but thefe theGail’ 

So to be valiant, is no praife at all. 

Par. Sir, 1 propofe not mcerely to my felf. 

The plealures fuch a beauty brings with it: ’ 

But 1 would haue the foyle ofher fairc Rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 

What Treafon were it to the raniack’d Quecne 
Difgrace to your great worths, and (hamc tome. 
Now to deliuer her poffefsion vp 
On termes of bafe compullion } Can it be, 

Tnat fo degenerate a ftrainc as this. 

Should once let footing in your generous bofoises? 
There s not the meaneft Ipitic on our partie, 
Without a heart to dare, or fword to draw, 

When Helen is defended : nor none fo Noble, 
Whofe life were ill beftow'd, or death vufam’d. 
Where Helen is the fubie&. Then (i fay) 

Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The worlds large fpaces cannot paralcll. 

He'd. Paris and Trojltu , you haue both faid well; 
And on the caufe and queftion now in hand, 

Haue gloz’d, but fuperficislly; not much 
Vnlike young men, whom Artftotle thought 
Vnfit to heare Moral) Philofophic. 

The Reafons you alledge, do more conduce 
To the hot paffion of diftemp red blood. 

Then to make vp a free determination 
Twixt right and wrong: For pleafurc, and reuenge, 
Haue cares more deaie then Adders, to the voyce 
Of any true decifion. Nature craues 
All dues be rendred to their Owners: now 
Whatneercrdcbt in all humanity, 

Then Wile is to the Husband ? If this law 
Of Nature be corrupted through affection. 

And that great mindes ofpartiall indulgence. 

To their benummed wills refift the fame. 

There is a Law in eath well-ordred Nation, 

To curbe thole raging appetites that arc 
Moft difobedientand refra&urie. 
liHelen then be wife to Sparta’s King 
(As it is kno wne (he is) thefe Morall Lawes 
Of Nature, and of Nation, fpcakcalowd 
To haue her backe return’d. Thus toperfift 
In doing wrong, extenuaies not wrong. 

But makes it much more beauie. Htdors opinion 


Mm 
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T« this in way oftruth: yet nere the leffe, 

L fpritely brethren, I propend to you 
tl resolution to keepe Helen ftill; 
p r ’tis a caufe that hath nomeane dependance,. 

‘ Voon our ioynt and feuersll dignities. 

fro. Why? there you louche the life of our defigi 

yyere it not glory that we more afteded, 

Then the performance of our heaui ng fplcenes, 
t would not wifla a drop of Troian blood. 

Spent more in her defence. But worthy Heftor , 

She is a theamc of honour and renowne, 
a fpurre to valiant and magnanimous deeds, 

W'hofe piefenc courage may beate downe our foes, 

/Vnd fame in time to come canonize vs. 

For I prefume brauc Heftor would not loofe 
So rich aduantage of a promif d glory. 

As fmilcs vp°n the fore-head of this awtion. 

For the wide worlds reuenew. 

/ft#. I am yours, 

You valiant off-fpring of great Priamm-* 

I haue 3 roifting challenge lent among’it 
The dull andfadious nobles ofthcGreekes, 

Will ftrike amazement co their drowfic fpirits, « 

I was adueuiz’d,their Great gcncrall flept, 

Whil’ft emulation in the armie crept: 

This I prefume will wake him. Exeunt. 

Enter Tberfices foltu. 

How now Therjites ? what loft in the Labyrinth of thy 
furic? (hall the Elephant .Aiaxczxxy it thus? he bcaies 
me, and Iraile at him : O worthy fatisfaftion, would it 
wereotherwife: that I could beate him, whfl'ft he rail’d 
at me: Sfoote, lie learne to coniure and raife Diue!s,buc 
Ilcfeefome iffue of my fpitefull execrations. Then thcr’s 
Achilles ,arare Enginer.If7r(?r be not taken till thefetwo 
vndermincit, the wals will ftartd till they fall of them- 
fclues. O thou great thunder-darter of Olympus, forget 
that rhou art lone the King of goda: and UWercnry, loofe 
alltheScrpentinc craft of thy Caduceus* if thou cake not 
thatlictle little IcfTc then little wit from them that they 
haue, which fhort-arm’d ignorance it fclfeknowes, isfo 
abundant fcarfe, it will not in circumucntion deliuer a 
Flyefrom aSpider,without drawing the maffic Irons and 
cutting the web : after this,the vengeance on the whole 
Camp,or rather the bone-ach,for that me thinkes is the 
curfc dependant on thofe that warre for a placket. 1 haue 
faid ray prayers and diuell, enuie, fay Amen: What ho l 
ray Lord tsfchilles ? 

Enter Patrodus. 

Patr. Who’s there? Therjites. Good Therjites come 
inandraile. 

Ther. If I could haue remembred a guilt counterfeit, 
thouwould’ft not haue flipt out of roy contemplation, 
but it is no matter, thy felfe vpon thy lcifc« The common 
curfe ofmankinde, follie and ignorance be thine in great 
reuenew; hcauen bleffe thee from a Tutor,and Difcipline 
c0mc ncere thee. Let thy bloud be thy direction till 
thy death, then iffhc that laics thee out fayes thou art a 
faire coarfe 3 Ilebe fworne and fworne vpon'c (he ncucr 
Crowded any but Lazars, Amen, Wher '<> Achilles? 

Patr. What art thou dcuout? waft thou in a prayer? 
Ther, I, the hcauens heare me. 

Enter Achilles . 

Achtl. Who’s there ? / 

P*tr. Therjites ,my Lord. 



i Achil. Where,wherc,art thou come? why my checfe, 
my digeftion, why haft thou not feru’d thy felfe into my 
Table, fo many meales? Come, what’s Agamemnon} 
Ther « Thy Commander Achilles , then tell me Patro - 
cltUy what’s tAchtiles} 

Patr. Thy Lord Therjites : then tell me I pray thee., 
what’s thy lelfe ? 

Ther. Thy knower Patroclm : then tell me Patrodm. 
what arc thou ? 

Patr ♦ Thou m3ift tell that know’ft. 

Achil. O tell, tell. 

Ther. lie declin the whole queftion xAgamemnon com¬ 
mands Achilles y AchiHes is my LordJam Fatroclw know¬ 
er,and Patroclus is a foole. 

Patro . You rafcall. 

Ter. Peace foole, I haue not done. 

Achil . He is a priuilcdg’d man, proceede Therjites. 
Ther. Agamemnon is a fool e Achilles is a foole, Ther¬ 
jites is a foole, and as aforelaid, Patroclus is a foole, 
Achil. Deriucthis?come? 

Ther. Agamemnon is a foole to offer to command A - 
chilles , Achilles is a foole to be commanded of Agamemon y 
Therjites is a foole to lerue fuch a foole: and Patroclus is a 
foole pofitiue# 

Patr. Why am I a foole f 

Enter Agamemnon, Wife;, Nefior> Thcmedes, 

Aiax , and Chaleos . 

Ther # Mskcthat demand to the Creator,it fuffifesme 
thou art. Looke you,who comes here ? 

Achtl. Patroclus , lie fpcake with no body: come in 
with roe 7 herfites . Exit. 

Ther. Here is fuch patchcrie, fucU iugling, and luch 
knauene : all the argument is a Cuckold and a Whore, 
good quarrel co draw erauIacions/a&ions,and blecde 16 
death vpon :Now the dry Suppeagoon thcSubie#, and 
Warre and Lecherie confound all. 

Agam. Where is Achilles f 
Patr. Within hit Tenc, but ill difpofdmy Lord. 
Agam. Let it be knowne to him that we arc here ♦ 

He fent our Mcflengers, and we lay by 
Our appertainroentSjVifiting of him : 

Let him be cold of, fo perchance he thinke 
Wc dare not moue the queftion of our place. 

Or know not what we are. 

Pat. I {hall fo fay co him. 

Vlif We law him at the opening of his Tent, 

He isnocficke. 

Aia. Yes, Lyon ficke,ficke of proud heart; you may 
call it Melancholly if willfauour the man, but by my 
head, ; t'^ pride, but why,wh$let him fhow vs the caufe? 
A word my Lord. 

Nef What moues Aiax thus to bay at him ? 

V'ltf Achidis hath inucigled his Foole from him# 

Nef Who, Therjites} * 

Flf He. 

Nef Then will Aiaxhc\sc matter, if he haue loft his 

Argument. 

Ffif No,you fee he is his argument that has his argu¬ 
ment Achilles. 

Nef All the better, their fraftion is more our wifti 
then their fatfion 1 , but it was a ftrong counfcllchat a 
Foole could difunice. 

Vlif The amitie that wifedome knits, nor folly may 
eafily vntic. Enter Patroclus. 

Here 
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Her' comet Patrechis, . 

lief. ^6 Achilles withhirr? 

Vlif Tiie Elephant hath ioynts,but none for curtefie: 
Hi* legge 3 rc legs for necclTuie,not for (light. 

Patro. Achilles bid s me fav he is much lorry : 

If any thing more then your fport and pleafure. 

Did 'none your greatiicffe, and this noble State, 

To call vpon him; he hopes it is no other. 

But for your health, and your digeftion lake; 

An after Dinners breath. 

Aga. Hearc y ou Patroclw: 

We are coo well acquainted with tbefe anfwcrs: 

But nis euafion winged thus fwift with fcorne. 

Cannot outflyeonrapprehenfions. 

Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon. 

Why wcalcribeitto him, yet ail hisvettues. 

Not vercuoufly of his owne part beheld. 

Doe in our eyes, begin to loofe their gloflc ; 

Yea, and like faire Fruit in an vnholdfomc di(h. 

Are like to rot vntafted: goe and tell hint, 

We came to fpeakc with him; and you lhall not finne, 
Ifyoa doe fay, we thinke him oticr proud, 

And vnder honeft; in fclfe-affumption greater 

Then in the note of iudgcroeot;& worthier then bimfelfc 

Here tend, the linage ftrangendTeheputson, 

Difguife the holy ftrength of their command: 

And vnder write in an obleruing kinde 
His humorous predominance, yea watch 
His pettilh lines, his ebs, his flowes, as if 
The paffageand whole carriage ofthisaiftion 
Rode on his tyde. Goe tell him this, and adde. 

That if he ouerhold his price fo much, 

Weelc none of him; but let him,like an Engin 
Not portable, lye vnder this report. 

Bring a&ion hither, this cannot goe to warre: 

A Sirring Dwarfc, we doe allowance giue. 

Before a fl :eping Gyant: tell him fo. 

Pat. I lhall, and bring his anfwere prcfently. 

Aga. In fecond voyce wcele not be fatisfied, 

Wc come to fpeake with him, Vlijfs enter you* 

Exit Vltf a. 

Aiax. What is he more then another ? 

Aga. No more then what he thinkes he is. 

Aia. Is he fo much, doe you not thinke, he thinkes 
himfclfe a better man then I am ? 

Ag. No queftion. 

Aiax. Will you fubferibe his thought.and fay he is? 

Ag. No, Noble Aiax ,you areasflrong,as valiant.as 
wile, no Icfle noble, much more gentle, and altogether 
more tra&abfo 

Aiax. Why Ihould a man be proud ? How doth pride 
grow? 1 know not what it is. 

Aga. Your minde is the deerer and your vertues 

the fairer; he that is proud, cates vp himfclfe; Pride is his 
ownc Giaflwbis owne trumpet, his owtic Cbronicle,and 
whateuer praifes u ielfe but mtbeacede, deuoures the 
deeds inthe praife. 

Sr.terZHjffcs. 

Aiax. I do hate a proud man,as I hate the ingendriog 
ofToades, 

Neft. Yet he loues himfclfe:is ! t not flrange? 

V/if. AchtP.es will not to the field to morrow. 

Ag. What's his excufe ? 

Vltf. He doth relye on none. 

But carries on the lircame ofhis diipofe. 

Without obfetuance or rcfpecl ofany. 


In will peculiar, and in fclfe admilfiom ~ -s. 

Aga. Why .will he not vponour faire req Ue A 
Vntent his perfon, and fharc the ayre with vs? * 

Vlif Things fmall as nothing, for requefi, c.r 
He makes important; pofieft heiswithp reatn fr° ntl y 
And fpeakes not to himfclfe, but with a pride ? 

That quarrels at felfe-breath. Imagin’d wroth 
Holds in his bloud fuch fwoine and hot difeourfe 
That twixt his mental! and his afliue parts, J 
Kingdom' dAchilies in commotion rage*. 

And batters gainft it felfe; what lhould > I fay ? 

He is fo plaguy proud,chat the death tokens ofk 
Cry norccouery. * 

Ag. Let Aiax goe tohim. 

DeareLotd,goeyou and greetehimin bisTent* 

'Tis faid he holds you well, and will be led ’ 

At your requeft a little from himfelfc. 

Vlif. O Agamemnon, let it not be fo. 

Weele confecrate the Iteps that Aiax makes 
When they goe from Achilles ; (hall the proud Lord 
That baftes his arrogance with his ownefearae * 
And neuer fuffers matter of the world. 

Enter his thoughts: fauc fuch as doereuolue 
Aud ruminate himfelte. Shall he be worlhipc, 

, Of that we hold an Idoll, more then hce ? 

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant Lord 
Mull not fo ftaule his Palme, nobly acquir’d. 

Nor by my will alTubiugate his merit. 

As amply titled as Achilles is: \ff going to Achilles 
That were to enlard his fat alrcady,pride,. 

And adde more Coles to Cancer, when he burnes 
With entertaining great Hiper tax. 

This L.goetohim? lupiter foibid. 

And fay in thunder,./4d>»//« goe to him. 

Neft. O th’s is well, he rubs the veine othim. 

Dio. And how his filence drinkes vp thisapploufe. 

Aia. Iflgoeto him,withmyarrnedfift,llepa(hhim 
ore the face. 

Ag. Ono,you (ball net goe. 

Aia. And abe proud with me, ilcpliefe his pride: let 
me goe tohim. 

Vlif. Not for the worth that hangs vpon our quarrel. 

Aia. A paultry irtfolenc fellow. 

Ncjl. How he deferibes himfelte. 

Asa. Can he not be fociable? 

Vlif. The Raucn chides blacknefle. 

Aia. lie let his humours bloud. 

Ag. He will be the Pbyfuian that Ihould be the pa- 
tient, 

Aia. And all men were a my minde, 

V!tf. Wit wouldbeoutoffafhion. 

Aia. A fhould not beare it fo, a (hould e 3 te Swords 
firft: (hall pride carry it l 

Neft. And ’twould, you’ld carry halfe. 

Vlif. A would haue ten (hares. 

Aia I will knedc hire,lle make him fupple,bee’s not 
yet through warme. 

Neft. Force him with praifes,poure in, poure indites® 
bition is dry. 

Vlif My L, you feede too much on this difliko. 

Neft- Our noble Generali, doe not doc fo. 

Diom. You mufi prepare to fight without Achifos< 

Vlif. Why, ’tis this naming of him doth him tiarflic. 
Here is a man, but’tis before his fare, 

I will befilent. 

Weft, Wherefore (hould you (of, .• 



Troylus and Crefsida . 


He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

*V/ f 'Know ihe whole world, he is as valiant. 

A horfon dog,that fhal palter thus with vs,wouid 

he were a Troian. - a _. 

jjeft. What a vice were it m Atax now—— 

Vltf ifhewereproud. 
j)io. Or couetous of praife. 

Vltf L or ^ Ulle y borne. 

(pit. Or ftrangc, or fclfe affedfed. 
pr[ t xhank the heauens L.thou art of fweer compofure; 
praife him that got thee, (he that gatic thee fucke: 
fame he thy Tutor,and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition ; 
gut he that difciplm'd thy armes to fight, 

Let Mats dcuide Eternity in twaine, 
giue him halfc,and for thy vigour. 

Bull*bearing Ivtiloi his addition yeeldc 
Tofinnowie^^.v: I will not praife thy wifdome, 

Which |ike a bourne, a pale, a fliore confines 
Thy fpacious and dilated parts; here's Ncftor 
jnftruft^d by the Antiquary times: 

HemufUhc is, he cannot but be wife* 

But pardon Father Neflor,wexc your dayes 
^ 5 greeneas Aiax and your brainc fo temper'd, 

You (hould not haue the eminence of him, 

But be as Aiax. 

jia. Shall I call you Father? 

Vltf 1 my good Sonne. 

Dio. Be rul'd by him lord Aiax. 

Vltf There i* no tarrying here,thc Hart Achilles 
Ke«pcs thicker: pleafe it our Generali, 

Tocall together all his ftate of warre, • 

Frefh Kings arc come to Troj 5 to morrow 
We muff with all our maine of power (land faft: 

And here’s a Lord, come Knights from Eaft to Weft, 

And cull cheir flo wre, Aiax fball cope the beft. 

Ag. Goe wctoCounfaile > letyic^/7?rjfleepe; 
LighcBotesmay failefwift, though greater bulkcs draw 
deepe. Excant* Muftcke founds within. 

Enter Pandartis andaSeruant. 
fun .'Friend, you, pray you a word; Doc not you fol¬ 
low the yong Lord Pans ? 

Ser . I fir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. You depend vpon hnn I meanc? 

Ser . Sir, I doe depend vpon the Lord. 

Pan 4 You depend vpon a noble Gentleman: I muft 
needed praife him. 

Ser . The Lordbcpraifed. 

Ta, You know me, doe you not? 

Ser. Faith fir, fuperficially. 

Ptt. Friend know me better, I am the Lord Pan dam* 
Ser. I hope I (ball know your honour better. 
fa. I doc defire it. 

Ser , You arc in the ftate of Grace? 

Pa. Grace, not fo friend, honor and Lord&ip are my 
title : What Mufique is this? 

Ser. I doe but partly know fir: it is Muficke in parts. 
Pa. Know you the Mufitians. 

Ser . Wholly fir. 

Pa. Who ^lay they to? 

Ser. To the hearers fir. 

Pa. Atwhofeplcafur friend? 

Ser, At mine fir, and theirs that loue Muficke. 

Pa. Command, I mcane friend. 

Ser. Who Shall I command fir? 



Pa. Friend, we voderftand not one another: I am too 
courtly,and thou art too cunning. Ac whofe requeft doe 
chefemen play? 

Ser. That's coo’c indeede fir: marry fir, at thr requeft 
of Paris my L♦ who's there in perfon; with him the mor- 
tillrentes, the heart bloud of beauty, loues inuifibk 
foule. 

Pa. Who? my Cofin Crejfda . 

Ser. No fir, Helen, could you notfinde out that by 
herattributes ? 

Pa. It (hould feetne fellow,that thou haft not fecn the 
Lady Crejjida. 1 come to fpeake wich*P*ritf from the 
Prince Troylus : I will make a complcmentall affault vpon! 
him,for my bufinefle feethes. 

Ser. Sodden btifinc{Te > thcrc , s a ftewed phrafe indeede. 

Enter Par it and Helena. 

Pd#.Faire be to you my Lord,and to all this faire com¬ 
pany: fane dcfircs in all faire meafure fairely guide them, 
efpecially ro you faire C>neene, taire thoughts be your 
faircp ; )low. 

Hsl . Deere L. you are full of faire words. 

Pan You fpeake your faire plcafure l'weetc Queene: 
faire Prince^ere is good broken Muficke. 

Par. You haue broke it cozen : andbymydife you 
fhall make it whole againc, you (hall pcece it out with a 
pecce of your performance. Nel, he is full of harmony. 

- Pan. Trudy Lady no, 

Hel. O fir. 

Tan. Rude in footh, in good footh very rude. 

Paris. Well faid my Lord ; well, you fay fo iufics* 

Tan. I haue bufindte to my Lord,deere Queene : my 
Lord will you vouchfafe me a word* 

Hel . Nay,this fhall not hedge vs out, weele hearc you 
fing certainely* 

Pan. Well fwcete Queene you arepleafant with me, 
but, marry thus my Lord,my decte Lord,and moft eftce- 
med friend your brother Troylus. 

Hel. My Lord Tandarus , hony fwectc Lord. 

Pan . Go too fweete Queene, gQC to* 

Commends himfelfe moft affectionately to you* 

Hel. You fhall not bob vs out ofour melody: 
if you doc, our mclancholly vpon your head. 

Tan. S weete Quecnc,fwecte Queene, that's a fweete 
Queene Ifaith —■ ■ ■ — 

Hel. And to make a fwcet Lady fad,is afower offence* 
Pan. Nay, chat fhall not ferue your turnc, that fhall it 
not in truth la. Nay* I care not for fuch words, no, no e 
And my Lord he defires you, that if the King call for him 
at Supper, you will make bis excufe* 

Hel. My Lord Pandarus ? 

Pan. What faies my fwcete Queene, my very* very 
fweete Queene? 

Tar. What exploit’s in hand,where fups he to night? 
Hel . Nay but my Lord ? 

Tan. What faies my fweere Queene ? my cozen will 
fall out with you. 

Hel . You muft not know where he fups* 

Par. With my Atfyokr frefsida. 

Pan. No,no; no fuch matter,you are wide,comeyou; 
difpofer is ficke. 

Par . Well, lie make excufe* 

Pan. I good my Lord; why fhould you fay Crefsida > 
no, your poore difpofer’s ficke* * 

Par * Ifpic. 

Pan. You 
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jj Pan, Ybu fpie, what doc you fpic : corns, giucmc an 
| Inftrumen: now fweete Quccnc. 

I Hel. Why this is kincleiy done? ", 

Tan^ Myd>Jeece is horrible in louc with a thing you 
haoirfweete Queenc. • _ 

1** HeL She Jhallhaueit my Lord, if it be trot my Lord 
Tarts* 

j Pand . Hoc? no, Cheeie jnonc of him, they two arc 

tWA ne. 

Hel. Falling in after falling out,may make them three* 
Pan* Come, come, lie hearc no more of this, Ilcfing 
you a long now# 

Hel* I,I,pretheenow:bymy troth fwcet Lord thou 
piatt a fine fore-head. 

Pan, I you may,you may, 

Hel* Let thy long be loue : this louc will vndoc vs si. 
Oh Cupid,Cupid y Cupid. 

Pan . Louc? I that it final! yfaith. 

Par- Lgoodnow loiic,lonc,nothingbut loue. 

Pan* In good troth it begins fo. 

hone louc .nothing but louefitllmore : 

Tor O hues how, 

Shootes Hack* and Doe : 

The Sh*ft confounds not that it wounds , 

Tut ttckles ftiH the fore : 

Thefe Loners cry,cb ho they dye ; 

7et that winch femes the wound to kill* 

Doth tnme oh ho Jo ha ha he 
So dying lone lines fit If 
Oho a while Jbut ha ha ha y 
O hogrones out for ha ha ha-—hey ho . 

Hel In louc yfaith to the very tip of the nofe. 

Par. He eates nothing but doues loue,and that breeds 
hot bloud, and hot bloud begets hot thoughts* and hot 
thoughts beget hot deedes 2 and Hot deedes is loue. 

Van, Is this the generation of loue ? Hot bloud, hot 
thoughts,and hot ueedes, why they arc Vipers, is Loue a 
generation of Vipers ? 

Sweetc Lord whofe afield to day? 

Par- Heitor ^Deiphcebus , IfclcnHSyjinthenor\ and all the 
g >' I amtry of Trey- I would fame hauc armd today, but 
my Nell would not hauc it fo. 

How chance my brother Troy lus went not ? 

Hel Hchangsthehppcatfomething; you know all 
Lord Pandarxs? 

Van. Not I hony fweete Qiieene: I long to hear chow 
they {ped to day : 

Youle remember your brothers excufc ? 

Par- To a hay re. 

Pan, Farewell fweete Queenc. 

ITcl Commend me to your Ncccc# 

Pan* I will fweete Qucene. Sound a retreat* 

Par. They’re come from fielde: let vs loPriams Hall 
To greete the Warners. Sweet Hcllen , I mu ft woe you, 
To Kelpe vnarme our Heitor : his ftubborne Buckles, 
With thefe your white enchanting fingers coucbt, 

Shall more obey then to the edge of Steele, 

Or force ofGrcckifh finewes: you fhall doe more 
Then all tHeHand Kings, difarmc great Heitor . 

He!- 'Twill make vs proud to be his(eruaat Parra: 
Yea what he {hall rccciuc ofvsin duetie, 

Giues vs morcpalme in beaucie then we hauc • 

Yea ouerfViines our leife. 

tswcetc aboue thought I loue thee. Exeunt* 


Enter Pandarw and —* 

Pan, How now, where’s thy Maifter ^ 

Crefsidael ^ouzen 

Man* No fir,he flay cs for you to conduft 

Enter TroyUu. Either, 

Pan. O here he comes: How now,how 
Troy # Sirra walkeofF. 

Pan* Haueyoufecncmy Coufin? 

Troy. No Pandarw : I ftalke about her door 
Like a ftrangc foule vpon the Stigian bankeg * 
Staying for \yaftage.O be thou noy Charon 
And giue me fwift tranfportance to thole fields 
Where I may wallow in the Lilly beds * 
Propos’d for the deferuer O gentle Pandarm 
From Cupids {boulder plucke his painted wines 
And five with me to Crefsid, ® 1 

Pan. Walkc here ith’OrchardJle bring her fi r2 ; i 

Ex/t Pandaras. ^ ** 

^ Troy. I am giddy; expectation whirles me round 
Th'imaginary reliib is folweere, * 1 

That it inchnnts my fence: what willft he 
When that the watry pallats tafte indeede 
Loues thrice reputed Ne&ai ? Death 1 feare me 
Sounding diftru6hon,cT fome ioy too fine 
Too fuhcilejpotentjand too iharpcin fweetncfff 
For the capacitie of my ruder powers $ 

I feareicmuch,and f doefeare befides, 

That I (bail loofe diftin&ion in my ioyc$. 

As doth abattadc,vvhen they charge ooheapes 
The enemy flying. Enter p a »lm, 

Pan. Sbee’s making her rcady 3 rtiecle coicae ftraightjyou 
mufl: be witty now,£he docs fo blufh,&feichcshcr wind t 
fo fhort,as if {he were fraid with a fprite: 11c fetch her • it 
is the prettieft villains,{lie fetches her breath fofliortasa 
new tane Sparrow ExitPani. 

Troy- Euen fuch a p3(flon doth imbracemybofcrac; 
iMy hearc beates thicker then afeauorouspulfe, 

And all mv powers doe their beftowing loofe, 

Like vafl. lage at vnawares encountring 
Thccyc or Maicftie# 

Enter Pavdarsu and Crefsida* 

Pan* ComCjCome.what neede youblulh? 

Shames a babie; here {he isnow,fwc3re the oathesnow 
toher # that you haue fwornc to me.Whatareyou gonea* 
gaine,you roufi be watcht ere you be made tame, muft 
ou ? come your wayc?,come your waves, and you draw 
ackward weelcputvou i’th His: why doeyounoifpcak 
toherPCome drawthi? ■.•uriaine.& let’s fee your piflure. 
Alafli thedayjhow loath you arc to offend day light?and 
*tweredarke you*l<j clofefoorfifr: So,fo,rubon,andkiffe 
the miflreffe; how T now, a kifle in fee-farme r buildtnere 
C3rpenter,theayre is fwccte. Nay* you (hall fight your 
hearts out ere I part you. TheFaulcon,asthc Tercell* for 
all the Ducks irh Riucr : go too 5 go too. 

Troy. Y ou hauc bereft me of all words Lady. 

Pan. Words pay no debts; giuc her dccdcs: but fticele 
bereaue you ’oth’ deeds too, if fhcc call your afLuity ifl 

qneftion: what billing againe? here’s in witnefle where¬ 
of the Parties interchangeably. Come in,come in,ilego 
get afire? 

Cref. Will you walkein my Lord? 

Troy. O Crefsida ,how often hafle \ wifht tt\t tb 115 
Cref. VV ilhc my Lord ? the gods grant 10 my f° r • 

Troy. What fliould they gratft? what mates this pret¬ 
ty abrupcion:whac too curious dreg efpics my fweete 
dy in the fountaine of our louc ? 


Troy lus and Crefsida. 


Fcares make dioels of Cherobin* 

Blindefeare.that feeing reafon Ic3ds,find« fafe 
then blindc teafon, ftumbling without fearc: to 


'Znitert dregs then watcr,if my wares haue eyes. 

Cr f 0J P^ares make diuels ofCherubms,they neuer fee 

ttuely* 

Cref 

fore the worft, oft cures the worle . 

Trey- Oh let my Lady apprehend no f eare > 

In all 'Cupids Pageant there is prefented no monfler. 

1 Cref. Not nothing monftrons neither? 

r J. Nothing but our vndertakir.gs, when we vowe 

weepc feas.liue in fire,eacc rockes^ame T ygersjthwk- 
t0 a jt harder for our Miftrelfe to deuiie iwpofition 
•noueH,tbenfor vsto vndergoe any difficultie impofed. 
This is the monftruo.fuie in loue Lady, that the will is in¬ 
finite, andthc execution confin’djthat the defire is bound- 
Icflj and the ai i\ a flaue to limit. 

Cref. They lay all Louers fweare more pertormancc 
tbcBthey arc able, and yet referue an ability that they 
neuer per forme: vowing more then the perfeaion of ten; 
jnddifcharging leflc then tbe temlypart of one. They 
that haue the voyce of Lyons, and the aft of Hares: are 
they not Mongers? 

froy. Are there fuch? fuch are not we : Praife vs as we 
are tailed, allow vs ai weproue : our head fhall goe bare 
till merit crowne it: no perfeaion in reuerfion fliall haue 
a praife in prefent: wee will not name defert before his 
[/rtb and being borne his addition (hall be humble: few 
words to faire faith. Troyln) fhall be fuch to Cref/id, as 
what enuie can fay worft,fhall be a mocke for his truth; 
and what truth can fpeake trueft* not truer then Troj- 
Ihs. 

Cref Will you wajke in my Lord ? 

Enter Pandartu. 

Tan. What blu&ing ftill l haue you not done talking 
yet ? 

Cref. Well Vnckle, what folly I commit, I dedicate 
to you. 

Pan. I ihankc you for that; if my Lord get a Boy of 
you,youle giuc him me: be true to my Lord,if he flinch, 
chide me for it, 

fro. You know now your hoftagesiyour Vnckles word 
and my firmc faith# 

Pan. Nay, Ilegiue my word for her too: our kindred 
though they be long ere they are wooed , they are con- 
ftant being wonne: they are Burrcs I can cell you,thcy*le 
ftickc where they arc throwne. 

Cref- BoldndTc comes to mee now, and brings mee 
heart: Prince Troy lus,l hauc loud you night and day,for 
many weary montths. 

Troy. Why wag my Crefsid then fo hard to win ? 

Cref Hard to lceme won: but I was won my Lord 
With the firft glance*, that eucr pardon me, 

Ifl confcfle much you will play the tyrant: 

I loue you now,but not till now fo much 
But I might maifter it; infaith I lye : 

My thoughts were like vnbrideled children grow 
Too head-ftrong for their mother: fee we fooles. 

Why haue Iblab’d i- who ft^allbetruetovs 
When we are fo vnfecret to our fclues ? 

But though I lotfd you well. l woed you not. 

And yet good faith I wifht my felfe a man ; 

Or that we women had mens pr iuiledge 
Oftpeaking firft. Sweec,bid me hold my tongue. 

For in this raptureJL fhall finely fpcake 

The thing I (hall repent :.iec,fee,your filence 

Comming in dumbnefie| from my weakenefife drawes 



My foule of counfell from me. Stop my mouth# 

Troy* And fhall,albeitfweeteMufiekeiffues thence# 
Pan. Pretty yfaith. 

Cref, My Lord, I doe befeech you pardon fnc, 

*Twas not my purpofe thus to beg a kifie: 

I am afharcfd; O Heauens,what haue I done l 
For this time will I take my lcaue my Lord. 

Troy. Your lcaue fweete Crejfid ? 

Pan. Leaue: and you take leaue till to morrow mbf* 
ning.j 

Cref. Pray you content you. 

Troy* What offends you Lady ? 

Cref. Sir, mine owne company. 

Troy. You cannot fhun your felfe# 

Cref Let me goc and try: 
l 6 haue a kinde of felfe recides with you: 

But an vnkindc felfe, that it felfe will leaue. 

To be anothers foole. Where is my wit f 
I would be gone: I fpeakc I know not what. 

Troy* Wellknow they what they fpeake, that fpcakes 
fo wifely. 

Cre. Perchance ray Lord,I fhew more craft then loue. 
And fell fo roundly to alargeconreffion, 

To Angle for your thoughts: but you arc wife ? 

Or clfe you loue not: for to be wife and loue, 

Exccedes mans might,that dwels with gods aboue, 
Troy. O that I thought it could be in a woman: 

As ific can, 1 will prefume in you, 

To feede for aye her lampe and flames of loue. 

To keepe her conftancie in plight and youth, 

Out-liuing beauties outward, with a mindc 
That doth renew fwifter then blood decaics : 

Or that perfwafion could but thus conuince me* 

That my inregricie and truth to you. 

Might be affronted with the match and waight 
Of fuch a winnowed punritic in loue: 

How were I then vp-lifted* but alas, « 

I am as true,as truths fimplicltie, 

And Ampler then the infancic of truth. 

Cr.f J n chat lie warre with you. 

Troy. O vertuous fight. 

When right with right wars who {ball be moft right t 
True fwaines in loue* fhall in the world to come 
Approue their truths by Troylus , when their rimes. 

Full of proteft, of oath and big compare • 

Wants fimiles, truth tir\i with iteration. 

As true as fteele, as plantagc to the Moone : 

As Sunne to day: as Turtle to her mate : 

As Iron to Adamant: as Earth coth’Center: 

Y ct after all comparifons of truth, 

(As truths authenticke author to be cited) 

As c^uc as 7 rojlus y fhall crowne vp the Verfe, 

And fan&ific the numbers. 

Cref Prophet may you be: 

If I be falfc, or fwerue a haire from truth. 

When time is old and hath forgot it lelfc: 

When water drops haue worne the Stones of Trr/ \ 

And blinde obliuion fwaliow'd Cities vp ; 

And mightie Stales chara&erleffe arc grated 
To duftie nothing; yet let memory, 

From falfe to falfe, among falfe Maids in loue,) 

Vpbraid my falfchood, when they’aur faid as falfe, 

A? Aire,as Water.as Winders fandieearth; 

AsFoxeto Lambe; as Wolfe to Heifers Calfcffr 
Pard to the Hinde,orStepdan 3 ctoher Sonne; 

Yea, let them fay, to fticke the heart of falfchood/ 































































































As f»Ife as Creffii. 

Pond. Go coo,a bargain? made: feale it, fca!e it, lie 
be the \Aiitnefle here I hold your hand: here my Coufins, 
ifeuer you proucfalfe one to another, fince Ihauetaken 
fuch paines to bring you together, let all pittifull goers 
between? be cal’d to the worlds end after my name: call 
them all Panders; let all conftant men be Trcylufts , all 
fallc women CreJJids, and all brokers becwecne,Panders; 
iay,Amen. 

Troy. Amen. 

Crtf. Amen. 

Pan. Amen. 

Whereupon I will (hew you a Chambeivwhich bed, be-, 
caufe it ihall hot fpeakc ofyour prettie encounters ,prefle 
it to death: away. 

And Cupid grant allJtong-tidcMaidensberre, 
Bed,Chamber,and Pander,toprouide this geere. Sxeunt , 

inter Plyfts, Diomedes, Picfior, Agamemnon, 
KjM.en.eUus and Cbaicas. Florijh. 

Cal. Now Princes for the fcruice I haue done you, 
Th’aduantage of the timeproinps me aloud, 
Tocallforrecornpence: apptate it to your minde 
That through the fight I bearc In things roloue 
I haoe abandon’d Troy, left my poftc/fion, 

' Iucur’d a Traitors name, expof'd my felfe. 

From certalne and poffcft conuenicnccs. 

To doubtfull fortunes, fcqabfiring from me ail 
That time, acquaintance, cuftome and condition. 

Made tarnei and mod familiar to my nature: 

And here to doe you fcruice am become. 

As new into the wo:ld, ftrange, vnacquainted. 

I doe bcfeech you, as in way of caftc. 

To giue me now a little benefit: 

Out of thofe many regiftred inpromife. 

Which you lay. Hue to come in my behalfe. 

Agon. What vvould’ft thou of vs Troian? snake 
demand ? 

Cal, You hauc a Troian prifoner, cal’d A nthenor. 

Yefterdaytooke: Troy holds him very deere. 

Oft haue you (often hauc you, thankes therefore) 

Defir’d my CreJJid in right great exchange. 

WhoraTrpy hath ftill deni’d : but this Antkener, 

I kno^t is fuch a yyreft in their affaires; 

That their negotiations all muft flacke. 

Wanting his mannage: and they will aimed, 

Giue vs a Prince of blood, a Sonne of Priam, 

In change ofbhn. Ler him be fent great Princes, 

And he iha!! boy my Daughter: and her prefence. 

Shall quite (trike off all fcruice 1 haue done. 

In rnolt accepted painc. 

Aga. Let Diomedei beare him. 

And bring vs freftd hither: Caicos (ball haue 
What he requefts ofvs: good Diomed 
Furnifh you faircly fqr this enterchange; 

Withall bring word t if I'lefior will to morrow 
Be anfwtr’d in his challenge. A tax is ready. 

Dio. This fliall I vndertake, and ’tis a burthen 
Which I am proud to b'eat e. Exit. 

Enter A chilles and Patroclus in their Tent. 

Vlif Achilles ftandsi’rii entrance ofhis Tent $ 

Pleafc It our Generali to pafie drangely by him. 

As ifhe vipye forgot: and Princes oil. 

Lay negligent and loofe regard vpon him $ 

11 will come lad,’tislike heelequedionme. 
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on 


It may doe good, pride hath no other daffe 5 
Toflaow it lelfe, but prides for funpU w 
Fecde arrogance, and arc the proud mans fi 

Agom. Wtelc execute your purpofc 

A formedftrangenefle as wepaffe along ndf>Ut 
So doc each Lord, and either greete him 
Or elfe difdainfully, which (hall (hake him 
Then ifnot lookt on, I will lead the wav C * 

Achil. W-hat conics the Generali to f pe a ew ., 

1 °“ kn T y m , ind *’J 1e H § ht no n>°re*L„ft?“ hl8 

Nef. Nothing my Lord. 

Aga. The better. 

Achil, Good day, good day. 

Men, Howdoeyou? howdoeyou? 

Acbi. What, do’s the Cuckold fcorneme? 

AUx. Flow now Patroclm} 

Achil. Good enovtowAiax} 

Aiax. Ha. 

Achil, Good morrow. 

Aiax I, and good next day too. r 

’ r,s certaine, greatnefle once fait* out wi ,h fortune 
Mud fall out with mentoo: what the declin'd : j ' 
He lhall as ioone reade in the eyes of others * * 

As feele in his owne fall: for men like butter-flies 
She w not their mealie wings, but to the Summer 
And not a man forbeing fimpjy man. 

Hath any honour; but honour’d for ’thofe honours 
That are without hirojas place,rfcches,and fauour 
Prizes of accident, as oft as raerje: 1 

Which when they 6 H,m being fl.ppery danders; 
j he louc that leand on them asfllppcfy too, 

Doth one plucke downc another, and together 
Dye in the tall. Buc’cisnotfo with me $ 

Fortune and I arc friends, I doe eriioy 
At ample point, all that I did pofleffe, 
Saueithefemenslookes; who do me thinkesfindeout 
Something not worth in me fuch rich beholoing, 

As .they.h.aue often g tuen. Here is Vlifes, 
lie interrupt his reading : hownovj 

Tlif. Now, great Thetis Soane. 

Achil. What are you reading ? 

Tltf. A drangc fellow here 
Writes me, that man, how dearely cuer patted, 

How much in hauing,or without,or in, 

Cannot make boad to haue that which he hath} 

Nor fceles not what he owes, but by redeaion: 

As when his vertues Ihining vpon others, 

Hcate them, and they retort that heate again? 

To the fird giuer. 

Achil, Thi s is nor ftrange Vlifts: 

The bcautie that is borne here in the face, 

The bearer knowes not,but commends it felfe, 

Not going from it felfc.: but eye to eye oppos’d, 
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"i* “ £h - h ’"' c 

“ a ,- n . c0 larion turncs not co tt felfe, 

Vil U hath trauail’d, and is married there : 

i Where it may Ice it felfe ; this i s not ftrange at all. 

■■Vlif. TdoeMt ftraincit atthcpofition, 
rr is fatoiH ar ; buc ac the Authors drift, 

Who in hi* circumftancc, exprefly proues 
Sit no may is the Lor^oUay thing, 
nLoh in and of him there is much confiding,) 

Till he communicate Jiis parts to others: 

Mnr doth he of himfelfe know them lor ought, 
rill lie behold them forced in th’applaulc, 

\Vheic they ore extended ; who like an area rcuerb rate 
The voyce againe; or like a gate of fteele 
: nun* the Sunnc,receiuesand renders back : 

His fi^tirc^and his heate. I was much rapt in this, 

And apprehended here immediately ; 

The vnkno w ne Aiax ; - 

Heauens what a nnn is there?a very Horfe, . ^tc- 
That ha? he knowes not what. Nature,whac things there 
Moft abie£l in regard, and dearc in vfc. 

VVhat things againc mod dccre ip the efteeme. 

And P oore i° worth : now fii3ll wc fee co oiorrow. 

An aft -h* 1 ver y chance doth throvv vpon him? 

Jinx renovyn’d ? O hcauens^what fome men doe. 

While Tome men leaue to doe ! 

How Tome men creepe in skittifh fortunes hall, 

VVhilei others play the Ideotsin her eyes; 

How one roan eaces into ar.onhcrs pride. 

While pride is fcafiing in his wantonnefle 
Toiecthcfc Grecian Lords; why,cuen already, 

They clap the lubber jiUx on the Chouldcr, 

As if his footc were on braue Hectors breft, 

And great Ty°y Shrinking. 

AcWiL I doc belecuc it: 

For they paft by roe,as myfersdoeby beggars. 

Neither gaue to me good word,nor lookc; 

What are my deedcs forgot? 

Vltf Time hath(\my Lord) a wallet at his backc, 
Wherein he puts almes for obliuion : 

A great fiz’d monficr of ingratitudes: 

Thofe feraps are good deedes paft, 

Which arc dcuoufd as faft-as they are made, 

Forgot as fooneas.done : perfcuerance^cere my Lord, 
Keepes honor bright, to haue done, is to hang 
Quite out olfafhionj like arufticmalc, 

In monumental] mockrie; take the inftant way. 

For honour trauels in a ftraight fo narrovy. 

Where one but goes a breaft>keepc then the paths 
For emulation hath a thoufand Sonnes, 

That onebyonepurfue; ifyou giue way. 

Or hedge afidc from the direct forth right; 

Like to an entred Tydc,they all rufh by, 

And leaue you hindrroff: « 

Or like a gallant Horfe falne in firft ranke. 

Lye there for pauement to the abie6F, neere 
Ore.run and trampled on: then what they doe in prefent. 
Though lefle then yours in paft,muft ore-top yours : 

For time is like a fafiiionable Hoftc, 

Thatflighcly iTiakeshispartingGueft by th’hand; 

And with his armes out-ftretch^as he would flye, 

Grafpes in the comroer: the welcome cucr fmilcs. 

And farewels goes outfighing : O let not vertue fce]ke 
Remuneration for the thing it was :for bcautie,wit, 

High birth, yioor of bone, defert in fcruice, 
Loue^nendfhip^charityjare lubicfts all 


To enmous and calumniating time; .! 

I* One touch of nature makes the whole world iifi : •• 

That all with one confent praife new borne gaudes* 
Though they are made and moulded of things paft. 

And goe to duft,that is a little guilt, - . 

More laud then guilt orcdufled. 

The prcfenc eye praifes the pref nt obieft : 

Then maruell not thou great and complcat man. 

That all ehcGrcekesbegin to wcufliip^a:; 

Since things in motion begin to catch the eye. 

Then what not fin s: the cry went out on thee. 

And ftill it might, and yet it may againc, • 

Jfthou would'ftnot entombe thy felfe aliue. 

And cafe chy reputation in thy Tent; • *? 

Who fa glorious deedcs^ut in thefe fields of late, 

Made emulous millions Vnongft the gods themfelucs! > 

And draue great M*rs co faction. 

AchiL Of this, n»ypriuscie, : 

1 haue firongreafons. ii ' 

P r lif But’gainftyourpriuacie 
The reafons arc more potent and heroycall: 

’Tis knownc Achilles, that you at e in loue 
With one of Prtims daughters. 

Achtl , Ha?kncwne? 

Vlif* Is that a wonder ? 

The prouidenee chat’s in a wacchfoll State, 

Knowes alrooft cuery graiuc ofPlutocs gold ; 

Findcs bottome in th vhcomprehcnfiuc deepcs ; 

Keepes place with thought; and almoft like the god 5 . 
Doe thoughts vnuaile in their durobecracjles: 

There is a myfterie (with whom relation 
Durft ueuer meddle) in the foule of State ; 

Which hath an operation more diuine, 

Then breath or pen can jgiue expreflure to: 

All checomrnerle that you haue had with Troy, 

As perfeftly is ours,a«yours,my Lord. 

And better would it Ht Achilles much. 

To throw downt Hector then Tplixem. , 

But it mufi gneue yong Virhus now at home. 

When fame in her Hand found her trumpej 
And all the Grcekifh Girles fliall tripping fing, 

Great Heitors filler did Achilles winne; 

But our great Aiax brauely beate downe hirn« 

Farewell roy Lord ; I as your louer fpeakc ; 

The foolc flides ore the I ce that you fhould breakc* 

Tatr . To this effe# Achilles haue I mou^d you 5 
A woman impudent and mannifh growne, 

Is not more loth’d^hcn an effeminate man, 

In time of aftion ; I ftand condemn’d for this $ 

They thinke my little ftomacke to the warre. 

And your great loue to roe,reftraines you thus : 

S weete,roufe your fclfcjand the weake wanton fapid 
Shall from your necke vnloofe his amorous fould. 

And like a dew drop from the Lyons mane, 

Be fhooketo ayrie ayrc. 

Achil . Shall Aiax fight with HeVcor ? 

Vatr* I; and perhaps receiuc much honor by him. 
Achil . I fee my reputation is at flake. 

My fame is fliro wdly gored* 

Patr. O then beware : 

Thofe wounds hcalc ill,that men doe giue thcmfelucs; 
Omiflion to doc what is ncceffary, 

Seales a commiflion to a blsnke of danger* 

And danger like an ague fubtly taints 
Euen then when wc fit idely in the funne. 

AchtK Goe call 7 herftes huher fyveet TatrocUs 
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lie fend the foolc to A/ax , and defire him 
T'inuite the Troian Lords after the Combat 
Tofeevsherevnarm’d : I haue a womans longing, 

An appetite that I am fickc withal!. 

To fee great Hellor in his weedcs of peace; Lntcr'JberJi, 
To talke with him, and to behold his vifage, 

Euen to my full of view. A labour fau’d. 

Tber. A wonder. t 
Achil. What? 

Thtr. tAiax goes vp and downe the field, asking for 
himfelfc. 

Achil. How fo 1 

Ther. Hee mull fight fmgly to morrow with Heeler, 
and is fo prophetically proud of an hcroicall cudgelling, 
that he raucs in faying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be ? 

7 her. Why he ftalkesvp and downe like a Peacock,a 
ftrideand a (land: ruminates like an hofic(Tc,th3thathno 
Arithmatique but her braine to fet downe her recko¬ 
ning : bites his lip with a politique regard,as who (hould 
fay, there were wit in his head and twoo’d out; and fo 
there is: but it lyes as coldly in him, as fire in a flint, 
which will not fhew without knocking. The mans vn- 
done for euer;for if Heitor breake not his nccke i’ch’cotn- 
bat, heelebreak’thimfclfeinvaine-glory. Heknowes 
not mee * 1 faid, good morrow Aiax ; And he replyes, 
thankes Agamemnon* What thinke you of this man, 
that takes me for the Generali? H-ee’s growne a very 
land-fifh, languagelcfle, a monfter : a plague of o- 
pinion, a man may weare it on both fides like a leather 
Ierkin. 

Achil. Thou mud be my Ambaflador to him Therjites . 
7 her. Who, I: why.heele anfwcr no body : he pro- 
feffes noranfwrring; fpeaking is for beggers: he weares 
his tongue in’s armes: I will put on hij prefence; let Pa- 
troclns make his demands to me, you fhall fee the Page¬ 
ant of Aiax. 

Achil. Toh‘\m1 ) atrocltu\ie\\ him,I humbly defire the 
valiant Aiax, to inuitc the mod valorous Heller,to come 
vnarm’d to my Tent, and to procure, fafe conduct for his 
perfon,ofthemagnanimious andmoftilluftrious, fixe or 
feauen times honour'd Captaine,GeneralIofthe Grecian 
Armie Agamemnon ,&c. doe this. 

Patro. lone blelTe great Aiax, 

Ther. Hum.’ 

Patr. I come from the worthy Aebilles. 

Ther. Ha? 

Patr. Who mod humbly defires you to inuite Heitor 
to his Tenr. 

Ther. Hum. 

Patr. And to procure fafe conduct from Agamemnon. 
Ther. Agamenn.on ? 

Patr. I my Lord. 

Ther. Ha? 

Patr. What fay you too’t. 

Ther, God buy you with all my heart. 

Patr, Your anfwer fir. 

7 her. If to morrow be a faire day, by eleuen a clocke 
it will goe one way or other; howfoeuer, he.fhall pay for 
me ere he has me.. 

Tattr. Your anfwer fir. 

Ther. Fare you well withall my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is noc in this tune,'ishe? 

Ther. No,but he's out a tune thus: what muficke will 
be in him when Heitor has knockr out his braines,I know 
not: but 1 am fure none,vnleffc the Fidler Afolle get his 



finewes to make catlings on. 

Achil. Come, thou ftialt beare a T 
flraight. Lttter to hj 

Thtr. Let me carry another to his Horfe-f. . 
more capable creature. ,ror l “*t**tJ 

Achil. My mindc is troubled like a Foim,.- . 

And I my felfe fee not the bottomc ofit. ainc ^t’d, 

Ther. Would the Fountaine of your mj n( i 
againe, that I might water an Affe at it < r clet 
Tickc in a Shcepc, then iuch a valiant i gn0 i b < 

Enter at one doorc%Alne&t north a Torch 

Paris, Diephabies, Amhenor,Diomed 
Grecian,wth Torches. 

Par. See hoa, who is that there ? 

T)teph, It is the Lord *s£neas. 

*Alne. Is the Prince there inperfor.? 

Had 1 fo good occafion to lye long 

As you Prince ^.nothing but heaoenly buWrr 
Sh juld rob my bed-mate of my company* 

?«•. A .ali.", Greeke *£«., take hi ,. h 
Witncfle the proccfle ofyour fpeech within • * 

You told how Diemed in a whole weeke by dayea 
Did hauntyou in the Field. 7 

tAEne. Health to you valiant fir 
During all queftion of the gentle truce: 

But when I meete you arm’d,as blacke defiance 
Ashea.t can thinke,or courage execute. * 
T)iom. The one and other Diomti embraces 
Our blouds are now in calmejand lolong health* 

But when contention.and occafion meetes 
By lone. He play the hunter for thy life, * 

With all my force, purfuitc and pollicy. 

*s£ne. And thou fhalt hunt a Lyon that will flye 
With his face backward, in hutnaine gentlcnelfc: 

Welcome to Troy j now by Anchifes life,. 

Welcome indeede; by^»*a hand I fwea’rc. 

No man aliuc can loue infuch a fort. 

The thing he meancs to kill, more excellently, 
piom. Wcfimpathize. lone let u£neas liue 
(Ifto my fword his fate be not the glory ) 

A thoufand complcate courfes of the Sunne, 

But in mine emulous honor let him dye: 

With euery ioynr a wound, and that co morrow. 
ta£»e. We know each other well. 

Dto. We doe,and long to know each other wotfe. 
Par. This is the moft,defpightful’ft gentlegreeting; 
The nobleft hatefuil loue, that ere 1 heard of. 

What bufinefie Lord fo early ? 
ty£ne. I was fent for to the Kingjbut why,I know not. 
Par. His purpofc meets you;it was to bring this Greek 
To Calcha s houfejand there to render him. 

For the enfreed Anthenor, the fairc Crejfid-. 

Lers haue your company; or if you pleafe, 

Haftc there before vs. I conflantly doe thinke 
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 

My brother Trey fas lodge* there to night. 

Roufe him, and giuc him note ofour approach. 

With the whole quality whereof, I fearc 
We (ball be much vnwelcome. 

*r£ne. That J allure you: 

Treylus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 

Then Crtjftdboxne from Troy. 

Par. Then 
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Par. There is no hclpe: . 

Th bitter difpofit ion ol the time will oaoe it io. 

0>-^o3. 

!Z And tell me noble D,emed ; faith tell me true, 
Cl ., n j',, the foule of found good fellow Hup, 

\Vho in y° ur thoughts merits fairc Helen ffioft . 

Uy felfe,or (JUenclauit 

J}ior». Both alike. , , r , , 

merits well to ha^-c ber,tbac ooth .catc her, 
iM 0t making any fcruple of her foyiure 
With filth a hell of panic,and world Oi charge- 
An d you as well :o keepe her,thac defend her, 
m oC pallaLing the taftc of her difnonour, 

\Vuh inch a coflly Ioffe of wealth and^lricndss 
He liiic a puling Cuckold^ would drmkc yp 
fhekes and dregs of a fiat tamed pcece : 
you like a letchcr, out of whorifh loynes, 

Arc plcai'd co breede out your inheritors: 

Both merits poyz*J, each weighs no lelfe nor more. 

Rutheas he,which hcauierfora whore. 

par. You are too biitcr to your country-woman. 

Die. Shee’s bitter to her countrey : hearc me Paru, 

For cucry falfe drop in her baudy veines, 

A Grecians life hath funke: for euery fcruple ‘ 

Ofher contaminated carrion weight, 

A jroian hath becue flaine.Since fnc could fpeakc. 

She hath not giuen fo m^ny good words breath. 

As for her,Greekes aod Troians fuffred death. 

Par. Fairc Diotned y you doe as chapmen doe, 

Di(praife the thing that you defire to buy: 
Butwcinfilencchold thisvertue well; 

Weele noc commend, vvhac we intend co fell. 

Here lyes our y* Exeunt* 

Enter Troyiut and CreJfnLt . 

Troy. Deere trouble not your felfe: the morne is cold. 
Cref Then fwcet my Lord,lic call mine Vockle down; 
He fhall ynbolt the Gates. 

Troy . Trouble him not: 

Tobed,tobed:fleepe kill thefepritty eyes, 

And giue as loft attachment to thy fences,' 

As Infants empty of all thought. , 

Cref Good morrow then. 

Troy. I prithee now to bed. 

Cref. Are you a weary ofme > 

7 roy. O Crcjfida l but that the bufie day 
Wak’c by the Larke,hath rouz*d the ribaold Crowes, 

Anti dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer: 

I would not from thee. 

Cref Night hath bcene too briefe. (ftayes, 

Troy. Befhrew the witch! with venemous wights {lie 
As hidioufly as hell j but flics the grafpes ofloue. 

With wings more momcntary,fwift then tlyoughc: 

You will C 3 rch cold, and curfe me. 

Cref Prithee tarry,you men will neuer tarry ; 

0 fooiifli Crejfid , I might haue ftiil held off*, 

And then you would haue tarried. Harkc,thcr's one vp? 
Pand. within. What’s all the doores open here ? 

Tro)\ It is your Vnckle. Enter Pandartos. 

Cref A peflilence on him: now will he be mockins?: 

I fhall haue fuel) a life* 

_ Pan. How nowjhow now? how goe maiden-beads? 
Heare you Mrude: wher’s my cozin Crejfid ? 

Cref Go hang your fel^you naughty mocking Vnckle: 


) You bring me to doo-—and then you floucc me too a 
pan* To do what? to do what ?ltt her fay what; 
What haue I brought you to doe ? 

Cref Comc ; come,bcfhrevv your heart s youlc nere be 
good,nor fuffer others. 

& Pm. Ha,ha: alaspoore wretch: a poore Chtyochia, baft 
not flept tonight? would he not (a naughty nKin) let it 
fleepe:a bug-beare take him. One knocks. 

(fref Dtdnorlteiiyou? would he were knockt ith* 
head. Who’s dUc a: doore ? good Vnckle goe and fee. 
My Lord, come you againe into my Chamber: 

You fmilc and mocke me, as it I meant naughtily. 

Troy. Ha, ha. 

Cre'Coinc you are deceitf d, I thinke of no fuch thing. 
How earncftly they knocke: pray you come in. Knocks* 
I would not for haife Troy haue you fcene here. Exeunt 
Pan. Who’s there ? what> the macwr? will you beacc 
downe the doorc ? How now, what’i rhe matter/ 
ts£nc. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 

Tan. Who’s there my Lord t*y£neet»? by my troth I 
knew you not: what newes with you fo C 3 rly ? 
i/£ne. Is not Prince Troylx* here? 

Pan. Here? what fliould he doe here ? 

%y£ne. Come he is herc/my Lo rd, doe not deny him: 
It doth import him much to fpeake with me. 

Tan. Is he here fay you ?’cis more then I know* He be 
fwornc: For my ownc<parcI came in lace: what ftiould 
he doe here ? 

ts£ne* Who,nay then .• Come,come, youlcdoehim 
wrong, ere y'arc ware: youlcbcfo true to him, to be 
falfe to him : Doe not you know ofhinsjbut yet goe fetch 
him hither, goe. 

Enter Troy Ins* 

Troy . How now, what’s the matter? j 

My Lord,! fearce haue lerfure to faluteyon, 
My matter is fo rafla: there is at hand, 

Paris your brotber,and Deiphabw, 

The Grecian Diomed , and our ^dnthenor 
Deliuer’d to vs, and for him forth-with. 

Ere the fii fl facrifi^e,within this hourc, 

Wemuft giue vp to Dtomeds hand 
The Lady Crcjfida. 

Troy . Is it concluded fo? 

is£ne. By Priam, and the general! ftaccofTV^ 

They are at hand,and ready to effeft it. 

Troy. How my atchicucments mocke me; 

I will goe meete them: and my Lord tineas, 

Wc met by chance; you did nor finde me here. 

±y£n. Good,good,my Lord,the fecrccs ofnature 
Haue not more gift in taciturnitie. Exemt* 

Exter Pandarus and Crejfid, 

Pan* pofhblc? no fooner got but loft : the diuell 
take Anthenor^ the yong Prince will goe mad : a plague 
vpon Antbenor; I would they h.id brok’s necke. 

Cref How now ? what’s the matter ? who was here? 
Tan t Ah,ha ! 

Cref Why figh you fo profoundly? wher’s my Lord? 
gone ? tell me 1 weet Vnckle, what’s the matter ? 

Pan. Would I were as deepe vndcr the earth as I am 
aboue. 

Cref. O the gods! what’s the matter ? 

Pan. Pry thee gee thee in: would thou had’ft mere been 
borne; I knew thou would’ft be hu death.O poore Gen 
tlcman ; a plague ypon Antbertor . 

% Cref Good 
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Cref. Good Vncklc I befeech you, on my knees,I bc- 
fecch you what’s the matter? 

Pan. Thou muft be gone weneb, thou mutt begone; 
thou art chang’d for Anthenor : thou mutt to thy Father, 
and begone from Trojltts : 'twill be his death : ’twill be 
his baine, he cannot beare it.. 

Cref. Oyouimmortallgods! Iwillnotgoc. 

Tan. Thou mutt, 

Cref. I will not Vncklc: I haue forgot my Father: 

»know no touch ofconfanguir.itie: 

No kin, no loue,no bioud,no foule, fo neere me. 

As the fweet Trojltts : O you gods diuine! 

Make CreJJids name the very crowne of falfhood ! 

If euer fhe leaue Trojltts : titne,orce and death. 

Do to this body what extremitie you can; 

But the ftrong bafe and building of my loue. 

Is as the very Ccnccr of the earth. 

Drawing all things to it. I will goe in and weepe. 

Tan. Doe, dee. 

Cref. Teareray bright belie, and fcratch my praifed 
cheekes, 

Cracke my cleere voyce with fobs, and breake my heart 
With founding Trojltts.\ will not goe from Troy .Exeunt. 

Enter Parts,Troylus ,tAE.ne.u, Deiphehtts,An. 
tbenor and Diomcdes. 


Par. It is great morning, and the houre prefixe 
OfhcrdeliucrietothisvaliantGreekc 
Comes faft vpon: good my brother Trojltts, 

Tell you the Lady what (he is to doe, 

And haft her to the purpofe, 

Troy. Walke into her houfe: 

He bring her to the Grecian prefentiy; 

And to his hand, when I deliuer her, 

Thinke it an Altar, and thy brother Trojltts 
A Prieft, there offring to it his heart. 

Par. I know what’tis to loue, 

And would, as 1 (hall pittie, I could helpe. 

Pleafe you walke in, my Lords. 


Exeunt. 


Enter Pandartts and Crefftd. 

Pan. Be moderate,be moderate. 

Cref. Why tell you me of moderation? 

The griefe is Kne, full perfeft that I tafle. 

Arid no leffe in a fenfe as ftrong 

As that which eaufeth it. How can I moderate it ? 

Jf I could temporife with my afrc&ion, 

Or brew it to a weake and colder pallat. 

The like alaiment could I giue my griefe: 

My lone admits no qualifying erode; Enter Trojltts. 
No more my griefe, in fuch a precious lode. 

Pan. Hcrc,herc,here,he comes,a fweet duckc. 

Cref. O Trojltts , Trojltts J 

Pan. What a pairc of fpe&acles is here t let me em¬ 
brace coo: oh hart, as the goodly faying is; O heart, hea- 
uie heart, why iigheft thou without breaking? where he 
anfwersagaine; becaufe thou canft not cafe thy fmart by ' 
friend(hip,noi;by fpeaking : there was neuer a truer rime; 
letvseaft away nothing, for wc may liue co haue ncede 
of fuch a Verfe: we fee it, wc fee it: how now Lambs ? 

Troy. Crefftd : I loue thee in fo ftrange apuritic ; 

That the bleft gods, as angry wich my fancie, 

More bright in zcale, then the deuotion which 
Cold lips blow to their Deities: cake thee from me. 

Cref. Haue the gods enuic? 



frey? 


■m. 


Pan. I,I,I,I, tis tooplaine a cafe. 

Cref. And is it true, that I muft coe f rt4m T 
Troy. A hatefull truth. 8 °™ T) 

Cref. What, and from Trojlns too ? 

Troy. From Trov,and Trojltts. 

Cref. Iftpoffible? 

Troy. And fodainely, where iniurie ofch 

Puts backe leauc-taking, iuftles roughly h * Rcc 

All time of paufe; rudely beguiles our ljn s ^ 

Of all reioyndure: forcibly preuencs ° 

Our loekt eiubrafures;drangles ourdeare v 
Euen in the birth ofour owne laboring bre °i, WW * 

Wc two, that wi th fo many thoufand 
Did buy each other, muftpoorcly fell JL r! 

With the rude breuideand difeharge ofou^ UCSj 
Iniurious time; now with a robbers hafte* 

Crams his rich theeuerie vp, he knowes not how 
As many farwels as be ftars in hoaueo, 

Wich diftina breath,and confign’d ki’ffes to them 
He fumbles vp into a loofc adiew ; ’ 

And fcants vs with a ftngle famifht kiffe, 

Diftafting with the fait of broken team.’ Enters 
tineas within. My Lord,ts the Lady ready? * 
Troy. Harke, you are call’d: feme fay the <JLf 0 
Cries, come to him that inflantly muft dve. ° 

Bid them haue patience: fhe fhall come anon. 

Pan. Where are myteares? raine,to lay ‘this «im 
or my heart will beblowne vp by the root. 

Cref. I muft then to the Grecians? 

Troy. No remedy. 

Cref, A wofull Crefftd 'roong’ft the merry Greekti 
Troy. When fhall we fee againe? 

Troy. Here me my loue: be thou but trueofheart. 
Cref. I true ? how now? what wicked deeme is this 
Troy. Nay, we muft vfe expoftulation kindely, 
For it is parting from vs: 

I fpeake not, be thou true, as fearing thee: 

For I will throw my Gloue to death himfeife, 

That there’s no maculation in thy heart: 

But be thou true, fay I,to fafhion in 
My fequent proteftacion: be thou true, 

And I will fee thee. 

Cref. O you fhall be expofd, my Lord to dangers 
As infinite, as imminent: but lie be true. 

Troy. And lie grow friend with danger; 
Wearethis Sleeue. 

Cref. And you this Gloue. 

When fhall I ieeyou ? 

Troy. I will corrupt the Grecian Cendnels, 

To giue thee nightly vifitatton. 

But yet be true. 

Cref. O heauens: be true againe ? 

Troy. Heare why I fpeake it; Loue: 

The Grecian youths are full of qualitie, 

Their louing well compos’d,with guifr ofnature, 
Flawing and fwelling ore with Arts and exercife: 
How nouelties may mouc, and parts with perfen. 
Alas, akinde of godly iealoufic; 

Which I befeech you call a vertuous finne: 

Makes me affraid. 

Cref. O heauens, you loue me not! 

Troy. Dye I avillainethen: 

In this I doe not call your faith in queftion 
So mainely as my merit: I cannot fing, 

Nor hcele the high Lauolt; nor fweeren talke; 

Nor play at fubtill games; faire vertucs all j. ( 


‘Troylus and Crefsida » 


moft p r r TY and pte§nanc : 

l' T\ cm tell that in each grace of chefe, 

IT r lurkes a fttll and dumb-dilcpurfiue diuell, 
K'Jlt, moft cunningly : but be not tempted. 
r ,r Doc you thinke I will: 
i^No.but fomething may be done that we wffnot. 
And (otnecim« we are dtuels co out felues, 

When we will cempt che frailtie ofour powers. 
Perfuming on their changeful! potencte. 

? ^niaswithin. Nay, good my Lord? 

T rey Come kiffe, and let vs pare. 

Paris within. Brother Trojltts ? 

Troj. Good brother come you hither. 

And bring ^£neas and the Grecian with you, 

‘ cref i My Lord,will you be true? 
froy. Who I ? alas it is my vice, my fault: 

W h,lcs others fi(h with craft for great opinion, 
i wich great truth,catch mcerefimphcitie ; 

VVhil’ft fome with cunning guild their copper crownes. 


Exit, 


Enter the Greches, 

Fcarc not my truth ; the morrali of my wit 
Is plainc and true, thcr’s all the reach of it. 

Welcome fir Dtomcd, here is the Lady 
Which for Antenor, we deliuer you. 

At the port (Lord) He giue her to thy hand, 

And by the way peflefie thee what flu is. 

Entreatchcr faire ; and by my foule,faireGreckc, 
Iferethou ftand at mercy of my Sword, 

Name Crefftd, and thy life (hall be as fafe 
h$Priam\i in Illion? 

Dion*. Faire Lady Crefsid, 

So pleafe you faucthc thankes this Prince expedls: 

The luftre in youreye,heauen in your chceke, 

plcades your faire vifagc,and to Diomed 

You (lull be roiflrclfe^nd command him wholly. 

Troy, Grcciatvhoudo’fi not vfeme curtcoufly. 

To (liame the fcale of my petition towards, 

I prailing her. I tell thee Lord of Greece : 
Sheeisasfarrehigh foaringo’re thypraiies, 

A« thou vnworthy to be cal’d her feruant: 

I charge thee vfc her well, euen for my charge; 

For by the dreadfull Pinto, if thou do 'l\ not, 

(Though th c great bulke i/fchillcs be thy guard) 
lie cue 11» throotc. 

Bio w. Oh be not mou*d Prince Troyhu ; 

| Let me be priuilcdgM by myp lace and meflage, 

To be a fpcaker free ? when l am hence, 

( ji»eanfvvei*tc my lu(i: and know my Lord ; 
f ;j[le nothing doe orv charge : to her owne worth 
She (hall be priz’d : but that you fay, be’t lo ; 
Ilcfpeakeitinmy fpirit and honor, no. ^ 

I Troy. Come to the Port. lie tell xhezDiomedy 
1 This brauc, (liall oft make thee to hide thy head ; 

Lady,giue me your hand>and as we walke. 

To our owne lclues bend wc our needefuli talke. 

S omdTrnmfet. 

Par. HarkCj/^fbrxTrumpet. 
tALnc. How haue we fpent this morning 
The Prince muft thinke me tardy and remiffe. 

That fworc to ride before him in the field. 

Par . Tis Trojlm fault:comejCome^to field with him. 

Exeunt, 


Bio. Let vs make ready flraight. 

Yea, withaBridegroomesfrdli alacritie 


T 


Let vs addreffe to rend on Hettors heeles: 

The glory ofour Trey doth this day lye 
On his faire worth,and fingle Cliiualrie. 

Enter A tax armed, JchHles,Patrocltu, Agamemnon, 
Jlienclatts yiiffes, PJeft cr^aleasj&c. 

Aga. Here art thou in appointment frefh and faire. 
Anticipating citne. W ith ftarting courage, 

Giue with thy Trumpet a loud note to Troy 
Thou dreadfull v4»«*,that the sppauled aire 
May pierce the head of the great Combatant, 

And hale him hither. 

Aia. Thou, Trumpet, ther’s my purfe; 

Now crackt thy lungs, and fplit thy bralen pipe: 

Blow villainCjtill thy fphered Bias cheeke 
Out-fwell the collicke ofpuft Aqttilon : ^ 

Come, ftretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout bloud: 
Thou bioweft for HeVvor. 

VI,f NoTnimpctanfwers. 

. Achil. ’Tis but early dayer. 

Aga. Is not yong Diomed with Caicos daughter? 

Vhf. ’Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate , 

He riles on the toe : that fpirit of his 
In afpiration lifts him from the earth. 

Aga. 1 s this the Lady Crefftd ? 

Dto. Euen fhe, 

Aga. Moft deercly welcome to the Grcckes, fweete 
Lady. 

Ncft. Oar Generali doth falute you with a ltiffc. 

Vlif. Yet is the kindeneffc but particular>’twerc bet¬ 
ter Hie were kift in generall. 

Nefl. And very courtly couni’ell: lie begin. So much 

for Neft or. 

Achil. He take that winter from your lips faire Lady 
^chides bids you welcome. 

Mine. I had good argument for kitting once. 

Patro. But that’s no argument for kitting now; 

For thus pop’c Paris in his bardiroenr. 

Vlif. Oh deadly gal), and theameofall our fcornes. 
For which we loofe our heads, to gild his homes. 

Patro. The firft was tJWettelatu kiffe,this mine: 

Pat rocl tts kiffcs you. 

Mene. Oh this is trim. 

Patr. Paris and I kiffe euermore for him. 

Mene. He nauc my kiffe fir; ; Lady by your leaue- 
Cref. In kitting doe you render,or receiue. 

Patr. Both take and giue. 

Crf. lie make my match to liue, 

The kiflc youtakc is better then you giue: therefore no 
kifle. 

Mene. lie giue you bcote, He giue you three for one. 
Cref. You arc an odde man, giue eucn,or giue none. 
Mene. An odde man Lady, eucry man is odde. 

Cref. No, Pant is not; foryou know ’tis true, 

That you arc odde,and he is cuen with you. 

Mene. You fillip me a’th’head. 

C>cf. No, lie be fwornc« 

Vlif. It were no match,your naileagainft his home: 
May I fwectc Lady beg a kiffe ofyou ? 

Cref. You may. 

ZJlif. I doe defirc ir. 

Cref. Whybeggethen? 

Vhf. Why then for Ventu fake, giue me a kiffe: 

When HeHtn is a maide againe, and his^ —-- 

Cref. I am your debtor, claime it when’tis due, 

jr g Vlif. Ncuer’s 
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Vlif. Neuer’s my day, and then a kific of you. 

‘Diom* Lady a word, lie bring you to your Father. 
Nefl. A woman of quicke fence. 

Vlif. Fie, fie,vpon her : 

Ther's a language in her eye, her cheeke,her lip; 

Nay,hcr foote fpeakcs,her wanton fpirites looke out 
At euery ioynt,and motiue of her body: 

Oh thefe encounterers fo glib of tongue. 

That giue a coafting welcome ete it comes; 

And wide vnclafpe the tables of their thoughts. 

To euery tickling reader: fet them downc, 

For fluttifh (poylcs ofoppormnitic; 

And daughters of the game. Exennt. 

Enter all of Troy , Heilor 7 P arts cos, Helenas 

and Attendants, Florifh , 

All. TheTroians Trumpet. 

Aga. Yonder comes the troope. 

*s£ne. Haile all you Rate of Greece: what fhalbe done 
To him that vi&ory commands ? or doe you purpofe, 

A vidfcor (ball beknownc : will you the Knights 
Shall to theedge ofall cxtrcmitie 
Purfue each other*, or (hall be diuided 
By any voyce,or order of the field : Heitor bad 3 ske ? 
Aga. Which way would Hector haue it ? 
fAEne, He care 3 not, heele obey conditions. 

Aga. *Tis done like Heilor , but fecurely done, 

A little proudly, and great deale difprifing 
The Knight ©ppos’d* 

tAZne. If not Achilles fir, what is your name ? 

Achtl. If not Achilles y nothing. 
tAZne, Therefore Achilles: but what crc,know this. 

In the extremity of great and iittlc : 

Valour and pride excell themfehies in Heitor ; 

The one almoft as infinite as ail; 

The other blanke as nothing: weigh him well; 

And that which lookeslike pride, is ctirtefie : 

This Aiax is halfe made of Hectors blond; 

In louc whereof, halfe Heitor ftaics at home : 

Halfe hcartjhalfc hand, halfe Heitor ,comes to fecke 
This blended Knighc,halfe Troian^and halfe Grcckc. 
Achtl. A maiden battaile then f O I pcrcciue you. 
Aga. Here is fi v 3 Diomcd : goc gentle Knight, 

Stand by our Aiax : as you and Lord ^Eneai 
Content vpon the order of their fight. 

So be it: cither to the vttermoft, 

Or file a breach: the Combatants being kin, 

Halfe flints their ftrife, before their flrokes begin. 

Vlif They aie oppos’d already. 

Aga . What Troian is that fame that lookes fohcauy? 
Vlif The yongeft Sonne oiPriam \ 

A true Knight; they call him Troylas ; 
j Not yet mature, yet matchleflc.firme of word, 
j Speaking in deedes, and deedelefle in his tongue; 
j Not foone ivrouok’c, nor being prouok't,foonc calm’d; 

His heart anjd hand both operand both free : 

For what he has, he giucs; what thinkes,hcfhewe$; 

Yet giues he no: till judgement guide his bounty. 

Nor dignifies an impaire thought with breath : 

I Manly as Hector, but more dangerous; 
j F or Heitor in his blaze of wrath fubfcribes 
|To tender obic&s; but he,in heatc ofaftion, 

I Is more vindeentiue then jealous loue. 

| They call him Treyltes ; and on him erc<fr, 
j A lecond hope, as fairely built as Heitor . 
j Thus faies jEneas, one that knowes the youth, 

; Euen to his inches: and with priuacefotile, \ 



Did in great Illion thus tranflate him to me 
Aga. They are in a&ion. | 

Nefi. Now Aiax hold thine owne. 

Troy. Hetlor, thou flcep’ft, awake ihce. 

Aga .His blowes are wcidifpoj'd there >j 
Diom. You muft no more. “**' tr fytts 

is£>fe. Princes enough, fopleafe you. 

Aia . I am noc warme yet, let vs fipfJ 
Diom. As Hotter pleafts. 8 aga)nc - 

Hett. Why then will I no more: 

Thou art great Lord,my Fathers fillers Sonne- 
A coufen german to great Priams feede: * 

The obligation ofour bloud forbids 
A gorie emulation ’twixt vs twaine: 

Were thycommixion.Greekeand Troian fo 
That thou could’ft fay, this hand is Grecian all 
And this isTroian: the finewes ofthii Le Pe e * 

All Greeke, end this all Troy: my Mothers bloud 
Runs on the dexter cheeke, and this finifter 
Bounds in my fathers : by 7#*multipmenr 
Thou fliould’ft not beare from me a Greekifh i 

Wherein my fword had not impreffure made ^ 
Of our ranke feud : but the iuft gods gainfav 
That any drop thou borrvvdfl from thy mother 
My facred Aunt, fhould by my mortal] Sword * 

Be drained. Let me embrace thee Aiax: 

By him that thunders, thou haft luftie Armes • 

Heitor would haue them fall vpon him thus ’ 

Cozen, all honor to thee. 

Aia. I thanke thee Heitor: 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man: 

I came to kill thee Cozen, and beare hence 
A great addition, earned in thy death. 

Elect. Not Neopto/ymtss fo mirable, 

On whole bright crcfl.fame with her lovvd’ft fO ves) 
Cries,! his i> he; could'ft promife to himfclfc, 

A thought of added honor, tornefrom Heitor, 

J hcrc is expectance here from both the fades. 
What lurthervou will doe ? 

Heit. Weele anfwere it : 

The i floe is embracemenc: A t ax y fare well. 

Aia. j f I might in entreaties findc llicceffe, 

As icid J haue the chance; 1 would defirc 
My fimous Coufin to our Grecian Tents. 

Diom. Tis Agamemnons wifh,and great Achilles 
Doth long to fee vnarm’d the valiant Heilor . 

Heit. ^Encas^ call my brother Troy las to me: 

And fignifie this louing enterview 
To the expe&ers of our Troian part: 

Defire them home. Giue me thy hand,my Coufin: 

I will goc £ 3 te with thee, and lee your Knights. 

Ent er Agamemnon and the reft. 

Aia. Great Agamemnon comes to mcetevshcre, 
Heit. The worthieft ofthem,tel( me name by name: 
But for Achilles , mine owne ferching eyes 
Shall findc him by his large and portly fize. 

Aga. Worthy of Armes: as welcome as to one: 

That would be rid of fuch an cncmie. 

Bur chat's no welcome: vnderftand more deere 
What’s paft,aud what’s to corners flrew'd with huskes, 

A nd formeldTe ruine ofobliuion : 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias drawing: 

Bids thee with moft diuineintegritie, 

From heart of very hearr, great Heitor welcome# 

Heit. I thanke thee moft imperious e Agamemnon. 

Aga. My 


well-fam’d Lord of Troy,no leffc to you. 
f/ 'ut mc confirmemy Princely brothers greeting, 
.brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 

Who mu ft we anfwcr? 

The Noble MexeUtts. 

an- ‘ O vou my Lord.by Mars his gauntlet thanks, 
Ktnckenot,‘that I affeft th’vntradcd Oath, 
lur quondam wife lweares ftill by Vam Glouc 
U '/well, blit bad me not commend her to you. 

il/c-i. ^ 3me her not " ow fir » fhe ’ s a deadl y Theame. 

atf, OparJ° n >I offend. 

j haue (thou gallant Troyan) feene thee oft 

t bowing for deftiny, make crucll way 

Through rankes ofGrcekifli youth: and I haue feen thee 

L hot as PerfiM, fpurre thy Phrygian Steed, 

‘ ^ leene thee fcorning forfeits and fubduments. 

When thou haft hung thy aduanccd fword i th’ayre, 
Notlecring it decline, on the declined : 

That 1 haue faid vnto my ftanders by, 

Loe lupittc is yonder,deaUng life. 

And I h 3UC fecne thee paufe, and take thy breath, 

\Vbcn that a ring of Greekes haue hem vi thee in^ 

Like an Olympian wreftling# This haue 1 feenc, 

But this thy countenance (ftill lock: in ftcele) 

I neucr faw till now. 1 knew thy Grandfirc, 

And once fought with him; he was a Souldier good^ 
Butby great Mars, the Capcaine of vs all, 

Neucr like thee. Let an oldman embrace rhec, 

And (worthy Warriour) welcome to out Tents. 
i/Ene, ’Tis the old Neftor . 

Heit- Let me embrace thee good old Chronicle, 

That haft fo long walk’d hand in hand with time: 
Moftrcuercnd Heftoffl am gladtoclafpc thee. 

He .1 would my armes could match thee in contention 
As they contend with thee in courtefie. 

Heit. I would they could. 

Heft. Ha? by this white beard Fid fight with thee to 
morrow. VVell,welcotn,welcome : I haue feen the time. 

ylyj. I wonder now,how yonder City ftands, 

When we haue hcere herBafe and pillar by ys. 

Heit. I know your fauour Lord Vljjfes well. 

Ah fir, there's many a Greekc and Troy an dead, 

Since firft I faw your felfe, a ndDtomed 
In Illion, on your Greeki flu Embaflie. 

Vlyf Sir, I foretold you then what would enfue, 

My prophefie is buc halfe his iourney yet; 

For yonder wals that pertly front your Townc, 

Yond Towers, whole wanton tops do buffc the doud», 
Muft kiflfe their owne feet. 

Heil. I muft notbelccueyou : 

There they ftand yet: ai\d modcftly I thinke. 

The fall of euery Phrygian ftone will ccft 
A drop of Grecian blood : the end crovvnes all. 

And that old common Arbitrator, Time, 

Will one day end it. 

Vlyf So to him welcaucir. 

Moft gentle, and moft valiant Hector t welcome; 

After the Generali, I befecch you next 
To Feaft with me, and fee me at my Tctit. 

^ Achil. I fhall forcftall thee Lord Vlyjfes , thou: 

Now Heilor 1 haue fed mine eyes on ihee,i 
1 haue with exa£t view perus’d thee Heitor 3 
And quoted ioynt by ioynu 
Heil, lathis Achilles} 

Achil. 1 am Achilles. 

Heil. Stand fairc I prythce, let me looke on thee* 
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Achil. Behold thy fill. ‘ms 

Heit. Nay,l haue done already; M ' ; 

Achtl, Thou art to breefe, I will thefecond time. 

As I would buy thee, view thee, limbeby limbp# 

Heel. O like a Booke of fport thou’l.t rcade me ore: 
Buc there’s more in me then thou vnderftand’ft. 

Why doeft thou fo opprefle me with tlnnc eye t 

Achil.Te II me you Heauens,in which part of his body 
Shall I deftroy him? Whether there,or there,or there. 
That J may giue the locall wound a name, 

And make diftinCt the very breach, where-our 
Heitors great fpirit fl'W. Anfvver me heauens. 

Heil ]c would diicredit the bleft Gods, proud man, 
To anfwer fuch a queftion : Stand againe; 

Think'ft thou to catch my life fo plealanrly. 

As to prer.ominatc in nice conie£ture 
Where thou wilt hit me dead? 

Achil. I tell thee yea. 

Heit # Wert thou the Oracle to tell me fo, 

Tld not bcleeuc thee: henceforth guard thee well. 

For 1 le not kill thee there, r.or there, nor there. 

But by the forge that ftythied Mars his hclme, 
lie kill thee euery where, yea,ore and ore. 

You wifeft Grecians, pardon me thisbraggc ; 

His infolence drawes folly from my lips, 

Buc J le endeuour deeds to match thefe word?! 

Or may I neucr--- 

Aiax . Do not chafe thee Cofin: 

And you Achilles 7 let thefe threats alone 
Till accident,or purpofe bring you too’c. 

You may euery day enough of Heilor 

If you haue ftomackc. Thegenerall ftatelfeare* 

Canfcarfc intreat you to be odde with him. 

Heil. I pray you let vs fee you in the field. 

We haue had pelting Warres (ince you refus’d 
The Grecians caufc. 

Achtl. Doft thou intreat me Heitcri 
Tomorrow do I meeie thee fell as death, 

To night.all Friends. 

Heil. Thy hand vpon chat match* 

Aga. Firft,all you Pecrcs of Greece go to my Tent, 
There in the full conuiue you : Afterwards, 

As Heitors leyfurc, and your bounties fhall 
Concurte together.fcuerally intreat him, 

Beatc lowd the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow. 

That this great Souldier may his welcome know .Exeunt 
Troy. My Lord Zdlyfos, tell me I bcfccch you, 

In what place of the Field doth Calchas keepe ? 

Vfyf At TtfencUm Tent, moft Princely Troylut , 

There TM^med doth feaft with him to night. 

Who neither lookes onheaucn,noronearth. 

But giues ail gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the faire Crejfid . 

Trey. Shall i (fweec Lord)bcbound to thee fo much. 
After we part from Agamemnon s Tent, 

To bring me thither? 

VlyJ. You (Tull command rrfe fir; 

As gentle tc!l me, of what Honour was 
This^Cr^^ inTroVjhad fheno Loucr there 
That wailes her abfence ? 

7 roy. O fir, to fuch as boafting (hew their fcarres ? 

A mocke is due: will you vvalke on my Lord ? 

She was bclou’d, fhe lou’d; fhe is,and doOth; 

But ftilliweet Loue is food for Fortunes tooth. Exeunt % 
Enter Achilles ^and Patrochts. 

Achil.Vit heat his blood withGreekilh wine to night,! 

Which \ 
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Which with my Cemitar lie coole tomorrow: 
?rf&w/jw > lctvsFeafthimto the bight. 

Pat. Heere comaTherfites. EnterTherfites. 

Achil. How now, thou core of Enuy ? 

Thou crufty batch of Nature,wlm’s the newes ? 

Ther. Why thou picture of what thou fecm'ft,&Idoll 
ofldeofworfhippcrs.hcrc’s a 1. etterfor thee. 

Achil. From wncncc, Fragment ? 

Ther. Why thou full difh of Foolc, from Troy. 

Pat. Who kecpcs the Tent now ? 

Ther. The Surgeons box,or the Patients wound. 

Patr. Well faid adueifity,and what need thefe tricks? 

Ther. Prythee be filem boy,’profit not by thy talke, 
tbou arc thought to be Achilles male Varloc. 

Patro, Male Varlot you Rogue -> What’s that? 

Ther, Why his mafeuline Whore. Now therotten 
difeafes ofthe South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, 
Loadcsagrauell i’th’backe, Lethargies, cold Palfies.and 
the like, take and take againe, fuebprepoftrous difeoue- 
rics, 

Pat. Whythou damnable box of tnuy thou, what 
mean’ft thou to curfe thus ? 

Ther. Do I curfe thee? 

Patr. Why no,you ruinous But, you whoifon indi- 
ftinguiftiable Curre. 

Ther. No? why art thou then exafperate, thou idle, 
immateriall skiene of Sleyd filke; thou greene Sarcenet 
flap for a fore eye, thou tallell of a Prodigals purfethou: 
Ah how the poore wotld is peftred with fuch water-flies, 
diminutiucs ofNature. 

Tat. Out gall. 

Ther. Finch Egge. 

Ach. My fweet Pamelas t l am thwarted quite 
From my great purpofc in to morrowes battell: 

Heere is a Letter from Quecne Hecuba, 

A token from her daughterly fairc Loue, 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keepe 
An Oath that I haue fworne. I will not breake it, 

Fall Greekes,fade Fame, Honor or go,or flay, 

My maior tow lyes heere ; this I le obay : 

Come,comc Ther fret, helpc to trim my Tent, 

This night in banqueuing mufl ell be fpent. 

Away Patroclus. Ex' 1 - 

7her. With too much blond,and too Rule Brain, theic 
two may run mad: but if with too much bratae, and too 
little blood, they do. lie be a curer of madmen. Heere’* 
Jeamcmnon, an honefl fellow enough,and one that loues 
Quailes, but he has not fo much Braine as earc-wax; and 
the goodly transformation of Jupiter there his Brother, 
the Bull, the primatiue Statue, and oblique memoriall of 
Cuckolds,a-thrifty fheoing-herne in a chaine, hanging 
at his Brothers legge, to what forme but that he is, {bold 
wit larded with malice, and malice forced with wit.turne 
h.m too : to an AlTe were nothing ; hce is both Affe and 
Oxe' to an Oxe were nothing, hec is both Oxc and Aflc: 
to be a Do^gc, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toade, a Li¬ 
zard, an OwTe, aPuttocke, or a Herring without a Roe, 

I would notcare:but eo be (JHertelatu, I would confpire 
a-Tainfl Defthiy. Aske me not what 1 would be,if I were 
not Therfitss : for I care not to bee the lowfe of a Latar, 
fo i W ere net Medians. Hoy-day, fpirits and fires. 

Bum Elector, Ai^yAgamemno^Vlyffes^e. 
for (Diomed,with Lights. 

At*. We go Wrong, we go wrong. 

Jt sx. No yaUdcr’cis,there where we iec the light. 

Hell. I trouble you. 


Aiax. No,not a whit. 

Enter Achilles. 

Vlyf. Heere comes himfelfe to guideyou ? 

Achil. Wclcome braue ///^welcome Prin 

Agam. So now fairc Prince of Troy,J bid w j Cs . a ^ 

Aiax commands the guard to tend on you ^ 0o ^ n 'ght 
Held. Thanks,and goodnight to the Gre<>lr. 

Men. Goodnight my Lord. ** general. 

Hell. Goodnight fweet Lord 7Mc*elaat. 

Ther. Sweet draught: fweet quoth-a? , 

fweet fure. 1 Wctcfi nte, 

^//.Goodnight and welcom, both at once l , 
that go, or tarty. »'°*nofe 

ssfg*. Goodnight, 

Achtl. Old Ntflor tarries, and you too D,or»ed 
Keepe Heitor company an houre,or two. ' 

Dio. I cannot Lord,I haue important bufineffe 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great Hell» r * 
Deft. Giuc me your hand. 

Vljf. Follow hi* Torch,he goes to Chaleo* Tent 
lie keepe you company. a 

Troy, Sweet fir,you honour me. 

Heft. And fo good night. 

Achil. Come,come, enter my Tent. 

Ther. That fame Diomed' s a falfc-hcarted Rogue a 
moft vmuftKnauc; I will no more truft him whcnhcc 
lecres, then I will a Serpent when he hiffes: he will fpend 
hit mouth & promife, like Brablcr the Hound; but when 
heperformes, Aftronomers foretell it, that itisprodigi. 
ous, there will come fome change; the Sunne borrovves 
ofthe Moone when Diomed keepes his word. I will ra¬ 
ther lcauc to fee Hefter % then not todoggebimitheyfay, 
he keepes a Troyan Drab, and vfesthc Traitour Cbolc* 

his Tent. He after--Nothing but Lctchcrie? All 

incontinent Varlets. Exmt 

Snter Diomed. 

Dio. What are you vp here ho ? fpeakc? 

Chat* Who cals? 

Dio. Dtsmed t Chalcas{ I thinke) vvher’s you Daughter? 
Chal. She comes to you. 

Enter Tfojlns andVlijfes, 

Vlif \ Stand where the Torch may not <hlVouer?s e 
Enter Crefstd. 

Troy . Crefsid comes forth ro him. 

Dio. How now my charge ? 

Cref Now my fweet gardtan: harkc a word with you. 
Troy. Yea, fo familiar ? 

Wif* She will fing any man at fitft fight. 

Ther . And any man may finde hermit he can take her 
life: flic’s noted. 

Dio . Will you remember? 

Cal. Remember ? yes. 

Dio . Nay, but doc then; and let your minde be cou¬ 
pled with your words. 

Troy. What fhould file remember ? 

Vhf. Lift? 

Cref. Sweetehony Greek^emptmcno more to folly* 
Ther. Roguery. 

Dto. Nay then. 

Cref lie cell you what. 

Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin.you arc a forfworne.--*- 
Cref. In faith 1 cannot: what would you haue roe do; 
Ther. A iogling tricke,to be fecrctly open. 

Dio . What did you lweare you would beftow on roc 

Cref. I prethec do not hold me to mine oath, 

Bid me doe not any thing but that fwceteGreeke- ^ 


Dio . 



Troy lus and Crejsida. 



pie. G°°d n >f>k £ * 

Tret. Hold, patience. 

Vlif. How now Troian ? 

yt N^no, good nighc: lie be your fooieno more. 

Trly. Thy better mufl. 

Cr( c Harkc one word in yourearc. 
r J' o plague and madneffc ! 

L/r You aremoued Prince, let vs depart I pray you, 
, ,n Jour difpleafure fbould enlarge it felfc 
To wrathful* tearmes: this place i* dangerous; 

The time right deadly : 1 bcfccch you goe. 
m . Behold, I pray you. 

VliL Nay, good my Lord goe off: 
fouflow*®g rcat diftra&ion: cotucmy Lord? 

Trot. J pray thee flay? 

y oU haue not patience, come. 
prop 1 pray y ou ^ a y ? by bell and hell torments, 

JwiH not fpeake a word. 

$$. And fo good night. 

Cref. Nay-but you part in anger. 

prep Doth that grieuc thee ? O withered truth! 

Vhf- Why, how now Lord ? 
prop By loue I will be patient. 

Cref Gardian ? why Grceke ? 

<Pio. Fo,fo, adew, you palter. 

Cref. In faith I doe not: come hither once againe, 
yif You (liake my Lord at fomething; will you goe? 

you will breake out. 

proj. She ftroakes his chcekc. 

Vlif Come, come. 

Prop Nay flay, by lone I will not fpeakc a word. 

There is hetvseene my will,and all offences, 

^ guard ofpaticnce 5 flay a little while. 

pher-. How the druell Luxury with his fat rumpe and 
potato finger, ti ckles thefe together jfrye lechery,frye. 
r Dio. But will you then } 

Cref. In faith I will lo; ncucr truft me elfe. 

Dio. Giuc me fome token for the furcty of it 


Cref. He fetch you one. Exit. 

Vhf. You haue fworne patience. 

Prop Fearemenot fwectcLord. 

I will not be my felfe, nor haue cognition 
Ofwhat I feelc: I am all patience. Enter CreJJid. 

pher. Now the pledge,now,now,now. 

Cref. Here Diomed, keepe this Sleeue. 

Troj. Obeautie! where is thy Faith? 

Vhf My Lord. 

Prey. I will be patient, outwardly I will. 

Cref. You lookevpon that Sleeue ? behold it well: 
Helou’d me: O falfc wench: giuc’t me againe. 

Bio. Whofe wai’t ? 

Cref, It is no matter now I haue’t againe. 
Iwillnotmcetewith you tomorrow night: 
IprythceZtowfdvifitemeno more. 

Ther. Now fhe fharpens: well faid Whetftone. 

Dio. I fhall haue it. 

Cref. What,this? 

Dio. I that. 

Cref. O all you gods! O pretcie, prettie pledge 5 
Thy Maifter now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee and me, and fighes, and takes my Glouc, 

And giues memoriall daintie kifle's to it; 

Aslkiffct’nee. 

'Dio. Nay,doenotfnatchitfromme.; 

Cref. He that takes that, rakes my heart withall. 


Dio. I had your heart before, this followcs it. 

Troy. I did fweare patience. 

Cref You fhall not haue it Diemed}( ruth youftiall not: 
lie giue you fomethiug elfe. 

Dio. I will haue this: whofe was it? 

Cref. It is no matter. 

Dio. Come tell me whofe it was ? 

Cref ’Twas one thatlou’d me better then you will. 
But now you haue it, take it, 

Dio. Whole was it? 

Cref. By all Dianas waiting women yond : 

And by her felfe, I will not cell you whofe. 

Dio. To morrow will I weareiton myHelme, 

And grieue his fpirit that dares not challenge it. 

Troy. Wert thou the diuell,and wor’ftit on thyhorne, 
It (hould be challeng’d. 

(ref. Wcll,well,'tisdonc.’cispaftjandyetiti*not: 

I will not keepe my word. 

Dio. Why then farewell, 

Thou neuer Chalt mockc Diomed againe. 

Qref You fhall not goe: one cannot fpcakea word, 
But it ftraic ftarts you. 

Dio. I doc not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I by Pluto; but that that likes not mc,plea- 
fes me beft, 

Dio. What fhall I come? the heure. 

Cref. I, come: O hue! doe,comc: 1 fhall be plagu’d. 
Dto. Farewell till then. Exit. 

Cref. Goodnight: Iprychoecome: 

Troy las farewell j one eye yet lookes on thee; 

But with my heart, the other eyc,doth fee. 

Ah poore our fexe; this fault in vslfinde: 

The errour of our eye,dire#s our minde.' 

What errour leads, mufl erre; O then conclude, 
Mindesfwai’d by eyes, are full of turpitude. Exit, 

Ther. A proofc offlrength ihe could not publifh more; 
Vnleffe (he fay, my minde is now turn’d whore. 

Vhf. Al’s done my Lord. 

Troy. It is. 

VIif Why flay we then? 

Troy. To make a recordation to my foule 
Ofeuery fyllable that here was fpoke s 
But if 1 tell how thele two did eoa&; 

Shall I not lye, in publishing a truth ? 

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart: 

An efperance fo obftinately ftrong, 

That doth inuert that left of eyes and eares 
As ifthofe organ* had deceptio us fundfions. 

Created oncly to calumniate.* 
as Creffed here? 

Vlif. I cannot coniurc Troian. 

Troy. She was not fure. 

Vlif Moft fure flie was. 

Troy. Why my negation hath no taftc of madnefle? 
Vlif. Nor mine my Lord: Crejfid was here but now. 
Troy, Let it not be beleeu’d for womanhood: 

Thinke we had mothers; doe not giue aduantage 
To ftubborne Cricicks,apt without a theame 
For deprauation,to fquare the generall fex 
By Crefllds rule. Rather thinke this not Crejfid. 

Vlif What hath {he done Prince, that can foyle ©us 
mothers? 

Troy. Nothing at all,vnleffe that this were fhe. 

Ther. Will he fwagger himfelfe our on*s owne eyes? 
Troy, This fhe? no, this is Diomids Crefjtda ; 

If beautie haue a foule,this it not {he: 




















































































Troy lus and Crefsida. 


If foules guide vowes-, if vowes are famftiisonie; 
Iffan&imonic be the gods'fleljght: 

I f there be rule in vni tie it felfe. 

This is not fhe: O madneffe of diftotirfe 1 
That cauic lets vp, with, and againft thy i'clfc 
By fouie amhoritie: where reafon can reuoit 
Without perdition, artd Ioffe aflurncall reafon. 

Without reuoit. This is, and is not CrejJid : 

W ithin my foulc,there doth conduce a fight 
Of this flrange nature, that a thing infeperate, 

Diuides more wider then the side and earth: 

And yet the fpacious bredth of this diuifion. 

Admit* no Orifex for a point as fufctle, 

As Ar'tacbics broken woofe to enter: 

Inftancc.O inftance! ftrong as Plutoes gates: 

Crcffid is mine, tied with the bonds of heauen; 

Inftance,O inftance, ftrong as heauen it fclfc : 

The bonds ofheauen are flipc.diflToIu’dar.d loos’d. 

And with another knot fiuc finger tied, 

The fractions of her faith, orr s of her loue : 

The fragments,fcraps,the bits, and greazi efeFiqties, 

Of her ore-eaten faith, arc bound to Diomed 
Vlif. May worthy Troy lus be halfe attached 
With that which here his pallion doth exprefic ? 

Troy. 1 Grccke: and that (ball be divulged well 
In Chara£Icrs,as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam’d with Venus : ncuer did yong man fancy 
With fo eternall,and fo fixt a fouie. 

HarkeGreck: as much I doe Crejj/d ; loue ; 

So much by weight, hate I her Diomed 

That Slce»e is mine,that heele bcare in his Helmc : 

Were it a Caske compos’d by Vulcans skill, 

My Sword flrould bite it: Not the dreadfull fpout, 
Which Shipmcn doe the Hurricano call, 

Conftring’d in made by the almighty Fcnne, 

Shall dizzic with more clamour Neptunes C 3 re 
In his difeent; then fhall my prompted fword, 

Falling on Diomed. 

Ther. Heclc tickle it for hi* concupie. 

Troy . O Crejpd] O falfe Crf^i/'falle/alie/alle: 

Let all vntruths Hand by thy ftained name. 

And theyie feeme glorious. 

Vlif. O comatne your felfe: 

Yourpaffion drawescaies hither. 

Enter tAZneas, 

tV£>,e. I haue beene feeking you this hourc my Lord: 
Heftorbyxkh is jrminghimin Troy. 

A tax you* Guard, ftaics to condu& you home, 

Troy. Haue with you Prince: my curteous Lord adew: 
Farewell revolted faire : and D iomed. 

Stand tuft,and ware a Caftle on thy head. 
yli , lie bring you to the Gates. 

Troy. Accept diftrafted thankes. 

Exeunt Trey lus.tAZneas,and Zllijfes. 

Jber. Would I could meetc that roaguc Diomed, l 
would crolte like aRatien : I would bode,I would bode: 
PatroduivfiWgVae me any thing for the intelligence of 
his whore: the Parrot will not doe more for an Almond, 
f thcn he for a commodious drab: Lechery, lechery, ftill 
•warres and lechery,ndthing'elfc holds fafhion. A burning 

diucll take them.' 

Enter Hefter and Andromstche. 

And.Whcn was my Lord fo much vngcntly temper'd, 
To flop his pares againft admonifiiment ? 
Vnarme,vn 3 rmc,and doenotfight today. 

j Hell. You traine me to offend you: get you gone. 


By the cuerlafting gods.IIe goe. 

And. My dreames will fare proucomino,, 

Heft. No more I fay. 1 £V^!“ Sl °thfdi 

Caft. Where is my brother Heftor ? **?***«. 

And. Here fifter, arm’d,and bloudy in in. 

Confort with me in loud and deere petition . eP ' C! 
purfue we him on knees :for I haue dreamt 
Of bloudy turbulence 5 and this whole niX 
H ath nothing beene but fkipes,and formes 0 f fl in l 
C^ff. O, tistrue, uau gntt| 

Heft. Ho? bid mv Trumpet found. 

Caf. No notes offaIlie,forthe heauens f«,,. , 
Heti. Bcgon 1 fay: the god, haue heard mfc tlle! 
Caf The gods are deafe to hot and peeulfli fW ' arCl 
They are polluted offrings, more abhoid ” V ° WC5 i 
Then fpoctcd Liuers in the facrifice. 

And. O be perfwaded, doe not Count it ho! 

To hurt by being iuft; it is aslawfull: ’’ 

For we would count giue much to as violen- rk 

Androbinthebehalfeofcharitie. e,Cs > 

Caf It is the purpofe that makes ftrono ,h t ¥o . 

But vowes to cuery purpofe rrJQft not hold: * V * 5 

Vnatme fweete Heitor. 

Heti. Hold you ftill 1 fay; 

Mine honour keepes the weather of my f ate . 

Life euery man holds deere, but the deere man 
Holds honor farremorc precious,deere,then life 
Enter Troy lus. 

How now yong man ? mean’ft thou to figh t f 0 ( j avf 
And. Cajfandra, call my father toperfwade. 

Heft. No faith yong Ww; doftV^£^ h 
Iamtodayich vatoc ofCbiualrie: 

Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be (Irons; 

And tempt not yet the brnfhet of the wane. S * 

Vna'rmc thee, got; and doubt thou not bratie boy. 
lie (land to day, for thee, 3 nd me,and Troy. * ‘ ‘ 

Troy. Brother,ypu haue a viceofmercy in yon; 
Which better fits a I.yon,then a man. 

Rett. What vice is that? good Troylm chidemefotit 
Troy. When many times the captiueGteciinfals, 
Euen in the fanne and winde of your faire Sword; 
You bid them rife,and line. 

Heft. O’tis faire play. 

Troy. Fooles play, by heauen Heft or. 

Heft. How now ? how now ? 

Troy. For th’loue of all the gods 
Let’s lcaue the Hermit Pitty with our Mothers; 

And when we haue our Armors buckled on, 

The venom’d vengeance ride vpon ourfwords, 

Spur them toruthfull worke,reinethcmfronuuth. 
Heft. t Fie fauage, fie. 

Troy. He ft or ^ then *tis warres. 

Heft. Trojlus, 1 would not haue you fight to day. 
Troy. Who fhould with-hold me ? 

Not tate,obedier.ce,nor the hand of Mars, 
Bcckning with fieric trunchion my retire; 

Not Prsamtu.itui Hecuba on knee 3 ; 

Their eyes ore-galled with recourfe of tearet; 

Nor you my brother,with your true fword drawn* 
Oppofd to hinder me,fhould ftopmy way! 

,But by my riiine. 

Enter Priam and Caffandra. 

Cajf. Lay hold vpon him Prtam ,hold him fall 5 
He is thy crutch; now if thou loofe thy flay, 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 


Troy lus and Crefsida* 


g Come Heftor,comc,goebicVc : 

J v ,f e hath dreampt : thy mother hath had vifions; 
HT doth forefee; and I my felfe, 

Tike a Prophet fuddcnly em apt, 

Am II thee that this day is ominous: 

Jetefore^mebacke. 

fjetl tsEMMhiheld, 
and I do engag’d to many Greekei, 

cjeninthc faith ofvalour,to appeare 

This morning to them. -\ 

Prkm. 1, but thou thalt not goc, 

Heti. I inu ^ not breake my faith: 

You know me dutifull, therefore dcare fir, 

{ e r me not fliame refpea; but giue me lcaue 
r \ 3 kc that courfc by your conicnt and voice, 

0[ch you doc here forbid me^Royall Pritm. 

Ci £ O Pr/^»,yeelde not to him. 

J 11 L Doe not deere father. 

Andromache I am offended with you ; 

Vpon the iouc you bcarc me, get you in. 
r Exit Andromache* 

frojs Tbisfoolifh,dreaming,fuperftmousgir!e, 
Makes all thefe bodements. 

Cdf. O farewell,deerc Htttor : 

LookehoW thou diert; lookc how thy eye turnes pale: 
Lookc how thy wounds doth bleede at many vents 
Harkc how Troy roares; how Hecuba cries out; 

HoWpoore Andromache fhrib her dolour forth; 

Behold diftra&iou, frenzie,aud amazement, 


Troj . Away, a way, 

Crf* Farewell :yes 3 foft: Hettor I take my leaue; 

Xhou do*ft thy felfe,and all our Troy dcceme« Exit • 

Heft, You are amaz’d,my Liege, at her cxclaime: 

Goc in and cheere the Townc, weele forth and fight: 

Doe deedes ofpraife, and tell you them at night. 

tram. Farewell: the gods withlafecic ftand about 
thee. Alarum. 

Troj . They are at it, harkc: proud Diomed , bclceue 
I come to loofe my arrne, or winne my fleeue. 


; 


Enter Thcrjites in excurjion* 


7 A<?r*Now they are clapper-clawing one another ,IIe 
goelookeon :that diffcmblingabhominablevarlct/)^ 
mede y h 3 S goc that lame icuruie, doting, foolifli yong 
knauesSlecue of Troy,there in his Helmc: I would fainc 
fee them meet; that,that lame yong 1 roian affe,thacloues 
the whore there, might fend that Greekifh whore-mai- 
fterly villaine, with the Slecue, backe to the diflcmbling 
luxurious drabbe,of a flecue)ef^cc^rant.O , th , tocher fide, 
the pollicie of thole cr aftie fwearing r afeals; that ftole 
old Moufe-eaten dry cheefc, Neftor rand that fame dog- 
foxe Vhffes* is not pr<au’d worth a Black-berry. They fer 
me vp in pollicy, thacmungrill curre Aiax, againft chat 
dogge of as bad a ki ndc y Achi lies. And now is the curie 
Aiax prouder then the curr c Achilles y and will nor armc 
today. Whereupon, the Grecians began to proclainfle 
barbarifme; and pdlicic growes into an ill opinion. 

£filer Diomed and 7 roy lus • 

Sofr,hcre comet Sleeuc,amJ ch other. 

Troy. F/ye not: for flhould’lt thou cake tbeRiuer Stix 3 
I would i wim after. 

Diom . Thou do ft mifcall retire: 

I doe not flyc; but aduantagious care 
Withdrew me from the oddes of multitude t 
Haue at thee? 

'/her. Hold thy whore Grecian : now for thy whofc 
Troian: Now the Sleeue,now the Slecue. 

Enter Heitor. 

//(?£?. What art thou Greek?arc thou fovHeffors match? 
Arc thou ofbloud,and honour ? 

Ther. No, no : I am a rafcali : a feuruie railing knaue ; 
a very filthy roague. 

Heft. J doe beleeue thee, liue. 

Ther. God a mercy, that chou wilt beleeue me; but a 
plague breake thy necke— for frighting me : what's be¬ 
come of the wenching rogues ? I chinke they haue 
fwallowed one another. I would laugh at that mira¬ 
cle—yet in a fort,Iccheric cates it felfe : lie feeke them. 

Exit . 

Enter Diomed and Servants. 


Enter Pandar* 

Pand. Doe you heare my Lord ? do you heart? 

Troj. What now? 

Pond. Here’s a Letter come from yond poore girle. 
Troy. Let me rcade. 

Pand. A whorfon tifickc, a whorfon rafcally tificke, 
fo troubles me; and the foolifh fortune of this girle, and 
what one thing, what another, that I /hall leaue you one 
o’th’sdayesiandlhauearheumein mine eyes too; and 
filch an ache in my bones; that vnlefle a man werecurft, 
I cannot tell what to thinkc on’t. What fayes fhec 
there ? 

Troj. Words, word$,meerc words, no matter from 
thch:art; 

Th cffc&doch operate another way. 

Gocwinde to wmde,there turne and change together; 
My lone with words and errors ftill (he feedes; 

Bur edifies another with her deedcs# 

Pwd. Why, but heare you / 

Troy. Hence brother lackie ; ignomie and fhame 
1 ur foethy hfe,andliucayc with thy name. 

A Lamm . Exeunt • 


Dio f Goe,goe,my feruanc,take thou Troylm Horfe j 
Prefect the faire Sieedc to my Lady Creffidi 
Fellow, commend my feruicc to her beauty; 

Tell hcr,I haue chaftif’d the amorous Troyan, 

And am her Knight by proofe. 

Ser. 1 goe my Lord. Enter Agamemnon* 

Aga. Renew,renew,the fierce Polidamus 
Hath bcatc downc Menon :baftard Margarclon 
Hath Dorcas pnfoner. 

And ftands Caloflus-wife wauing hisbeame 5 
Vpon the pafhed courfes of the Kings: 

Epiflroptu and Cedits, Polixines is (lainc; 

Ampbimactis 3 and Thous deadly hurt; 

Patroclm cane or flaine,and Valamedes 
Sore hurt and bruifed; the dreadfull Sagittary 
Appauls our numbers,hafte w c Diomed 
To rc-cnforcement, or we penfh all. 

Enter Neft of. 

TJefl. Goe beare Prffw/aa body to Achilles % 

And bid the fnaile-pac’d Aiax armc for ftiamc; 

There is a thoufand Heitors in the field : 

Now here he fights on Galathe his Horfe, 

And there lacks worke: ano Vhe «chert a foots. 

And there they fly e or dye, like fealed fculs* 

__ . _ Before j 

































































Troy lus and Crefstda . 


Exit . 
Exit, 


Exit. 


Before the belching Whale; then it he yonder. 

And there the ftraying Greekes, ripe for his edge. 

Fall downe before him, likethe mowers fwach ; 
Hcre,there,and euery wherc.hc leauej and takes; 
Dextcritie fo obaying appetite, 

Thatwhathc will,hedoes,anddoesfo much. 

That proofe is call’d impoftibility. 

Enter Vliffes. 

Vlif. Oh, courage,courage Princes: great Achilla 
Is arming, weeping.curfiog,vowing vengeance; 

Patroclus wounds haue rout’d his drowzie bloud. 
Together with his mangled Myrmidon. 

That nofeleffe,handIeffe,hackt and chipr.come to him ; 
Crying on HeBor. A tax hath loft a friend. 

And foames at mouth,and he is arm'd,and at it: 

Roaring for Troylus ; who bath done to day. 

Mad and fantaftickc execution ; 

Engaging and redeeming of himfelfe, 

With fuch a carcleffc force,and forceleffe care. 

As if that luck in very fpight of cunning,bad him win ail. 
Enter Aiax. 

Ain. 7 V«j/w,thou coward Troy Ins. 

Dio. I,there,there. 

Nefi. So,fo,wedraw together. 

Enter Achilles. 

Achil. Where is this Heitor ? 

Come,come,thou boy-quelIer,fhew thy iace : 

Know what it is tomeete Achilles angry. 

Hecior,whet’s HeBor} I will none but Heitor. 

Enter Aiax. 

Aitt. Troyfasyhovt coward Troylus,fhcw thy head.- 
Enter D i anted. 

Dtom. Troylus , I fay, wher’s Troy Ins ? 

Ain. What would ft thou? 

Diom. I would correft him. 

Am. Were I the Generali, 

Thou fhould’ft hauc my office, 

Ere that correction : Troylus I fay, what Troylus 1 
Enter Troylus. 

Troy. Oh traitour'Z) iomed J 
Turne thy falfc face thou traytor, 

And pay thy life thou oweft me for my horfe. 

Dio. Ha.src thou there ? 

Aia. lie fight with himalone,ftand 'Diomed. 

Dio. Heis my prize, I will not looke vpon. 

Trot. Conr.e both you coging Greekes, haue at you 
both. Exit Troylus. 

Enter Hell or. 

Hell. Yea Troylus} O well fought myyongeft Brother. 

Euler Achilles. . 

Achil. Now doe I fee thee; haue at thee HeBor. 

Hell. Paufc if thou wilt. 

Achil- 1 doc difdainc thy curtefis,proud Troian; 

; Be happy that my armesareoutofvfe: 

■ My reft and negligence befriends thee now. 

But thou llvalt heare of me againe: 

Til! when,goc feeke thy fortune. 

, Hell. Fire thee well : 

I would haue bcene much more a frcftier than, 
i Had I expend thee: how now my Brother ? 

Enter Troy his. 

| Troy. Aiax hath tane ^y£neas \(hall icbe? 

,j No,by the flame of yonder glorious heauen, 

;[ He (hall not carry him -.Ilebetanc too. 

Or bring him off; Fate heare me what I fay ; 


Exit. 


&it, 


I wreakc nor,thoiighthoutndmylife^dTT 

Enter one in Armour. *' 

Hell. Stand,ftand,thou Grccke, 

Thou art a goodly marke: 

No?wilt thou not 11 like thy armour well 
He frufh it, and vnlockc the riuets all, * 

But He be maifter of it: wilt thou not bead itc a 
Why then flye on,He hunt thee for thy hide. ^ 

Enter Achilles mth Myrmidons, 

Achil. Come here about me you ray 'jlfir j 
Marke what I fay; attend me where I wh ee fc. 1W: 

Strike not a ftroake, but keepc your fducs inb 

And when I haue thcbloudyHcffor found rCat “* 

Empale him with your weapons round about • 

In felleft mantfer execute your arme. 

Follow me firs, and my proceedings eye; 

Itis decreed,/Teffor the great muft dye/ 

Enter Therfttes, Mem-law,and 
Ther. The Cuckold and the Cuckold maker 3reat 
now bull, now dogge, lowe; Paris lowe; nowJa 
blc hen’d fparrow; lowe Paris, lowe; rbcbullhj u’ 
game: ware homes ho? asthc 

Baft. Turne flaue and fight 
Ther. Wh3t art thou? 

Baft. A Baftard Sonne of Priams. 

Ther. I am a Baftard too, I loue Baftards, Ia m a n 
ftard begot, Baftard inflruaed,Baftard in minde.Bafy 
in valour,in cuery thing illegitimate : one Scare wdlno- 
bite another, and whereforefliould one Baftard? take 
heede.thc quarrel’s molt ominous to vs: ifthe Sonne of' 
whore fight for a whore, he tempts iudgement '.farewell 
B a ftard ,- 

• ■ 'Baft. The diuell take theecoward. e X(:m 

Enter Heclor „ 

Heft, Mcft putrified core fo fairc without; 

Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy life. 

Now is my dates workc done; He take good breath; 
Reft Sword, thou haft thy fill of bloud and death. 
Enter Achilles And his Myrmidons. 

Achil. Looke He ft or how the Sunrie begins tofet; 
How vgly night comes breathing at hisheeles, 

Euen wich the vaile and Marking of the Sunne, 

To clofc the day vp, HeBor s\\[c is done# 

Heft* I am vnarm’d, forgoe this vantageGreeke. 
Achsl. Strike fcllowcs^rikejthisis the man Ifceke. 
SoIllionfall thou; now Troy finke downe; 

Here lyes thy heart,thy finewes, and thy bone. 

On Myrmidons 9 ciy you all a rnainc, 

Achilles hath the mighty Heftor Caine. 'fytmt 

Harke, a retreat vpon our Grecian part. 

Cree . The Troian Trumpets founds the like rey Lord 
Achiu The dragon wing of night orc-fpreds the cart 
And ftickler-like the Armies feperates 
My halfe fupt Sword 3 that frankly would haue fed. 
Pleas’d with this dainty bed; thus goes to bed. 
Come, tye his body to my horfes rayle ; “ 

Along the ficW,I will the Troian traile.' 

Sound Retreat. Shout. 

Enter Agamemnon, A tax, Afenekus , Nff}w> 
Diomed* and the reft marching. 


Aga, Haiie,harke,whacihouc is that ? 
Neft. Peace Drums. f 


Sol Jchl 




Sold. Achilles,Achilles,Heclor' % flain c,AcbiHes. 

■pio. The bruite is, Heitor's flame,and by Achilles, 
ym. Jf't t> c foiyet hragleffc let it be: 

Gteit Htllor was a man as good as he. 

j.urn. March patiently along; let one be fent 
To prav Achilles fee vs at our Tent, 
jfio his death the gods haue vs befrended, 

Great Troy is ours,and our (harpe wars arc ended. 

Exeunt. 

Enter c/£neas.Parts,Anther.or and Deiphcebm. 

^£„c. Stand hoe,yet arc we maifters of the field, 

[Jeuer g oe home; here ftarue we out the night. 

Enter Troylus. 
pro). HeBor is flainc. 

M- HeBorl the gods forbid. 
froj. Hee's dead : and at the murtherers Horfes taile, 
jnbcaftly fort, drag’d through the ihamefull Field I 
fiowneon you heauens, effe61 your rage with fpeede: 

§it gods vpon your throanes,and froile atTroy. 

1 (ay at once, let your briefe p iagues be mercy, 

And linger not our fure deftruiftions on. 

^ne. My Lord, you doe difcomfottall theHoftc. 
pro). You vnderftand me nor,that tell me fo : 

I doc not fpeake of fli ght,of feare,of death, 
gut dare aliimminence that god* and men, 

Addreffe their dangers in. Hellor is gone: 

Who (hall tell Priam fo ? or Hecuba ? 

Let him that will a fcreechoule aye be call’d, 

Goe in coTroy, and fay there,AWkr's dead: 

There is»word will Priam turne to (tone; 

Mike wels, and Niobes of the maides and wiues; 

Coole ftatue* of the y outh : and in a word, 

ScarreTroy oac of it felfe. But march away, 

Hiclir is dead: there is no more to fay. 


Troylus and Crefstda, 


Stay yet.* you vile abhominable Tents, 

Thus proudly pight vpon our Phrygian plaincs: 

Let Titan rife as early as he dare, 

lie through,and through you;3c thou great fiz’d coward: 
No fpace of Earth (hall funder our two hates. 

He haunt thee, like a wicked confidence ftill. 

That mouldeth goblinsfwift as frcnfics thoughts. 

Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort goe: 
Hopeofreuenge,fhall hide our inward woe. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Tand. But heareyou ? heare you ? 

Troy. Hence broker, lackie,tgnomy,and fliame 
Purfue thy life,and liue aye with thy name. Exeunt. 

Pan. A goodly medcinetfor mine akingbonesroh world, 
world.world ! thus is the poore agent difpifdc: Oh trai- 
cours and bawdes; how earnefily areyou fet aworke,and 
how ill requited ? why fhotild our indeuour be fo defir’d, 
and the performance foloatli’d? What Vcrfafor it? what 
inftance for it ? let me fee. 

Full merrily the humble Bee doth fing, 

Till he hath loft his hony,and his fting. 

And being once fubdu'd in armed raile, 

Swcete hony,and fweete notes together faile. 

Good cradcrsin the flcfli.fct this in your painted cloathes- 
As many as be here of Panders hall. 

Your eyes halfe out, weepe out at Pandar’s fall ♦ 

Or if you cannot weepe,yet giuefome grones} 

Though not for me.yct lor your akingbones: 

Brethren and fillers of the hold-dore trade, 

Some two months hence,my will (hall here be made: 

It Ihould be now,but that my feare is this: 

Some galled Goofe of Wincheftcr would hifle ; 

Till then, lie fwe3te, and feeke about for eafes j 
And at that time bequeath yon my difeafes. Exeunt. 

^ f IT 











































































The Tragedy of Coriolanus: 


<*jfttus ‘Primus. Sccem ‘Prima. 



Snttr a Company of (-Mutinous Citizens, {with Stakes, 
Clubs ^and other weapons . 

I. ptiz.en. 

a^^Eforc we proceed any further, hears me IpcaKe. 
All. Speake.fpeike. 

x .Cit. You arc all refolu’d rather to dy then 

^co fareifh ? 

M. Refolu'd.refolu’d. . . . . 

i Cit* Firft you know, fains M arMS ls c ^ ietc enemy 

tothe people- ^ 

AH We know c,weknow t. 

, A Let vs kill him,and wee! haue Corne at our own 

nricc Ts’taVerdift? 

P ^//.No more talking on’t; Let it be done,away,away 

i. Cit. One word, good Citizens. . 

\' Cit. We are accounted poore Citizens, the J am- 
dans good: what Authority turfets one, would rtiecue 
v$ Irthey would yeelde vs but the fuperfluitie whue it 
wcrewholfome, wee might gueffe they relceued vs hu¬ 
manely : But they thinkc we are too decre, the leanne.ie 
that afflitfts vs, the obiedt of our mifery, is as an inuento- 
n . to particularize their abundance, our fufferance rs a 
giine to them. Letvs rcuenge this with our 1 J ikes, ere 
wc become Rakes. For the Gods know, I ipeake this in 
hunger for Bread, not in third for Reuenge. 
i Cit. Would you proceedc efpccially againft Cains 

{Jfttrtius, 

All. Againft him firft; He’s a very dog to the Com. 

monalty. f _ . , r , . 

Confider you what Scruiccs he ha s done for his 

Country* 

j. CVr. Very well, and could bee content to giue him 
good report for’c, but tli 3 t heepayeshinUclfe withbee- 

ing proud. 

All. Nay,but fpeak not malicioufly. 

\,Cit. I fay vnto you, what he hath done Famouflic, 
he did it to that end : though foft confcienc’d men can be 
content to fay it was for his Countrey, <hc did it to pieale 
His Mother,and to be partly proud, which he is, eueuco 
the altitude of hisvertue. 

a.ftr. What he cannot helpe in hisNaeure, you ac¬ 
count a Vicein him : Youmuft: in no way fay he is co- 
uetous. 

I .Cit. IfImuftnot,Incedcnotbebafrcnof Aceufa- 
tiorts he hath faults (with furplus)to tyre in repetition. 

Showts within. 

Whatfhowts arcthefe ? The' other fidfea’ch City is rifen: 
Why ftay we prating heerc? To :h’Capitol!. 
dll. Comejcome. 


1 Cit. Soft,who comes beere? 

Enter Msnemns slgrippx. 

2 Cit. Worthy Menenitis e^gnppa^ one that hath al- 
wayes loifd the people. 

1 Cir.He's one boneft enough,wold al the reft vverfo. 

Men. What work’s my Counuimen in hand ? 

Where go you with Bat3 and Clubs? The matter 
Speaker pray you. 

* z Cit . Our btifincs is not vnknowne ro th’Scnar, they 
haue had inkling this fortnight what wc intend to do, & 
now wee'l(hew cm in deeds: they fay poore Sticers haue 
ftrong breaths, they fhal know we haue ftrong arms too. 

"Merten. Why Mafters,my good Friends, mine honeft 
Neighbours,will you vndo your fclues ? 

2 Cit. We cannot Sir,we are vndone already* 

Men. I tell you Friends, moft charitable care 

Haue the Patricians of you for your wants. 

Your fuffering in this dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Heauen with your ftaues,a$ lift them 
Againft the Roman State,whofe courfe will on 
The way it takes: cracking ten thoufandCurbes 
Ofmore ftrong linkeaflunder, then can eucr 
Appeare in yourirhpedimcnc. Fo^the Dearth, 

The Gods, not the Patricians make it, and 

Your knees co them (not armes) mud helpe. Alackc, 

You are tranfpoiced by Calamity 
Thether, where more attends you,and you (lander 
The Hclmes o’th State; who care for you like Fathers, 
When you cui fe them,as Enemies. 

2 Cit. Care for vs?True indeed, they nere car’d for vs 
yet* Suffer v.s to famifh,and their Store-houfcs cramm’d 
with Graines Make Edifts for VTuric, tofupport Vfn- 
rers; repealc daily any wholfome Aft eftablifhed agdinft 
the rich, and preuide more piercing Statutes daily, to 
chainevp and reftraine the poore. IftheWarres eate vs 
not vppe, they wills and there’s alltheloue theybeare 
vs. 

Afenen. Either youmuft 
Confeftcyour felues wondrous Malicious* 

Or be accus’d of Folly. I (Ball tell you 
A pretty Talc, it may be you haue heard it, 

But fince it ferues my purpofe, I Will venture 
To feale’e a little more. 

2 fatten. Well, 

He heare it Sir : yet you muft not thinke 
Tofobbeoffour difgrace with a tale: . 

But arreft pleafe you deliuer. 

Aien. There was a time, when all the bodies members 
Rebell’d againft the Belly; thus accus’d it: 

That onely like a Gulfc it did rcmainc 

Tth[ 














































































y ’cfi midd’ft a th’body, idle and vna&iuc, 

Still cubbording the Viand, neuer bearing 

Like labour with the reft, where th’other Inftruments 

Did fee,and heare, deuife, mftru£,walke j feelc, 

And mutually participate, did minifter 
Vuto the appetite; and affe&ion common 
Ofthe whole body, the Belly anfwer’d. 

2.Cit. Well fir, what anfwer made the Belly* 

Men. Sir, I flnll tell you with a kindc of Smile, 
Which ne’recaunc from the Lungs, but euen thus: 

For looke you I may make the belly Smile, 

As well as fpeakc,it tauntingly- rcplycd 
To’th’difcontented Members, the mutinous parts 
That enuied his receite: eucn fo mod fitly. 

As you maligne our Senators, for that 
They are notfuchasyou. 

2 .Cit. Your Bellies anfwer: What 
The Kingly crown’d head, the vigilant eye. 

The Counfailor Heart, the Arme our Souldier,f 
Our Steed the Lcggc, the Tonguc our Trumpeter. 
With other M uniments and petty helpes 
In this our Fabricke, if that they *. ■■ — 

CMen. What then? Forcme,this Fellow fpeakes. 
What then? What then ? 

z Cit. Should by the Cormorant belly be reflrain’d. 
Who is the finkc a th’body. 

Men , Well,what then? 

2.C<*. The former Agents,ifthey did complaine. 
What could the Belly anfwer? 

Men. I will tell you, 

If you’l beftow a fmall (of what you haue little) 

Patience awhile; you’ft heare the Sellies anfwer 

2 .Cit. Y’arc long about it. 

C “Men. Note me this good Friend ; 

Your mod graue Belly was deliberate, 

Not rafli like his Accufers,and thus anfwcred. 

True is it my Incorporate Friends(<juoth he) 

That I receiue the generall Food at hrll 
Which you do liue vpon: and fit it is, 

Becaufel am the Store-houfe,and the Shop 
Ofthe whole Body. Buc,ifyou do remember, 

I fend it through theRiuersof your blood 

Euen to the Court, the Heart, to th’feate o'th’Braine, 

And through the Crankes and Offices of man, 

The ftrongeft Nerues, and fmall inferiour Veines 
From me receiue that naturall competencic 
Whereby they liue. And though that all at once 
(You my good Friends,this fayes the Belly) markc me. 

2 .Cit. I fir,well,well. 

Men. Though all at once, cannot 
See what I do deliucr out to each. 

Yet I can make my Awdit vp, that all 
From me do backe receiue the Flowre ofall,! 

And leattc me but the Bran. What fay you too’t ? 

2 Cit. It was an anfwer,how apply you this ? 

'Men. The Senators of Rome, are this good Belly, 
And you the mutinous Members :For examine 
Their Counfailes, and their Cares;difgeft things rightly, 
Touching the Weale a’th Common, you (hall finde 
No publujue benefit which you receiue 
But it proceeds,or comes from them to you, 

And no way from your felues. What do you thinke ? 
You, the great T oe of this Afiembly i 

z.Cit. I the great Toe ? Why the great Toe? 

Men. For that being one o’th lowed,bafeft,pooreft 
Of this mod wife Rebellion, thou goed for'moft: 


The Trag edie of QorioLms* 


Thou Rafcall, that art wordhTbi^dtoruT' 

Lead’dfirdto win fome vantage. n? 

But make you ready your diffe bats and club* 

Rome,and her Rats,are at the point of barrel 
The one fidcihuftbaue bade. atteI1 » 

Enter Cmm Martin. 

Haylc, Noble C Martin*. 

vW^r.Thanks. What’s the matter you diflkm* 

That rubbing the poore Itch of your Opinion"° a,,o 0 * 
Make your felues Scabs. r n * 

2 .Cit. Wc haue cuer your good word 

M *r .He that will giue good words to thee »•. „ 
Beneath abhorrmg. What would you haue ’ ‘‘ flatt tr 
That like norPcace.nor Warrc ?The one ifUl ^ Urrcs 
The other shakes you proud. He that trulls t,y ° u » 

Where he fliould finde you Lyons,findcsyo u |4 0U, 
WhereFoxes.Geefeyouare: Nofurer,uo H3tC,: 
Then is the coalcoffire vpon the Ice * * 

OrHaildoneintheSun. Your Vcrtucis 
To make him worthy.whofe offence fubduesk;*. 

And curfc that'Iudice did it. Who deferues 0 ^’ 
Dcferues your Hate: and your AffetSHdns are Mtnt5j 
A fickmans Appetite ; who dcfircs mod that 
Which would encreafe his euill. He that depends 
Vpon your fauours, fwimmes withfinnes ofLeade 

And hewesdownc Oakes,with rufbes.HaneveTrMft 

With euery Minute you dochangeaMindr/ ^ ' 
And call him Noble, that was now your Hate • 

Him vilde, that was yourGarland. What's the matt*, 
That in thefe fieucrall places ofthe Citie, ' 

You cry againd the Noble Senate, who 
(Vnder the Gods) keepe you in awe, which elfc 
Would feede on one another? What’s their feekino ? 

Men. For Come at their owne rates, wherofehev f» 
The Citie is well dor’d. . ,tty 

LMar. Hang ’em : They fay ? 

They’l fit by th’fire, and prefume to know 
What’s donei’th Capitoll: Who’s like to rife, 

. Whothriues,& who declines: Side faaions,& giue out 
Conie&urall Marriages, making parties flrong, 

And feebling fuch as dand not in their liking,** ‘ 
Below their cobled Shooes.They fay therms grain enough? 
Would the Nobility lay afide their ruth, 

And let me vfe my Sword, I’de make a Quarrie 
With thoufands of thefe quarter’d flaues,ashigh 
As I could picke my Lance. 

Menen. Nay thefe are almod thoroughly perfwaded: 
For though abundantly they la eke difcrction 
Yet are they pafsing Cowardly. But I befeech you, 
What fayes the other Troope ? 

Mar. They arediffolu’d: Hang cm; 

Theyfaid they were an hungry, figh’d forth Prouerbci 
That Hunger-broke Renewals: that dogges mufteate 
That rocate was made for mouths.That the gods fent not 
Cornefor theRichmen onely: With thefeIbreds 
They vented their Complainings, which being anfwerd 
And a petition granted them,a drange one, 

To breake the heart ofgenerofity, 

And make bold power looke pale, they threw their caps 
As they would hang them on the homes a’th Moont, 
Shooting their Emulation. 

Menen. \Vhac is graunted them? 

Mar. Ftue Tribunes to defend their vulgar \vifdofflt 
Ofthcir owne choice. One’s lawns r Brum > 

Sicbiit*: V’Intus t and I know not, Sdeatb, 

-Tk 
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-TuTihouldhauefird vnroo’d the City 
inC fr. eu3vl’d with me; it will in time 
ErC f ° P 0 n oower.and throw forth greater Theames 
S') infurrcaions arguing. , 

F This is ftrange. 

■ Go net you home you Fragments. 

^ " Enter a Mejfenger hafiily. 


lielf Where’s Cants Marinis ? 

\. .. Heere: what’s the matter ? 

‘‘ J -phe newes is fir, the Voleies arc in Armes. 

I> h j am glad on’c, then wc (hall ha mcancs to vent 


Our tf 


r.uflie fuperfluity. Sec our befiElders. 


r ,tcr Sicinins Velatiu, Annins Brntm Cominim,Titus 
L art ins , with other Senatours. 

j Sm. ’ tis truCjthar you haue lately told vs, 

^Voices arc in Armes. 

Mar- They haue a Leader, 
fuias Jnfiditn that will put you too’t: 
jfinne in enuyiog his Nobility : 

And were 1 any thing buc what lam, 

] would wifh me oncly he. 

' Com . You haue fought together ? 

3 /,,r. Were halfe to halfc the world by th’eares,& he 

vponroy partie, I’dc reuolt to make 
Onely my vvarres him. He is a Lion 
Xhatlamproud to hunt. 

\£cn. Tlicn worth y Martins, 

Attend vpon Cominitts to thefe Warrcs. 

Com. I< your former promife. 

Mar. Sir it is. 

And I nm conftant: Titus Lucius, thou 
Shale fee me ooce more ftrike at Tullns face. 

Wha: art thou diffe? Stand’ft out ? 

Tit. No Caius Martins, 

Ildeanc vpon one Crutch,and fight with tother. 

Ere flay behinde t his Bufinefie* 

. Men. Oh true-bred* 

Sen. Your Company to’clf Capitoll^wherc I know 
OurgreateftFriends attend vs. 

fit . Lead you on: Follow Commus y wc mud followe 
you,right worthy you Priority. 

Com. Noble MrCrtius. 

Sen. Hence to your homeSjbe gone. 

Mar. Nay let them follow 7 , 

The Voices haue much Corne : take thefe Rats thither. 
To gnaw their Garners. Worfhipfull Mutiners* 

Your valour puts well forth: Pray follow. Exeunt . 

Citizens jteale away. Manet Sicin.cr Brutus « 

Sirin. Was eucr man fo proud as is this Martins ? 

‘Bra. Hchasnoequall. 

5 /cw.VVhcn we were chofen Tribunes for thejpcople. 
Bra. Mark'd you his lip and eyes. 

Sicin. Nay,but his taunts. 

Bra. Being mou 7 d,hc will not fparc to gird the Gods, 
Stein. Bemockc the modefl Moone. 

Bru. The prefent Warrcs deuouic him, he is growne 
Too proud to be fo valiant. 

Sicin . Such a Nature, tickled with good fucccfie,dif- 
daines the fhadow which he treads on at noone,but I do 
wonder,his infolence can brookc to be commanded vn¬ 
der Comtnius ? 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aymes. 

In whom already he’s well grac’d, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain’d then by 


A place below the firft: for what miicarries 
Shall be the Generals fault, though he performe 
To th’vtmoft of a man, and giddy cenfure 
Will then cry out of c JMartms : Ob, if he 
Had borne the bufindTc. 

Stein. Befides,ifthings go well. 

Opinion that fo ftickes on Martins , {ball 
Ofhis demerits rob CcnsimnS. 

TSrn. Come: halfc all Cominius Honors are to Martins 
Though May tins earn’d them not: and all his faults 
To Martins fhall be Honors, though indeed 
In ought he merit not. 

Sicint Let’s hcncc^and heare 
How the difpatch is madc,and in what fafhion 
More then his fingularity, he goes 
Vpon this prefent Adhon. 

TSrn. Lee’s along* Exeunt 

■ - 

Enter Tuilus Aaffidius with Senators cf Cor loins. 

i .Sen. So, your opinion is Auffidtus, 

That they of Rome are entred in our Counfailes, 

And know how we procccde, 

Attf. Is it not yours? 

What cuer haue bin thought one in this State 
That could be brought to bodily ad!, crc Rom£ 

Had circumuention : ’tis not foure dayes gone 
Since 1 heard thence, thefe are the words, I thinke 
IJiaue the Letter heere: ycs ? heere it is; 

They haue preft a Power, but it. is not knowne 
Whether for Eaft or Weft : the Dearth is great* 

The people Mutinous: And it is rumour’d, 

Comtnius,Mart jus. your old Enemy 
(Who is of Rome worfe hated then ofyou) 

And Titus Lartius y a moft valiant Roman, 

Thefe three leade on this Preparation 
Whether ’tis bent: moft likely,’tis for you: 

Confider of it. * 

1 .Sen. Our Amne’s in the Field : 

Wc neuer yet made doubt buc Rome was ready * 

To anfwer vs# 

Anf. Nor did you thinke it folly, ' 

To keepe your great pretences vayi’d, till when 
They needs mull (Lew themfelues,which in the hatching 
It fecmM appear’d to Rome. By the ditcouery. 

We fhalbe fhorened in our ayme, which was 
To take in many Townes, ere (almoft)Rome 
Should know we were a-foot. 

7 .Sen. Noble AujfidiuSy 
Take your Commitfion, hyc you to your Bands, 

Let vs alone to guard £orioles 
If they let do wne before’s: for the rernoue 
Bring vp your Army : but (l thinke j you’l finde 
Th’hauc not prepar’d for vs. 

Auf. O doubt not that, 

I fpeakc from Certainties. Nay more, 

Some parcels of their Power are forth already. 

And onely hitherward. I leaue your Honors* 

If we, and Cams Martins chance to meete, 

’Tis fwornc betweenc vs, we (hall cucr ftrike 
Till one can do no more. 

AH. ThcGod,s afsifl: you. 

Auf. And keepe your Honors fafe* 

i.Sen. Farewell. 

t.Sen, Farewell# 

All. Farewell. Exeunt omnes. 

a a 2 Lnt er! 



































































The Tragedy of Qmolmm. 


Enter Volummu and TJirgilU, mother and wife to Martins : 

They Jet them downs on two lowe fiooles and [owe. 

Volum A pray you daughter fing,or exprefle your fclfc 
in a more comfortable fort : If my Sonne were my Huf- 
band, I (houldfrcelicr rcioycein that abfence wherein 
be wonne Honor, then inthe;cmbracemcnts of his Bed f 
where he would fhew moftloue. When yet heewas but 
tender-bodied, and the onely Sonne of my womb; when 
youth with comelineflc pluck’d all gaze his way; when 
for a day ofKingi entreaties,a Mother fhould not fel him 
anhoure from her beholding; I confidering how Honour 
would become fuch a perfon, that it was no better then 
Pifturc-like tohangby th’wall, if renownemadeit not 
ftirre, was pleas’d to let him feeke danger, where he was 
like to findc fame : Toacruell Warre I lent him, from 
whence he return’d,his browes bound with Oake. I tell 
thee Daughter, I fprang not more in ioy at firft hearing 
he was a Man-child, then now in firft feeing he had pro- 
ued him fel fe a man. 

Virg* But had he died in the SufinefTc Madame, how 
then? 

Volum* Then his good report fhouldhaucbcene my 
Sonne, I therein wouldhauc found ifluc. Hearc me pro- 
feffe fincerely, had I a dozen Tons each in my louc alike, 
and none lcfl'c decre then thine, and my good Martins, I 
had rather had eleuen dye Nobly for their Couucrcy,ihen 
one voluptuoufly furfet out of Aftion. 

Enter a Gentlewoman . 

Cent . Madam the Lady Valeria is come tovifit you, 

Virg m Bclccchyou giue me leaue co retire my ieifc. 

Volum* Indeed you Hull not: 

Me thinkes, I heare hither your Husbands Drumrae: 

Sec him pluckc tAujfidius downe by th’haire : 


(As children from a Beare) the Pokes (Running him ; 

Me thinkes 1 lee him ftampe thus, and call thus, 

Come on you Cowards,you were got in fearc 
Though you were borne in Rome ; his bloody brow 
With h^s mail’d hand, then wiping, forth he goc* 

Like to a Harueft man, that task’d to mowc 
Or jill,or looiehis hyre. 

Virg. His bloody Brow ? Oh Iupiter, no blood. 
Z/olnnk Away you Foole; it more becomes a man' 
Then gilthisTrophe. Thebrcfts of Hecuba 
When flic did fuckle Heilor , look’d not lonelier 
Then Hectors for head, when it fpit forth blood 
At Grecian fword. Contenning 1 tell Valeri* 

We 3rc fit to bid her welcome* Exit Gent • 

ZJir. Heauens blefle my Lord from fell Aujftdius . 

Vol, Hee’l beat Aufftdius head below his knee. 

And treade vpon his ncckc. 

Enter Valeria with an Vjher 7 and a Gentlewoman # 

VaL My Ladies both good day to you,^ 

Vo!* Sweet Madam. 

Vir m I am glad to fee your Ladyfhip. 

VaL How do you both ? Youarcmanifefthoufc-kee- 
pers. What arc you fowing heere ? A fine fpotte in good 
faith. How does your little Sonne? 

Vir. I thankc your Lady-fliip ; Well good Madam. 
VoL He had rather fee thefwords, and hearc a Drum, 

! then looke vpon his Schoolmafter. 
j Val. A my word the Fathers Sonne: He fweare 'tis a 

I very pretty boy. A my troth ,1 look’d vpon him a Wcnf- 
dayhalfe anhoure together : ha’s fuch a confirm’d coun¬ 


tenance. I faw him run^ficr^^ild^nBuTt^o^—^ 
he caught it,he let it go againe, and after it 3 & 
uer and oucr he comes,and vp againe: catch 
whether his fall enrag’d him, or how ’tvvas h* a§ain; < 
his teeth, and tcare it. Oh, I warrant how h. df °fi 

it. CQ,a n>m 0c | 

Vol. One on’s Fathers moods. 

Val. Indeed la, tis a Noble childe, 

Vtrg. ACrackeMadam. 

Veil. Come, lay afide your fiitchery, T milftL 
play the idle Hufwife with me thii afternoon. haue Jo 

Virg. No (good Madam) e ' 

I will not out of doores. 

Val. Not out of doores? 

Volum. She fhalllhe (hall. 

Virg. Indeed no, by your patience* II,.,, 
threfhold, till my Lord returnc from the ^ tll( 
Val. Fye, you confine you, felf* mo ft ^ 
Come,you muft go vifu the good Lady that u. 4b T 
Vtrg. I will with her fpeedy ftrength, aidlr , 
with my prayers : but I cannot go thither. ° ?lfittb{! 
Volum. Why 1 pray you. 

Vlug.'T* not to fauc labourer that I wantIoue 
Vat. ion would be another fene/ope:vti th,„r , 
the ycarnc (he fpun in VIijjes abfciue,didbutfill 5 ? 
full of Mothes. Come ' would your Cambrick Itt 
fible as your finger that you might leaue pricking ! 
pttie. Come you (hall go with vs. ° or 

Vtr No good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will nM 
foorih. m 

Val. In truth la go with me, andllc tell you excellent 
newesofyour Husband. 1 

Virg. Oh good Madam,there can benoneytt 
Val. Verily I do not ieft with you: there came wwe 

from him laft night. 

Vir. Indeed Madam. 

Val. In e arneft it’s true j I hear d a Senatour fpeakeit, 
Thus it is: the Volcics hauean Army forth, againft .hi 
Cominius the Generali is gone, with one part of ourRo- 
manepower. Your Lord, and Titus Lartins, are fetdown 
before their Citie Carioles, they nothing doubt preuai- 
ling,and to make it breefe Warrcs. This isuue enmine 
Honor,and fo I pray go with vs. 

Vrg, Giue me excufe good Madame, I will obey you 
in euery thing heercafter. 

Vol. Let her alone Ladie,asfhe is now: 

She will but difeafe our better mirth. 

Valeria. In troth I thinke fhc would : 

Fare you well then. Come good fweet Ladie. 
Prythec Vrrgilia turne thy folcraneffe out a doore, 

And go along with vs. 

Virgil. No 

At a word Madam; Indeed I muft not,' 

I wifh you much mirth. 

Val. Well, then farewell. Exeunt Ldtt 

Enter CMartitu , Titm Lartius, with Drummond C«* 
lours, with Capt antes and Souldiers , at 
before the City Corialtu : to them 
a (JKeffcnger. 

Martins. Yonder comes New es: 

A Wager they haue met. 

Ear. Myhorfetoyours,no» 

Mar . Tis done, 
hart. Agreed. 


M*r. 


an r~m 


The Tragedie of (jmotanus. 


■^rsTy,ha’s our Generali met the Enemy? 

T hey lye in view, but haue not fpokc as yeu 
S'so,the good Horfe is mine. 

Mart, lie buy him of you. , 

A rt.No lie nor fel,nor giue him: Lend you him I will 
i life a hundredyeares: Summon theTowne. 

How farre off lie thefe Armies ? 

Weff. Within this mile and haife. 

2 J' Then (hall we hearc their Larum, & they Ours. 

Hrtbtoh I P r Y thce makc VS J c l u,cke in VV l ° 1 rkc> , 

ti twe with fmoaking (words may march from hence 
Tohclpe our fielded Friends. Come, blow thy blaft. 

fhej Sound a Parley : Enter two Senators with others on 
the Shakes of Corialtu * 
hi Aufftdiopufn he within your Walles ? 
x Swtf • No,nor a man that fearcs you lefle then he, 
Xhat’s lefTcr then a little „■ Drum a farre off. 

Hearke, <> ut Drummcs 

Arc bringing forth our youth : Wee’l breake our Wallcs 
Rather then they (hall pound vs vp our Gates, 

Which yet feeme fbut, we haue but pin’d with Rufhes, 
They’lc open of themfclues. Harke you, farre off 

larum farre off. 

There is AuffidiMs. Lift what worke he makes 
Araong’ft your clouen Army. 

Mart. Oh they are 3t it. 

lart. Their noife be our inftru&ion. Ladders hoa. 

Enter the Army of the Voices. 

CMar. They feare vs not, but iffue forth their Citie. 
Now put your Shields before your hearts,and fight 
With hearts more proofe then Shields. 

Aduance braue Titus, 

They dodifdainc vs much beyond our Thoughts, 
which makes me fweat with wrath. Come on my fellows 
He that retires, lie take him for a V 7 lee, 

And he (hall feele mine edge. 

Alarum.the Romans are beat backjo their Trenches 
Enter Marttus furfing. 

Mar. All the contagion of the South,light on you, 
You Shames of Rome : you Heard of Byles and Plagues 
Plaifter you o’re.tbat you may be abhorr’d 
Farther then feene,and oneinfetft another 
Againft the Winde a mile : you foulcs of Gcefe, 

That beare the fhapes of men,how haue you run 
From Slaues, that Apes would beate ; Pluto and Hell, 

All hurt behinde, backes red, and faces pale 

With flight and agued feare, mend and charge home, 

Orby the fires of heauen. He leaue the Foe, 

And make my Warrcs on you: Looke too’t: Come on, 
lfyou ’1 ftand faft, wee’l beate them to their Wiues, 

Aj they vs to our Trenches followcs. 

Another A larum,and Martinsfollowes them to 
gates,and is (but in. 

So,now the gates arc ope: now proue good Seconds, 

Tis for the followers Fortune, widens them, 

Not for the flyers: Marke mc,and do the like. 

0 Enter the Cats. 

>.i Sol. Foole-hardinefle, not I. 
i Sol, Nor I. 

i -Sol. See they haue fhut him in. 

All. To th’pot I warrant him. 
hit- What is become of eJMartius 
AS. Slaine (Sir)doubtle{fe. 
i.Sol, Following the Flyers at the very heeles. 


tAlarum continues 

Enter Titus Lartius 
> 




With them he enters: who vpon the fodaine 
Clapt to their Gates.he is himielfe alone, 

To anfwer all the City. 

Ear. Ok Noble Fellow 1 
Who fcnfibly out-dares his fencelelfe Sword, 

And when it bowes,ftand’ft vp: Thou art left eJMartites, 

A Carbuncle intire: as big as thou art 

Wcare not fo rich a Iewell. Thou.was’t aSouldicr 

Eucn to Caines wifti.not fierce and terrible 

Onely in ftrokes, but with thy grim lookcs,and 

The Thunder-like percuflion of thy founds 

Thou mad’ft thine enemies (liake,as if the World 

Were Feauorous, and did tremble. 

Enter Afartius bleedings faulted by the Enemy. 

i .Sol. Looke Sir. 

Ear. O ’tis Martsus. 

Let’s fetch him off,or make remaine alike. 

They fight, and dll enter the City. 

Enter certaine Romanes with Jpoiles. 

I .Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 

i.Rom. And I this. 

3 . Rom. A Murrain on’c, I tooke this forSilucr. exeunt. 
Alarum continues flill a-farre off. 

Enter Martins,and Titus with a Trumpet. 

Mar. See heere thefe moucrs,that do prize their hours 
At a crack’d Drachme: Cufbion*,Leaden Spooncs, 

Irons of a Doit, Dublets that Hangmen would 
Buty with thofc that wore them. Thefe bafe flaucs. 

Ereyet the fight be donc,packe vp,downe wit h them. 
And harke, what noy fc the Generali makes: To him 
There is the man of my foules hate, Auffidtous, 

Piercing our Romanes : Then Valiant Titus take 
ConueoiencNumbers to make good the City, 

Whil’ft I with thofe that haue the fpirit,wil haftc 
To hclpe Cominius : 

Ear. Worthy Sir, thou bleed’ft. 

Thy excrcifehath bin too violent, 

For a fecond courfe of Ficht. 

Mar, Sir,praife me not: 

My worke hath yet not warm'd me. Fare you Well: 

The blood I drop, is rather Phyficall 

Then dangerous ro me: To Auffidtcus thus,I will appear 

Ear. Now thefaireGoddefTeFortune, (andfight. 
Fall deepe in louc with thee,and her great charmes 
Mifguide thyOppofers fwords. Bold Gentleman: 
Profperity be thy Page. 

Mar, Thy Friend no lelfe. 

Then thofc (he placcth higheft: So fareyvell. 

Lar. Thou wortnieft Martins , 

Go found thy Trumpet in the Market place , 

Call thither all the Officers a’th’Towne, 

Where they (hall know our minde. Away. Exeunt 
Enter Cominius as it were in retire,with foldiers. 

Com. Breath you my friends,wel fought,we.are come 
Like Romans,neither foolifh in our (lands, (off. 

Nor Cowardly in retyre: Beleeue me Sirs, 

We (hall be charg’d againe. Whiles we haue ftrooke 
By Interims and conueying gufts.we haue heard 
TheCharges of out Friends. The Roman Gods, 

Lcade their fucce(Tes,as we wi(h our ownc. 

That both our powers,with l'miling Fronts encountring. 
May giue you thankfull Sacrifice. Thy Newes ? 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Meff. The Cittizens of Cor tales haueyflued, 

And giuen to Lartius and to Martins Battailc: 
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I faw our party to thcjt Treaches driuen. 

And then I came away. 

Com. Though thou fpeakeft truth. 

Me thinkes thou fpcak’ft not well. How long is’c fince ? 
Mefi Aboue an hoUre,my Lord. 

Com/Tis not a mile: briefely wc heard their drummes. 
How could’ft thou in a mile confound an houre. 

And bring thy Ncwes fo late ? 

M'f. Spies of the Voices 
Held me in chace, that I was forc’d to whcele 
Three or foure miles about, elfe had I fir 
Halfc ail houre fince brought my report. 

Enter (Martins* 

Corn. Whofe yonder. 

That doe's appeare as he were Flead ?0 Gods, 

He has the ftampe of Martius, znd I haue 
Before time feene him thus. 

Mar. Gome I too late ? 

Cow.The Shepherd knowes not Thunder fro a Taber, 
More then I know the found oi Martius Tongue 
From euery meaner man, 

Martius. Come I too late ? 

Com. I, ifyou come not in the blood of others,' 

But mantled in yourowne. 

Mart. OhUecmeclipye 
In Armes as found, as when I woo’d in heart; 

As merry, as when our Nuptiall day was done. 

And Tapers burnt to Bedward. 

Cow.Flower of Warriors,how is’t with Titus Lartius} 
Mar. As with a man bulled about Decrees : 
Condemning fome to death, and fome to exile, 
Ranfoming him, or pittying, threatning th’other; 
Holding Coriolts in the name ofRome, 

I Euen like a fawning Grey-hound in the Lead), 

To let him flip at will. 

Com. Where is that Slauc 

Which told me they had beate you to your Trenches ? 
Where is he? Call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone, 

He did informe the truth: but for our Gentlemen, 

The common file,(a plague-Tribunes for them) 
TheMoufcne’re (hiiun’dtheCat,as they did budge 
FromRafcals worfe then they. 

Com . But how prcuail’d y ou ? 

Mar . Will the time ferue to tell, I do not thinkc: 
Whete is the enemy? Are you Lords a’th Field ? 

If not, why ceafe you till you are fo ? 

Com. (Martins, we haue at difaduantagefought, 

And did tccyre to win our purpofe. 

Mar. How lies their Batcell? Know you on fide 
They haue plac’d their men of truft ? 

Com. As I guefle Martins , 

Their Bands i’th Vaward are the Antients 
Of their t>cft truft: O re them Auffidious, 

Their very heart of Hope. 

Mar. Idobefecchyou, 

By all the Battailes wherein wc haue fought. 

By th’Blood we haue lined together, 

By th’Vowes we haue made 
To endure Friends, that you dire&Iy fetme 
Againft Aftdiotu, and his Antiats , 

And that you not delay the prefent (but 
Filling the aire with Swords aduanc’d)and Darts, 

We proue this very houre* 

Com. Though I could wifi). 


The 'T ra gedie o f QorioUmis* 



You were conduced to a gcntleBath^ 

And Balmes applycd to you, yet dare I neuer 
Deny your asking, take your choice of thnf,. 

That beft can aydeyour aftion. 

Mar. Thofe are they 

That moft are willing; if any fuch beheerc 
(As it were finne to doubt)that loue this 
Wherein you fee me fmear’d, if any fcarc ^ ^ 

Leflen his perfon, then an ill report: 

If any thinke, brauc death out-weig’nes bad Iif 
And that his Countries deerer then himfelfc ^ 

Let him alone: Or fo many fo minded * 

Waue thus to exprefle his difpofition* 

And follow Martins. 

T by allfhout and wane their fiords Jake him - ■ , 
Armes,andcaft vp their Caps, ^ V P ul, hi) 

Oh me alone, make you a 1 word of me: 

If thefe (hewes be not outward, which ofyou 
But is fourcFVcej? None of you, but is 1 
Able to beare againft the great Auffidtom 
A Shield, as hard as his. A certaine number 

(Though thankes to all) mufti fdca from all- 

The reft /hall beare the bufinefle in fome other fioht 

(As caufe will be obey’d:) pleafe youtoMarch B 

And foure /hall quickly draw out my Command 

Which men arc beft inclin’d. * 

Com. March on my Fcllowes: 

Make good this oftentation, and you /hall 

DiuideinalLwith vs, t 

* ixtm 

Titus Lor tins, hauwgfet a guard vpon Coriolts, going Wl ,l, 
•Drum andTrnmpet toward Cominitu,and Cains Mur- 
tins, Enters with a Lieutenant, other Sonldmrs, sndi 
Scout . 

Lars So,let the Ports be guarded; Iceepe your Duties 
As I haue fet them downe. If I do fend.difpatch 
Thofe Centuries to our ayd,the reft will feme 
For a ftiort holding, if wc loofe the Field, 

We cannot keepe theTowne. 

Lien. Feare not our care Sir. 

Lart. Hencejand fhut your gates vpon’s: 

Our Guider come, toth’Roman Campe conduft vs, Exit 

A/arum, as in Battulc, 

Enter Martins and Anffidius at ftutral doom. 

Mar. lie fight with none but thee,forIdohatethee 
Worfe then a Promife-brcaker. 

Aufftd. We hate alike : 

Not Affricke owncs a Serpent I abhorre 
More then thy Fame and Enuy: Fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the firft Budger dye the others Slauc, 
And the Gods doome him after. 

Auf. If I flye cMartius,hollow me like a Hare. 
Mar. Within thefe three houres Tullus 
Alone 1 fought in your Corioles wallet. 

And made what worke I pleas’d: ’Tis not my blood, 
Wherein thou feeft me maskt, for thy Reuenge 
Wrench vp thy power to th’higheft. 

Auf. Wer’c thou the He£lor f 
That was the whip ofyour bragg'd Progeny, 

Thou fhould’ft not fcape me hcere. . 

Heert they fight, and ce> taint Vsices come in toed ] 1 
of Aufi' Martius fights ttl they be dr men in treat t!i 
Officious and not vaIiant,vou haue fham’d me 
In your condemned Seconds. 


plottrih 
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The Tra^edie of (^orioUnus , 


Alarum. *A Retreat is founded. Enter at 
^otboore Cominitu , with the Romanes: At 
another Doore (Martins , with bn 
Armt in a Scarfe. 

r ifj Oiould tell thee o’re this thy dayes Worke, 

bel«uc thy : b« Ilerc P »r. ,t, 

Senators (hall mingl, ttares with follies, 

V l -areat Patricians (ball attend,and fhrug, 

W S § admire: where Ladies (hall be frighted. 

quak’d,hearc more: where the dullTnbunes, 
Si with the fuftie Plebeans.hate thine Honors, 

Jfv, r iV againft their hearts, We thanke the Gods 
n, Rome hath fuch a Souldier. 

Y« earn’d thou to a Morfell of this Feaft, 

Hauing fidty din’d before. 

Enter Titus with his Power,from the Purfuit. 

flttu Lartius. Oh Generali: 

Here is the Steed, wee the Caparifon: 

Hadft thou beheld— 

Martins. Pray now.no more: 

My Mother,who ha’s a Charter to extoll her Bloud, 
Ivheolhe do’s prayfe me, gricues me: 

I haue done as you haue donc.that’s what I can. 

Induc’d as you haue beene,that’s for my Countrey: 
Hethatha’s buteffeaed his good will. 

Hath ouerca’ne mine Aft. * . 

Com. You (hall not be the Graue of your deferumg, 
Rome muft know the value of her owne: 

’twere aConcealement wotl'e then a Theft, 

No Ie(Te then a Traducement, 

To hide your doings,and to filence that. 

Which to the fpire.and top of prayfes vouch’d. 

Would feemc but modeft: therefore I befecch you. 

In figne of what you are, not to reward 
What you haue done,before our Armie heare me. 
Martius. I haue fome Wounds vpon me,and they fmart 
To heare themfelues remembred. 

Com. Should they not: 

Well might they feftcr ’gainft Ingratitude, 

And tent themfelues with death: of all the Horfes, 
Whereof we haue ta’ne good, and good ftore of all* 
TheTreafure In this field atchicued,and Citie, 

We render you the Tenth,to be ta’ne forth. 

Before the common diftribution. 

At your onely choy fe. 

t Martius. I thanke you Generali: 

But cannot make my heart confcnt to take 
ABribe,to pay my Sword: I doc refufe it. 

And Hand vpon my common part with thofe. 

That haue beheld the doing* 

A long fiourifb. They all cry , Martins , Martins , 
cafi vp their Caps and Loanees : Cominitu 
and Lartius ft and bare. 

Mar May thefe fame Inftruments,which you prophane, 
Neuer found more:when Drums and Truropets (hall 
l'th’field proue flattercrs,let Courts and Cities be 
Made all of falfe-fac’d foothing: 

When Steele growes fofe.as the Parafites Silke, 

Let him be made an Ouetture for th’ Warres: 

No more 1 fay, for that I haue not wafh’d 


~My Nofe that bled,or foyl’d fome debile Wretch, 

Which without note,here’s many elfe haue done. 

You (hoot me forth in acclamations hyperbolical!. 

As if I lou’d my little (hould be dieted 

In prayfes, fawc’ft with Lyes. 

Com. Too modeft are you : 

More cruell to your good report,then gratctull 
To vs,that giue you truly; by your patience. 

If’gain ft your fclfe you be inccns'd,wee’Ie put you 
(Like one that meanes his proper harme) in Manacles, 

Then rcafon fafely with you: Therefore be it knowne, 

As to vs,to all the World,That Cam Martius 
Wcares this Warres Garland: in token of the which. 

My Noble Steed.knowne to the Campe,T giue him, 

Wich all his trim belonging; and from this time. 

For what he did before Conoles , call him. 

With all th’applaufeand Clamor of thcHoaft, 

(Marcus Cains Ceriolanus. Beare th’addition Nobly cucr? 
Flourijh. Trumpets fouvd,and Drums. 

Omnes. Marcus Cams Cortolanus. 

Martins. I will goe wafh: 

And when my Face is faire, you (hall perceiue 
Whether I blufh,or no: howbeit,I thanke you, 

I meane to ftride your Steed,and at all times 
To vnder-creft your good Addition, 

To th’fairencficofmypower. 

Com. So,to our Tent: 

Where ere we doe repofc vs,we will write 
To Rome of our fuccefle : you Titus Lartrtst 
Muft to Corioles backe, fend vs to Rome 
The beft,with whom wc may articulate. 

For their owne good,and ours. 

Lartius. I fha!i,my Lord. 

Martins. The Gods begin to mockeuie: 

I that now refus’d moft Princely gifts. 

Am bound to begge of my Lord Generali. 

Com. Tak’t/tis yours: what is’t? 

Martins. I fometime lay here in Corioles, 

At a poore mans houfe: he vs’d me kindly. 

He cry’d to me: 1 faw him Prifoner: 

But then Aujfidtsu was within my view. 

And Wrath o’re-whelm’d my pittie : I requeft you 
To giue my poore Hoft freedomc. 

Com. Oh well begg’d: 

Were he the Butcher of my Sonne,he fhould 
Be free,a* is the Winde: deliuer hini|7Vf«*. 

Lartius. Martius, his Name. 

Martius. By Iupiter forgot: 

I am wearie, yca,my memorie is tyr’d: 

Haue wc no Wine here ? 

Com. Goe we to our Tent: 

The bloud vpon your Vifage dryes,*tis time 
Itlhouldbelookttoo: come. Exeunt. 

A flourijh. Cornets. Enter Tullus A ujfiditu 
bloudic,with two or three Sotsldiors. 

Auf. The T owne is ta’ne. 

Sould. ’Twill be deliuer’d backe on good Condition. 
Auffid. Condition? 

I would I were a Roman, for 1 cannot. 

Being a Voice, be that I am. Condition ? 

Wbat good Condition can a Treatie finde 
I’th’part that is at mercy ? fiue times, Martins, 

I haue fought with thee; fo often haft thou beat me: 
And would’ft doe fo,I thinke,fhould we encounter . 

As/ 
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As often as we cate. By th’Elements, 

If ere againel meet him beard to beard, 

He’s mine, or I am his: Mine Emulation 
Hath not that Honor in’t it had: For where 
1 thought to crufh him in an equall Force, 

True Sword to Sword: lie potche at him fome way. 

Or Wrath,or Craft may get him. 

Sol. He’s the diuell. 

.^/.Bolder,though not fo fubtle:my valors poifon’d. 
With onely fuffring (laine by him: for him 
Shall flycout of it (elfe, norflecpe, nor fan&uary. 

Being naked, fickc; nor Phane,nor Capitoll, 

The Prayers of Priefts, nor times ofSaerifice: 
Embarquemcncs all of Fury,fhall lift vp 
Their rotten Priuiledgc, and Cuftome ’gainft 
My hate to Martius. Where I finde him, were it 
At home, vpon my Brothers Guard, eucn there 
Againft the hofpitable Canon, would I 
Wa(h my fierce hand in’s heart. Go you to th’Citie, 
Learne how ’tis held, and what they ate that mufi 
BeHoftages for Rome. 

Soul. Will not you go ? 

riuf. I am attended at the Cyprus groue. I pray you 
(’Tis South the City Mils) bring me word thither 
How the world goes: that to the pace ofit 
I may fpurre on my iourncy. 

Soul. I (hall fir. 


Mus Secmdus. 


Enter Menenius with the two Tribunes of the 
people,Sicimus <*■ 'Brutus, 


The Tragedie pfJjrioUms. 

Giue your difpofitionsthTwh^^uT 
p eafurcs (atthelcaltyfyou cakcic asaplcafCi- 
being fo : you blame TUartius for being Dm j to y°u i 


Men 

night. 


The Agurcr tels me, wee fliall haue Ncwes to 


Bru. Good or bad? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they loue not Martius. 

Stein. Nature teaches Beads to know their Friends. 
Men. Pray you, who does the Wolfe loue ? 

Siein. The Lambe. 

Men. I,to deuour him,as the hungry Plebeians would 
the Noble Ittsrtitss-, 

Bru. He’s a Lambe indeed, thatbaes like a Beare. 
Men. Hee’s a Beare indeede, that liues like a Lambe. 
You two arc old men, tell me one thing that I (hall aske 
you. 

Both. Well fir. 

Men. In what enormity is Martius poore in,that you 
two haue not in abundance s’ 

Bru. He’s poore in no one fault, but ftor’d withall. 
Siein, .Efpecially in Pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boafting. 


muruus tor be np nr„ 7 
Brut. We do it not alone,fi r . 8Pr ° ud » 

Men . I know you can doe’ very li tt l e i 
helpes are many, or elfe your aftions wouS’ f ° r 
drous fingle: your abilities are to Infant-likfr° Wt ^ 
much alone. YoutalkeofPriderOh that„ ° rd °«in 
your eyes toward the Napes of your ne c J ° U Coul S 
but an Interiour furuey of your good fclucsV '!' 1 
could. t)h thaty 0 

Both. What then fir? 

Men. Why then you fliould difcou W3 l 
meriting,proud,violent, teftie Magift rates ,, race «»fvn 
as any in Rome. ° Fo 0 l Cs 

Siein. Menenius, you arc knownc well , 

1 a,n knowne to be a humoron, t," 0Ugh 


Men 


one 


CMen. This is ftranee now : Do you two know how ^ ^ ^ 

you are ccnfured heere in the City,I mean of vs a’th’richt f av l"™ Afles P 3 ***-^ * 1 * *? y« you mufti 

hand File, do you? ^ I ^ Mg, Martius is proud : whoinacbcape eftimation 


/ 


I hand File, do you? 

Both, Why? ho ware weccnfur’d? 

Men. Becaufe you talke of Pride now, will you not 

be anory. 

Both. Well,well fir,well. 

THen. Why ’tis no great maetdr: for a very little cheefe 
ofOccafion, will rob you of a great deale of Patience; 


taen. i am Knownc to be a humorous v* 8 t0 °- 
.... that loues a cup of hot Wine,with not 1a ' an ' 

ing Tiber in’t: Said,to be foraething 
ring the firft complaint, hafty and Tinder 1 k ^ iDtauoi) 
triu.all motion: One, that conuerfes more withK’" 
tocke of the night,then with the forhead ofT" heBut ' 
What I think, I vttcr,and fpend my malice in l nin & 
Meeting two fuch Wcales men as you are ?! Ybreatl) ' 
you Licurgufes,) if the drinkc you giue me touT' 0 ' 
lat aduerfly, I make a crooked face at it \ ~ ' hm yPa> 

Worflaippes haue deliucr’d the matter well uV^’ y ° Ut 

the Afle in compound, with the Maior part of ^ ,dt 
bl« And .bough . bo con,.Si, 

that fay ym arcreuerend grauc men,ye t t h Cv lv ! , th ® f{ - 
that tell you haue good faces ifvoiiO^J ^ e ? ca %< 
of my Microcofme, followes it that I am knowne ^ n >P 
nough too ? What harrne can your beefome Coii/'a 

Bru. Come fir come, we know you well enough 

Menen, You know neither mee, yoiirrelucs.noMn 
thing; you arc ambitious, for poore knaues cappes an 
legges: you vvearc out a good wholefome Ferine 
hearing acaufe betweenean Orendge wife, andaForfa 
feller, and then reiouruc the Controuetfieof three-pcnc 
to a fccond day of Audience. When you are heaL 
matter betweenc party andparty, ifyou chaunceto be 
pinch d with the Collicke, you make faceslike Mum 
niers, fet vp thebloodieFlaggeagainftall Patience, ao, 
m roaring for a Chamber-pot, difmiffc the Controuerli 
bleeding, the more intanglcd by your hearing : Allth 
peaceyou makein their Caufe, is calling both the panic 
Knaues. You are a payre offirange ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you arc well vnderftoodrobee 
^° rt ^ e ^*®blcjthcn a neceflary Bencher i 

Men. Our very PriefUmuft become Mockers, if the 
^11 encounter iuch ridiculous SubiecSs a*youarc,whci 
you fpeake beft vnto the purpofe, It is not woorch th 
wagging of your Beards, and your Beards deferuenot f< 
honourable a graue,as to ftuffc a Botchers Cu(hion,oru 

be intomb din an AffesPacke-faddle; yet you muftbc 


worth all your predeccflors, fince Deucalion \ though pc 
aduencure lome of the beft of'em were heredicarie ban] 
men. Godden to your Worfliips, more of your conuc 
fation would infeft my Braine, being the Heardfmcn< 
theBeallly Plebeans. 1 will be bold to cakemylcaue 
you„ 

and Stic, tdftde* 


j The Tragedie of f'oriolanus. 



Enter Volumina t yirgi1ia,<otd Valeria. 


Death,that darke Spirit, in’s ncruie Armc doth lye, 
Which being aduanc’d,declines,and then men dye. 


unw now (my as faire as Noble) Ladyes.and the Mocne 
(p, c e Earthly, no Nobler; whither doe you follow 


; fo faft ? 


Honorable Menenius ,my Boy Martins appro- 
u cs: for the loue of Iuno let’s goe. 

Cn Menen. Ha? Martins comminghome? 

y«lum. I,worthy Menenius ,and with moft profperous 

^notohatton. 

Take my Cappc loiter ,and I chanke thcc: 
hocomming home ? 

2 .ladies. Nay/tis true. 

Yolm. Looke,here’s a Letter from him,the State hath 
another, his Wife another, and (l thinke; there’s one at 
home for you. 

\{cnw- I will make my very houfc reele tonight;: 

^ Letter for me? ? , 

Yirgil. Yes ccrtaine,there’s a Letter for you,l faw’c. 

Menen. A Letter for me ? it giues me an Eftate of fe- 
uenyccrcs health; in which time, 1 will make a Lippc at 
thePhyiician:The moft foucraignePrefcription in Galen , 
is but Emperickqutique; and to this Prcieruatiue, of no 
better report then a Horfc-drench. Is he not wounded ? 
he was wont ro come home wounded ? 

Virgil- Ohno^no^o. 

Velum. Oh^e is wounded,I thanke the Gods for’e. 

Menen. So doe I too, if it be not coo much : brings a 
Viflorie in his Pockct?thc wounds become him. 

Velum. On’s Browes; Menentas % hec comes the third 
time home with the Oaken Garland. 

Menen. Ha’s he difciplin’d foundly ? 

Volum. Titw Lartiw writes.thcy fought together,but 
Aujfidihs got off. 

Menen. And ’twas time for him too, lie warrant him 
that: and he had ftay’d by him J would not haue been fo 
fiddjous’d, for all the Cherts in Carioles, and the Gold 
that's in them. Is the Senate poffeft of this ? 

Volum. Good Ladies let's goe. Yes, yes, yes : The 
Senate ha*s Letter* from the Generali,wherein hec giues 
mySonne the whole Name of the Warre: he hath in this 
adion out-done his former deeds doubly* 

Valer . In troth,therc’s wondrous things fpoke of him. 

Menen . Wondrous: 1,1 warrant you,and not with¬ 
out his rrue purchafing. 

Virgil. The Gods graunt them true. 

Velum. True ? pow waw. 

Mene. True? llebe fwornc they are true : where is 
hce woundcd,God faue your good Woi (hips ? OMartim 
is comming home: hee ha’s more caufc to be prowd : 
where is he wounded ? 

Volum . Ith’Shoulder,and ith’left Armc : there will be 
large Cicatrices to flhew the People, when hee fhall ftand 
for his place: he receiucd in the rcpulfc of Tarquin ieuen 
hurts ith’ Body. 

Me>te. One ith’ Neckband two ith’Thigh,there's nine 
chat I know. 

Volum. Hce had, before this laft Expedition, twcntic 
fiue Wounds vpon him. 

Mene. Now it’s twentie feuen ; cucry gafh was an 
Enemies Graue. Hcarkc,thc Trumpets. 

A fbowt , and flourifb. 

Volum. Thefe are the Vlbers of CMartiw : 

Before him,hee carry es Noyfe; 

And behmde him,hee leaues Teares s 


Sennet . Trumpets found. ! 

Enter Comtmiu the Generali and Tit ns Latin*: be - , 

trveene them Cor iolxnmfr own'd with un Oaken 
Garland , with C apt tines and Soul- 
diers , and a Heranld. 

Hcrauld. Know Rome,that all alone Martins did fight 
Within Corioies Gates: where he hath wonne, 

With Fame,a Name to C Martins Cairn : 

Thefe in honor followes tJMartius Ctitu Coriolanus . 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Cortolanns . 

Sound. Flourifr. 

AS. Welcome to Romc,renowned Coriolanxs . 

Coriol. Normorc of this,it docs offend my heart;pray 
now no more. 

Com. Looke,Sir,your Mother. 

CoricL Oh! you haue,I knoWjpeticion’dall thcGods 
for my profperitie. Kneeles. 

Volum. Nay,my good Sou!dier,vp : 

My gentle lAlartins ,worthy (fath*. 

And by deed-atchieuing Honor ne wly nam’d. 

What is it {Ccriolamu) muft I call thee ? 

But oh,thy Wife. 

forio. My gracious filence,hayle : 

Would’ft thou haue laugh’d,had l come Coffin’d home. 
That weep*ft to fee me triumph? Ah my dearc. 

Such eyes the Widowes in Carioles were, 

And Mothers that lacke Sonnes. 

Mene. Now the Gods Crowne thee. 

Com. And liue you yet ? Oh my fweet Lady,pardon. 
Volum . I know not where to turne. 

Oh welcome homennd welcome Generali, 

And y’are welcome all. 

Mene. A hundred thoufand Welcome*: 

I could wcepe,and I could laugh, 

I am light,and hcauie; welcome : 

A Curfe begin at very root on’s heart. 

That is not glad to fee thee. 

Yon are three,that Rome fhould dote on $ 

Yet by the faith of men,we haue 
Some old Crab-trees here at home. 

That will not be grafted to your Rallift)* 

Yet welcome Warriors: 

Wee call a Nettle,but a Nettle; 

And the faults of foolcs,bu: folly. 

Com. Euer right. 

Cor. Menenihs y euer,euer. 

Hcrauld. Giue way there,and goe on. 
for. Your Hand,and yours ? 

Ere in our owne houfc I doc (hade my Head, 

The good Patricians muft be vifited. 

From whom I haue recciu’d not onely greetings. 

But with them,change of Honors. 

Volum . I haue liued. 

To fee inherited my very Wiflies, 

And the Buildings of my Fancie : 

Onely there s one thing wanting. 

Which (I doubt not) but our Rome 
Will caft vpon thee. 

for* Know,good Mother, 

I had rather be their feruant in my way. 

Then fway with them in theirs. 

Com][ On,to the Capitall. Flourifh . Cornets . 

Exeunt in State , as before . i 

Snterf 







































































IO 


Trag e die offmoUnus. 


Enter "Brutus and Scieinius. 

Brtt. All tongues fpeake of him,and the bleared fights 
Are lpe&aclcd to fee him. Your pratling Nurfe 
Into a rapture lets her Baby crie. 

While (he chats him: the Kitchin Malkin pinnes 
Her richeft Lockram’bout her recchie necke, 

Clambring the Walls to eye him: 

Stalls, Bolkes,Windowes, are fmother’d vp, 

Leadcs fill’d, and Ridges hors’d 
With variable Complexions; ail agreeing 
In earnefloefle to fee him: feld-fliownc Flamins 
Doe pvefle among the popularThrongs,and puffe 
To winne a vulgar Ration: our veyI’d Dames 
Commit the Warreof White and Damaske 
In their nicely gawded Cheekes,toth’wanton fpoyle 
Of Phakus burning Rifles: fuch a poother. 

As if that whatfoeuer God,who leades him, 

‘Were flyly crept into his humane powers, 
Andgauehim graccfull pofiurc. 

Scicin. On the fuddaine,I warrant him Confull. 
Brutus, Then our Office may, during his power, goc 
fleepe. 

Scicin. He cannot temp’rately tranfport his Honors, 
From where he fhottld begin,and end,but will 
Lofe thofc he has** wonne. 

Brutus. In that there’s comfort. 

Scici. Doubt not. 

The Commoners,for whom wc fland,but they 
Vpon their ancient mallicc,will forget 
With the lcafl caufe,thefe his new Honors, 

Which that he will giue thcir.,make 1 as little queflion. 
As he is provvd to doo’t. 

Brutus. I heard him lweare, 

Were he to fland for ConfulI,neuer would he 
Appeare i’th’Market p!ace,noron himpuc 
The Naples Veftureof Humilitie, 

Nor fhewing(as the manner is)his Wounds 
Toth’ People,begge their (linking Breaths. 

Scicin. ’Tis right. 

' Brutus. It was his word: 

Oh he would mifl'e it, rather then carry it. 

But by the fuitc of the Gentry to him. 

And the defirc of the Nobles. 

Scicin. I wifh no betcer,then hauc him hold that ptir- 
pofe,and to put it in execution. 

Brutus. ’Tis mofl like he will. 

Scicin, It (hall be to him then, as our good wills • a 
fure deflrucf ion. 

Brutus. So it mufl fall out 
To him,or our Authorities.for an end. 

We mud fuggefl the People,in what hatred 
He Rill hath held them: that to’s power he would 
Haue made them Mules,filcnc’d their Pleaders, 

And difpropertied their Frcedomes; holding them. 

In humane A<Rion,and Capacitie, 

Of no more Soule.nor fitnefle for the World, 

Then Cammcls in their Warre.who haue their Prouand 
Oncly for bearing Burthens,and foreblowes 
For finking vnder them. 

Scicin. This(asyou fay)fuggcfled. 

At fomc tinie,when his foaring Iofolence 
Shall teach the People,which time fhall not want, 

It he be put vpon’t,and that’s as eafie. 

As to let Dogges on Shccpe.will be his fire 


To kindle their dry Stubble: andtheft^. 
Shall darken him for cuer. 7e 

Enter aMeffengtr. 

Brutus'. What’s the matter ? 

7 Mef. You arc fent for to the Capitoll • 

Tis thoughr,that (Jlfartius fhall b c Confuf • 

I haue feene the dumbe men throno to r*. \ - 

A * A rl 1 a #1 1_L: r , to 1Cc miTL 



-— tended 

As to hues Statue,and the Commons made 
A Shovver,and Thunder,with their Ca PSianf i cl 
1 neuer faw the like. ‘ ” ^hi 

Brutus. Let’s to the Capitoll, 

And carry with vs Earesand Eyes forth’tim. 
But Hearts for the cucnr. % ; 


l 0 Wts*. 


Scicin . Haue with you. 


'Exeunt. 


Enter two Officers, to Uy Cufbions^it 
in the Capitoll, 

r.Of. That’s a braue fellow s but hee’svcnwn 
prowci,and Iouesnoc the common people. ° 

2. Off. ’Faith,there hath bcene many oreat men 4 
haue flatter’d the people,who ne’rc lowed themed t 
be many that they haue loucd,they know not wberefo 
lo that it they loue they know not why, they hatevr, 
no better a ground. Therefore, for CmoLmu nevd.e- 
care whether they loue, or hate him, manifefis then 
knowledge he ha s in their difpofition.and out ofhisN, 
blc carelelnefle lets them plaincly fee’t. 

I. Off. If he did not care whether he had their lout i 
no,hee waued indiffcrently/twixt doing them neyth 
good,nor harme: but hee feekes their hate with great 
deuotion,then they can render it him; and leaucs nothin 
vndonc,rhat may fully difeouer him their oppolitc. No 1 
to feeme to 3ffea the mallice and difpleafure of the Pet 
ple,is as bad,as that which he diflikes, to flatter them ft 
their loue. 

a. Off. Hee hath deferued worthily of his Countrcj 
andhisafient is not by fuch eafie degrees as thofc, wh 
hauing bcene fupple and courteous to the People, Bor 
netted,without any further deed, to haue them ataliint 
their eftiraation,and report: but hee hath io plancedh 
Honors in their Eycs,andhi$ a£lions in their Hearts, th; 
for their Tongues tobefilent^and not confeflc io mud 
were a kinde of ingratefull Iniurie: to report otherwifi 
were a Mallicc, that giuing it fdfe the Lye,would pkcl 
reproofe and rebuke from euery Earc that heard it. 

i •Off, No more of him, hees a worthy man; mak 
way,thcy arc comming, 

A Sennetn Enter the Patrician^ and the Tribunes if 

the People y Litiars before them : Cortot anus, Went- 
nius ^Cominius the Confttl: Sciciniw and Brutw 
take their places by themfelues: Qono - 
lantu fiands. 

Mcnen. Hauing determine of the Voices, 

And to fend for Titus Lartiw: it remaines, 

As the maine Point of this onr after-meeting, 


To 


The Trage die of fo noUms . 


n 


--Hfiehis Noble feruicc,that hath 

T l g ftood for his Countrey.Therefore pleafe you, 

t f t nc ConC.lI, and Ul) Generali, 
e.,r well-found Succeffes,to report 
f J tie of that worthy Worke,perform’d 
J iMitrtius Caius CmoUntss ; whom 
K me c here,both to thanke,and to remember, 
with Honors like himfelfe. 

t Sen. Speake.good Cominius : 

, nothing out for length, and make vs thinkc 
Rither our Rates defetRiue for requitall, 

^f en yye to flretch it out. MaRers a’th’ People, 

\Vc doe requefi your kindeft cares: and after 
Yourlouiog motion toward the common Body, 
r 0 yeeld what pafles here. 

Scicin We are conuented vpon apleafingTreatic,and 
hearts inclinable to honor and aduance the Tiieame 

n fourAfferobly. 

prutus. Which the rather wee fhall be bleR to doe, it 
he remember a kinder value of the People, then he hath 
hereto priz. d them at. 

jiienen. That’s offithat’s off; I would you rather had 
been filent: Pleafe you to neare Cominius fpeake? 

•Brutus. MoR willingly : but yet my Caution was 
more pertinent then the rebuke you giue it. 

Menen. He loues your People, but tye him not to be 
their Bed-fellow: Worthie Cominius fpeake. 

CorioUnus nfes,and offers to goc aw 4 j. 

Nay, keepe your place. 

Scnat. Sit CorioUnus: neuer fiiamc to heare 
What you haue Nobly done. 

firiol. Your Honors pardon: 

I had rather hauc my Wounds to heale againe. 

Then heare fay how I got them. 

Brutus. Sir,I hope my words dis-bench’d you not ? 

[mol. No Sir: yet oft, 

When blowes haue made me flay,I fled from words. 

You footh’d not,therefore hurt not: but your People, 
[loue them as they weigh— 

Menen. Pray now fit downe, 

Corio.I had rather haue one fcratch my Head i’th’ Sun, 
When the Alarum were Rrucke,then idly fit 
To heare my Nothings monRer’d. Exit CorioUnus 

Menen. Maflers of the People, 

Your multiplying Spawnc,how can he flatter ? 

That's thoufand to one good one, when you now fee 
• He had rather venture all his Limbes for Honor, 

Then on ones Hares to heare it. Proceed Cominius. 

Com. I fhall lacke voyce: the deeds of CorioUnus 
Should not be vtter’d feebly : it is held, 

That Valour is the chicfcR Venue, 

And moR dignifies the baucr: lfitbc, 

Theman I fpeake of, cannot in the World 
Belinglycounter-poys’d. At fixteene yeeres. 

When Tursjuin made a Head for Rome,he fought 
Beyond the markc of others: our then Dictator, 

Whom with all prayfc I point at, faw him fight, 

When with his Amazonian Shinne he drone 
The brizled Lippes before him : he beflrid 
i An o’re-prefl Roman,and i’th’Confuls view 
Slew three Oppofers: Tarquins felfe he met, 

And ftruoke him on his Knee: in that dayesffeates. 

When he might a&che Woman imhe Scene, : • 

He prou d beft man i’th’field* and for his meed ‘ " 

Was Brow-bound with the Oake. His Pupill age 


\ Man-entred thus,he wasted like a Sea, 

•And in the brunt of feucntecncBattailes fince. 

He lurcht all Swords of the Garland: for this laft, 
Before,and in Corioles, let me fay 
I cannot fpeake him home: he Ropt the flyers. 

And by his rare example made the Coward 
Turne terror into fporc: as Weeds before 
A Veffell vnder fayle,fo men obey’d. 

And fell below his Stem: his Sword,Deaths Aampe, I 
Where it did marke.it tookc from face to foot: 

He was a thing ofBlood,whofe euery motion 
Was tinvd with dying Cryes: alone he entred 
The mortall Gate of th’ Citie,which he painted 
With fhunlefle deRinie : aydeleffe came oft. 

And with a hidden re-inforcement Rrucke 
Carioles like a Planet: now all’s his. 

When by and by the dinne of Warre gan pierce 
His readie fence : then Rraight his doubled fpiric 
Requickned what in flcRi was fatigate. 

And to the Battaile came he,where he did 
Runne reeking o’re the hues of men,as if ’twerc 
A perpetuall fpoyle: and till we call’d 
Both Field and Citie ours,hc neuer Rood 
To eafe his BreA with panting. 

Menen. Worthy man. 

Senut. He cannot but with meafure fit the Honors 
which we deuife him. 

Com. Our fpoylcs he kickt at, 

And look’d vpon things precious, as they were 
The common Muck of the World: he couets lefle 
Then Miferic it felfe would giue,rewards his deeds 
With doing them, and is content 
To fpend the time.to end it. 

Menen. Hee’s right Noble,ler him be call’d for. 

Senat. Call [ortolanus. 

Off. He doth appeare. 

Enter CorioUnus. 

Menen. The Senate, CorioUnus, are well pleas'd tc make 
thee Confull. ‘ 

Corio. 1 doe owe them Rill my Life,and Sendees. 

Menen. It then remaines, that you doe fpeake cothc 
People. 

Corio. I doe befeech you. 

Let me o’re-leape that cuflome: for I cannot 
Put on the Gowne,Rand naked,and entreat them 
For my Wounds lake,to giue their fufferage: 

Pleafe you that I may pfifle this doing. 

Scicin. Sir,the People mu ft haue their VoyceSj 
Neyther will they bate one iot ofCercmonie. 

Ttlenen. Put them not too’t: 

Pray you goe fit you to the CuRome, 

And take to you,as your Prcdeceflbrs haue, 

Your Honor with your forme. 

Corio. It is a part that I (hall blufli in ailing, 

And might well bc taken from the People. 

Brutus. Marke you that. 

Corio. Tobragvntothem,thusIdid,andthus 
Shew them th’vnakingSkarres.which I fliould hidcj 
As if I had rccciu’d them for the byre 
Of their breath oncly. 

Menen. Doe not fland vpon’t: 

We recommend to youTribflnes of the People 
Our purpofe to them,and to otlr Noble Confull 
Wim we all Ioy,and Honor. 

Sen At. Toj 
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Sen At . To Coriolanw come all ioy and Honor, 
i Flot*rifh Cornets # 

Then Exeunt. UManct Sicinim and Brutus. 

Urn. You fee how he intends to vfe the people. 

Scicin. May they pcrceiue’s intent: he wil require them 
As if he did contemnc what he requefted. 

Should be in them to giue. 

T^ru* Come,wce’l informe them 
Ofourproceedings hcerc cn ch’Market place, 

I know they do attend vs. 

Enter feuen or eight Citizens. 

i*Cit. Once if he do require our voyces, wee ought 
not to deny him. 

2-Cit. Wc may Sir if we will. 

g.CVr. We hauc power in our felues to do it, but it is 
a power chat we hauc no power to do: For,if hee (hew vs 
his wounds, and tell vs his deeds,* we are to put our ton¬ 
gues into thole wounds, and fpcake for them : So if he tel 
vs his Noble deeds, we mult alfo tell him our Noble ac¬ 
ceptance ofthem. Ingratitude is morflrous, and for the 
multitude to be ingraielull, were to make a Monfter of 
the multitude; of the which, we being'members, fliould 
bring our felues to be monftrous members. 

1 *Cit. And to make vs no better thought of a little 
helpe will ferue: for once wc flood vp about the Come, 
he himfclfe ftucke not to call vs the many-hcaded Multi¬ 
tude. 

3 * 0 tu Wc haue beenc call’d fo of many, not that our 
heads are fome browne, tome blackc, fome Abram,feme 
bald; but that our wits arc fo diuerfly Coulordj and true* 
ly I thinkc>ifall ourwitccs weretoiffue out of one Scull, 
they would flye Eaft, Weft,Norch,South, and their con- 
lent of one diredt way, fliould beat once to all the points 
a’th Compaffe. 

Thinke you fo? Which way do you iudge my 
wit would flye. 

3 'Cit> Nay your \y,t will not fo fooneouc as another 
mans will,’tis (Irongly wadg'd vp in ablockc-hcad : but 
ifit were at liberty, ’twould fore Southward. 

2 Ctt. Why that way ? 

3 Cit. ToloofeicfelfeinaFogge, where being three 
parts melted away wirh rotten Dewe$,the fourth would 

P.MirnT 'rtnrriAnrn 4 _- I t )'. 


im 1 rag £atej/^ Qorio/a ms 


From th’noifc of ourovvncDrumme s ^ 

Afetteu. Ob nit the Godi,vou muft n » 

You muft defire: them to thinke vpon you * 
t C 0 T \*l' , Thinke v P on me? Hang ’em * 

Mcnt You’lmarreall, 
lie leaue you: Pray you fpeake to em T 
In wholfome manner. P t 0 m > l ? n Yyo* 

£*1 

- Enter three of the CitUmu 

Corto. Bid them wafti their Faces 
And keepe their teeth cleane: So,hcere com. . 

You know the caufc (Sir) of my ftandingheer!^ 
*f*' We do Sir.tell vs what hath brSisL 1 
Corto. Mineownedefert. S nc youtoot, 

Cit. Your owne defert. 

Corio. I, but mine owne defire, 

7 ,Ctt. How not your owne defire? 

Corio. No Sir/twas neucr my dtfire vet to *. t, 
pooic with begging. ' r ^ublcthe 

3 Ctt. You muft thinke ifwegiucyou anythin. 

hope to game by you. ' ^ n S> Wc 

Cor r io ' Wen then I pray^our price aWConful/U 
lCit. The price is, to aske it kindly. 

Com. Kindly fir, I pray let me ha t: I haue wouk) 

fiiew you, which fliall bee yours in priuate : lT d 
voice Sir, what fay you? ^ y° Ur good 

2 Cit . You lhall ha't worthy Sir. 

he £*T't £ matdl Sif ? lhciC S in 311 two W °r^ie voy 
begg d : I hauc your Aimes, Adieu. ^ 

3 Ctt. But this is fomething odde. 

1 ! "s* 1 "' ! bui ”'>«>« 

exeunt. Enter two other Citizens. 

Cortol. Pray y ou now, ific may ftand whh ^ 

1. You haue deferued Nobly of your Countrev a 

you hauc not deferued Nobly. h 

Coriol, Your ^Enigma. 

,. 1 • Y ° u haue bin a > courge to her enemies, you ha 
bin a Rod to her Fiiends,you haue not indeedeloucdt 


parts meitca away wirn rotten uewes, the fourth would bin a Rod to her f 
returnc for Confeience lake, to helpe to get thee a Wife. Common people 

y0 „ J " y . Yountut ' w,,, ’ out Y° m <rickc.,younwy, ^ CoM ..YoulhouW amountnrntU more Vm«, 

3 Cit. Are yoa all refolu’d to giue your voyces? But 
that’s no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. If hee 
would incline to the people, there was neuer a worthier 
man. 

j Enter Coriolwm in agowne of Humility, with 

Aden* tutu. 

Heerehecomes, and intlie Gownc of humility, marke 
his behauiour: wc are not to ftay altogether,but to come 
by him where he (lands, by ones, by twoes, & by three*. 

He’s to make his requefts by particulars, wherein eucric 
one of vs }ia?s a fmgle Honor, in giuing him our own voi¬ 
ces with our o wne tongues,thercfore follow me, and Ik 
direft you how you lhall go by him. 
j4ll. Cdntent,content. 

Aitn. Oh Sir, you arenocrightrhaucyou uotknowne 
The wortbieft men haue done't ? 

Corio. What muft I lay, I pray Sir ? 


Plague vpon’c, I cannot bring 
My tougne to fuch a pace. Looks Sir, my wounds, 
I got them in my Countries Seraice, when. 

Some certaitic ofyour Brethren roat’d, andrajinc 


--«... w.vvun. muic rcriuoi 

that 1 haue not bin common in my Lo'ue, I will fir flati 
my iworne Brother the people to came a deerereftim 
tion of them/ds a condition they account gentle:& fin 
the wiledome of their choice, is rather to haue ray Hi 
then my Heart, I will practice the infinuacingnod,andl 
off to them moftcounterfetly, that is fir, I will counts 
fet the bewitchment of fomc popular man, and giuc 
bountifull to the defirers: Therefore bcfeech you, I ms 
be ConfuII; 1 

z% Wee hope to finde you our friend: and therefoi 
giue you our voices heartily. 

1. You haue receyued, many’ wounds for your Com 
trey. 

Coriol. I wil not Seale your knowledge With fhewin 
them. I will make much ofyour voyces, andfotroubl 
you no farther. 

Both. TheGodsgiueyouioy Sir heartily. 

Coriol. Moft fweet Voyces: 

Better it is to dye, better to ftertie, 

Then craue the higher, which firft we do deferue. 

Why in this Wooluifh tongue fhould I ftand heere, 
To begge of Hob and Dickc, that does appecre 

Thei 
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r.’TiefkVouches: Cuftome calls me too’c. 
I^Cuftomc wills in all things,fhould wedoo’t? 

"" nuft on antique Time would lye vnfwcpr, 

Th j^outuainous Error be coo highly heapt,^ 

Al,d rn.th to o’re-pcere. Rather then foole it to, 

f0t rhe high Office and the Honor go 

t£t ^ that would doc thus. I am halfc through, 

JJ° n ne part fuffered.the other wil! I doc. 

Enter three Citizens more , 
come moe Voyces. * 

v rVoyccs? tor your Voyces I hauc foughr, 

JJJcht for your Voyces: for your Voyces,btare 
Abounds,two dozen odde: Batcaiies thrice fix 
lhauc feene,and heard of: for your Voyces, 

Hauc done many things,fome lcffe,fomc more : 

Your Voyces ? Indeed I would be ConfuII. 

Cit. Hee ha s done Nobly, and cannot goe without 
any honefl mans Voyce, 

\.Cit* Therefore let him be ConfuII: the Gods giue 
hifljovjand make him good friend to the People. 

Jll. Amen,Amcn.God fauc thec,Noble ConfuII. 

Corio. Worthy Voyces. 

Enter Menw'mS) with Bruttu and Sckimus* 

Hbne. You haue flood your Limitation : 

And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voy ce, 
Remaincsjthat in th’Ofiiciall Markes inuefled, 

You anon doe meet the Senate. 

Corio. Is this done. ? 

Scicw. The Cuftome of Requefl you haue difeharg’d: 

The People doe admit you,and arc fummoifd 
Tomeet anon,vpon your approbation* 

Corio, Where > at the Scnate-houfe ? 

Sarin. There, forio/anus. 

Corio , May l change thefeGarments ? 

Scicin. You may,Sir. 

Cr/.That lie ftraight do: and knowing my felfc again, 
Rcpayrc toth'Senate-houfc. 

Mene. He kcepc you company. Will you along ? 

Tmt. Wc (lay here for the People. 

Scicin . Fare you well. Exeunt Coriol . and Adcne. 

Hchas it now : and by his Lookcs,me thinkes, 

Tiswarme at’s heart. 

SBrut. With a prowd heart he wore his humble Weeds s 
Will you difmiffe the People? 

Enter the Plebeians. 

Scici. How now^my Marters,hauc you chofc this man? 
I.Or. Heha’sourVoyceSjSir. 

Brut . We pray the Gods,he may deferue your loues. 
l.Cit. Amen,Sir:to my poore vnworthynotice, 
Hcmock’d vs,when he begg’d our Voyces* 
3*Cir.Certaincly,he flowted vs do wne-righr. 

1. C/r. No,*tts his kind of fpeech,he did not mock vs. 

2. C/r. Not one amongft vs,faue your fclfe,but fay 
Hcvs’d vs fcornefully : he fliould haue fhew’d vj 
H isM arks of Meric, Wounds rccein’d for’s Countrcy 

Scicin. -Whyfo he did,! am fure. 

All. NojUoinomanfaw’cm. 

l.Cit. Hee laid hee had Wounds, 

Which he could fhew in priu3te : 

And with his Hat>thus wauingit infeorne, 

I would be Confull,fayes he : aged Cuftome, 

But by your Voyces, will not fo permit me. 

Your Voyces therefore: when we graunted that, 

Here was,I thankc you for your Voyces,thankc you 


ves 


Your moftfweec Voycesmow you haue left your Voyces } 

I haue no further with you. Was not this mockeries 
Scicin. Why eycher were you ignorant to fee’e ? 

Or feeing ic,of fuch Childilii friendlineffe. 

To yeeld your Voyces ? 

*Brtit. Could you not haue told him. 

As you were lelfon’d : When he had no Power, 

But was a pcccie feruant to the State, 

He was your Hnemie, cuer Ipake againft 
Your Libertics,and the Charters that you bearc 
l’ch* Bodyof the Weale: ancj now arrnving 
A place of Potencie,and fway o’ch 5 State, 

If he fhould dill malignantly remainc 
Fad Foe toth 'Plcbeij, your Voyces might 
Be Curfes to y bur felues. You fliould haue fald, 

That as his worthy deeds did clayme no ldfc 
Then what he flood for: fo his gracious nature 
Would thinke vpon you, for your Voyces, 

And tranflate his Mailice cowards you .into JLoae, 

Standing your friendly Lord y 
Scicw. Thus to hauc laid. 

As you were fore-aduis’d,had touche his Spirit, 

And try’d his Indinationrfrom him pluckc 
Eyther his gracious Promife,which you might 
As caufe had call’d you vp,haue held him to; 

Or elfc it would haue gall’d his furly nature. 

Which eafily endures not Article, 

Tying him to ought, fo putting him to Rage, 

You Ihould haue ta’ne th’aduantage of his Choller, 

And pals’d him vnelecled. 

Brut. Did you perceiuc. 

He did follicice you in free Contempt, 

When he did need your Loues: and doe you thinke, 

That his Contempt fliall not be brufing to you, 

When he hath power to crufh^Why,had your Bodyes 
No Heart among ybu ? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Againft the Re<florfliip of Iudgemcnc? 

Scicin . Haue you,erc now t deny’d the asker: 

And now againe,of him that did not aske,but mock, 
Bellow your fu'd-forTongues > 
j.Or.Hce’s not confirm’d,wc may deny him yet. 

2 Cit. And will deny him : 
lie haue fiue hundred Voyces of that found, 
x.Or. I twice fine hundred & their friends,to piece'em. 
'Brtit.Gtx. you hence in(lahtly,and tell chofe friends, 
They haue chofc a ConfuII,chat will from them cake 
Their LibcrtieSjmake them of no more Voycc 
Then Dogges,that are as ofeen beat for barking. 

As therefore kept to doe fo, 

Scici. Lee them a(fcmble:and on a fafer lodgement. 

All reuoke your ignorant eleftion: Enforce his Pride, 

And his old Hate vnto you: befidcs,forget not 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 

How in his Suit he fcorn’d you: but your Loue$j 
Thinking vpon his Seruiccs,tookc from you 
Th’apprehenfion of his prefent portance. 

Which moft gibingly,vngrauely,he did faftiiont 
After the inucieracc Hate he bearcs you. 

Brut. Lay a fault on vs,your Tribunes, 

That we labour’d (no impediment betweene) 

But that you muft cafl yourEle&ion on him. 

Scici % Say you chofe him,more after our commandment. 
Then as guided by your owne true affections,and that 
Your Minds pre-occupy’d with what you rather muft do, 
Then what you fhoulffmade you againft the graine 
To Voy cc him ConfuII. Lay the fault on vs, 
_ b b _ Brut. I ,/ 
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Brut. I,fpare vs not: S.*y,wc read Leisures to you, 
Howyoungly he began to i'erue his Countrey, 

How long continued,and what flock hearings of, 

The Noble Houfc o\h'(JMartians: from whence came 
That Ancus Martins % Numaes Daughters Sonne: 

Who after great Hofiilitu here was King, 

Of the lame Houfc Publius and Quintus were. 

That our beft Water,brought by Conduits hither. 

And Nobly nam’d, fo twice being Ccnfor, 

Was his great Anceftor^ 

Seisin. One thus dciccnded, 

That hath befide well in his perfon wrought. 

To be fee high in place,wc did commend 
To your remembrances: but you haue found, 

Skaling his prefent bearing with his part. 

That hee’s your fixed enemie; and reuoke 
Your fuddaine approbation. 

Brut. Say you ne’re had don’t, 

(Harpe on that ftill) but by our putting on: 

And prefently,when you haue drawne your number, 
Repaire toth’ Capitoll. 

AH. We will fo: alinoft all repent in their election. 

Exeunt ‘Tlcbe tans. 

"Brut. Let them goeon: ,jr! i 

ThisMutinie were becterput in hazard, -I 
Then flay paft doubt,for greater; 

If,as his nature is,he fall in rage 

With their refufail. both obferue and anfwcr 

The vantage of his anger, 

Scicin. Toth’Capitoll,come: 

We will be there before the flreame o*th* People: 

And this (ball feeme,as partly ’tis,their owne, 

Which we haue goaded on-ward. Exeunt. 

Alius Temus. 


Cornets. Enter CorioUrmSyMtncnius i all the Gentry , 
CominiuSyTttui Latins, and other Senators. 

Ceri'j. Tulltss Auffidius then had made new head. 

Larius . He had my Lord,and that it was which caus'd 
Our fwifterCompofition. 

Curio. So then the Voices fland but as at firft, 

Readic when time (hall prompt chcm.to make roadc 
Vpon’s agaioe. 

Com . They are worne ( L Srd Confull) fo. 

That wc fhall hardly in our ages fee 
Their Banners wauc againe, 

Corio. Saw you Auffidius} 

Latins. On fafegard he came to me,and did curfe 
Againft the Volces,for they had fo vildly 
Yeelded theTowne: he is retyred to Antium. 

Corio . Spoke he of me ? , 

Latins. He did y my Lord. 

Corio . How ? what? 

Latins. How often lie had met you Sword to Sword: ■ 
That of all things vpon the Earth,he hated 
Your perfon mofl: Tha: he would pawne his fortunes 
To hopcleffc reftitution, fo he might 
Be call'd your Vanquifher. 

Corio. fit Antium liues he? 

Latins . At Antium# 

Corio . I wifh I had a caufe to feeke him there. 

To oppofe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 

Enter Scictutus and Brutus. 

Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the People, 

The Tongues o’tlV Common Mouth, Ido defpile them: 
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For they doe pranke them in Authoritie 
Againft all Noble fufferancc. * 

Scicin. Paffe no further. 

Cor. Hah? what is that? 

Brut. It will be dangerous to coe on-Nr«r . 

Corio. What makes this change ? lUrt W 

Mene. The matter? 

Com. Hath he not pafs’d the Noble.and tb.r 
Brut. Commas feet.. ‘ ^"°®nioi) 

Corio. Haue I had Childrens Voyces?- 
Jcw^r.Tribunes giue way,he (hall toth’MarV., , 
Brut. The People are incens’d againft him ' ^ acc ’- 
Scicin. Stop,or all will fall in broyle. * 

Corio. Are thefe your Heard ? 

Muft thefe haue Voyces,that can yeeld them now 

And ftraight difclaim t heir t oungs? what ate,ourOffi , 

You being their Mouthes,why rule you not Aefi 
Haue you not fet them on ? iect n> 

Afene. Be calme,bc calmc. 

Corio. It is a purpos’d thing,and growes by pj 0f 

Tocurbethewill of thcNobilitie: ^ 0t ' 

Sufter’t.and liue with fuch as cannot rule 
Nor euer will be ruled. * 

Brut. Call’t not a Plot: 

The People cry you mockc them : and of late 
When Corne was giuen them gratit, you repin’d 
Scandal’d the Suppliants: for the People, call’d them 

Time-pleafers.flattcrers.fors to Noblcncfle, 

Corio. Why this was knownc before. 

Brut. Not to them all. 

Corto. Haue'you inform'd them fithcnce? 

’Brut. How? I informe them ? 

Com. You are like to doe fuch bufineffe. 

Brut. Not vnlike each way to better yours. 

Corio. Why then ftiould I be Confull? by yond Clout 
Let me deferue fo ill as you,and make ms 
Your fellow Tribune. 

Scicin. You ftiew too much of that, 

For which the People ftirre: if you will’paffe 
I o where you ate bound, you muft enquire your wav. 
Which you are out of.with a gentler ipirit, ‘ ’ 
Or neuer be fo Noble as a Confull, 

Nor yoake with him for Tribune. 

Meat. Let’s be calme. 

Com. The People are abus’d: fet on.this paltring 
Becomes not Rome: nor ha’s Coriolams 
Deferu’d this fo diftionor’d Rub,Iayd falfely 
I’th’ plaine Way of his Merit. 

Corio. Tell me of Corne: this was my fpeech, 

And I will fpeak’t againe. 

Mene. Not now, not now. 

Senat. Not in this heat,Sir,now. 

Corto. Now as I liue, I will. 

My Nobler friends, I craue their pardons s 
For the mutable ranke-fented Meynie, 

Let them regard me,as I doe not flatter. 

And therein behold themfclues: I fay againe, 

In foothing them,we nourifh ’gainft our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion,Infolence,Sedicion, 

Which we our felucb haue plowed far,fow’d.& fcattei’d 
By mingling them with vs,the honor’d Number, 

Who lack not Vertuc. no,nor Power, but that 
Which they haue giuen to Beggers. 

Mene. Well.no more. 

Senat. No more words, we befeech you. 

Corio. How ? no more i 
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r^T Country, I haue flied my blood, 

A s 3U outward force: So fhall my Lungs 
tf 0t * wor l s till their decay,againft thofc Mcazels 
Sncli wcdifdaitie ftiould Tetter vs, yet fought 

N erv «ay to catch c ^ crn 
Fr/t You fpdake a’th’people,as ifyou were a God, 

b [ Not a man.of their Infirmity, 
c » Twere well we let the peop Ie kiiow’c. 

Mtit. What,what? His Choller> 

Cor£ holler? Were I as patient as the midnight fleep, 
Ioiic,Ywould be my minde. 
wj t is a minde thac (hall remain a poifon 
wherC it is: not poy fon any further. 

V r er jo. Shall remainc? 

H "you this T riton of the Minnoues ? Markc you 

H is abfolute Shall? 

Com. ’Twas from tne Cannon. 

Csft Shall? O God ! but moft vnwife Patriciansrtvhy 
y oU praue, but wreakieffe Senators, haue you thus 
Giuen Hidra hecre to choofe an Officer, 

That with hi5 peremptory Shall, being but 

The borne, and noile o’th’Monfters, wants not fpirit 

Tofay- heel turne your Current in a ditch, 

And make your Channell his ? If he haue power. 

Then vale your Ignorance : lfnone.awake 
four dangerous Lenity; Ifyou arc Lcarn’d, 

Ben ot as common Fooles; if you are nor, 

Let them haueCufhions by you. You are Plebeians, 
Jfthey be Senators: and they are no lefle. 

When both ye>ur voices blended, the grcat’ft tafte 
Moll pallatcs theirs. They choofetheir Magiftrate, 
Andfuch a one as he, who puts his Shall, 

Hispopular Shall, againft a grauer Bench 
Then cuer frown’d in Greece. By Ioue himfelfe. 

It makes the Confuls bafe; and my Soule akes 
To know, when two Authorities are vp. 

Neither Suprcame ;How foone Confufion 
May enter ’twist the gap of Both,and take 
The one by th’other. 

Com. Well, on to’th’Market place. 

Corio. Who euer gaue that Counfell.to giue forth 


Sometime in Greece. 

Mene. Well,weII,no more of that. . 

Cor.Thogh there the people had more abfolute powre 
I fay they noriftit difobedicnce: fcd.the ruin of the State. 

Bru. Why fhall the people giue 
One that fpeakes thus, their voyce ? 

Corio. IlegiuemyReafons, 

More worthier then their Voyces.They know the Come 
Was not our recompence.retting well affur’d 
They ne’redid fetuicefor’t; being preft to’th’Warre, 
Euen when the Naucll of the State was touch’d, 

They would not thred theGates:Thiskinde ofSeruice 
Did not deferue Corne gratis. Being i’th’Warre, 

There Mutinies and Rcuolts, wherein they fhew’d 
Moll Valour, fpoke not for them. Th’Accufation 
Which they haue often made againft the Senate, 

All caufe vnborne, could neuer be the Natiue 
Ofourfo lrankeDonation. Well,what then ? 

How fhall this Bofome-multiplicd, digeft 
five Senates Courtcfie ?Let deeds expreffe 
What’s like to be their words, We did requeft it, 

W e are the greater pole, and intruefeare 
They gaue vs our demands. Thus we debafe 
TheNature of our Seats, and make the Rabble 


Call our Cares, Feares ; which will in time 
Breake ope the Lockes a’th’Senate, and bring in 
The Growes to pecke the Eagles. 

Mene. Come enough. 

Bru. Enough, with ouer mealure. 

Corio. No, take more. 

What may be fworne by, both Diuine and Humane,'- t 
Seale what I end withall. This double worftiip. 

Whereon part do’s difdainc with caufe, the other 

InTult without all rcafon : where Gentry .Titlcywifedom 

Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 

Of generall Ignorance, it muft omit 

Reall Neceffities, and giue way the while , 

Tovnftable Slightneffe. Purpofe fo barr’d, irfollowes. 

Nothing isidone to purpofe. Thefcfote befecch yon. 

You that will be lefle fearefuil, then difcreec. 

That louc the fundamentall pare of State 

More then you doubt the change on’c: Thatpreferre I 

A Noble life, before a Long,and Wifh, 

To iumpe a Body with a dangerous Phyficke, 

That’s fureofdeath without ic: at oncepluckcoiit 
The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not ii eke 
Thcfweet which is rheir poyfoti. Your difhonor 
Mangles true Judgement, and bereaues the State 
Of chat Integrity which ftiould bccom’t: 

Not hauing the power to do the good it would 
For th’ill which doth concrouTt. 

Bru. Has faid enough. 

Stein. Ha’s fpoken like a Traitor ,and fhall anfwcr 
As Traitors do, 

Corio. Thou wretch,defpight ore-whelme thee: 

What fhould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes ? 

On whom depending, their obedience fades 
To’th’grearer Bench, in a Rebellion: 

When what’s not meet,but what muft be,was Law, 

Then were they chofcn : in a better houre. 

Let what is meet, be faide it muftbetnecr, 

And throw their power i’th’duft. 

Bru . Manifefl Treafon. 

Stan. T his a Confull ? No. 

Enter an %/£&ile. 

Bra. The Ediles hoc: Let him be apprehended: 

Sicin. Go call the people, in whofe name my Selfc 
Attach thee as a Traitorous Innouator : 

A Foeto’th’publikeW’calc. Obey I charge thee. 

And follow to thineanfwer. 

Corio. Hence old Goat. 

All. Wec’l Surety him. 

Com. Ag’d fir, hands off. 

Corio . Hence rotten thing,or I fhall (bake tfry bones 
Out of thy Garments. 

Stein, Hclpeye Citizens. 

Enter a rabble of Plebeians with the tAEdiles. 

Mene. On both fidcs more refpe£l. 

Sicin. Hccre’shee, thac would take from you all your 
power. 

Bru. Seize him zy£diles.\ 

All. Do wne with him.downe with him. 

2 Sen. Weapons,weapons,weapons: 

They ail bufile about Coriolamts. 

Tribunes, Patricians.Citizens: what ho: 

Sicinius, Bruttu, Coriolantts,C\tizct\s. 

All. Peace,peace,peace,ftay,hold,peace, 

Mene. WhSc is about to be? I am out of Breath^ 
Confufions necre,I cannot fpeake. You,Tribunes 
To’th’peoptc: Coriolamts, patience: Speak good Sicinius. j 

B b 2 Stein.I 





















































































zctct. Heare me, People peace. 

Let s here our Tribune: peacc^ fpeake, fpeake, 

fpeake. 

Scici. You arc at point to lofeyour Liberties: 
Martini would hauc all from you; Martins , 

Whom late you hauc nam’d for Confull. 

Mene. Fie, ficj fie , this is the way to kindle, not to 
quench. 

Sena, To vnbuild the Citie,and to lay all flat. 

Scici. What is the Cicic.but the People ? 
ah. True,the People are the Citie. 

'Brut. Bythcconfcnt of all, we were cftablifh'd the 
Peoples Magiftrates. 

All. Youforemaine. 

Mate. And fo are like to doe. 

Com, That is the way to lay the Citie flat, 

To bring the Roofe to the Foundation, 

And burie all,which yet diftiniftly raunges 
Inheape$,and piles of Ruine. 

Scici. This dcferucs Death. 

Brut. Or let vs ftand toour Authoritie, 

Or let vs lofe it: we doc here pronounce, 

Vpon the part o’th’ People, in whofe power 
We were eledled theirs, Martini is worthy 
Of prefent Death. 

Scici. Therefore lay hold of him: 

Beare him toth’ Rock Tarpcian, and from thence 
Into deftrudion caft him. 

Brut. ,/Ediles feize him. 

All Pit . Yeeld Martins, yecld. 

Mene. Hcareme one word,’bcfeech yon Tribunes, 
hearemebutaword. 1 

«y£dilcs. Peace,peace. 

Ment. Be that you feeme,truly your Countries friend. 
And tcmp’rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefle. 

Brut. Sir,thofe cold wayes. 

That feeme like prudent«hclpcs,are verypoyfonous. 
Where the Difeafe is violent. Lay hands vpon him, 

And beare him to the Rock. Cor to. dr gives bis Sword. 

Cor to. No.Ile die here: 

There’s Come among you hauc beheld me fighting. 

Come trie vpon your fe!ucs,whac you hauc feene me. 

Mene. Downc with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw 
a while. 

Brut. Lay hands vpon him. 

Mene. Helpe Martitu, helpe: you that be noblc,helpe 

him young and old. 

All. Do-yvne with him,downe with him. Exeunt. 

In this Trjutinie, the Tribunes, the AEdiles, and the 
People are beat in. 

Alene. Goe,get you to our Houfe: be gone,away. 

All will.be naught elfe. 

2. Sena. Get you gone. 

Com .,.Stand fafljwc hauc as many friends as enemies. 
Alene. Shall it be put to that ? 

Sena. The Gods forbid : 

J pry thee noble friend,home to thy Houfe, 

Leaue vs to cure this Caufc. 

Mene. For’tis a Sore vpon vs. 

You cannot Tent your fclfe:begone,’bcfcech you. 

Corio. Come Sir.along with vs. 

Mene. I would they were Barbarians,as they ar£, 
Though in Rome litter’d! not Romans,as>they are not, 
Though ealued i’th* Porch o’th’Capitoll: 

Be gone,put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 


'Jne time will owe another. 

Corio. On faire ground,! could beat L 
Mene. I could my felfe take vp a Bra ce C >°f thc < 
them, yea,the two Tribunes. ace 0 b C | 

Com. But now ’tis oddes beyond Arifk~ . 

And Manhood is call’d Foolerie,whcn it ft C j 
Againft a fallingFabrick. Will you hence^ 
Before the Tagge returne ? whofe R age doth , 

Like interrupted Waters,and o’re-beare 
What they arc vs’d to beare. 

Afene. Pray you be gone: # 

Tie trie whether my old Wit be in requefl 
With thofc that haue but little: this muft h, „ . 
With Cloth of any Colour. e P a, cht 

Com. Nay,come away. Exeunt r ■, 

Patri. This man ha’s marr’d his fonunT <8,W * 
Mene. His nature is too noble for the W« r u 
He would not flatter Neptune for his Trident 
Or Aw,for’s power to Thunder: his Heart', w .. 
What his Brcft forges,that his Tongue muft^J?°“ hi 
And being angry, does forget that cuer ’ 

H“dV N ^! DM,h ; -*** 

Patri, I would they were a bed. 

Mene. I would they were in Tyber. 

What the vengeance, could he not Ipeake ’em fr Kf 

Stem. HefliallbethrownedownetheTurn.:^ ■ 
With rigorous hands: he hath refilled Law P 101 
And therefore Law (hall fcornc him further Triall 
Then the feuerity of the publike Power 
Which he fo fets at naught. * 

i Cit. He Bull well know the Noble Tribune* ttt 
The peoples mouths,and we their hands. 

All. He Iball fure ont, 

Mene. Sir,fir u Sicin. Peace. 

P onot «y hauocke,whereyou (holdbuthunt 
W ith modeft warrant* 

Sicin. Sir,how com’ft that you hauc holpe 
To make this refeue ? 

Mene. Heerc me fpeake? As I do know 
The Confuls worthine(Tc,focanInanichisFaultj> 
Sicin. Confull? what Confull ? 

Mene, The Confull Coriolanus. 

Bru. He Confull. 

AH. No,no,no,no,no. 

Metfe. If by the T ribunes leaue, 

And yours good people, 

1 may be heard, I would craue a word ortwOj 
The which fhall turne you to no further harroe, 

Then fo much loflc oftime. 

Sic. Speake breefely then. 

For we are peremptory to difpatch 
This Viperous Traitor; to eie< 5 T him hence 
Were but one danger,and to keepe him heete 
Our ccrtaine death: therefore it is decreed, 

He dyes tonight. 

Afcuen. Now the good Gods forbid. 

That our renowned Rome > whofe gratitude 
Towards her deferued Children,is enroll’d 
In Ioues owne Booke,like an vnnaturall Dam 
Should now eatevp her owne. 
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■ pie’i a Difeafe that muft be cut away . 

Ori he’s a Limbe, that ha’s but a Difeafe 
rail co cut it off: to cure ic,eafic. 

”, ha’s he done to Rome, that’s worthy death ? 

' ll ne our Eneimcs, the blood he hath loft 
AVhich I dare vouches more then that he hath 
c many an Ounce; he dropp’d it for his Count#: 

7 j w h3t is left, to loofc ic by his Councrey, 

,",rc to vs all that doo’t, and fuffer it 
1 brand to th’end a’th World. 

A f jc j„. This is clcanc kamme. 

Brut. Mecrclyawry: 

^ben he did loue his Country, it honour cl him. 

jtfeusn. The feruicc ofthe foote 
Being once gangren'd, is not then refpefted 
p 0 r what before it was. 

Brtt. Wce 3 l hcare no more: 
purfuehiin to his houfe^and pluctchim thcnce 3 
Lcafthis inflSion being of catching nature, 

Spred further. 

r Jiicnen. One word more, one word: 

This Tiger- footed^r age, when it fhall find 
The harme of vnskan'd fwiteneffe, will (too late) 

TyeLeadeh pounds too’s heelcs. Proceed by Proceffe, 
Lcaft parties (as he is belou'd) breakc ouc^ 

Aadfacke great Rome with Romanes. 

' Brut. If it were fo? 

(sicin. What do ye talkc ? 

Hauc we not had a tafie of his Obedience ? 

Our Edilcs fmot: our feiues refifted: come. 

Men*. Confider this: He ha’s bin bred i’rVWarrcs 
Since a could draw a Sword, and is ilLfchoofd 
Iaboulced Language: Mcalc andBran together 
Hethrowes vvithc/jt diftin&ion. Giue me leaue, 
lie go to him, and vndertake to bring him in peace. 
Where he fhall anfwer by a /awfuil Forme 
(Inpeace) to his vtmoft peril!. 

'l.Scn. Noble Tribunes, 

It is the humane way: the other courfe 
Will proue to bloody: and the end of it, 

Vnknowne to the Beginning. 

Sic.Noble Mctjcniw, be you then as the peoples officer: 
Maftcrsjay^owne your Weapons. 

! Bru . Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the Market placcrweel attend you there: 
Where ifyou bring not Martitu f,wcc , l proccedc 
iirour firft way. 

Mtnen m He bring him to you. 

Let me defirc your company : he muft come. 

Or what is worft will follow. 

Sena. Pray you let’s to him. Sxemt Omncs . 

Enter firioUnns with Nobles. 

Corio.'Lct them pul! all abouc mine cares, prefent me 
Death on chc Wlieclc, or at wilde Hories hccles, 

Orpilc ten hilled on the T arpeian Rocke, 

That the precipitation might downe ftretch 
Below the beavne of fight; yet will I ftill 
Be thus to them. 

Enter pralumni a. 

Noble. You do the Nobler. 

C or to. I mule y Mother 
Do s not approue me further, who was wont 
To call them Wollen Vaflailes, things created 
To buy and tell w«th Groats, to fhew bare heads 
In Congregations, to yawnc, be ftdl,and wonder. 

When one but of my ordinance flood vp ! 


To fpeake of Pcace,or Warre. I taike ofjro u f 
Why did you wifii me milder? Would you hauc me 
Falfe to my Nature ?Rather fay, I play 
The man I am. 

Volum. Oh fir,fir 3 fir, 

I would hane had you put your power well on 
Before you had wornc it out. 

Corio. Let go. 

Vol. You might hauc becne enough the man you are. 
With ftriuing leffe to be fo : Leffer had bin 
The things of your difpofitions, if 
You had not (hew’d them how yc were difpos v d 
Ere they lack’d power tocrofl’eyou* 

Corto. Letchcnfhang.i 

Volum. I,and burne too. 

Enter Afcr.entw with the Senators 9 

Men* Comc,come,you hauc bin coo rough,iomthing 
too rough : you muft rccurnc,and mend it. 

Sen . There’s no remedy, 

Vnlcffe by not fo doing, our good Citie 
Cleaucinchcmidd’ft,and pcrifh. 

Volum . Pray be counfaiFd; 

I haue a heart as little apt as yours, 

But yet a braine, that Icades my vfc of Anger! 

To better vantage. 

Afene. Well laid,Noble woman : 

Before he fhould thus ftoopc to’ih’hcart, but that 
The violent fit a^h’timc crauc^ ic as Phyfickc 
For the whole State; I would put mine Armour ori. 
Which I can fcarfely beare. 

Corio . What muft I do? 

Afene. Returne to th’Tribunes. 

Corio. Well,what thcnPwhac then? 

Afene . Repent,whac you hauc fpoke, 

Corto. For them, I cannot do ic to the Gods, 

Muft I then doo'c to them ? 

Volum . You arc too abfolute. 

Though therein you canncutr be too Noble, 

But when extremities fpeake. I hauc heard you fay, 
Honor and Policy, like vnfcucr’d Friends, 

I ’ch*Warre do grow together: Grant that,and tell me 
In Pcacc,what each of them by th’otber loofe. 

That they combine not there ? 

Corio . Fufhjtufh. 

C Mcne. A good demand. 

Volum . If it be Honor in your Warres,to feeme * 

The fame you are not, which for your beft ends 
You adopr. your policy: How is ic leffe or worfc 
That it (nail hold Companionfhip in Peace 
With Honour,as in Warre; fince that to both 
It (Lands in like requeft. 

Corio . Why force you this ? 

Volum . Becaufe,that 
Now it lyes you on to*fpeake to tlfpeople: 

Not by your owne iuftru£hori, nor hyWmacccr 
Which your heart prompts you,but with fiich words 
That arc but roared in your Tongue; 

Though bat Baftard$,and Syllables 
Of no allowance, to your bofomes truth. 

Now, this no more difihonors you 3t all. 

Then to cake iri a Townc with gentle words. 

Which elfe ^ouldput you co your fortune,and 
The hazard of much blood. 

Lwould diflemble with my Nature, where 
My Fortunes and my Friends at ftake,requir’d 
1 fhould do fo m Honor# I am in this 
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Your Wife,your Sonne:Thefe Senators,thc Nobles, 
And you,will rather fhcw our general!. Lowrs, 

How you can frowne,chen Ipend afawne vpon’em, 

F >r the inheritance of their loues, and fafegard 
Of what that want might ruins. 

CMenen. Noble Lady, 

Come goc with vs.f'peake faire: you may falue fo. 

Not what is dangerous prefcnt,buc the iofle 
Ofwhatispafl. 

'Uolum. I pry thee now,my Sonne, 

Goe to them,with this Bonnet in thy hand. 

And thus farre hauing flretcht it(hcrc be with them) 
Thy Knee buffing the Bones: for in fuch bufincflc 
Afifion is cloquence,and the eyes of th’ignorant 
More learned then the e3res,W3iiing thy head. 

Which often thus corroding thy Bout heart, 

Notv humble as the ripefl Mulberry, 

That will not hold the handling: or fay to them, 

Thou art their Souldier,and behig bred in broyles, 

HaB not the foft way,which thou do’fl confefle 
Were fit for thee to vfe,as they to clayme. 

In asking their good loues, but thou wilt frame 
Thy felfe (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo farre. 

As thou hafl power and perfon. 

Menen This but done, 

Euen as (he fpcakes,why their hearts were yours: 

For they haue Pardons,being ask’d,as free, 

As words to little purpofe. 

Volum. Prytheenow, 

Goe,and be rul’d : although I know thou hadfi rather 
Follow thine Enemie in a fierie Gulfe, 

Then flatter him in a Bower. Enter Cominitu. 

Here is Cominitu. 

Com. I haue beene i’ch’ Market place: and Sir ’cis fit 
You make Brong partie,or defend your felfe 
By calmenefle,or by abfence: all’s in anger. 

Menen. Onely faire fpeech. 

Com. I thiake’twill ferne.ifi-he can thereto frame his 
fpirit. 

Volum. He muB.and will: 

Prythec now fay you will,and goe about it. 

Corto. MuB Igoe Blew them my vnbarb’d Sconce ? 
MuB I with my bafe Tongue giue to my Noble Heart 
A Lye, that it mufi bearc well ? 1 will doo’t: 

Yet were there but this Angle Plot,to loofe 

Jhis Mould oi Martius ,Caey toduB fhould grinde ir. 

And throw’t againB the Windc. Toth’ Market place: 

J 'You haue put me now to fuchapart,which neuer 
I lhall dilcharge toth’ Life. 

Com. Come,come,wcc’le prompt you. 

Volum. I prythee now fweet Son,as thou hafl faid 
My praifes made thee fir A a Souldicr; fp 
To haue my praife for this, performc a part 
Thou (iafl not done before. 

Corio . Well,I muB dpo’c: 

Away my difpofition, anJpofTdfe me 

Some Harlots fpirit: My throat of Warre be turn’d, 

Which quiet’d with my Drumme into aPipe, 

Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin voyce 
That Babies lull a-fleepc :Thcfmiles ofKnaue* 

Tent in my chcekes, and Schoole-boyes Tcares take vp 
TheGlaflesofmy fight: A Beggars Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips,and my Arm’d knees 
Who bow’d but in my Stirrop, bend like his 
That hath receiu’d an Aimes. I will not doo’t, 

Leafl I furccafe to honor mine ownc truth. 
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i me; 


And by my Bodies adion, teach my 
A mofl inherent Balenefle. “ 

Vilum. At thy choice then: 

Tobcgge of thee, itis my moredif-hbnor 
Then thou of them. Come all to mine 1.1’ 

Thy Mother rather fecit: thy Pride, then f eare 

Thy dangerous Stoutneffc: forlmockear dL 

Wnn as bigge heart as thou. Do as thou lift 
Thy Vahantnefle was mine, thou fuck’ft wc 
But owe thy Pride thy felfe. '‘ r ° m 

Cono. Pray be content; 

Mother, I am going to the Market p] ace • 

Chide me no more, lie Mountebanke the! ? 
Cogge their Hearts from them,and come hl^T 8 ’ 
Of all thc-Trades in Rome. Looke.I am CT ° mc ^ e l°u’d 
Commend me to my Wife, He return cS??/ 

Or neuer trufl to what my Tongue can do “ 0 
1’th way of Flattery further. 

Volum. Do your will. 2 

Com. Away.the Tribunes do attend 

To anfwermildely: for they are prepai d 

With Accufations, as I hearc more flron £ 

Then arc vpon you yet. *■* 

Corio. The word is, Mildely. p ray y oul .., ; . 

Let them accufe me by inuention :X ' ^ tV! 8°« 

Will anfwer in mine Hon«r. 

Mencn. I, but mildely.' 

Corto. Well mildely be it then, Mildely.' 

£r.ter Sictnm and Brutus. 

Brn. In this point charge him home, that he affcw 
Tyrannical! power: If he euade vs there “ “ 

Inforce him with his enuy to thepeople,* 

And that the Spoile go: on the Jntiats * 

Wasne’rc diftributed. Wh a t,w,llhecome? 

Enter an Edtle . 

Edtle. Hee’s comming. 

Brm. How accompanied ? 

Edtle. With old Meneniue .and thofe Senators 
That aiwayes fauour’d him. 

Sicin. Haue you a Catalogue 
Of all the Voices that we haue procur’d,fet»downeby’tli 
Ecbleu J haue: 'cis ready. (Pole? 




eady. 

Sicin. Haue you collected them by Tribes? 
Edtle. I haue. 


Stein. Aflemble prefently the people hither: 

And when they heare me lay, it ffiall be lb, 

I th right and flrength a’th’Commftns: be it either 
For death, for fine,or Banifhment, then let them 
If I fay Fine,cry Fine; if Death, cry Death, 
Infifiingon theoldeprcrogatiue 
And power i’th Truth a’th Caufe, 

Edtle K I fliall informe them. 

Tru. And when fuch time they haue begun to cry, 
Let them not ceafe, but with a dinne confus'd 
Inforce theprefent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 

Edi. Very well. 

Sicin, Make them be Brong,and ready for this flint 
When we fliall hap to giu’c them. 

Bra. Go about it. 

Put him to Chollcr flraite, he hath bene vs’d 
Euer to conquer, and to haue his worth 
Of contradiction. Being once chafe, he cannot 
Be rein’d againe to Temperance,then he lpeake 


What s 
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-^j^hiTheart.and that is there which lookes 

Withvstobreakchisnecke. 

" 1 £ nW Cortolantu, Trienemm,and Com- 

nitu,witb others. 

Sicin. Well,heere he comes. 

W ne. Calmely, I do befeech you. 

Corio. I, as an Hofller, that fourth poorefl peece 
\Vill bearc the Knaue by th Volumc : 
rh’honor d^^oddes 

Lpe Rome in fafety, and the Chaires of luftice 
applied with worthy men, plant loue amongs 
L^ogh our large Temples with )• fliewes ofneacc 
And not our flreecs with Warre. 
j Sen, Amen,Amen. 
tjdene. ANobicwifli. 

Enter the Edile with the Plebeians. 

Sicin. Draw neere yc people. 
gdtle. LiBtoyourTnbunes. Audience: 
peace I fay. 

Corio . Fir A heare me fpcake. 

'BothTri, Wcll,fay: Peace hoe. 

Porto. Shall 1 be charg’d no further then this prelent f 
Muft all determine heerc? 

Sicin. I do demand, 
jfyoufubmityou to the peoples voices. 

Allow their Officers, and are content 
Tofuffer lawfull Cenfure for fuch faults 
As (hall be prou’d vpon you. 

Corio. lam Content. 

Mene. Lo Citizens,he fayes he is Content. 

The warlike Seruice he ha’s done, confidcr: Thinke 
Vpon the wounds his body beares, which Brew 
LikeGraues i’th holy Church-yard. 

Corio. Scratches with Briars, fcarres to moue 
Laughter onely. 

Mene. Confider further: 

That when he fpeakes not like a Citizen, 

You finde him like a Soldier : do not take 
His rougher AChons for malicious founds: 

But as 1 fay, fuch as become a Soldier, 

Rather then enuy you. 

Com. Well,well,no more. 

Corio. What is the matter, 

That being pafl for Confull with full voyce : 
lam fo diflionour’d,that the very houre 
You take it off againe. 

Sicin. Anfwer to vs. 

Corio. Say then: ’cis true, I ought fo 
Sicin.Wc charge you,that you haue contriu’d to take 
FromRom<\all feafon’d Office, and to windc 
Your felfe into a power cyrannicall. 

For which you are a Traitor to the people. 

Corio. How?Traytor? 

Mene. Nay temperately: your promife. 

Corio. The fires i’ch’iowefl hell. Fould in the people: 
Call me their Traitor, thou injurious Tribune. 

Within thine eyes fate twenty thoufand deaths 
In thy hands dutchc: as many Millions in 
Thy lying tongue, both numbers. I would fay 
Thou lyefl vnto thee, with a voice as free. 

As I do pray the Gods. 

Stein. Markc you this people? 

4ll. To’ch’Rocke, to’th’Rocke with him. 

Sicin, Peace: 

We neede not put new matter to his charge: 

What you haue feene him do, and heard him fpeake: 


mnm 



Beating your Officers, curfing your felues, 

Oppofing Lawcs with flroakes,and htcre defying 
Thofe whofe great power mu A try him. 

Euen this fo criminal!, and in luch capitall kinde 
Deferucs th’extreamefl death. 

SBru. But fince he hath feru’d well for Rome. 

Corio. What do you prate of Seruice. 

Brut. I talke of that, that know it. 

Corto. You? 

Mene. Is this the promife that you made your mother. 

Com. Know, I pray you. 

Corio. lie know no further : 

Let them pronounce the Beepe Tarpeian death. 
Vagabond exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a graine a day, 1 would not buy 
Their mercie,at the price of one faire word, 

Nor checke my Courage for what they can giue, 

To haue’t with faying, Good morrow. 

Sicin. For that he ha’s 
(As much as in him lies ) from time to time 
Enui’d againfl the people; feeking meanes 
To plucke away their power: as now at lafl, 

Giuen Hoflile flrokes, and that not in theprefence 
Of dreaded Iuflice, buc on the Miniflers 
That doth diflribute it. In the name a’th’people. 

And in the power ofvstheTribunes, wee 
{£u’n from this inflant) bamfli him our Citie 
In perill of precipitation 
From off the Rocke Tarpeian, neuer more 
To enter our Rome gates. l’ch’Pcoplcsname, 

I fay it lhall bee fo. 

/111. It lhall be fo, it lhall be fo: let him away: 

Hee’s banifli’d, and it fliall be fo. 

Com. Heare me my Maflers.and my common friends. 

Sicin. He’s fencenc’d: No more hearing. 

Com. Let me fpcake: 

I haue bene Confull,and can fhew from Rome 
Her Enemies markes vpon me, I do loue 
My Countries good, with a refpedf more tender. 

More holy, and profound, then mine owne life. 

My deere Wiues eflimate, her wombes encreafc. 

And treafure of my Loynes: then if I would 
Speake that. 

Sicin. We know your drift; Speake what ? 

Bru. There’s no mote to be laid, but hr is banifli’d 
As Enemy to the people, and his Countrey. 

It fliall bee fo. 

AH. It lhall be fo, it fliall befo. 

Corio. You common cry of Curs,whofe breath I hate^ 
As reeke a’th’rotten rennes: whofe Loues 1 prize. 

As the dead Carkafles ofvnburied men. 

That do corrupt my Ayre: I banifh you. 

And heere remaine with your vneertaintie. 

Let euery feeble Rumor fhake y our hea ts: 

Y our Enemies^ith nodding of their Plumes 
Fan you into difpaire: Haue the power Bill 
To banilh your Defenders, till at length 
Your ignorance (which Andes not till it feeles. 

Making but releruation of your felucs. 

Still your owne Foes) deliuer you 
As moll abated Captiues, to fome Nation 
That wonneyou without blowes, defpifing 
For you the City. Thus I turne my backc; 

There is a world elfewherc. 

Exeunt Cortolantu , Comintm,veitkC‘ 

They all (bout) Andthrowvp their Caff. 
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Edile. The peoples Enemy is gone,is gone. 
tAll. Our enemy is banifh’d,he is gone: Hoo.oo. 
Sicin. Go fee him out at Gates,and follow him 
As he hash follow’d you, with all defpight 
'Giuehim dcferu’d vexation. Letaguard 
Attend vs through the City. 

All, Come,come,lets fee him out at gates,comc: 

The Gods preferue our Noble Tribunes,come. Exeunt. 


TheTragedie ofjjnolmus. 


JUus Qrnrtus. 


Enter CoriolafimVirgtlia , Mencniiu, Comimus , 
with theyong Nobility of Rome. 

Corio.Q ome lcaueyour ccarcs:a bricffarwel:the bcaft 
With many heads butts me away. Nay Mother, 

Where is your ancient Courage ?You were vs’d 
Tofay.yExtrcamities was the crier of fpirits, 

That common chances. Common men could beare, 
That when the Sea was ealme, all Boats alike 
Shew M Maftetflwp in floating. Fortunes blowes, 

When moft ftrooke home, being gentle woundcd^craucs 
A Noble cunning. You were vs’d to load me 
With Precepts that would make inuinciblc 
The heart that conn’d them. 

Virgo. Oh hcauctislOhenuens/ 

Corio. Nay, I prythee woman. 

Vol Now the Red Pcftilence ftrike al Trades in Rome, 
And Occupations perifh. 

Cono. What,what, what: 
b I fhall be lou’d when I am lack’d. Nay Mother, 

I Relume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay. 

If you had beene the Wife of Hercules* 

Six of bis Labours youl’d haue done, and fau’d 
Your Husband lo much fwee. ComimnSj 
D oope not. Adieu; Farewell my Wife,my Mother, 
lie do well yet. Thou old and true Menmtu, 

Thy teares arc falter then a yonder mans. 

And venomous to thine eyes. My (fomctime)Generall, 
i haue feene the Sterne, and thou haft oft beheld 
Heart-hardningfpeciacles # Tell thefefad women, 

> Tis fond to waile ineuitablc ftrokes, 

As y tis to laugh at*cm My Mother,you wot well 
My hazards (till haue beene your fo!acc,and 
Bcleeu’c not lightly, though I go alone 
L ke to a lonely Dragon, that his Tenne 
Makes fear’d,and calk'd of more then feene : your Sonne 
Will or exceed the Common,or be caught 
With c3ucclous baits and practice. 

Volum* Mv firft fonne. 

Whether will thou go?Take good Cominiiu 
With thee awhile: Determine on forre courfe 
More then a wilde expofturc, to each chance 
That ftart’s l’ch’way before thee. 

Corio „ O the Gods! 

Com.l lc follow thee a Moncth, deuife with thee 
Where thou fhalt reft, that thou may’ft hcarc of vs. 

And we of thee. So if the time thmft forth 
A caufe for thy Repeale, we fhall not fend 
O're the vaft world, to i’ecke afinglc man, 

1 \ loofc aduancage which doth euer coole 

I Corio > re : 

\ThouTally c»/ es v P on lhee ’ and thou art t0 ° fu >1 

L--- - -- 



^ i* gone 


Of the warres furfets,to go roue withone 
That’s yet vnbruis’d : bring me but out at Pa . fl 
'-omemy fweet wife,my deereft Mother LT* 

My Friends of Noble touch: when I am 
Bid me farewell, and fmile. I pray.you co * 
While I remaine aboue the ground,y ou 
Heare from me ftill, and neuer ofmcoughT 
But what is like me formerly. 5 

t Menen, That’s worthily 
As any eare can heare. Come,let’s not wccd 
I f I could fhake offbut one feuen yeeres ‘ 

From thefe old armes and legges, by the «„ 

I’ld with thee, euery foot. ^ 7 ** g0od Gods 

C»rio. Giueme thy hand, come. 

Enter the two Tribunes , Sieinitu,audits £xtu> - 
with the Edile. * 

Sicin -Bid them all home.he’s gone: & wr,*| „ r 
The Nobility are vexed, whom wefeebauefi | T * 1 ' 1 ' 1 '' 1 
Inhisbehalfe. * UecJ 

'Brut. Now we haue fiiewne our power 
Let vs fceroc humbler after it is done. 

Then when it was a dooing. 

• ff' B.d them home: fay their great enemy i 
And they,hand in their ancient ftrength. 1 
Trut. Difmiffe them home. Here comes Sic u l 

Sicw. Let’* not meet her. 

*Brnt VA’hy ? 

Sicin. They fay flic’s mad. 

Trut. They haue tancnoteofvs;keeDeon,m„ 
fVm. Oh yVe well met: P 

Th’hoorded plague a*ch’Gods requit your loue. 
Menen. Peacc.peace.bc not fo loud. 

Velum. If'hat l could for weeping,youftouldbeart 

Nay,and you /ball heare fomc. Will you be -one / 
Virg. You /hall flay too ; I would 1 had the power 
To fay fotomyHusband.i Y 

Sicin . Areyoumankinde? 
v •/***• I foolc.is that a lhanie. Note but this Foole 
Was not a man my Father? Had’ftthou Fox/hip 
To banifh him that /irooke more blowes for Rome 
Then thou ha /1 fpoken words. 

Skin. Oh ble/Ted Hcauens} 

Vilum. Moe Noble blowes, then euer f wife words. 
And for Romes good, lie tell thee whac: yet goe: 

Nay but thou /halt /lay too: I would my Sonne 
Were in Arabia.and thy Tribe before him, 

His good Sword in his hand. 

Skin. What, then ? 

Virg.What then? Hee’ld make an end ofthypoflerity 
Volum. Baflards.and all. 

Good man, the Wounds that he docs beare for Rome! 
JlTenen. Come,come,peace. 

Stein. I would he had continued to his Country 
As he began,and not vnknic hicnlclfc 
The Noble knot hemade. 

Bru. 1 would he bad. 

Volum. I would he had ?’Twas you. incenfl the table. 
Cats, that can iudge as fitly of his worth. 

As I can of thole My/leries which hesuen 
Will not haue earth to know. 

Brut. Pray let’s go. 

Vtlum. Now pray fir get you gone. 

You haue done a braue deedc: Ere you go, heare this: 

As farre as doth theCapitoll cxccede 

The rocancft houfe in Rome; fo farre roy Sonne 

This 
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■<7fTT^Hi[Ib«id heere; this (do you fee) 
m lm vou haue bani(K’d,does exceed you all. 

' V 7 WclhweU.wec'l leaue you. 

c>,» Why Bay we to be baited 
Jh one that wants her Wits. Exit Tribunes. 

Velum. Take my Prayers with you. 
u t hc Gods had nothing clfe to do, 
nt co confirmc my Curffes. Could I meetc ’em 
r lc once a day, it would vncloggc my heart 

Ofwhatlyeshcauytoo’t 

u \Mene. You hsiue told them home, 
dbytny troth you haue caufe : you’ISup with me. 
^trjrn. Angers my Meate : I fuppe vpon my felfe, 
, n dfo fhall (lerue with Feeding: Come,let’s go, 
i caue this faint-puling, and lament as I do, 
in Ang er > ImO'^z : Come,come,come. Exeunt 

jtfene. Fie,fie,fie. Extt. 

Enter a %oman, and a Videe. 

1 know you well fir, and you know mee: your 

Dime 1 thi nk e i s Adrian, 
ydee. It is fo fir, truly I haue forgot you. 

Rom. I am a Roman, and my Sctuicesateas you arc, 
jgair.ft’em. Know you meyct. 
yoke. Nicmor : v.o. 

Rom. The fame fir. 

ydee. You had more Beard when I laftfawyou, but 
yo ur Fauour is well appear’d by your Tongue. What’s 
theNewesin Rome : I haue aNote from the Volcean 
(late to finde you out there. You haue well fauedmeea 
dayesiourney. 

r Rom. There hath beene in Rome flraunge Inlurrecri- 


Nobles. _ 

yol. Hath bin; is it ended then? Our State thinks not 
fo, they are in a moft warlike preparation.^ hope to com 
vpon thcm,in the heate of their diuifion 

Rom. Thc mainc blaze of it is paft, but a frnall thing 
would make it flame agaitie. For the Nobles receyucfo 
to heart, the Banifhmcnt of that worthy Coriolanus, that 
they are in a ripe aptneffe, co take al power from thc peo¬ 
ple, and to plucke from them their Tribunes for euer. 
This lyes glowing I can tel! you,and is almoft mature for 
cheviolenc breaking out. 
yol. Corio[antis Bamfht ? 

T^m. Banifti’dfir. 

yol. You will bewelcomc with this intelligence jSfi- 
esnor, 

Rom. The day femes well for them now. I haue heard 
itfaidc, thefitteft time to corrupt a mans Wife, is when 
Ihee’s falnc o.m with her Husband. Your Noble Tuiltu 
Juffidius well appeare well in thefe Warres, his great 
Oppofer Coriolanta being now in no requeft of his coun¬ 
trey. 

Voice. He cannot choole: I am moft fortunate, thus 
accidentally to encounter you, You haue ended my Bu- 
fine(Te,and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom. I fhall betweene this and Supper, tell you moft 
ftrange things from Rome : all tending to the good of 
their Adueriaxies. Haue you an Army ready fay you ? 

Vol. A moftRoyall one: The Centurions, and their 
charges diftimftly billettcd already in th’entertainmcnt, 
and to be on foot at an hom es warning. 

iom. Iamioyfullioheareoftheirreadineffc,and am 
theman I tbinke, that fhall fet them in prefent A&ion.So 
fir,heartily well met,and moft glad of your Company. 
Voice. You take my’part from me fir, I haue the moft 


caufe to be glad of yours. 

Rom. Well, let vs go together. Exeunt. 

Enter Cortolan us in meane Apparrell, Dif- 
guifdyOnd muffled. 

Cork. A goodly City is this Anttum. Citty, 

’Tis I that made thy Widdowes: Many an heyre 

Of thefe f3irc Edifices fore my Warres 

Haue I heard groane.and drop : Then know roe not, 

Leaft that thy Wiues with Spits,andBoyes with ftones 
In puny Battcll flay me. Saueyoufir. 

Enter a Citizen. 

Cit. And you. 

Corio. Dired mc,ifitbc your will,where great tAuf- 
fidius lies : Is he in Anttum l 

Cit. He is, and Feafts the Nobles ofthe State, at his 
houfe this night. 

Cork. Which is his houfe,befeech you ? 

Cit. This heere beforeyou. 

Cork. Thankc you fir, farewell. Exit Cttizxn 

Oh World, thy flippery turnes 1 Friends now faft fworn. 
Whole double bofomes feemes to wcare one heart. 
Whole Houres.whofe Bed.whofe Mcale and Excrcife 
Arc ftill together: who Twin (as : cwere)in Lone, 
VnfeparnbJe, fiiall .within this noure, 

On a diflention of a Doit, breake out 
To bittereft Enmity: So Icllcft Foes, 

Wnofe Paftions, and whole Plots haue broke their deep 
To take the one the other, by l'ome chance. 

Some tricke not worth an Egge, fhall grow deere friends 
And inter-ioyne their yfi'ues. So withine. 

My Birth-place haue I, and my loueswpon 
This EuemicTowne: lie enter, ifheflay me 
He does fairelufticei if lie giueme way, 
lie do his Country Seruice. Exit, 

Afuficheplaycs. Enter a Seruingman . 

1 Ser, Wine,Wine,Wine: What feruice is heere ? I 
thinke our Fellowcs are afleepe. 

i. Enter another Seruingman. 

2 Ser. Where’s £’o««:niy M cals for him.- Cottu. Exit 

Enter Cortolanm. 

Corio. A goodly Houfe: 

The Fcaftfmcls well: but I appeare not like a Gueft. 

Enter thefirfi Seruingman. 

1 ^er.What would you haueFnend?whcncc arcyou? 
Here’s no place for you: Pray go to the doore ? Exit 

Corio. I haue deferu’d no better cntercainmcnt.in be¬ 
ing Cortolanm. Enter fecondSeruant, 

s Ser, Whence are you fir? Ha’s the Porter his eyes in 
his head,that he giucs entrance to fuch Companions ? 
Pray get you out. 

Corio. Away. 

2 Ser. A way ? Get you away. 

Corio. Nowth’arrtroubleforne. 

2 Ser. Are you fo braue: lie haue you tajkt with anon 

Enter j Seruingman, the i meets him. 

3 Whac Fellowes this? 

i A ftrange one as euer I look’d oni; I cannot get him 
out o’th’houfe : Prythee call my Maftcr to him. 

3 What haue you to do here fellow? Pray you auoid 
the houfe. 

Corio. Let me but ftand,IwillnothurtyoutHarth. 

3 Whac are you? 

Cork. A Gentleman. 

3 A maru’llous poore one. 

Corio. True,fo I am. 

3 Pray you poore Gentleman,take vp fomc other fta- 
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tion: Hccrc’s no place for you,pray you auoid; Come.' 

Corio. Follow your Fun<ftioii,goj«nd batten on coldc 
bits. Palivs him away from him. 

5 What you will not? Prythec tell my Maifter what 
a ftrange Gueft he ha’s hcere. 

z And I flu!!. ExitftcindSeruingman. 

5 Wheredwel’ftthou? 

Corto. Vndcr the Canopy, 

3 Vnder the Canopy ? 

Cerio. I. 

3 Where’s that ? 

Corio. I’th City of Kites and Crowes, 

3 I*th City of Kites and Crowes ? What an Afle it is, 
then thou dwcl’ft with Dawes too ? 

Corio. No, I feme not thy Mafter. 

3 How fir? Do you meddle with my Mafter ? 

Corio. I.tis an honefter l'eruicc, then to meddle with 
thy Miftris: Thou prat’ft,and prat'ft, ferue with thy tren¬ 
cher : Hence. 'Beats him away 

Entsr A njfidiots with the Serttingman. 

Auf. Where is this Fellow ? 

* Here fir, l’de haue beaten him like a dogge, but for 
diftnrbing the Lords within, 

Anf. Whence coin’ft thou? What woldft ^?Thy name? 
Why fpeak’ft not? Speakc man: What’s thy name ? 

Corio. If Tullns not yet thou know’ft me, and feeing 
nae,doftnotthinke me for the man 13 m, nccelfitic com¬ 
mands me name my felfe, 

Auf. What is thy name? 

Corio. A name vntnuficall to the Volcians cares,) 

And hatfh in found to thine, 

Attf. Say,what’s thy name ? 

Thou haft a Grim apparance, and thy Face 
Beares a Command in c: Though thy Tackles tome. 
Thou Ihew’ft a Noble Veftell: What’s thy name ? 

Corio. Prepare thy brow to frownetknowft 'j me yet? 

Auf. I know thee not ?Thy Name? 

Corio. My name is Cains tJHartiw, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Volees 
Great hurt and Mifchiefe: thereto vvitnefle may 
My Surname CorioUmts. The painfull Seruice, 

The extreme Dangers,and the droppes of Blood 
Shed for my thankleflc Country,are requitted : 

But with that Surname, a good memorie 
And witncflVof the Malice and Difpleafure 
Which thou fhould’ft be3reme,only that name remains. 
The Cruelty and Enuy of the people. 

Permitted by our dafiard Nobles,who 
Haue all forlooke me, hath deuour’d the reft • 

And fufifer’d me by th’voycc of Slaues to be 
Hoop’d out of Rome. Now this extremity. 

Hath brought me to thy Haith, not our of Hope 
(Miftake me not) to laue my life : for if 
I had fear’d death, of ail the Men i’th’World 
I would haue voided thee. But in mecrc Ipight 
To be full quit ol thofe my Baniftiers, 

Stand J before I bee hcere: Then if thou haft 
A heart of wreake in thee, that wilt reuenge 
Thine owne particular wrongs, and ltop thofe maimes 
Of flume feene through thy Country, lpeed thee ftraight 
And make my milery ferue thy turne>: So vie it. 

That my reuengefull Seruices may proue 
At Benefits to thee. For I will fight 
Againft my Cankrcd Couwrey,with theSpicene 
Of all the vnder Fiends. But if fobe, 

Thou dat’ft not this, and that to proue more Fortunes 
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Th’art tyr’d, then in a word, I alfoani 
Longer to liue mofl wearie: andprefent 
My throat to thee, and to thy Ancient Mali CP 
Which not to cur,would fhew thee but a Fo I 
Since I haue euer followed thee with hate ° ^ 
Drawne Tunnes of Blood out of thy Counrr* 

And cannot liue but to thyftiamc, vnlcflV ries * ,Ie ft, 
It be to do thee fcruice. 

Auf. Oh Martins, Martins • 

Each word thou haft fpoke,hath weeded 
A roote of Ancient Enuy. Iflupiter, m y heart 
Should fromyond clowd fpeake diuinc thin 
And fay ’tis true; I’denot belceue them mo £** 

Then thee all-Noble Martins. Let me twine 
Mine armes about that body,where aoainft 6 
My groined Aflh an hundred times hath broke 
And fcarr’d the Mcone with fplinters: hcere I i 
The Anuile of my Sword, and do conteft UCc P 
As hotly,and as' Nobly with thy LoUe 

As euer in Ambitious firength, I did * 

Contend againft thy Valour. Know thoufirft 
I lou’d the Maid I married : neuer man * 
Sigh’d truer breath. But that I fee thee heere 
Thou Noble thing, more dances my rapt heart 
Then when I firft my wedded Miftris law * 
Beftride my Threfhold. Why, thou Mars I fell rU 
We haue a Power on foote : and I had ptirpofe ’ 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawne 
Or loofe mine Armc fork: Thou haft beate met out 
Twelue feucrali times,and I haue nightly fwce 
Dreamt of encounters ’twixt thy ielfc and me: 

Wc haue beetle downe together in my fieepe, 

Vnbuckling Helmes,fifting each others Throat, 

And wak’d halfe dead with nothing. Worthy Msrtm 
Had wc no other quarrell clfe to Rome, but chat ' 

Thou art thence Banifh’d, we would mufterall 
From twelue.to leuentie: and powring Wane 
Into the bowels ofvngratcfull Rome, 

Like a bold Flood o’re-beate. Ohcome ; goin, 

And take our Friendly Senators by’th’hands 
Who now are heere, taking their Icaucs ofnice, 

Who am prepar’d againft your Territories, 

Though not for Rome it felfe. 

Corio. You blelTe rue Gods. 

Auf. Therefore moftabfolute Sir.ifchou wilt haue 
The leading of thine owne Rcuenges, take 
Th’one halfe of my Commiffion,and let downe 
As beft thou art experienc’d,fince thou know’ft 
Thy Countries ftrengthand weaknefle, thine own wain 
Whether to knocke againft the Gates of Rome, 

Or rudely vifit them in parts remote,! 

To fright them, ere deftroy. But comcin, 

Let me commend thee firft, to thofe that lhall 
Say yea to thy<lefires. A thoufand welcomes, 

And more a Friend,then ere an Enemie, 

Yet Martins that was much. Your hand: meft welcome. 

Exeunt 

Enter two of,the Seruixgmtn. 

I Heere’s a ftrange alteration? 

z By my handjhadthoghttohaue ftroken him wit: 
a Cudgell,and yet my minde gauc roc, his doathes mad< 
a falfe report of him. 

1 What an Arme he has, he turn’d me about wilfc hi: 
finger and his thumbe.as one would fee vp aTop. 

2 Nay,I knew by his face that there was fome-thim 
in him. He had fir, a kinde of face me thought, I cahno 
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ctl h He had ib,looking as it were, would I were hang’d 
\ rhoucht there was more in him,then I could chink, 
j So did I,lie be fwornc: He*is Amply the rareft man 

^ ^fhlnkcheis: but a greater foldier then he, 

Who^y Mafter? 
j Nay, it’s no matter for that. 
t Worth fix on him. 

j May not foneither: but I take him to be the greater 

Faith looke you,one cannot tell how to fay thatifor 
Pefcnce of a Towne.our Generali is excellent. 

1 j j andforanaflauittoo. 

Enter the third Seruivgma*. 

Oh Slaues, I can tell you Newes,News you Rafcals 
fflitlt, Wha^vvhat^vhai? Let’s partake. 

^ 1 would not be a Roman of all Nations; I had as 
|j UC be a condemn’d man. 
fyth. Wherefore? Wherefore ? 

Why here’s he that was wont to thwacke omGc- 
pcrally Cam tPWart Uts* 

i Why doyou fay, thwacke our Generali? 

3 IdonotVay thwacke our Generali, but he was al- 
vvaves good enough for him 

i Come wc are fdlowes and friends: he was cucr too 
hard for him, I haue heard him fay fo himfclfe. 

! Hewauoohardforhimdircdly,tofay the Troth 
9 n’c before Corioks , he fcoccht hinijand noccht him like a 
Carbmado^ 

a And hee had bin Cannibally giuen, hee might haue 
boyld and eaten him too. 

1 But more of thy Newes; 

3 Why he is fo made on heerc within, asifheewere 
SonandHcireto Mars/et at vpperend o’ch’Table : No 
quefiion askt him by any of the Senators, bat they (land 
bald before him. Our Generali himfelfc makes a Millris 
ofhim,San£hfies himiclfe with’s hand, and turnes vp the 
white o’th’cye to his Difcourfe. But the bottome of the 
Newes is,our Generali is cut i-trh’middlc > & but one halfe 
ofwhat he was ye^lerday. Fortlie other ha’s halfe, by 
theintreatyandgranntofthewhole Tabic. Hee’lgohe 
fayes.and foie die Pottepof Rome Gates by th carcs. He 
will mowc all downe before him, and Icaue his paflage 
poul’d. 

2 And he s is like to do*t % as any man T can imagine. 

3 Doo’t? he will doo’t! for look you fir,be has as ma¬ 
ny Friends as Enemies: which Friends fir as it were,durft 
not (looke you fir) fhew themfeluesfas we tci me it) hVs 
Fr iend %, w hi I e ft he's i n D i red uu d e. 

I Direditude? What’s that ? 

3 But when'they iTiall fee fir>his Grcftvp againe 5 ^nd 
the man in blood, they will out of their Btirroughes (like 
Conies after Raine) and rcucll al I with him. 

1 But when goes this forward? 

3 Tomorrow, today,- prefeiuly, youflialihaue the 
Drum firooke vp this afternoone : ’Tis as it were a parcel 
oftheir Feaft^and tobeexectitedere they wipe their lips. 

2 Whythen wee fhall haue a Birring World againe : 

This peace is nothing, but to ruft Iroiv>*cncreafe Taylors, 
and breed Ballad-makers. ' 

i Tetmehaiic Warrefay I, it exceecfe peace farre 
as day do’s night • I c’s fprightly walking,atidibl^ond full 
ofVent, Peace, is a very Apoplexy, Lethargie, mull’d, 
dcafe, flcepc, infetifiblc, a getter of more baftard Chil¬ 


dren, then warres a deftroyer of men. 

2 ' Tis fo, and as warres in fome fort may b'e faide to 
be a Rauifhcr, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is a great 
maker ot Cuckolds. 

i I,and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Rcafon,becaufe they then lefiencede one another : 
The Warres for my money. 1 hope to fee Romanes as 
cheapeas Volcians. They arc riling,they arc rifing. 

'Both. In, in, in, in. Exeunt 

Enter the two Tribmts^StciniPU^nd Brutns. 

Stein. Wc hcare not of him,neither need wc fear him, 
His remedies are tame, the prefent peace 
And quietneffc of the people,which before 
Were in wildc hurry. Heere do we make his Friends 
Blufh, that the world goes well: who rather had. 

Though they themfelucsdi J fufter by’c, behold 
Difientious numbers pcflring ftreecs,then fee 
Our Tradefmen finging in their ftjops,and going 
About their Fundlious friendly. 

Enter \JAeneniw. 

Brv. We flood too t in good time. Is this Meneni*t$ 
Sicitu * Tis hc/us he: O he is grown meft kind oflate: 
Haile Sir. Mene. Haile to you both. 

Sicin . Your Coriolanns is not muchmif!* butwithhifc 
Friends: the Common wealth doth (land, and fo Would 
do,were he more angry at it. 

Mene. All’s well, and might haue bene much better, 
ifhc could haue temporiz’d. 

Steina Where is hc,heare you ? 

Mene. Nay I hcare nothing : 

His Mother and his wife, hcare nothing from him. 

Enter three or feme Citizens, 
sill. The Gods preferue you both. 

Stem. Goode-n our Neighbours. 

*Bru. Gooden to you all,gooden to you all. 
i Our felues,ouf wiucs,and children, on our knees^ 
Are bound to pray for you both. 

Stein . Liue,andthriue. 

Bru. Farewell kinde Neighbours": 

We vvifhc CorioUnus had lou’d you as we did. 

AIL Now the Gods keepe you. 

BothTrt . Farewell/arewell. Exeunt Citizens 

Sicin. This is a happier and more comely time. 

Then wh^n thefe Fcllowes ran about the flreecs. 

Crying Confufion. 

Bru. Caius Martini was 
A worthy Officer i’ch’Warrc, but Infqlcnt,- 
O recome with Pride, Ambitiou5 3 paft all thinking 
Sclfe-louing.w: 

Sicin .affefting one foie Throne,without afliftace 
UMene. I tbioke not fo. 

Sicin . We fhould by this,to all our Lamcmion, 
Ifhehad gone forth Confull,foiind it fo. 

Bru. The Gods haue well preuent»cd it,and Rome 
Sits fafe and frill,without him. 

Enter an z/Edile* 
e AEdde. Worthy Tribunes, 

There is a Slaue whom wc haue put in prifon. 

Reports the Voices with two feuerall Powers 
Are entred in the Roman Territories. 

And with the deepeft malice of the Warre* 

Deftroy, what lies before ’em. 

Mene . Tis /Utffidtui, 

Who hearing of our Martins BaniChmenc, 

Thrufls forth his homes againe into the world 
WhPch were In-fticlfd,when Martini flood for Rome, 

And / 
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And durft not once peepe out. 

Stein. Come,what talke you of (Jtfartius. 

HrH. Go fee this Rumorer whipt, it cannot be. 

The Voices dare breake with vs. 

Mene. Cannot be ? 

We haue Record, that very well it can, 

And three examples of the like, hath becne 
Within my Age. But realon with the fellow 
Before you punifli him,where he heard this, 

Le 3 ft you (hall chance to whip your Information, 

And bcate the Meflenger,who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sicin. Tell not me : 1 know this cannot be. 

Brtt. Not poffible. 

Enter a Meffsnger. 

Mef. The Nobles in great carneftncfle are going 
All to the Senate-houfc: fome newes is comming 
Thatturnes their Countenances. 

Sicin. ’Tis this Slaue: 

Go whip him fore the peoples eyes: His railing. 
Nothing but his report. 

Mef. Ye* worthy Sir, 

The Slaues report is fcconded,and more 
Morefearfull is deliuer’d. 

Sicin. What more fearefull ? 

Mef. It is fpokc freely out of many mouths. 

How probable I do not know, that Martins 
Ioyn’d with Auffidius, leads a power 'gainft Rome, 

And vowes Rcucnge as fpacious, as betweene 
Theyong’ftand oldeft thing, 

Stein. This is moll likely.1 

'Em. Rais’d onely,that the weaker fort may wifh 
Good Martins homcagaine. 

Sicin. The very trickeon't. 

Mene. This is vnhkely, 

He,and Auffidtses can no mote attone 
Then violent’ft Contrariety. 

Enter Meffenger. 

Mef. You are fent for to the Senate: 

A fearefull Army, led by Cains Martins, 

Affociated with Aufftdius , R ages 
Vpon our Territories,and haue already 
O’re-bomc their way, confum’d with fire,and tooke 
What lay before them. 

Enter Cominim. 

Com. Oh youhaue made good workc. 

Mene. What newes ? What newes? 

Com. You haue holp to rauifh your owne daughters,& 
To melt the Citty Lcades vpon your patcs,i 
To fee your Wiues dilhonour’d to your Nofes. 

Mene. What’s the newes? What’s the newes ? 

Com. Your Temples burned in their Cimcnr, and 
Your Franchifcs, whereon you Hood, confin’d 
Into an Augors boarc. 

Mene, Pray now,your Newes: 

You haue made faire worke I feare me: pray your newes. 
If Martins fhould be ioyn’d with Volceans. 

Com. If? He is their God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by ferns other Deity then Nature, 

Thatlhapes man Better: and they follow hire 
A gainft vs Brats, with no lefle Confidence, 

Then Boyes purfuing Summer Butter-flics, 

Or Butchers killing Flyes. 

Mene. You haue made good worke, 

You and your Apron men: you,that flood fo much 
Vponthevoyccof occupation, and • 
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The breath ofGarlicke-eaters. 

Com. Hec’llhake your Rome about vo»r 

Mene. As Hercules did lhakedowneW n e ’* 
You haue made faire worke. J ov *Fru 

Brut. But is this true fir? 

Com, I,and you’l lookc pale 
Before you finde it other. All the Regi 0ns 
Do fmilingly Reuolt, and who refill* 5 
Are mock’d for valiant Ignorance, 

Andperilh conftantFooIes: whois’tcanbl 
Your Enemies and his, finde fomethingin 
Mene. We arc all vndone, vnlefle ,n, ‘ 

The Noble man haue mercy. 

Com. Who lhall aske it? 

The Trib une s cannot doo’t for fhame; th e 
Dcferue fuch pitty of him, as the Wolfe ^ e °P‘ e 
Doe’s of the Sbcpheards ; For his beft Friends f t. 
Should fay be good to Rome, they chare’d h,m '" 

As thofc fhould do that had dcfcru’dhishatt >CUf 
And therein fhew’d like Enemies. 

OMe .Tis true,ifhe were putting to my houfe rUt 

That fhould cotifuroe it, I haue not the face * * 61 

To fay, bcfcec'nyouceafe. You ha«emadefy, , 
You and your Craltt.you haue crafted faire Dds ’ 

Com. You haue brought 
A Trembling vpon Rome, fuch as was netier 
S’incapeablc of hclpe. 

Tri. Say not, we brought it. 

Mene. How? Was’t we t We lou’dhim 
But like Beafts, and Cowardly Nobles, * 

Gaue way vnto your Cluftcrs, whodidhootc 
Him out o’ch’Citty. 

(fom. But I feare 

They’l roare him in againe. Tttlltu Aufftdius, 

The fecond name of men, obeyes his point* 

As if he were Iris Officer: Defperation, 

Is all the Policy, Strength,and Defence 
That Rome can make againft them. 

Enter aTrocpe of Citizens, 

Mene. Heere come the Clufters. 

And is Aufftdius with him ? You are they 
That made rhe Ayre vnvvho)fome v vvhci> you call 
Your (linking, greafic Caps,in hooting 
At Coriolanus Exile. Now he’s comming,] 

And not a haire vpon a Souldiers head 
Which will not prouc a whip: As many Coxcoiubci 
At you threw Caps vp,will he tumble downe. 

And pay you for your voyces. ’Tis no matter, 

If he could burne vs all into oue coale, 

We haue deferu’d it. 

Omnes. Faith,we heare fcarfull Newel* 
i Cit. For mine owne part. 

When I faid banifh him, I faid ’twas pitty* 

2 And fo did I. 

5 And fo did I: and to fay the truth, fodld very ma¬ 
ny of vs, that we did we did for the beft,and though wee 
willingly confented to his Bani(hmcnr,yet it wa* 
our will. 

Com. Y’are goodly thing$,you Voyces, 

Mene. You haue made good worke 
You and your cry. Shal’stotheCapitolI? 

Com. Oh I,what clfc i ExcwitM- 

Sicin. Go Mailers get you home,be not difmaid, 
Thefe are a Side, that would be glad to haue 
This true,which they fo feemc to feare. Go home, 
And (hew no figne of Feare. 

t.Ctt- 
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^-T^The Gods bee good to vs; Come Mailers let’s 
hQ 'J t icuer faid we were i’th wrong, when we banilh’d 

So did we all. But come, let’s home. Exit Cit. 
prts. I do not b^e Newes. 

Sicin. Nor I. 

<£ r a, Lee’s to the Capiroll; would halfe my wealth 

VVouldbuythisforalyc. 

Sicin* Pray lee’s go. Exeunt Tribunes* 

Enter Atijfidius with bis Lieutenant*, 

Jufa Do they fttli flye toTIVRoman ? 

Lieu* I do not know what Witchcrafts in him : but 
Your Soldiers vfe him as the Grace Tore me3te, 
fheirtalkc at Table, and their Thankcs at end. 

And you are darkued in this aftion Sir, 

Hucnby your owne, 

Auf Icannothelpeitnow, 

Vnlefle by vfing meanes 1 tame the foot# 

Of our defigne. He beares himfclfc more proudlier, 
Euentomy perfon, then I thought he would 
When firft I did embrace him. Yet his Nature 
jnthat’s no Changeling, and I muft excufe 
What cannot be amended. 

lieu. Yet I wifhSir, 

(l mcane for your particular) you had not 

Ioyn’d in Commiflion with him : but cither haue borne 

The aftion of your fclfc, or clfe to him,bad left it foly. 

^Auf. I vndcrftand thee well,and be thou fure 
When he fhall come to his account,he knowes not 
What I can vrge againft him, although it feemes 
And fo he thinkes, and is no lefle apparant 
To th’vulgar eye, that he beares all things faircly : 

And ihewes good.Husbandry for the Volcian State, 

Fights Dragon-likc, and does atcheeue as foone 
As draw his Sword .* yet he bachlcft vndone 
That which fliall.brcakehis necke, or hazard mine, 

When ere wc come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I bcfeech you, think you he’l carry Rome ? 
A*f. All places yeclds to harp ere he fits downe, 
AndtbcfNobility of Rome are big : 

TheSenators and Patricians loue him too: 

The Tribunes are no Soldiers : and their people 
Wiil be as rafh in therepeale, as hafty 
Tocxpcll him thence. I thinke heel be to Rome 
Asisthe Alprayrto the Fifb,who takes it 
By Soueraignty ofN«ar.ure. Firft, he was 
A Noble feruant to them, but he could not 
Carry his Honors.ceucn : whether -was Pride 
Which out ofdayly Fortune euer taints 
The happy man; whether detail of judgement. 

To faile in the difpofing ofYhoTe chanccs 
Which he was L ( QtdcVj or. whether Nature, 

Notto.be other then one thing,riot moouingV 
Fromch’Caske to th-’CiiHiMon : but coimnanditrg peace 
Euen with the fame attftenty and giar.be. 

As lie controll’d the warre. But one of thefe ( 

(Ashe hathfpiccs.of'them all) noe’all, * 

Fori dare fo farre frcclmn, made him fear’d, . 

Sohated,and fabaui^h’U: buc he haVa Merit 
Tochoakeitin the vtjgranee: So our Vertue, 

Lie in thlntcrpretation of the time, 

And power vnto it lelfe moft commendable, 

Huh not a Tomb.c fo .euident .as a Chaire 
T extoll what it hath done* ,.,. 

Onefirt driucs oueone fire 5 one Naile % onc Naile ; 

• Kl ghts by rights fouler, (trengths by ftrcngchs do faile. 


Come lets away: when Caius Rome is thine, 

Thou art pooTft of all; then fhortly art thou mint.exeunt 


ABus Quintus. 


Enter Metientu6 % Cominms y Sid nim^B rut ns , 
the two Tribunes .with ethers. 

T^lenen. No, 11c not go: you hearc what he hath faid 
Which was fbmetime his Generali: who louedhina 
In a moft decre particular. He call’d me Father: 

But what o’chat f Go you that banifh’d him 
A Mile before his Tent, fall downe,and knee 
The way into his mercy: Nay,if he coy’d 
To heare Commits fpeake, lie keepe at home. 

Com. He would not feeme to know me* 

Menen . Do you heare? 

Com . Yet one time he did call me by my name 2 
I vrg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we haue bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not anfwercoo: Forbad all Name*, 

He was a kinde ofNothing, TitleJefle, 

Till he had forg’d himfclfe a name a’ch'fire 
Of burning Rome. 

Menen. Why fo : you haue made good worke 2 
A paire of Tribuncs, that haue wrack’d for Rome, 

To make Coalcs cheapc: A Noble memory. 

Com. I minded him, how Royall Twas to pardon 
When it was lefle expected. He replyed 
It was a bare petition ofa State 
To one whom they had puniflh’d. 

Menen . Very well, could he fay Icffe. 

Com . I offered to awaken his regard 
For’s priuate Friends* His anfwcr to me was 
He could not flay to picke them, in a pile 
Of noyfome mufly Chaffc. He laid, Twas folly 
For one poore graine or two, to leauc vnburnc 
And (till to nofc th’cffence. 

Menen . For one poorc graine or two? 

I am one of thofc: his Mother, Wife,his Childe, 

And this braue Fellow coo: we are the Grames, 

You are the mufly Chaffe,andyouarefmeIt 
Abouethe Moone. We muft be burnt for you* 

Sicin. Nay,pray be patient: If you refute your ayde 
In this fo neuer-needed helpe, yet donot 
Vpbraid s with our diflrefle. But fureifyou 
Would be your Countries Pleader, your good tongue 
More then theinftanr Armie we can make 
Might flop our Countryman. 

< AWcne . No: He not meddle. 

Sicin. Pray you go to him. 

1 Mene. What fhould Ido? 

Bru. Onely make triall what your Loue can do. 

For Rome,toward$ Martins. 

OHene. Wcll,and fay that Martins rcturnemce. 

As fifninins is return’d, vnheard: what then ? 

Ruc as adi(contented Friend, greefe-lhot 
With his vnkindnefle. SayT be fo ? 

Sicin . Yet your good will 

Muft haiic that thankcs from Rome^fter the meafure 
As you intended well. 

Mene. IlevndertakT : 

I thinke hccT heare me. Yet to bitehis lip. 

And humme at good Comin/ns 9 much vnhearts roee. 
_ c c Hec, 
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q e was not taken well, he had not din'd. 

The Vcines vnfill’d, our blood is cold,and then 
We powtvpon the Morning, arevnapt 
To giue or to forgiue; but when we haue ftuffc 
Thcfe Pipes,and rhele Conueyances of our blood 
With Wine and Feeding, we haue fuppler Soules 
Then in our Prieft-like Fafts: therefore lie watch him 
Till he be dieted to my requeft. 

And then lie let vpon him. 

Tint. You know the very rode into his kindnefle. 

And cannot lofe your way. 

Mene. -Good faith lie proue him. 

Speed how it will. I llialieie long,haue kno wledge 
Of my fucceffe. Exit. 

Com. Hee lneuer heare him. 

Stem. Not. 

Com. I tel! you,he doe’s fit in Gold, his eye 
Red as 'twould burne Rome : and his Iniury 
The Gaoler to his pitty. 1 knecl’d before him, 

’Twas very faintly he laid Rife: difmift me 

Thus with his fpeechleffc hand. What he would do 

He fent in writing after me : what he would not. 

Round with an Oath to yecld to his conditions: 

So that all hope is vainc.vnlefle his Noble Mother, 

And his Wife,who (as I hcare) meane to folicite him 
For mercy to his Countrey: therefore let’s hence, 

And with our faire intreaties haft them on. Exeunt 

Enter Menenitu to the fVatch or Guard. 

I Wat. St3y; whence are you. 
t.tyat. Stand,and go backe. 

Me. You guard like men, ’tis well.But by your leaue, 
I am an Officer ofState,& come to fpeak with CorioUntu 
j From whence? Ment. From Rome, 

i You may not pafle,you muft returns: our Generali 
will no more heare from thence. 

a You’l fee your Rome embrac’d with fire, before 
You’I fpeake with Coriolantu. 

"Ment. Good my Friends, 

If you haue heard your Generali talke of Rome, 

And ofhis Friends there, it is Lots to Blankes, 

My name hath touch’c your eares: it is Menenius. 

i Beit fo.go back; the vertue of your name. 

Is not heere paflablc. 

t Jliene. I rell thee Fellow, 

Thy Generali is my Loner : I haue beenc 

The bookc ofhis good Afts, whence men haue read 

His Famevnparnlell’d, happely amplified : 

For I haue euer verified my Friends, 

(Of whom bee’s chce c e) with aft the Cize that verity 
Would without lapfiag fuffer; Nay,fometime», 

Like to a Bowie vpon a lubtle ground 
I haue tumbled paft the throw : and in his praife 
Haue (almoft)ftampt the Leafing. Therefore Fellow, 

I muft haue leaue to paffe. 

i FaithSir.ifyou had told as many lies in his behalfe, 
you haue vttered words in your owne,you fhouldnot 
pafle heei e: no, though it were as vertuous to lye, as to 
liuechaftlv. Therefore go backe. 

2W«i,Prythee fdlow,remember my name is Meneniue, 
alwayes faclionary on the party of your Generali. 

i Howfoeuer you haue bin his Lier, as you fay you 
haue, I am one that telling true vnder him, muft fay you 
cannot pafle. Therefore go backe. 

Ment . Ha’s he din’d can’ft thou tell? For I would not 
fpeake with him, till after dinner, 
i YouareaRotnan,areyou? 




Mene. I am as thy Generali is. 

I Then you fhould hate Rome, as he do’s r 

when you haue pufht out your gates, the vcrvD, a ? } > 
of them,and in a violent popular ignorance gn - 
enemy your fhicld, thinke to front his reuenoes ^ ^°, Ut 
eafie groanes of old women, the Virginall Palm C ^ c 

daughters, lor with the palfied intcrcelfion of / °/ ^° Ur 
cay’d Dotant as you feeme to be? Can you thinkt l C " 
out the intended fire,yourCity is ready to flame ' 
fuch weake breath as this? No,you are deceiu’d ft’ 
backe to Rome,and prepare for your execution • C ” 0tc 
condemn’d,our Generali has fworne you out nf / 0tl arc 
and pardon. c Pfeeue 

Mene. Sirra, if thy Captaine knew I were heere 
He would vfe me with eftimation. * 

i Come, my Captaine knowes you not, 

Ment. I meane thy Generali, 
i My Generali cares not for you. Back I f ay i 
I let forth your halfe pinte of blood. Backe.thatkrh. 
moft of your hauing, backe. Sthc,t * 

Mcne, Nay but Fellow jFellow. 

Enter Coriolantu with t/fufftditu, 

Corio. What’s the matter ? 
iWew.Now you Companion:lle fay an arrantforyou- 
you (hall know now that I am in eftimation: y ou ft ii 

perceiuc, thatalackc gardant caimot office me from m 

Son Coriolantu, gueQc but my entertainment with him-if 
thou ftand’tt not i’th ftate of hanging, or of fomedcath 
more long in Spe&ator Aiip.and crueller in fuffering be- 
hold now prel'ently, and fwoond for what’s toccmcvpoti 
thee. The glorious Gods fit in hourely Synod about ; hy 
particular profperity,and loue thee no worfe then thy do 
Father Menenim do’s. O my Son, my Son 1 thou art pre- 
paring fire for vs: looke thee, heere’s water to quenchit. 
I was hardly moued to come to thee: but beeing aflured 
none but my fclfc could moue thee ,1 haue bene blowne 
out of your Gates with fighes: and coniure thecropar. 
don Rome, and. thy petitionary Cotintrimen. The good 
Gods aflwage thy wrath, and turne the dregs ofit,vpon 
this Varlet heere: This, who like a. blocke hath denytd 
my accefle to thee. 

Corio. Away. 

Mene. How?Away? 

Corio. Wife, Mother, Child, 1 know not. My affaires 
Are Seruanted to others: Though I owe 
My Reuengc properly, my remiflionlics 
In Volcean brefts. That wc haue beene familiar, 
Ingratc forgetfulnefie (hall poifon rather 
Then pitty :Ncce how much,'therefore be gone. 
Mine eares againftyour ibices, are ftronger then 
Your gates againft my force. Yet for I louedthee, 
Take this along, I writ it for thy fake, 

And would haue fent it. Another word Menenim, 

1 will trot heare thee fpeake. This mmAufftiitu 
Was my belou'd in Rome: yet thou bchold’ft. 
jiuffid. You keepe a conftant temper. tutud 

Manet the Guard and Mentnitu. 

I Now fir, is your name Aienenim ? 

^ ’Tis a fpell you fee of muchpower: 

You know the way home againe. 

i Do you hearehow wee are fhent for keeping y<® 
greatnefle backe ? 

a What caufe do you thinke I haue to fwoond. 

Mene w; I neither earefor th’woild, nor your Gcntn. 
for fuch things as you, I can fcarfe thinke ther’s any,y stt 
fo flight. He that hath a will to die by himfelfe> 


not 
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^T^Tanother: Let your Generali do his worft. For 
n ° b c c that you are,dong; and your mifery cncreafe 
1°.i your age. I fay to you,as I was faid to, Away .Exit 
" V A Noble Fellow I warrant him. 

a The worthy Fellow is our General.Hc’s the Rock, 
rhcOakenotto be windc-fhaken. Exit Watch. 

Enter Cortolantu and Aujftdiw. 

Corio. We will before the walls of Rome tomorrow 
Sec dovvne our Hoaft. My partner in this A&ion* 
y 0 u muft report to th*Volcian Lords, how plainly 
[haue borne this BufindTe. 

Jvf. Onely their ends you haue refpr&cd, 
f to p C your cares againft the generall fuitc of Rome : 
fjeuer admitted a priuat whifper,no not with fuch trends 
jhat thought them fure of you, 

Corio . This laft old man, 

^’hom with a crack’d heart I haue fent to Rome, 

Lou’J abouc the mcafure of a Father, 
jjay godded me indeed. Their lateft refuge 
\V 3 Sto fend him: for whofe old Loue I haue 
(Though I fhew'd fowrely ro him^ once more offer'd 
ThcfirftCondirions which they did refufe, 

And cannot now aceept, to grace him onely, 

That thought he could do more: Avery lictfc 

[haue veelded too,Frefh febafles.and Suites, 

f^or from the Statc,nor priuate friendshcereafter 

Will 1 lend care to. Ha?what ftiout is this } Shcut within 

Shall 1 be tempted to infringe my vow 

Inthefametime'cis made? I will not. 

Enter yirgttia^ilumnia.Valeria, jong Martins, 
with Attendantf. 

My wife comes formoft, then the honour’d mould 
Wherein this 7’runke was fram'd, and in her hand 
TheGrandchilde to her blood. But out affc&ion. 

All bond andpriuilcdgeof Nature breakc; 

Let it be Vertuous to be Obftinate. 

What is that Curt’fie worth? Or thofe Doucs eyes, 

Which can make Gods forivvorne ? I mclr, and am not 
Offlronger earth then others: my Mother bovres, 

As if Olympus to a Mole-hill fhould 
Infupplication Nod : and mvyong Boy 
Hath an Afpedf of inrercefsion, which 
Great Nature erics. Deny not. Let the Voices 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy, He neiicr 
Be fuch a Coding to obey inftin<5>; butftand 
As if a man were Author or himfelf,& knew no other kin 
Virgil. My Lord and Husband. 

Com, Thefc eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome. 
Vng. The forrow that deliuers vs thus chang'd. 

Makes you thinke fo. 

Corio. Like a dull A$or now,I haue forgot my part. 
And I am out, cuen to a full Difgrace. Beft of my Flcflh, 
Forgiuc my Tyranny : but do not fay, 

For that forgiue our Romanes. O a kilTe 
bong as n>y Exile, fweet asmyRcucngcJ 
Now by the iealous Queene ofHeaucn, that kific 
1 carried from thee deare; and my true Lippe 
Hath Virgin’d it ere fince. You Gods i 1 pray, 

And the moft noble Mother of the world 
Lraue vnfalurcd : Sinkc my knee i’th earth, Kneeles 
Oichy deepe duty, more imprefsion (licvv 
Then that of common Sonnes. * 

Volnm. Ohftand vpbleftj 
Whil’d with no fofter Cuflhion then the Flint 
I Kneelc before thee, and vnpropcrly 

Shew duty as milhkcn, all this while, 


BetweenctheChilde,and Parent. 

Corio . VVhat*s this? your knees to me ? 

To your Corrc<ftcd Sonne ? 

Then let the Pibbles on the hungry beach 
Fillop the Starrcs: Then, let the mutinous vvindes 
Strike the proud Cedars ’gainft the fiery Sun: 

Murd’ring Impoffibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight workc. 

Foliim. Thou arc my Warriour, I hope to frame thee 
j Doyou knov; this Lady ? 

Corio # The Noble Sifter of Pttblicola ; 

The Moone ofRome: Chaftc 3s the Jficle 
That’s curdied by the lyoft, from pureft Snow f , 

And hangs on Dians Temple: Deere Valeria* 

Velum. This is a poore Epitome ofyours. 

Which by th’interprct3tion of full time. 

May {hew like all yourfclfe. 

Corio , The God of Souldicrs : 

With the confentoffupreame loue, informe 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefle, that thou mayft proue 
To fliame vnvulnerable, and ftickei'ch Warres 
Like 3 great Sca-marke (landing euery flaw. 

And lauing thofe that eye thee. 

Volum. Your knee, Sirrah. 

Coriot That’s my brauc Boy. 

Volnm. Euen he,your wife,thi$ I.adie,and my felfe, 
AreSutorsto you. 

Corio . 1 befeech you peace: 

Or if you’ld aske, remember this before; 

The thing I haue forfworne to graunt, may neucr 
Be held by you denials* Do not bid me 
Difiniffe my Soldiers, or capitulate 
Againe,with Romes Mechanickes. Tell me not 
Wherein I feeme vnnaturall:Defire noct'allay 
My Rages and Reuenges,with your colder rcafons. 

Volttm. Oh no more,no more: 

You haue faid you will not grant vs any thing: 

For we haue nothing elfe to aske, but that 
Which you deny already: yet we willaske. 

That if you fade in our requeft, the blame 

May hang vpon your hardndfe, therefore heare vs. 

Corio . A'itjfuiitts% and you Voices markc, for wee! 
Hcare nought from Rome in priuate. Your requeft? 

yolnm. Should we be fileut & not fpeak»our Raiment 
And ftate of Bodies would bewray what life 
Wc haue led fince thy Exile. Thinke with thy felfe, 

How more vnfortunate then allliuing women 

Arc we come hither 5 fince that thy fight, which fhould 

M ake our eics flow with ioy,harts dance wich comforts, 

Confiraines them weepe,and (hake with fcare& forow, 

Making the Mother, wifc,and Chrldc to fee, 

f he Sonne, the Husband,and the Father tearing 

His Countries Bowels out; and to poore we 

Thine enmities moft capitall: Thou barr’ft vs 

Our prayers to the Gods,which is a comfort 

That all but wc cnioy. For how can we ? 

Alas! how can we, for our Country pray ? 

Whereto we are bound, together with thy viflory : 
Whereto wc are bound: Alacke,or we muft loofc 
The Countric our deere Nurfc, or elfe thy perfon 
Our comfort in the Country Wemuftfinde 
An euidenc Calamity, though we had 
Our wifli, which fide ftiould win. For cither thott 
Muft as a Forraine Recreant be led 
With Manacles through our ftreets, or elfe 
Triumphantly treade on thy Countries ruine, 
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And beare the Palme, for hailing brauely (bed 
Thy Wife and Childrens blood : For my felfe, Sonne, 

I puvpofc not to waitc on Fortune, till 

Thcic warresdetermine : It I cannot perfwade thee. 

Rather to (hew a Noble grace to both parts. 

Then fecke the end of one ; thou (halt no iooncr 
March to affault thy Country,then to treade 
(Truft too’c, thou (halt not) on thy Mothers wombe 
That brought thee to this world. 

Virg. I,and mine,that brought you forth this boy, 

To kcepe your name liuing co time. 

Toy. A (hall not tread on me : lie run away 
Till 1 am bigger, but then lie fight* 

Corio . Not of a womans tenderneffe to be. 

Requires nor ChiIdc,nor womans face to fee: 

I handle too long.- 

Velum. N;iy,go not from vs thus: 

Ifit were fo,that our requeft did tend 

To faue the Romanes, thereby to deftroy 

The Voices whom you icrue, you might condemncv9 

As poyfonous of your Honour. No,out fuite 

Is thacyou reconcile them : Whilethc Voices 

May fay, this mercy we hauc fhew’d : the Romanes, 

This wc rccciu’d, and each in cither fide 

Giue the All-hailc to tiicc, and cry be Bleft 

For making vp this peace. Thouknow'ft (great Sonne) 

The end of Wartes vncertainc: but this certaine, 

That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou (halt thereby reape, is fuch a name 
WHofe repetition will be dogg’d with Curfcs: 

WhofcChronicle thus writ,The man was Noble, 

But with his laft Atccmpt,he wip’d it out: 

Dcftroy'd his Country,and his name remaines 
To th’irifuing Age,abhorred. Spcakc to me Son: 

Thou haft affected the fiuc ftraines ofHonor, 

To imitate the graces of the Gods* 

To cearc with Thunder the wide Checkes a’th’Ayre, 
And yet to change thy Sulphurc with a Boult 
That (hould but riueanOake. Why do’ft not fpeakc? 
Think’ll thou it Honourable for aNobleman 
Still to remember wrongs Daughter,fpeake you : 

He cares not for your weeping. Speakc thou Boy, 
Perhaps thy chtldifhncffc will mouc him more 
Then can our Reafons* There's no man in the world 
Morcbound to’s Mother, yet hccre he let’s me prate 
Like one i'ch’Stockes. Thou haft neucr in thy life, 
Shcw’d thy deere Mother any curtefie. 

When (hc.(poorc Hen ) fond of no fecond brood, 

Ha’s clock’d thee to the Warres: and fafelie home 
Loden with Honor. Say my Requeft’s vniuft, 

And fpurne me backe lB^c, ifit be not fo 
Thou art not honeft, and the Gods will plague thee 
That thou rcftrain’ft from me the Duty, which 
To a Mothers part belongs. He turncs away : 

Down Ladicsilet rs (hame him with him witlnour knees 
To his fur-name CorioUmu longs more pride 
Then piety to our Prayers. Do wne: an end. 

This is theiaft. So, we will home to Rome, 

And dye among our Neighbours : Nay, behold's, 

This Bey that cannot cell what he would hauc. 

But kneeles, and holds vp hands for fcllowlhip,* 

Doe’s reafon our Petition with more ftrength 
Then thou haft to deny’t. Come,let vs go : 

This Fellow had a Volcean to his Mother : 

His Wife is in Corioles } and his Childe 
Like himby chance: yet giue vs our difpatch : 
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I am huftitrntill our City beafire.& then'll. 7 " , - 

Holds berijth'CA^hV 

Corio. O Mother, Mother» 7 w - 

What hauc you done ? Behold, ^he Heautns do 
The Gods looke downe, and this vnnatutall 0°°^’ 
They laugh at. Oh my Mother, Mother :Oh ,Ctne 
You hauc wonne a happy Vi&ory to Rome. 

But for your Sonne, beleeue it: Oh beleeue it 
Moft dangeroufly you haue with him preuail’d 
Ifnotmoftmortalltohim. But let it tome- * 

Ahj fiditu, though I cannot make true Warres 
lie frame conucnient peace. Now good Aufid- 
Were you in my ftced, would you hauc heard ^ 

A Mother leffe? or granted lc ttcAtffiditu ? 

Auf. J was mou'd withall. 

Corio, 1 dare be fworne you were : 

And fir, it is no little thing to make 

Mine eyes to fweat compafifion. But (good fir) 

What peaceyou’l make,aduife me :Formy pa'/t 
lie not to Rome, lie backc with you,and pray 
Stand to me in this caufe.Oh Mother) Wife \ * 

Auf, I am glad thou haft fet thy mercy &thvH 
A t difference in thee : Out of chat lie woikc ^ ° nor 

My fclfe a former Fortune. 

Corio. I by and by; But wc will drinke toeethpr. 
And you (ball beare 

A better witneire backe then words, which we 
On like conditions,will haue Countet-feal’d. 

Come enter with vs: Ladir* you dcfcrue 
To haue a Temple built you : All the Swords 
In Italy,and her Confederate Armes 
Could not haue made this peace. Emm 

Enter Menem m and Stc'mm. j| onc _j 

“Mene. Secyouyon’d Coin a‘thCapitol, yon\i comer 

Stein. Why what of that? 

"Mene. Ifit be poffibleforyou to difplaccit with your 
V little finger, there is fame hope the Ladies ofKouie.efpc- 
I cially his Mother, may preuaile with him.But I fay.thcre 
j is no hope in’t,our throats are fentenc’d, and ftay vppon 
] execution. 

Stein. Is’t pofsible, that fo fliorc a time can alter the 
condition of a man. 

Mene. There is differency between a Grub & a But. 
terfly, yet yoUr Butterfly was a Grub: thisUW<r?rr«r,is 
growne from M an to Dragon : He has wings, hec’s mote 
then a creeping thing. 

Stein. He lou d his Mother deerely. 

THene. So did he mee: and he no more remembers his 
Mother now,then an eight yeare old h'orfe.Thetartnclfe 
of his face k fowres ripe Grapes. When he walks, he moues 
like an Engine,and the ground fhrinkes before his Trea¬ 
ding. He is able to pierce a Corflct with his eye tTalkes 
like a knell,and his hum is a Battcrv. He fits in his State, 
as a thing made for Alexander. What he bids bee done,is 

finifhtwith his bidding. He wants nothing of a God but 

Eternity,and a Heauen to Throne in. 

Sicin. Yes,mercy,ifyou report him truly. 

Mene. I paint him in the Character. Mark ivint mer¬ 
cy his Mother fhall bring from him : There is no more 
mercy in him,then there is milke in a niale-Tyger, that 
fhall our poore City finde: and all this is long ot you. 

Stein. The Gods be good vnto vs. 

Mene. No,in fuch a cafe the Gods will not bee good 
vnto vs. When we banifh d him,we refpefted not them. 
and he returning tobreakeour necks,they rcfpeftnot»s. 

Enter a Me fencer. . 

J”T 


The Tragedie of Qoriolmus. 


19 


- "wfsir^fyoi/ldfaac your life, five to your Houfc, 
The Plebeians hauc got your Fellow Tribune, 

Ld hale him vp and downc ; all fwearing, if . 

The Romane Ladies bring not comfort home # 

Thcy’l S iue him dc3th by Inchcs - 

0 Enter Another Mefjcngir. 

Sicin. What’s the Ncwes ? (preuayrd. 

Good Newes, good ncwes,the Ladies haue 

jhe V 7 oIcian s are diflodg’d, and Martins gone : 

A merric r day did neuer yet greet Rome, 

n ot th'expulfion ofthe Tar quins. 

Sicin. Friend, art thou certaine this is true ? 

js’c flip** certaine. 

TAefn At certaine as I know the Sun is fire : 

^here haue you lurk’d that you make doubt of it i 
[sje're through an Arch fo hurried the blowneTide, 
\stherccomforted through th’gaces. Whyharke you : 

Trumpets HohoyesfDrums heatr, altogether . 
fhc Trumpets, Sack-buts, Pfalcerics,and Fifes, 
labors,and SymboIe$,and thefliowcingRomans| 

Make the Sunnc dance. Hcarke you. yJJhout within 

Men*. This is good Ncwes: 

Iwillgomectethe Ladies* This V 6 lumnut % 

Ii worth ofConfuls, Senators, Patricians, 

A City full :Of Tribunes fuch as you, 

ASeaand Land full: you haue pray’d well to day: 

This Morning, for tenchoufand of your throates, 

Tdenot haue giuen a doit. Harke,how they ioy. • 

Sound flill with the Shouts. 

Sicin . Firft,the Gods blefle you for your ty dings : 
Next,accept my thankefulnefle. 

Mef, Sir,we hauc all great caufc to giue great thanks. 
Sicin. They are neere the City. . 

Mefi Almoft at point to enter. 

Stein. Wce’l meet them, and helpc the ioy. Exeunt. 

Enter two Senators jwith Ladies , pafsingoucr 
the Stage, with other Lords. 

Sena, Behold our Patronnefle, the life of Rome: 

Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods, 

And make triumphant fires, ftrew Flowers before them: 
Vn/hoot the noife that Banifh’d Martiu:\ 

Rcpcale him, with the welcome of his Mother: 

Cry welcome Ladies, welcome. 

All. Welcome Ladies, welcome. 

A Flourifl? with Drummes & Trumpets . 

Enter Tullus tsfuffidiusjwith Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the Lords a’ch’City, I am heere: 

Deliucr them this Paper: hauing read it,^- 
Bid them repayre to th'Market place, where I 
Euen in thcirs,and in the Commons cares 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accufc: 

The City Ports by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends t appeare before the People, hoping* 
iopurgehimfelfe with words. Difparch. 

w n Enter 5 * r 4 C'wfptratorr of Auftdtus Fattion. 

Moft Welcome. 

I'Con. How isit with our Generali } 

Auf Euen io,as v;ith a man by his ©wne Aimes im- 
P°ylon d, and with nis Charity flaine. 

2.C^. Moft Noble Sir, If you do hold the fame intent 
Wherein you wifln vs parties: Wee I dcliuer you 
Ulyour great danger. 

Arf. Sir, I cannot tell, 


We muft proceed as we do finde the People. 

S.Cen. The People will remainevncertaine,whirft 
’Twixcyou there’s difference: but the fall of either 
Makes the Suruiuor heyre of all. 

Auf.\ 1 know it: 

And my pretext to ftrike at him, admits 
A good conftruftion. I rais’d him, and I pawn’d 
Mine Honor for his truth: who being fo heighten’d, 
He watered his new Plants with dewes ot Flattery, 
Seducing fo my Friends : and to this end. 

He bow'd his Nature, neuer knowne before, 

But to be rough, vnfwayable,and free. 

j.ConJp. Sir, hisftoutneffe 
Whenhe did ftand for Confull, which he loft 
Bylackeofftooping. 

Auf. That I would hauc fpokclof: 

Being banifti’d for’t, he came vnto my Harth, 

Prcfented to my knife his Throat: I tookc him. 

Made him ioync-feruant with me: Gauc him way 
In all his owne defircs : Nay, let him choofe 
Out of my Files, his proie<fts,to accomplifti 
My beft and frefiheft men, feru'd his defignements 
I n mine owne perfon : holpe to reape the Fame 
Which he did end all his; and cooke fome pride 
To do my felfe this wrong : Till at theiaft 
I fcenrfd bis Follower, not Partner; and 
He wadg’d me with his Countenance,as if 
I had bin Mercenary. 

1 .Con. So he did my Lord: 

The Army marucyl’d at it, and in the laft,’ 

When he had carfied Rome, and that wc look’d 
For no leffe Spoile, then Glory. 

Auf. There was it: 

For which my finewes (hall be ftretcht vpon him,’ 

At a few drops of Womens rhewmc, which are 
As chcape as Lies; he fold ihe Blood and Labour 
Of our great A&ion; therefore fhall he dye. 

And lie renew me in his fall But hearkc. 

Drummes and Trumpets founds jwith great 
fkowts ofthe people. 

1. Con* Your NatiueTownc you enter’d likeaPcfte, 

And had no welcomes home, but he returnes 
Splitting the Ayre with noyfe # 

2. Con. And patient Fooles, 

Whofe children he hath flame, their bafe throats teard 
With giuing him glory. 

Con . Therefore at your vantage,! 

Ere he expreffe himfelfe, or moue the people 
With what he would fay, let him fcele your Sword; 
Which we will fecond, when he lies along 
After your way. His Tale pronounc’d, (hall bury 
His Reafons, with his Body. 

Auf Say no more. Heere come the Lord*, 

Enter the Lords of the City . 

All Lords . You are moft welcome home* 

Aujfl l haue not deferu’d it. 

But worthy Lords, haue you wichheedeperufed 
What I haue written to you ? 

All. We haue. 

1 .Lord. And grecue toheare’t: 

What faults he made before the laft, I chinke 
Might haue found cafic Fines : But there to end 
Where he was to begin,and giue away 
The benefit of our Leuies, anlwering vs 
With our owne charge: making a Trcatic,where 
T here was a ycclding; this admits no cxcufc* 


















































































Auf. He approaches, you fhall heare him. 

Enter Cotiolanuf marching with Drumme^aud Colours « The 
Commoners hang wtth him. 

Corio. Haile Lords, lam return’d your Souldier: 

No more infedled with my Countries loue 
Then when I parted hence: but (till fubfifting 
Vnder your great Command. You are to know. 

That profperoufly I haue attempted, and 

With bloody paffagc led your Warres, euen to 

The gates of Rome: Our fpoiles we haue brought home 

Doth more then counterpoize a full third part 

The charges of the Action. W e haue made peace 

With no leffe Honor to the Antiates 

Then fliame to th’Romaines. And we heere deliucr 

Subfcrib’d by’th’Confuls.and Patricians, 

Together with the Seale a’th Senat,what 
We haue compounded on. 

Ai*f. Read it not Noble Lords, 

But tell the Traitor in the higheft degree 
He hath abus’d your Powers. 

Corio. Traitor? How now? 

Auf. I Traitor, Martino. 

Corio. Martins ? 

Auf. I Martins, Cains Martins : Do’rt thou thinke 
He grace thee with that Robbery, thy ftolnename 
Coriolanut in Corioles ? 

You Lords and Heads a’ch’State.perfidioufly 
H e ha’s betray’d your bufinefle,and giuen vp 
For certaine drops ofSalt,your City Rome : 

I fay your City to his Wife and Mother, 

Breaking his Oath and Refolution, like 
A twift of rotten Silke, neuer admitting 
Counfailc a’th’warre: But at his Nurfes tcares 
He whin'd and roar’d away your Viflory, 

That Pages blulh’d at him, and men of heart 
Look’d wond’ring each at others. 

Corio. Heat'd thou Mars? 

eAssf Name not the God, thou boy of Tearcs, 

Corio. Ha? 

Aufid. No more. 

Corn. Mcafureleffc Lyar, thou haft made my heart 
Too great for what containes it. Boy? Oh Slaue, 
Pardon me Lords, ’tis the firft time that eucr 
I was forc’d to fcoul’d.Your judgments my graue Lords 
Muft giuc this Curre the Lye: and his owne Notion, 
Who weares my ftripes impreft vpon him, that 
Muft beare my beating to his Graue, fhall ioyne 
To thruft the Lyevntohim. 

i Lord. Peace both.and heare me fpeake. 

Corio. Cut me to peeces Voices men and Lads, 

Staine all your edges on me. Boy, falfe Hound: 

If you haue writ your Annales true, ’tis there, 

That like an Eagle in a Doue-coat, I 
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Flattet’d your Volcians in Corioles. 

Alone I did it. Boy. 

tAuf. Why Noble Lords, 

Will you be put in mindeofhisblinde Fortune 

Which was your ftiarae, by this vnholy Braggart > 
’Fore your owne eyes,and eares? ° 

tylli Conjp. Let him dye for’t. 

AH People. T care him to peeces,do it prefentlv • 

He kill’d my Sonne, my daughter, he kill’d mv r r 
Marcus, he kill’d my Father. 

z Lord. Peace hoe : no outrage,peace: 

The man is Noble,and his Fame folds in 
This Orbe o’th’earth: His laft offences to vs 
Shall haue Iudicious hearing; Stand Auffidnu 
And trouble not the peace. 

Corio. O that I had him,with fix Auff,dmff. s n . 

His Tribe, to vfe my lawfullSword. M 1 m ° re: 
jiuf Infolent Villaine. 

All Con/p. Kill,kill,kill,kilhkill him. 

Draw both the Conjpiratort, andkils l 

falles , Auffidius fttinds on him. ‘* 9 

Lords. Hold,hold,hold,hold, 

Auf. My Noble Mafters,hearcmcfpeake. 

I .Lord. OTullns. 

z.Lord. Thou hart done a deed,whercat 
Valour will weepe. 

3 Lord. Tread not vpon him Mafters.all be quiet 
Put vp your Swords. 

Auf. My Lords, 

When you (hall know (as In this Rage 
Prouok’d by him,you cannot ) the great danger 
Which this mans life did oweyou,you’lreioyce 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours 
To call me to your Senate, lie deliuer 
My felfc your loyall Seruant, or endure 
Your hcauieft Cenfure. 

1 . Lord. Beare from hence his body, 
Andmourneyoufor him. Let him be regarded 
As the rnoft Noble Coarfe, that eucr Herald 
Did follow to his Vrnc. 

2 . Lord. His owne impatience, 

Takes from Auffidius a great part of blame: 

Let’s make the Belt of it. 

Auf. My Rage is gone. 

And 1 am ftrucke with forrow. Take him vp s 
Helpc three a’ch’chccfeft Souldiers,Ile be one, 

Bcate thou the Drumme that it fpeakemournfully: 
Traile your fteele Pikes. Though in thisCity hee 
Hath widdowed and vnchildcd many a one, 

Which to this houre bewaile the Iniury, 

Yec he fhall haue a Noble Memory. Alfift. 

( Exeunt harm the "Body of Martins. A dtadldsrch 
Sonnded. 



FINIS, 


The Lamentable Tragedy of 

Titus Andronicus. 


c irftfus ‘Primus. Sccena Prim a. 



floarifr. Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft And then 
enter Saturninus and his Followers at one doorc , 
and Bafsianm and his Followers at the 
ether , with ‘Drum & Colours * 

Sat urn inns* 

Oble Patricians, Patrons of my right, 

Defend the iufticc of my Caulc with Armes. 
And Countrey-men, my louing Followers, 
Pleadc my Succefliue Title with your Swords. 
I was the firft borne Sonne, that was the laft 
That wore the Imperiall Diadem of Rome: 

Then let my Fathers Honours liuc iame. 

Nor wrong mine Age with this indignicie. 

Bafsianus. Roroaines, Friends, Followers, 

FauoutersofmyRighc: 

jfeuer Bafsianus, Cafars Sonne, 

Were gracious in the eyes of Roy all Rome, 

Keepethen this paffage to the Capitoll: 

And fuflfer not Di fhonour to approach 
Th’itnperiallSeate to Vertue : confecratc 
ToIuftice, Continence, and Nobility : 

ButletDefert in pure Election fhinc 5 

And Romanes, fight for Frcedomc in your Choice. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the CroWne. 

Princes, that ftriue by Factions, and by Friends, 
Ambitioufly for Rule and Empcry : 

Know, that the people of Rome for whom we fland 
A fpeciall Party, haue by Common voycc 
IhEleftion for the Romane Emperie, 

Chofen Andronicus , Sur-named Tious, 

For many good and great deferts to Rome* 

A Nobler man, a brauer Warriour, 

Lines not this day within the City Wallcs. 

He by the Senate is accitcd home^ 

From weary Warres againft the barbarous Cothes, 

That with his Sonnes (a terror to our Foes) 

Hath yoak’d a Nation ftrong, train’d vp in Armes. 

Ten yeares arefpent, fince firft he vndertooke 
This Caufc of Rome, and chafticed with Armes 
Our Enemies pride. Fiue times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his Valiant Sonnes 
InCoffins from the Field. 

And now at laft, laden with Honours Spoyles, 

Teturnes the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus , flourilhing in Armes. 


Let vs intreat, by Honour of his Name, .... . 

Whom (worthily) you would haue now fucceede* 

And in the Capitoll and Senates right, 

Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength, 
Difmifieyour Followers, and asSuters fhould, 

Pleade your Defcrcs in Peace and Humbleneffe* 
Saturnine . How fayre theTribunelpeakes, 

To calme my thoughts. 

Eafsia. tJMarctu Andronicus , fo I do affic 
In thy vprightnetfc and Integrity : 

And fo 1 Loue and Honor thee, and thine, 

Thy Noble Brother Titus , and hi sSonnes, 

And Her (to whom my thoughtsarc humbled all) 
Gracious Lauinia , Romes rich Ornamenr, 

That I will heere difmiflfe my louing Friends: 

And to my Fortunes, and the Peoples Fauour, 

Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh'd. 

Exit Souldiours. 

Saturnine. Friends, that haue bcene 
Thus forward in my Right, 

I thanke you all, and heere Difmifle you all. 

And to the Loue and Fauour of my Countrey, 

Commit my Sclfe, my Pcrfon, and the Caufe; 

Rome, be as iuft and gracious vneo me* 

As I am confident and kindc to thee. 

Open the Gates,and let me in. 

Bafsia. Tribunes, and me, a poore Competitor. 

F/ourifh. They go vp into the Senat houfi . 

Enter a Captains. 

Cap. Romanes make way: the good Andronicsss, 
Patron of Vertue, Romes belt Champion, 

Succeflcfull in the Battailes that he fights, 

With Honour and with Fortune is return’d. 

From whence he circumfcribed with his Sword^ 

And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 

Sound Drummes and Trumpets * And then enter two of Titus 
Sonnes; After thent^, two men bearing a Coffin cohered 
with blacke , then two other Sonnes , After thcm % Titus 
Andronicus , and then Tamer a the Jhteene of Gothes , (fr 
her two Sonnes Chiron and Demetrius, with eAaron the 
Moore,and others,as many as can bee: They fet downe the 
C°ffi» % and Titus fpeakes. 

Andronicus . Haile Rome: 

Vi&orious in thy Mourning WeedCs: 


Loe/ 












































































































oe as theBarke that hath difcharg’d his fraught, 

Icturncs with precious lading to the Bay, 

From whence at firft (he wcgih’d her Anchorage : 
Commeth Andronicus bound with Lawrell bowes. 

To rcfalutc his Country with his tearcs, 

Tcarcs of true toy for his returne to Rome, 

Thou great defender of this Capitol!, 

Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend, 
lomainesjoffiue and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 

-falfe of the number that King Priam had. 

Behold the poore temaines aliuc and de 3 d! 

Thefe that Suraine.let Rome reward with Loue: 

Thefe that 1 bring vnto their lateft home. 

With buriall amotigft their Aunceftors. 

Heere Gothcs haue giuen me leaue to fheath my Sword: 
Tttus vnkinde,and carelcffe of thine owne. 

Why fuffcr’ft thou thy Sonnes vnburied yet. 

To houer on the dreadfull fhore ofStix ? 

Make way to lay them by their Brethcren. 

They open the Tombe. 

There greete in filence as the dead are wont, 

And fleepe in peace,flaine in your Countries warres: 

O facred receptacle of my ioyes, 

Sweet Cell of vercue and Noblitie, 

How many Sonnes of mine haft thou in ftore, 

That thou wilt neuer render to me more f 

Ltic. Giue vs the proudeft prifoner ot the Gothcs, 
That we may hew his limbes,and on a pile 
Admanutfratrumf acrifice his flefh: 

Before this earthly ptifon of their bones* 

That fo the fhadowes be not vnappeas’d, 

Nor we difturb’d with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I giue him you,the Nobleft that Suruiues, 
Theeldeft Son ofthis diftrefted Qncene. 

jvm. Stay Romanic Brethercn,gracious Conqueror, 
Viftorious Trfw/ue the teares I fhed, 

A Mothers teares in paflton for her fonne: 

And if thy Sonnes were euer deere to thee. 

Oh thinke ray fonnes to be as deere to mec. 

Sufficeth not,that we are brought to Rome 
To beautifie thy Triumphs,and returne 
Captiue to thee,and to thy Romaine yoakc, 

But mull my Sonnes be flaughtred in the ftreeccs. 

For Valiant doings in their Countries caufc ? 

O ! Ir to fight for King and Common-wcalc, 

Were piety in thine,it is in thefe: 

Andronicus f ainenot thy Tombe with blood. 

Wilt thou draw neere the natute-ofthe Gods ? 

Draw neere them then in being mercifull. 

Sweet mercy is Nobilities true badge. 

Thrice Noble T ,rmqfparc my firft borne l'onne. 

Tit. Patient your felfe Madam,and pardon me, 

Thefe are the Brethren,whom you Gothes beheld 
Aliue and dead, and for their Brethcren flaine, 
Religioufly they aske a facrificc: 

To this your fonne is markt, and die he mu ft, 

T’appeafe their groaning ftiadowes that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him, and make a fire ftraight. 

And with our Swords vpon a pile of wood. 

Let’s hew his limbes till they be dcauc confum'd. 

Exit Sonnes wtfh Alarbus. 

Tam- Ocruell irreligious piety, 

Chi. Was euer Scythia halfe fo barbarous i 
Bern. OppofcmeScythiatoambitious Rome, 
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Alarbus goes to reft.andwc fijruiue, 

T o tremble vnder Titus threatning lookes. 

Then Madam ftand relblu’d,but hope wuhall 
The felfe fame Gods that arm’d the Queeneoftr 
With opportunitic of Charpe reuenge rc T 

Vpon the Thracian Tyfant in his Tent, 

May fauour Tumor a, the Queene of Gothes, 

( When Gothes wcrcGothes.and Tamara, was O 
To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes. V ^ tne , 

Enter the Sonnes ofAndronictu againe. 

Luci. See Lord and Father,how we haue perform’d 
Our Romaine t\vf\x.ti,AUrbHi limbs are lopt, ^ 

And intrals feedc the laerififing fire. 

Whole fmoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie 
Rcmaineth nought but to interre our Brethren 
And with low'd Larums welcome them to Rome 

Tit. Let it be fo,and let Androntcus 
Make this his lateft farewell to their foules* 

TloHrtfb. 

Then Sound Trumpets,and lay the Coffins in the Tonic 
In peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes ‘ 
Romes readied Champions,repofeyou hccrc in reft 
Secure from worldly chaunccs and mifhaps: 

Heere lurks no Treafon,heere no enuie fwels, 

Heere grow no damned grudges, heere arc no ftormes 
No noyle,but filence and Hternall fleepe, 
la peace and Honour reft you heere my Sonnes, 

Enter Lauinia, 

Laui. In peace and Honour,liuc Lord Txtm long, 
My Noble Lord andFather,liue inFames 
Loe at this Tombe my tributarie tearcs, 

I render lor my Brethcrcns Obfequies: 

And at thy feete 1 knecle,with teares ofioy 
Shed on the earth for thy returne to Rome. 

O bleffe me heere with thy viftorious hand, 

Whole Fortune Romes beft Citizens applau’d. 

Ti. Kind Rome, 

That haft thus louingly referu’d 

The Cordiall ofmine age to glad my hart, 

Lauinia liue,out-liue thy Fathers dayes: 

And Fames cternall dace for vertues praile. 

Marc. Longliue Lord Titus, my beloued brother, 
Gracious Triumpher in the eyes of Rome, 

Tit. Thankes GentlcTribune, 

Noble brother Marcus. 

Mar. And welcome, Nephews from fucceffull wars 
You that furuiuc and you that fleepe in Fame r 
Faire Lords your Fortunes arc all alike in all, 

That in your Countries feruice drew your Swords. 

But fafer Triumph is this Funerall Pompe, 

That hath afpir’d to Solons Happines, 

And Triumphs ouerchaunce in honours bed* 

Titus Andronicus,, thcpeopleofRomc, 

Whole friend in luftice thou haft euer bene, 

Send thee by rnc their Tribune and their truft, 

This Palliament of white and lpotlefie Hue, 

And name thee in Fleftion for the Empire, 

With thele our late deceafcd Empcrours Sonnes: 

Be Candidate then, and put ic on, 

And helpe to fet a head on hcadeffe Rome. 

Tit. A better headher Glorious body firs, 

Then hi* that fhakes for 1 age and fccblencfle: 
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VVbatlhould I d’on this Robe and trouble you. 

Re chofeo with proclamations to day, 

Tomorrow yeeld vp rule, refigne my lift, 
a d fet abroad new bufinefle for you all. • 

Pome I haue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 

A°d led my Countries flrength fucceffefully, 

And boded one and twenty Valiant Sonnes, 

Knic hted in Field, flaine manfully in Armes, 

In ri^hc and Seruicc of their Noble Countrie: 

( 3 iueme aftaffe of Honour for mine age, 
cm not a Scepter tocontroule the world* 

Vprisht he held it Lords,that held it laft. 

* Mar. Titus,than fhalt obtaine and aske the Emperie. 

Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune con’ft thou tell? 

Tim- Patience Prince Saturmmu . 

Sat. Romainesdomcrigbr. 
patricians draw your Swords ,andflieath them not 
■pill Saturninus beRomes Empcrour : 

Jjmicus would thou were fhipt to hell, 
gather then rob me of the peoples harts. 

lice. Proud Saturnine , interrupter of the good 
That Noble minded Titus meanes to thee. 

Tit. Content thee Prince,I will reftore to thee 
The peoples harts,and weane them from themlelucs. > 

Taft. A ndronicus ,1 do not flatter thee 
But Honour thee,and will doe till I die: 

My Faftion if thou ftrengthen with thy Friend ? 

I will moft tbankefull be,and tharikesto men 
OfNoblemindcs,is Honourable Meede. 

Tit, People of Rome,andNoble Tribune s heere, 

I aske your voyces and y our Suffrages, 

Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Tribunes. To gratifie the good Andronicus t 
And Gratulate his fafe returne to Rome, 

The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes I thanke you.and this fure I make. 

That you Create your Empcrours eldeft fonne. 

Lord Saturnine,who(e Vertues will 1 hope, 

Refleft on Rome as Tytans Rayes on earth. 

And ripen luftice in this Common-vveale: 

Thenifyou will cleft by my aduife, 

Crownehim, and fay: Longliue our Empcrour. 

Mar. An. With Voyces and applaufe ofcuery fort, 
Patricians and P ! cbeans we Create 
Lord Saturninus Romes Great Emperout. 

And fay, Long hue our Empcrour Saturnine. 

A long F/ourifh till they come dome. 

Satu. Titus Andronicus,fox thy Fauours done. 

To vs in our Eleftion this day, 

I giue thee thankes in part of thy Deferts, 

And will with Deeds requite thy gentlcncfti: 

And for an Onfet Titus to aduancc 
Thy Name.and Honorable Familie, 

Lauinia will I make my Emprefle, 

Rome sRoyall Miftris,Miftris ofmy hart 
And in the Sacred Pathan her cfpoufe : 

Tell me Andronicus doth this motion pleafe thee c? 

Tit. It doth nay worthy Lord,and in this match, 
IhoIdmeHighly Honoured ofyourGrace, 

And heere in ii^ht of Rome,to Saturnine, 

King and Commander of our Conimon-wealc, 

The Wide-vtorTds Emptrour,do 1 Confecratc, 

My Sword,my Chariot,and my Prifonerss, 

Prcfents weil Worthy Romes Imperiall Lord: 

Recciue them then,the Tribute that I owe, 

Mine Honours EnfignCs humbled at my feete. 


Satu. Thankes Noble TitusFiihci of my life. 

How proud I am of thee,and of thy gifts 
Rome fhall rtcord,and when I do forget 
The leaft of thefe vnfpeakable Deferts, 

1 Romans forget your Fealtic to me. 

Tit. Now Madam are your prifoner to an Empcrour, 
To him that for you Honour and your State, 

Will vfeyou Nobly and your followers. 

Satu. A goodly Lady,truft me of the Hue 
That I would choofe, were I to choofc a new : 

Cleere vp Faire Qucene that cloudy countenance, 

Though chaoceofwarre 

Hath wrought this change of cheere, 

Thou com’ftnot to be made a fcorne in Rome: 

Princely fliall be thy vfage euery way. 

Reft or. my word,and let not difeontent 
Daunt all your hopes: Madam he comforts you. 

Can make your Greater then the Queene of Gothcs ? 
Lauinia you are not difpleaf’d with this ? 

Lau. Not I my Lord,fith trueNobilitie, 

Warrants thefe words in Princely curtcfie. 

Sat, Thankes fweete Romans let vs goe: 

Ranfomlcfle heere we fet our Prifoners free, 

Prochime our Honors Lords with Trumpe and Drum. 
Pafs. Lord Titus by your leaue,this Maid is mine. 

Jit. How fir i Arc you in earneft then my Lord ? 

Bafs. 1 Noble Titsss, and refold'd withall. 

To doe my felfe this reafon, and this right. 

Marc. Suumcuicjuamjs ourRomaneluftice, 

This Prince in luftice ceazethbut his owne. 

Luc. And that he will and (hall, if Lucius liue. 

Tit. Tray tors auant,where is the Empcrours Guarde? 
Treafon my Lord,Lauinia is furpril’d. 

Sat . SurpriPd, by whom ? 

Bafs. By him that iuftly may 
Beaie his Betroth’d,from all the world away. 

Mutt. Brothers helpe to conuey her hence away. 

And with my S word lie keepe this doote fafe. 

Tit. Follow my Lord,and He foone bring her backe, 
Afut. My Lordyou paffe not heere. 

Tit. Whatvi!laincBoy,bar‘ftmemy way in Rome? 
Mat. Helpe Lucius helpe. He kils him. 

Luc. My Lord you are vniuft,and more ihen to. 

In wrongfull quarrell,you haue flaine your fon. 

Tit. Nor thou, nor he are any fonnes ofmine. 

My fonne* would neuer fo diftionour me. 

Tiaytor reftore Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Luc. Deadifyou will, but not to be his wife, 

That is anothers lawfull promift Loue. 

Enter aloft the Emperour tvith Tamor a and her two 
fonnes,and Aaron the Moore. 

Empe. No 7 Vr/w,no,the Emperour needs her not. 

Nor her,nor thee,norany ofthy ftocke: 
lie truft by Lcifure him that mocks me once. 

Thee neuer: nor thy Trayterouj haughty fonnes, 
Confederates all,thu* to difhonour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Saturnine ? Full well Andronicus 

Agree theft Deeds,with that proud bragge of thine. 

That faid’ft ,1 beg’d the Empire at thy hands. 

Tit. O monftrous,what reproachfull words are thefe ? 
Sat. But goe thy waycs,goe giue that changing pecce, 
To him that flburifht for her with his Sword : 

A Valliant fonne in-law thou fbaltenioy a 
One,fk to bandy with thy lawleflc Sonnes, 
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To ruffle in the Commo»-vrealth ofRome. 

Tit, Thefe words are Razors to my wounded hart. 
Sat. And therefore louely Tamara Qucene ofGothes, 
That like the (lately 7 bebe mong’ft her Nimpbs 
Doft ouer-fhine the Gallant'd Dames of R omc. 

If thou be pleaf’d with this my fodaine choyle, 

Behold I choofe thee Tamora for my Bride, 

And will Create thee Emprefle ofRome. 

Spcakc Queene of Goths doft thou applau’d my choyfe? 
And heere 1 fweare by all the RomaineGods, 

SithPricft and Holy-water arc fo neere, 

And Tapers burne fo bright, andcucry thing 
In readines for Hymeneus h and, 

I will not refalute the ftrccts ofRome, 

Or clime my Pallacc.ttll fiom forth this place, 

I leade efpouf’d my Bride along with me. 

Tamo. And heere in fight of heauento Rome I fwearc. 
If Saturnine aduancc the Queen of Gothe?, 

Shee will a Hand-maid be to his defires, 

A louing Nurfe, a Mother tohis youth, 

Satur. AfcendFaire Qecne, 

Panthean Lords } accompany 

Your Noble Emperour and his louely B:ide, 

Sent by theheauensfor Prince Saturn.ne, 

Whole wifedome hath her Fortune Conquered, 

There (hall wc Confommate our Spoulall rites, 

Exeuntomncs. 

Tit . I am not bid to Waite vponthis Bride; 

Titus when wer’t thou wont to walke alone, 
Dilhonoured thus and Challenged of wrongs ? 

Enter tMarcus and Tit/a Sonnes. 
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i.Sonne. Father,andin thatnamedothtuiT"^ 
Tit. Speake thou no more if all the reft r 'P c, l 

t-Mar. Renowned Titus more then halfc J T te<ie ' 
Luc. Deare Father,foule and fubftanceof v ' „ 
Uttar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inters ** 
His Noble Nephew heere in venues neft 
That died in Honour and LauiniJs caufe* 

Thou art a Romaine,be not barbarous: 

The Greekes vpon aduife did bury Ajax 
That flew himfelfe: And Laertes fonne. 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals ; 

Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy 
Be bar’d his entrance heere. 

Tit. Rife Marcus,rife, 

The difmall’ft day is this that ere I faw. 

To be di (honored by my Sonnes in Rome : 

Well ,bury him,anjl bury me the next. 

They put him in theTombe. 

Lhc. There lie thy bones fweet Mutius with th 

Till we withTrophecsdo adorne thyTomho tc- . 

They alikneele and fay ' ^ 

No man (bed teares for Noble Mutius, 

He liues in Famc^that di’d in vertues caufe. 

Mar, My Lord to ft_*p ouc of thefe lodden dump **' 
How comes it that the fubtile Queene ofGothes 
Is of a fodaine thus aduanc’d in Rome ? * 

77. I know not Marcus : but I know it is 
(Whether by deuile or no) the heauens can tel! 
is ihenot then beholding to the man. 

That brought her for this high good turne fo fane? 
Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. 


Mar O Tit us fee 10 fee what thou haft done! 

In a bad quarrell,flaine a Vertuous fonne, 

Ttt. No foolifh T ribune,no; No fonne of mine. 

Nor thou, nor thefe Confedrates in the deed. 

That hath difhonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brother, and vnworthy Sonnes. 

Lues. B Jt 1st vs giue him buriail as b.comes: 

Giue xJMutius buriail with otirBrethcren. 

Tit. Traytorsaway,hereft'snotin thisTombc: 

This Monument fiuc hundreth yeares hath ftood. 

Which I hauc Sumpcuoufly rc-edificd ; 

Heere none but Souldiers.and Romes Seruitors, 

Repofe in Fame: None bafely flainc in brailles. 

Bury him where you can,he comes not heere. 

Mar. My Lord this is impiety inyou. 

My Nephew LMuttus deeds do plead tor him. 

He muft be buried with his bretheren. 

Ttt us t wo Sonnes fp takes. 

And ftiall,or him wc wil 1 accompany. 

77. And (hall J What villaine was it fpake that word t 
Titus fonne fpeakes. 

He that would vouch’d ic in any place but heere. 

Ttt. What would you bury him in my defpight ? 
Mar. No Noble 77r«s,but intreat of thee. 

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus , Eucn thou haft ftroke vpon my Crcft, 
And with thefe Boyc* mine Honour thou haft wounded. 
My foes I doc repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more,but get you gone. 
i.Sonne. He is not himfeitc.let vs withdraw. 
z.Sonne. Notl tell ATutius bones be buried. 

The "Brother and the fonnes kneele. 

?Jar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plca'd. 


Fiour.fh. 

Enter the Emperor, Tamora, and her two font, with the »l M , 
at one doore. Enter at the other doore Bafttetm mi 
Lauinia with others. 

Sat. So Bafsianuty you haue plaid your prize, 

God giue you ioy fir of your Gallant Bride. 

Bafs. A nd you of yours my Lord; I fay no more. 
Nor wifh nolefle,and fo I takemyleaue. 

Sat. Traytor,if Rome hauc law,or we hauepower, 
Thou and thy Fa&ion (hall repent this Rape, 

Bafs. Rape call you it my Lord,to ceafe my owne, 
My true betrothed Loue, and now my wife ? 

But let the la wes ofRome determine all, 

Meane whilel am poffeft of that is mine. 

Sat. ’Tisgood fir: you are very (bore with vs. 

But if we liue,wcele be as fbarpe with you. 

Bafs. My Lord,what I haue done as beft 1 may, 
Anfwere I muft, and (hall do with my life, 

Onely thus much 1 giue your Grace to know, 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This Noble Gentleman Lord Titus heere, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong'dj 
That in the refeueof Lauinia, 

With his owne hand did flay hisyoungeft Son, 

In zealc to you,and highly mow’d to Wrath. 

To be cpntroul’d in that he frankly gaue; 

Receiue him then to fauour Saturnine , 

That hath expre’ft himfelfe in all his deeds, 

A Father and a friend to thee,and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Bafsianus leaue to plead my Deeds, 
’Tis thou, and thofe, that haue difhonoured me, 
Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue lou’d and Honour’d Saturnine. 

Tam, My worthy Lord if cucr Tamora, 


thofe Princely eyes ofchinc, 

? hen heare me (peakc indifferently for all: 

* n A at my fute (iwcet) pardon what :s paft. 

^ Situ. What Madam, be difhonoured openly, 
ind bafely put it Yp without reuenge ? 

1 T A m. Not (o my Lord, 

The Gods ofRome for-fend, 

1 (Rould be Authour to diftionouryou. 
gut on mine honour dare, I vndertake 
L aood Lord Titus innocence in all: 

Whofe fury not diflembled fpeakes his griefes : 

Then at my fute looke gracioufly on him, 
toofe not fi> noble a friend on vaine fuppofe, 

N - or with fowre lookes afflift his gentle heart. 

Lord, be rul’d by mc,be wonne at laft, 
pilfemble all your griefes and difeontents, 
y 0 u are but newly planted in your Throne, 

Tcaft then the people, and Patricians too, 

Ypon a iuft furuey take Titus part, 

^nd fo fupplant vs for ingratitude, 

VVhichRome rC p U tes to be a hainous fin ne. 

Yeeld at intreats, and then let me alone: 

Htfinde a day to uiaffacrc them all, 

And race their fa<ftion,and their famiiie, 

The crucllFathcr.and his trayt’rous fonnes. 

To whom I fued for my deare fonnes life. 

And make them know w hat ’tis to Jet a Queene. 
Kneele in the ftreetes,ar.d beg for grace in vaine. 
Come.come,fweet Emperour,(comc Andronicus ) 
Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart. 
That dies in tempeft of thy angry frownc. 

King. Rife Titus, rife, 

My Empreffe hath preuail’d. 

Tttus. I thanke your Maiefiie, 

And her my Lord. 

Thefe words,chefe lookes, 

Infufencwlifcin me. 

Tamo. Titus,l am incorparate in Rome, 
ARoman now adopted happily. 

And muft aduife the Empcrour for his good, 

This day all quarrels di e Andronicus. 

And let it be mine honour good my Lord, 

That I hau<*reconcil’d your friends and you. 

For you Prince Bafsianus,! haue paft 
My word and promife to the Emperour, 

That you will be more mildc and tratftable. 

And fearc not Lords ; 

And you Lamnia, 

By my aduife all humbled on your knees. 

You mall 3 ske pardon ofhis Maicftie. 

Son. We doe. 

And vow to heauen, and to his Highnes, 

That what we did, was mildly, as wc might, 
Tendrittg our fillers honour and our owne. 

Mar. That on mine honour heere I do proteft. 
King. Away and talkc not,troublc vs no more. 
Tamora. Nay,nay, 

Sweet Emperour, we muft all be friends, 
TheTribunc and his Nephews kneele for grace, 

1 will not be denied,fweet hait looke back. 

King. Marcus, 

For thy fake and thy brothers heere. 

And at my louely Tamara s intreats, 

Idoet emit thefe young mens haynous faults. 

Stand vp: Ldwm^though you left me like a churlc, 
I found a fricnd,and fute as death I ( ware. 
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_ 3 ? 

I would not part a Batchellour from the Prieft. 

Come, if the Emperour s Court can feaft two Brides, 
You are my gueft Lauinia, and your friends: 

This dayflull be a Loue-day Tamora. 

Tit. To morrowand it plcafeyour Maieftie, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me^ 

With home and Hound, 

Wcele giue your Grace Bon icur, 

Satur, Be ic fo Tit ut,tin d Gramercy to. Exeunt. 


llourijb. 


Enter Aaron alone. 


Amt, Now climbeth Tamora Olympus toppe. 

Safe out of Fortunes (hot, and fits alofc. 

Secure of Thunders cracke or lightning flaflr, 

Aduanc’d about pale enuies threatning reach: 

As when the goldenSunne falutesthe morne. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames, 

Gallops theZodiacke in his gliftering Coach, 

And ouer-lookes the highett piering hills: 

Sn\Ta?nora t 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 

And vertue ftoopes and crembics at her frownc. 

Then Aaron arme thy hart,and fit thy thoughts, 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Mtftris, 

And mount her pitch, whom thou in ttiumph long 
Haft prifoner held, fettred iq amorous chaines, 

And fafter bound to Aarons charming eyes, 

Then is Prometheus ti’de to Caucafus. 

Away with flauifh weedes,and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright and {bine in Pearle and Gold* 

To waite vpon this new made Emprefle. 

To waite faid I i To wanton with this Queen®, 

This Goddcffe,this Semerimis, this Queene, 

This Syren.that will charmc Romes Saturnine, 

And fee his fhipwracke 5 and his Common weales. 

Hollo,what ftorme is this ? 

Enter Chiron and Bemetritss brauing. 

Bern. Chiron thy yeres wants wit,thy wit wants edge 
A id manners to intru’d where I am grac’d, 

Ar.d may for ought thou know’ft affedted be. , 

Chi. Demftriirs.thou doo’ft ouer-weene in all, 

And fo in this, to bc 3 rc me downc with braues, 

’ Tis not the difference of a yeere or two 
Makes melefle gracious,or thee more fortunate s 
1 am as able,and as fit,as thou. 

To feme,and todeferuemy Miftris grace, 

Atidthatmy fword vpon thee fhallapproue. 

And plead my paflions for Lauinia s loue. 
-^nw.Clubs,cIubs,thefe louers will not keep the peace. 
Dem. Why Boy,although our mother (vnaduifed) 
Gaue ^ou a daunfing Rapier by your fide, 

Are you fo defperate growne to threat your friends ? 

Goe too: haue your Lath glued within your (heath, 

Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. Meancwhilc fir,withthclittleskilllhaue,' 

Full well (halt thou perceiuc how much I dare. 

Deme. IBoy.gtowyefobraue^ They drome. 

Aron. Why how now Lords ? 

So were the Emperours Paliace dare you draw. 

And, 
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And maintaine fuch a quarrell openly ? 

Full well I wote, the ground of all this grudge. 

I would not for a million of G old. 

The caufe were knowne to them it moft concernes. 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fo di (honored in the Court of Rome: 

For (hame put vp. 

Deme. Not I, till'l haue fheathM 
My rapier in his bofome,and withall 
Thruft thefe reprochfull fpeeches downe his threat. 

That he hath breath’d in my dilhonour hcere. 

Chi. For that I am prepar’d,and full refolu’d, 

Foule fpoken Co ward, 

Thatthundrefl with thy tongue, 

And with thy weapon nothing dat’d performe. 

Aron . A way I fay. 

Now by the Gods that warlikeGothes adore, 

This pretty brabble will vndoo vs all: 

Why Lords,and thinkc you not how dangerous 
It is to fet vpon a Princes right ? 

What is Lattinia then become fo loofe. 

Or Bafsiantts fo degenerate, 

That for her loue fuch quarrels may be broachr. 
Without contronlcmcnt, Iuftice, or reuenge? 

Young Lords beware, and fhould the Empreffe know, 
This difeord ground.thc mulicke would not pleafe. 

Chi. I care not I, knew (he and all the world, 

I loue Lauinia more then ail the world. 

Demet. Youngling, 

Learne thou to make fome meaner choife, 

Lauinia is thine elder brothers hope. 

Aron. Why are ye mad ? Or knowye not in Rome, 
How furious and impatient/hey be. 

And cannot brooke Competitors in loue ? 

I tell you Lords,you doe but plot your deaths. 

By this deuife. 

Chi. A.iron t % thoufand deaths would I propofe. 

To archieue her whom 1 do loue. 

Aron. To atcheiuc her,how ? 

Deme. Whyynak’ft thou it fo ftrange ? 

Shee is a woman,therefore may be woo'd, 

SHec is a v»o;nan,thcrfore may be wonne, 

Sheers Lauinia therefore mud be Iou’d 
What man, more water glideth by the Mill 
Then wots t he Miller of, and cafie it is 
Of a cut loafe to rtea’e a fhiue we know: 

Though r Bt\fsianue be the Emperours brother. 

Better then he haue yeomcFulcans badge, 

Aron, - I, and as good as iaturnius may. 

Deme. Then why ftiould he difpairt that knowes to 
With words, faire iookes.and liberality: (court it 

What haft not thou full often ftrucke a Doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers tiofe i 

Aron, Why then it ieemes loinc certaine fnatch or fo 
Would ferue your turnes. 

Chi. I fo the rtirne were ferued. 

Deme, Aaron thou haft hit it. 

Aron. Would yon had hit it too. 

Then fliould not we be tfr’d with this adoo: 

Why hatke yee, harke'yee, aud are you fuch fooles, 

To fquare for this / Would it offend you then ? 

Chi. Faith not me. 

Deme. Nor me,(b I were one. 

Aron. For flume be friends, & ioyne for that youiar: 
’Tis pollicie,arrd*ftratageme mu ft dee 
That you affe&,and fo muft you refolue, 


l nac what you cannot as you would atchciuT - 
You muft perforce accomplifti as you may : * 

Take this of:m c^Lucrtec was not more chaft* 

Then this Lautma, Bafsiantu loue, 

A fpeedier courfe this lingring languifhment 
Muft we purfue, and I haue found the path: 

My Lords, a folcmne hunting is in hand. 

There will the louely Roman Ladies trooper 
The Forreft walkes arc wide and fpacious 
And many vnfrequented plots there arc. 

Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie: 

Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 

And ftrike her home by f orce,if not by words’ 

This way or not at all,ftand you in hope. 
Come,come,our Empreffe with her lacred wit 
To villainie and vengance confecrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And fire (hall file our engines with aduife, 

That will not (uffer you to fquare your felues 
But to your wifhes height aduance you both* 

The Emperours Court islike the houfe of Fame 
Thcpallacc fullof tongucs,of eycs,ofearcs: 

The Woods are ruthleffc, dreadfull,deafe,and dull • 
There (peakc,and ftrike braueBoyes,«c takeyourturne 
There ferue your lulls, (hadow’d from heaueuseye 
And reuell in Lauinia s Treafur ie. 

Chi , Thy counfell Lad fmclls of no cowardife, 
Deme. Si} fas out nefas, till I finde the ftreamts * 

To code thi s heat, a Charme to calme their (its * 

Per Stigia per wwies Teh or. ’ p v 

Enter Titus Andronictts andhU three fames, nMkimsmf 
n>ith hounds and homes, and tJMarcus, 6 


Tit. The hunt is vp, the morne is bright and gray, 
The fields are fragrant - , and the Woods arc gresne, ' 
Vncouple heere, and let vs make a bay, 

And wake the Emperour, and hi s louely Bride, 

And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peak, 

That all the Court may eccho with the noy fe. 

Sonnes let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To attend the Emperours perfon carefully: 

1 haue bene troubled in my fleepe this nig!*, 

But dawning day new comfort hathinfpir’d. 

Wsude Hemes, 

Heere a cry ofbettndes , and winds homes in a f tale,then 
Enter SaturuiMs i Tamora i ’BaJfianus,La*inia,Chim t De 
metrius,aadtheir Attendants. 

Ti. Many good morrowes to your Maicflle, 
Madam toyouasmanyandasgood. 

I promifed your Grace, a Hunters peak. 

Satur. And you haue rung it luftily my Lordij 
Somewhat to earely for new married Ladies. 

13iifs. Ld#i«»4,how fay you ? 

Laui. I fay no: 

I haue bene awak e t wo houres and more, 

Satur. Come on then, horfe and Chariots letvs hMf 

And to our fport: Madam,now (hall ye fee, 

Our Romaine hunting. 

Mar. I haue dogges my Lord, 

Will rouze the proudefl Panther in the Chafe, 

And clime the higheft P omontary top. 

Tit. And I haue horfe will follow where the gaffie 
Makes way, and runnes likes Swallowes ore.thepl J *ne 

Deme. Chm 
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'chironwe hunt not vve,with Horle nor Hound 
Vf n>e ‘ t0 plucke a dainty Doe to ground. Exeunt 
But hope v Enter Aaron alone. 

, n pj e : hat had wit,would thinke that I Had none, 

T bur fo much Gold vnder aTrce, 

llneuer after to inherit it. 

f .' uip, that thinks of me fo abietf ly, 

v ... t lut this Gold mull coine a ftratageme, 

Sch cunningly *fteilcdjWill'bcgec 

' ry excellent pccce of v-tlktiy i 
. iforcpofe-fwcet Gold for their Vnrcft, 

ttu haue their Aimes otic of the Empreflc Chert. 

Enter Taihord to the Moore. y 
Two. Mjr lonely Aaron t 
therefore lock’d thou fad, 

\\ hcn cucry thing doth make aGIcefuil bo 3 ft ? 
ll lC j}irds chaunt melody on euery bufh, 

TheSoake lies rolled in the chtareftfll Stlnne, ; 

The greene leaucs quiucr. with the cooling windc, 

And make a sheker’d fhadow on the ground : 

Wilder their fwcete (hade,<t Aaron let vs fit, ’ 

And whil s ft rhe babling Eccho mocVs the Hounds y 
Replying fhrilly to the well cun d-Hornes, 

^ if a double hunt were heard at once, 

[ ci vs fit downe,and mavke their yelping noy fe: 

And after conflift, fuch as was iuppos'd. 

The wandring Prince and Dido once enioy’d, 

When with a happy ftormc they were furpris'd. 

And Curtain’d with a Counfailc-keeping Caue, 

W r c may each w f reathcd in the others armes, 

(Oiirpartimcs done)po{Tc(rc a Golden flumber, 

Whiles Hounds and Hornes,and fwcet Melodious Birds 
Be vnto vs, as is a Nurfes Song 
OfLullabie,to bring her Babe afleepc. 

Aron. Madame, 

Though Venus gouetneyour dcfircs, 

Saturnc is Dominacor ou cr mine: 

What fignifies my deadly (landing eye. 

My filence,and my Cloudy Melancholic, 

My fleece of Woolly haire,that now vncurles, 

Eucnas an Adder when fhc doth vnrcfwlc 
Todo fome facall execution ? 

No Madam,tfiefe arc no Vcneriall fignes, 

Vengeance is in my heart,death in my hand. 

Blood, and reuenge,arc Hammering in my head. 

Harke Tawora,t.hc Empreflc of my Soule, 

Which ncuer hopes more hcauen ,thcn reft s in thee, 

This is the day of Doomc for Bafsianw; 

His Vhtlomel muft loofe her tongue to day. 

Thy Sonnes make Pillage of her Chaftity, 

And walb their hands in BaJJhwm blood. 

Sceft thou this Letter,take it vp I pray thet. 

And giue the King this fatall plotted Scrowle. 

Now queftion me no more, we are cfpied, 

Heere comes a parcell of our hopefull Booty, 

Which dreads not yet their liues deftrudfton. 

Enter Baffin tv and Lattinia. 

Tamof Ah m.y fweet CMoore: 

Sweeter to me then life. 4 

Aron. No more great Empreflc Jdoffiantu comes, 
ecroffe with him,and He goe fetch thy Sonnes 
Tobacke thy quarrell what fo ere they be# 

Batfi. Whom haue we hcere ? 

Romes Roy all Emprefle, I 



Vnfurniftuofour well belecming troope? 

Or is it Dim habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groues, 

To fee the general! Hunting in this Forreft ? 

Tamo* Sawcic contiouler of our priuate fteps; 

Had I the power, that fome lay Dim had, 

Thy Temples fhould be planted prefently. 

With Hornes, as was A&eons> and the Hounds 
Should driue vpon his oew transformed limbes, ' 

Vnmannerly Intruder as thou art.- 

Laui. Vnder your patience gentle Emprefle, 

Tis thought you haue a goodly gift, in Horning, 

And to be doubted ; thac your Moore and you 

Are Angled forth to cry experiments :i 

loue fheild your husband frbm his Hounds to day, 

Tis pitcy they fhould takehim^or a Stag. 

Baft. Belceue me Queens,your fwarth Gymerion, 
Doth make your Honour of fths bodies Hue, 
Spoiced,deteft*ed,and abhominable. 

Why arc you fcqu£ftred from all your traih’ 6 ? 
Difr.i:ounted from your Suow’-whitc gobdly Steed, 

/ind wandred hither to ari obfctirc plot!, 

Accompanied with & bzibitous Moore, * 

If foule dcflre had not cfdnduS i ed you? ' y 
Latfi. And being intercepted in yoUr’fpbrt, 

Great rcafori that my Noble Lord, be rd;cu 0 
For Saucinefle,! pray youTct VS hence, 

And let her ioy her Rauch coloured loiie, 

This valley fits the purpofe paffing well. 

Baft. The King my Brother (lull haue notice* of thi'sl 
Laui. I,for thcic flips haue made him noted long, 
Good King, to be fo mightily abufed. 

Tamora. Why I haue patience to endufc all this ? 
^nter Chiron and Demetrius* 

T)em How now deerc Soiieraignc 
And our gracious Mother, 

Why doth your Highnes looke fo pale and wan ? 

Tamo. Haue I not reafon thinke you to looke pale. 
Thefe two haue tic’d me hither to this place, 

A barren,detefted vale you fee it is. 

Th c Trees though Sommer,yet forlorne and Icane, 
Ore-come with Mofle,and balefull Miflelto. 

Heere neuerfhines the Sunne,hcere nothing breeds, 
Vnlefle the nightly Owlc>or fatal! Raucn : 

And when they fhew’d me this abhorred pit. 

They told me heere at dead time of the night, 

A thoufand Fiends,a thoufand lading Snakes, 

Ten thoufand fwelling Toadcs,as many Vrchins* 

Would make fuch fearefull and confufcd cries. 

As any mortal! body hearing it, 

Should ftraice fall mad,or elfc die fuddcnly. 

No fooncr had thry told this hcllifh talc, 

But ftraic they told me they would binde me heere, 

Vnto the body of adifmallyew, 

And leaue me co this mUerable death. 

And then they coll’d me foule Adultcrcflc, 

Lalciuious Goth^nd all the bittereft cearmes 
That euer earc did heare to fuch effect. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

1 his vengeance on me had they executed: 

Reuenge it,as you loue your Mothers life, 

Or be ye not henceforth cal’d my Children# 

Dent* This'is a witnefle that i am thy Sonne, flab him* 
Chi . And this for me, 

Strook home co (hew my ftrength. 

Lani. I come Semtramu nay Barbarous Tamara* 

d d For 
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For no name fits thy nature but thy owne. 

Tam. Giue me thy poyniard,you flial know my boyes 
Your Mothers hand fhall right your Mothers wrong. 

Verne, Stay Madam hecre is more belongs to her, 
Firft t hr a lli the Come,then after burne the tt'raw,: 

This Minion flood vpon her chaftity, 

Vpon her Nuptial^yow,hcr loy^ltie. 

And with that painted hope,braues yo.ur Migluinefic, 
And fhall (he carry this vnto her graue ? 

Chi. And if (he doe, ,,oir . : v 

I would I were an Eunuch, ... 

Drag hence her husband to:fomc fecrct hplp,rf ■ ■ 
And make hifdead Trunks Pi > Jow to our lull. 

Tamo. But when yc haue, the h?ny, we-delire, 

Let not this Wafpe quc-diue.vsjbqth to fling. 

Chir. I warrant you Madam wewill make that furc: 
Copie MifUfonbw perforce;wpwill cnioy. 

That nice-prefo)ued hppfGy ofyoups. ;tjr . . .. 

Laui. Oh7"4W9r4,thonby^r|fhayyomanfa£e. 

Tamo. Lsyj^tfpt hcare hft .fpeake,3*:ay jjHth ; hcr... 
L**&. Swe^flgOf d? inrrt^h^r he^tc me but a word» 
Demit. Liftcn/atrc Madam,let itLje your.glyxy t 

Toieehertcares.but^ypii^jiarttothttm^g-;, 
Asvnrelentviigflirtt.todro^Sjqf^ine.,; .uhi;':!. .i ’ 

Laui. Wlj^id^hc TigyfS.young-qnes 153$ tljgtffm? 
Odoenotlcarpeh?twta^^ej^ht,itt|i<|^ * u -. . 

The milke thou fuck’ft from her did rUrne tq. Marble, 
Eucn at thy Teat thouhad 1 ^thyTytaniiy,,. 

Yet eucry Mother breeds not %.nnc.s aljkc^ . y 
Do thou intreat her fhew ayifpn^h pitty. 

Chiro. What, 

Woutd’fli thouhVue me proy^piy felfe a baftafd ? 

Laui. Tis true, _ . ,,1. ■/ • v 

The Rauen doth not hatch a Larke,. 

Yet hauel heardjO’h couid 1 findc it now. 

The Lion mou d with pitty,did ind.urc 
To haue nis Princely pawes.par’d all away. 

Some fay,thac Rauens fofter forborne children, 

The whilTt their owne birds famUh in theifiiffts: 

Oh be to me though thy hard harpfay.no, 

Nothing fo kind but fomething pittifull. 

Tamo. I kqownotwhatitmeanes.avvay with her. 
LattiHf Ohict m.c teach theefor my Fathers fake, 

■ That gaue thft life when well he;tn\ght haue flaine thee: 

, Be not obduratij'open thy ejeafe eares. 

Tamo. Had'd tfiou in perlon here offended me. 

* Eucn for histake am I pittileffc: 

Remember Boyes I powr’d forth teares in vaine. 

To faue your brother from the fecrificc. 

But fierce Andronicus would not relent, 
i Therefore away with her,and,yfe her as you will. 

The worfe tohc'r,the better {ow’d of me. 

Laui. Ob Tamora, 

Be call’d a geiule Qucene, 

And with thine owne hands kill me in this place. 

For ’tis not hfo.chat I haue beg’d fo long, 

Poore I wa|ilai.hc, when TaJJlamu dy’J, 

Tam. Whatbcg’li thou then ? fond woman let me go ? 
Laui. ’Tisjatci’cnt death 1 beg,and one thing more, 
Thac womanhood' denies my tongue to tell :• 

Oh keepe me from their worfe then killing luff. 

And tumble me into Come loarhfome pit. 

Where neuer mans eye may behold my body. 

Doe this,and be a charitable murderer. 

Tam. So fliould I rob my 1 weet Sonnes of their fee. 
No let them fatiffie their lull on thee. 




: ‘ore, 


ante, 




Verne. Away, " —^ 

For thou haft (laid vs heere too long, 

Lauinia. NoGarace, 

No womanhood ? Ah bcaflly creature 
The blot and enemy to our gcnerall name 
Confufion Fall—— 

Chi. Nay then lie flop your mputh 

Bring thou her husband,’ \ 

This is the Hole where .^rouhid v> hide |ij m 
Tam. Farewell my Sonnes'jfee that youS , 

N«e let my heart know merry checrc indeed* C 
Till all the.^akp^c/.bemadeaway^, ;> u ’ 

Now will I hence rp-feeke roy.louely Moore 
And let my fplccnefull Sonnes this Trttftdeft’<j Ure 

Enter Aaron with twoofTittuSoii^s 
Aron. Come on my Lord^the better foote b f 
Straight will ! bringyou to thedothlonie pit ^ 
Wher ( e. J cfpied the Panther faft afleepe. •••.*■ > 

Quin. My fight is very dull whit erditbodes 

Marti. And mine Ipromifeyou.werc it not fork. 
Well could I lcaue our fportto fleepe awhile, * 
Quin. What art thou falltn? . 

What fubtile Hole is this, ' 

Whofem uthiscouered with-Rude.growing Briers 

Vpon whole leaues are drops-of new-fhed-blood * 

Asfrefhasmuiningsdew diftil donflowers * 

A very fatal! place it (ccmes to me: 

Speake Brother haft thou hurt thee with the falp 
Marti us. Oh Brother, * 

With the difinal’ft obieft 
That eucr eye with fighc made heart lament, 

Aron. Now will 1 fetch the King to findc them heere 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle. 

How thelc were they that made away his Brother. 

Marti. Why doft not comfort me and helpe mou: 
From this vnhallow’d and blood-ftainedHole? 

Quintus. I am iurprifed with an vncouch fearc 
A chilling l weat orc-runi my trembling loynts, ’ 

My heart Culpefts more then mine eie can fee, " 
Marti, To prone thou haft a true diuining heart, 
Aaron and thou looke downe into this den, 

And fee a fcarefull fight of blood and death. 

Quintus. Aaron is gone, 

And my compaftionate heart 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold . 

The thing whereat it trembles by furmife: 

Oh tell me how it is,for nere till now 
Was I a child,to feare I know not what. 

Marti. Lord Tafftanns lies embrewed heere, 

AH on a heape like to the flaughtred Lambe, 

In this detefted, darke,blood-drinking pit, 

Qu.in, If it be darke,how dooft thou know'tis he? 
Mart. Vpon his bloody finger he doth weare 
A precious Ring,that lightens all the Hole: 

Which like a Taper in fome Monument, 

Doth fhine vpon the dead mans earthly cheekes, 

And fhewes the tagged intrailcs of the pit: 

So pale did flaine the Moone on Piramses, 

When he b y night lay bath’d in Maiden b lood: 

O Brother helpe me with thy fainting hand. 
Iffearehathmadethee faint,asnieeit hath, 

Out of this fell dcuouring receptacle, 

As hatefull as 0 <r»/«rmi(he mouth. 

Quint. Reach me thy hand,that I may help: thee out 


- '^^eftrcng*to^ oe thee fo much good, 

01 * he plucks into the fwallowing wombe, 
deepe pitjpoorc Tafsianuf graue: 

0 flVetH’tb to plucke thee to thebrinkc. 

1 ”^.Nos 1 no fttength to clime without thy help. 

*J. -phy hand once more, l will not lode againe, 
...rtou art heere aloft,or I below, _ ^ 

T 1 * c -’ft not con’C to mSjI'come to chcc, Toths fall in. 
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Enter the Empcrostr, Aaron the CMaore. 


c lt ttr. Along with roe,lie fee wlm hole is hccrc, 

. n j what be is chat now is leapt into it. 

£ , v vho art thou thac lately did’ft defeend. 

Into this gaping hpllovy of th^katth ? 

Marti. .The vnhappie fonne of oiu Androntcfu, 

Btouclu hither in a moft vnluckie houre, 

Tofinde thy brother Bafsiatuts dead. 

1 Stttttr. My brother dead ?1 know thou doft but ieft, 
u caQ d his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
y„ 0 n the North-fide of this pleafant Chafe, 

■Tis not an houre fince I left him there. 

(Jl ’arti. Wc know not where you lefc him all aliue, 
Butout alas,heere haue wc found him dead. 

Enter T<imora i Audi miensLucius, 

Tom. Where is my Lord the King ? 

KitfT.Hecre Tamcra, though grieu'd with killing griefe. 

Tm. Where is thy brother Bafsiantu? 

Jft#0-.Now to thebottome doft thou fearch roy wound, 
[ootcEafstams heere lies niurthcred. 

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatall writ, 

The comploc of this timelcflc T ragedie. 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold. 

Inpleafing fmiks fuch murderous Tyrannic. 

Shegiueth Saturnine a Letter, 

Saturnine.ts reads the Letter, 
dud if we wife to meete htm hanfome/j, 

Srnet hunifma t,Bafianus ’tis we mcane, 

D it thou fo much as dig the graue for him, 

Thoa know'ft our meaning Jo ohsfor thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the £Ider tree: 

S'iiifb oner-(hades the mouth of that fame pit, 

There we decreed to bury B'ajftanuss 

doe this and purehafe vs thy lofting friends. 

King. Oh Tamora, was euer heard the like ? 

This is the pit,and this the Elder tree, 

Lookc firs,if you can findc the huntfman out. 

That fliould hauemutthcrcd Tafsianus heere. 

Aron. My gracious Lord heere is the bag of Gold. 

King. Two ofthy whelpes, fell Curs of bloody kind 
Haue heere bereft my brother ofhis life; 

Sirs drag them from the pit vnto theprifon, 

There let them bide vntill we haue dcuis’d 
Some neuer heard-of tottering painc for them. 

Tamo. What are they in this pit. 

Oh wondrous thing! 

How cafily murder is difeouered ? 

Tit. HighEmpcrour, vpon my feeble knee, 

Ibcg this boone,with teares, not lightly fhed, 

T hat this fell fault of my accurfed Sonnes, 

Accurfedjif the faults be prou’d in them. 

King. If it beprou’d ? you fee it is apparant. 


W ho found this Letter, Tamora was it you ? 

Tamora. Andronicus himfelfe did take it vp. 

Tit. I did my Lord, 

Yet let me be their baile. 

For by my Fathers reucrent Torobe I vow 
They fhall be ready at yout Highncs will, 

To anfwere their fufpition with their liues. 

Kmg. Thou (halt not baile them, fee thou follow me: 
Some bring the numbered body,fome the murtUerets, 
Let them not fpeake a word,the guilt is plaine. 

For by my fou!e,were there worfe end then death. 

That end vpon them flhould be executed. 

Tamo. Andronicus I will entreat the King, 

Feare not thy Sonnes,they fhall do well enough. 

Tit. Come Lucius come. 

Stay not to talkc with them. Exeunt. 

Enter the Emprefe Sonnes .with Lauiniafter hands cut off and 
her tenguecut out^andrautfht. 

Verne. So now goe tell and if thy tongue can fpeake. 
Who t’was that cut thy tongue and rauifht thee. 

Chi. Write downe thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo. 
And if thy ftumpes will let thee play the Scribe. 

Dcm. See how with fignes and tokens £he can fcowle. 
Chi. Goe home. 

Call for fweet water,wafii thy hands. 

Vem. She hath no tongue tb call,nor hands to waflh. 
And fo let’s leauc her to her filent walkes. 

Chi. And I'were my caufe,I fliould goe hang my felfe. 
T)em. If thou had’ft hands to helpe thee knit the cord. 

Exeunt. 

Winde Hornes. 

Enter Marcus from hunting.to Lauinia. 

Who is this,my Neece that flics away fo faft ? 

Cofen a word,where is your husband ? 

If I do drearoe .would ail my wealth would wake me j 
I f t doe wake,fome Planet ftrike me downe. 

That I may {lumber in eternall fleepe. 

Speake gentle Neece,what fteine vi gentle hand* 

Hath lopt, and hew’d,and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches,thofe fweet Ornaments 
Whole circkling fhadowes,Kings haue fought to fleep in 
And might not gaine fo great a happincs 
As halfe thy Loue : Why dooft net fpeake tome/ 

Aks.a Crinifon riuer of warmc blood. 

Like to a bubling fountainc ftii’d with winde. 

Doth rife and fall betweene thy Rofed lips, 

Comming and going with thy hony breath. 

But fure fome Tereus hath defloured thee. 

And leaf! thou fliould'ft detect them,ctit thy tongue. 

Ah,now thou turn’ft away thy face for ifhamc: 

And notwitftanding all this Ioffe of blood, 

A» from a Conduit with their iffuing Spouts, 

Yet doe thy checkes looke red as Titans face, 

Blufhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 

Shall I fpeake for thee ? fliall I f2y ’tis fo ( 

Oh that I knew thy hart,and knew the beaft 
That I might raile at him to eafe my mind. 

Sorrow concea!cd,like an Oucn ftopt. 

Doth burne the hart to Cinders where it is. 

Faire Thi/omela fhe but loft her tongue. 

And in a tedious Sampler fowed herminde. 

But louely Neece,that meane is cut from thee, 

A craftier Tereus haft thou met,withal! 

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off, ' 
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That could hauc better fowed then Philomel. 

Oh had the monfter fcenc thofe Lilly hands. 

Tremble likcAfpenleaucs vponaLute, 

And make the filken firings delight to kifle them, 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heauenly Harmony, 

Whic h that fweet tongue hath made: 

He would haue dropt his knife and fell afleepe, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come,let vs goe,and make thy father blinde. 

For fuch a fight will blinde a fathers eye. 

One houres ftorme will drowne the fragrant meades. 
What, will whole months of teares thy Fathers eyes ? 
Doe not draw backe,for we will mourne with thee: 

Oh could our mourning eafe thy mifery. Exeunt 


Alius Tertius. 


Whothough they cannot anfWrT^Tdifi^^- 

Yet in fome fort they are better then the Trih’ 

For that they will not intercept my tale • Une *> 
When I doe weepe,they humbly at my f cet . 
Rcceiue my teares,and feeme to wcepe with 
And were they but attired in graue wcedes ^ 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe 
A flone is as fofc waxe. 

Tribunes more hard then ftones: 

Aftone is filent,andoffendcthnot. 

And Tribunes with their tongues doome , 

But wherefore ftand’ft thou with thy wean ° j 0 
Lu. To refeue my two brothers from tCvi c ? 

For which attempt the Iudges hauepronounc'A ' 
My cuerlafting doome of banifhment. tt 

man ’ the y haue befriended t’ne.. 

Why fooli(h Lucius,doft thou not pcrceiue ? ‘ 
That Rome is but a wildernes ofTigers ? 

Tigers muft pray,and Rome affords no nrev 
But me and and mine: how happy art thou 
From thefe deuourers to be bamfhed ? 


Enter the Iudges and Senatours with Titus two fonnes bound, 
paffing on the Stage to the place of execution, and Ititu going 
before pleading, 

Tt. Hcare me graue fathers,noblcTribuncs flay. 

For pitty ofmine age, whole youth was fpenc 
In dangerous warres/whilft you fecurely flepe: 

For all my Diood in Romes great quarreil (bed. 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht. 

And for thefe bitter teares,which now you fee, 

I Filling the aged wrinkles in my chcckes. 

Be pittiful! to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whole foules is not corrupted as ’tis thought: 

For two and twenty fonnes I ncuer wept, 

Becaufe they died in honours lofty bed. 

jindronictu lyeth downe^and the Judges pajfe bj him. 

For thefe, Tribuncs,in the du l l write 
My harts deepe languor,and my touies fad teares s 
Let my teares ftanch the earths drie appeti te. 

My fonnes fweet blood,will make it (hame and blufh: 

O earth ! I will be friend thee more with raine Exeunt 
That fhall diftill from thefe two ancient ruines. 

Then youthfull Aprill fliill with all his fliowres 
In rummers droughtclle drop vpon thee ftill. 

In Wincer with warme teares He melt the fno w. 

And keepe erernall fpring time on thy face. 

So thou rcfiife to dnnke my deare fonnes blood. 

Enter Lucius,with his weapon drawne. 

Oh reuerent Tribunes,oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbindc cny fonr.es,reuerle the doome of death, 

And let me fay(that neucr wept before) 

M y teares arc now preualing Oratours. 

Lu. Oh noble father,you lamentin v,ame, 

The Tribunes hcare not.no man is by. 

And you recount your forrowes to a ftonc. 

Ti. Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue TribuncSjOncc more I intreat ofyou. 

Lu. My gracious Lord.noTribune hearesyoufpeake. 
Ti. Why’tis no matter man.if they did Iicarc 
They would not markc me;oh if they did hcare 
! They would not pitty me. 

\Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the ftones. 


But who comes with our brother Marcusheeteg 

Enter "Marcus and Lauinia. 

Mar. 7V'««,prepare thy noble eyes to vv:c D ; 

Or if not fo,thy noble heai t to breake: ‘ ' 

I bring conluming forrow to thine age. 

Ti. Will itconfumemc ? Let me ice it then. 
CMar. This was thy daughter. 

Ti. Why Marcus fo fhc is. 

Luc. Aycmethisobic&kilsme. 

Ti. Faint-harted boy.arife and looke vpon her 
Spcake Lauinia, what accurfed hand 
Hath made thee handleffc in thy Fathers fight ? 

What foole hath added water to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy g 
My griefe was at the height before thou earn'd. 

And now like Nj/lus itdifdainetli bounds: * 

Giue me a fword , lie c hop off my hands too, 

For they haue fought for Rome,and all in vaine; 

And they haue nur’fl this woe. 

In feeding life: 

In bootelcfle prayer haue they bene held vp, 

And they haue feru’d me to effc&Icffe vfe. 

Now all the fcruicc I require of them, 

Is that the one will hclpe to cu t the other: 

’Tis well Lauinia, that thou haft no hands, 

For hands to doRomeferuice,isbut vaine. 

Luci. Spcakegentlelifter,whohathmartyr’dthee? 
Mar. O that dclightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blab’d them with fuch pleafing eloquence, 

Is tome from forth that pretty hojjow cagc, 

Where like a fweet mellodius bird it lung, 

Sweet varied notes inchanting euery care. 

Luci. Oh fay thou for her. 

Who hath done this deed < 

Marc. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Parke, 
Seeking to hide herfelfeas doth the Deare 
That hath recciude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my Deare, 

And he that wounded her. 

Hath hurt me more, then had he kild me dead: 

For now I ftand as one vpon a Rockc, 

Jnuiron’d with a wilderneffe ofSca. 

Who markes the waxing tide. 

Grow wauc by wane, 

Expeftim 
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cuer when fome enuious furge. 


Sjf- hi* brinifti bowels fwallow him, 

5 i iay to death my wretched fonnes are gone: 

Th flands my other lonne,a bamfht man, 

H ?h*cre my brother weeping at my woes. 
frVat which giues my foule the greateft fpume, 
f Lauinia ,deeref then my foule. 

!°i Tbutfecnethypiaute in this plight, 

,i ld haue madded me. What {hall I doc? 

LVl behold thy liucly body fo ? 

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy teare?, 

'i rtoiiuue to tell me who hath martyr, d thee: 

Thv husband he is deadend tor his death 
fw brothers arc condemn’d,and dead try this, 

1 oke Marcus h (onntLucm looke ou her: 

\VhcH 1 did namc hcr brothers,then tcares 
, 00 d on her checkcs,as doth the hony dew, 

Vnona-athred Lillie almolt withered., 

\txr\ Perchance fhc wcepcs bccaule they kil d her 

husband,. 

Perchance becaufe fhe knoWes him innocent. 

fu If they did kill thy husband then be ioyfull, 

Becaufe the law hath tane rcuengc on them. 

>Jo,nOjthcy would not doe fo foule a deede, 

Wkncsthe forrow that their fifter nukes. 

Gentle Lauinia let me kiffc thy lips. 

Or make fome fignes how I may do thee eafe : 

Shall cby good Vncle,andthy brother Lucius, 

And thou and I fit round about fome Fountaine, 

Looking all downewards co behold our cheekes 
How they are ftaind in meadowes, yet not dry 
With miery flime left on them by a flood : 

And in the Eountaine fhall we gaze fo long. 

Till the frefh tafte be taken from that cleerenes, 
Andmadcabrine pit with our bitter teares i 
Orlhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or (hall we bite our tongues,and in dumbe fhewes 
Faffe the remainder of our hatefull dayes? 

What (liall we doc i Let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot fome deuife of further miferics 
Tomakc vs wondred at in time to come. 

Ia. Sweet Father ceafe your teares,for at your griefe 
See how my wretched fiftcr fobs and weeps, 

Mar ♦ Patience dccreNecce,good77r^ drie thine 
eyes. 

77, Ah Marcus, Adutrcus, Brother well I wet. 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine. 

For thou poore man haft drown’d it with thine owne* 

Lu, Ah my Lauinia I will wipe thy cheekes. 

Ti Marke "Marcus marke 5 I vnderitand her fignes^ 

Had fhc a tongue ro fpcake,now would fhe lay 
That to her brother which I fajd to thcc^ 

His Napkin with hertrue teares all bewee* 

Can do no fcruice on her forrowfull cheekes. 
Ohwhatafimpathy of woe is this! 

Asfarre from helpcas Limbo is frornblifle, 

Enter Aron the Moore alone* 

Moore. Titus AndronicnSjVny Lord the Empcrour, 

Sends thee this word 3 that if thou loue thy fonnes, 
let A/arcus,Lucmsf or thy fclfe old Titus, 

Or any one of you,chop off your hand. 

And lend it to the King:he for the fame. 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue. 

And that fhall &e the ranfome for their fault. 


Ti. Ohgracioas Emperour,oh gentle Aaron. 
DideuerRauen fing folikeaLarkc, ^ 

That giues fweet cyclings of the Sunncsvpcilcr 

With all my heart,Ilefend the Emperour my hand. 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chop it off ? 

Lu. Stay Father,for that noble hand of thine. 

That hath throwne downe fo many enemies, 

Shall not be lent: my band will ierue the turnc. 

My youth can better ipare my blood then you, 

And cherfore mine fhall faue my brothers hues. ^ 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome,, 
And rear’d alofc the bloody bactieaxc, ^ 

Writing deftrudiion on the enemies Gaftle^ 

Oh none of both but are ofhigh dcfcrc r 
My hand hath bin but idle,let it true 

To ranfome my two nephewes from their dcavn. 

Then haue I kept it to a worthy end. 

Moore. Nay come agree, whofe hand fhallgoe along 
For feare they die before their pardon come* 

{JMar. My hand fhall goe. 

Ln. By hcauenitfhallnot goe. 

Tt. Sirs ftriuc no more,fuch withered hearbs as thefe 
Arc mcete for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 

Lh . Sweet Father^fl fhall be thought thy fonne, 

Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. 

Mar, And for our fathers fake,and mothers eare. 

Now let me fhew a brothers loue to thee. 

77. Agree betw’eeneyou,! will ip art my hand. 

Lu, Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 

Mar. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt 

Ti. Come hither Aaron, He dccdue them both. 

Lend me thy hand,and I will giue thee mine, 

CMoore. If that be cafd deceit,I will be honeft, 

And ncuer whil’ft I liuc decciuc men fo: 

But He decciuc you in another fort, 

And that you’l fay ere balfe an houre pafle. 

Tie cuts off Titus hand. 

Enter Lucius and Marcu sagaine* 

Ti* Now flay you ftrife,what fhall Lwys difpatcht.: 
Good Aron giue his Maieftic me hand, 

Tel! him,it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers : bid him bury it s 
More hath it merited : That let it hauc. 

As for for my fonnes,fay I account of them* 

As iewels purchaft at an eafie price, 

And yet deere coo,becaufe I bought mine owne c 
Aron. I goe Andronicus, and for thy hand, 

Looke by and by to haue thy fonnes with thcc ; 

Their heads I mcane: Oh how this villany 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts ofic. 

Let fooles doe good,and faire men call for grace, 

Aron will hauc his foule blacke like his face. Extt. 

Ti. O heere I life this one hand vp to heauen. 

And bow this feeble ruine to the earth. 

If any power pitties Wretched teares, 

To that I call: what wilt thou kneele with me £ 

Doc then deare hear^for heauen fhall heare our prayers. 
Or with our fighs weele breath the welkin dimme. 

And ftainc the Sun with fogge a s fomtime cloudes. 

When they do hug him in their melting bofomes. 

Mar. Oh brother ipeake with poflibilities. 

And do not breake into thefe deepe excrcamcs. 

Ti. Is not my forrow decpe,hauing no bottome * * i 

_d d j Then/ 
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Then be my paflions bottomleffe with them* 

Mar. But yet let teafon gouemc thy lament. 

Titus. If there were rcafon for thcfe miferies. 

Then into limics could I binde my woes : 

When heauen doth weepe, doth not the earth oreflow i 
If the windes rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 
Threacning the welkin with hi* big-fwolnefacc? 

And wilt thou hauc a reafon for this code i 
I am the Sea. Harke how her fighes doe flow: 

Shee is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 

Then mull my Sea be moued with her fighes, 

Then muft my earth with her continuall teares. 

Become a deluge: ouerfiow’d and drown’d : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard mult I vomit them; 

Then giue me leaue, for loofers will haue leaue. 

To cafe their ftomackes with their bitter tongues, 

Enter a meffenger with two heads and a hand. 

Mejf. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid. 

For that good hand thou fentft the Emperour: 

Hcere are the heads of thy two noble lounes. 

And heercs thy hand in fcorne to thee fent backc: 

Thy gricfcSjtheir fports: Thy refolution mockt, 

That woe is me to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then remembrance of my father* death. Exit. 

Marc. Now let hot /Etna coole in Cicilie, 

And be my heart an cuer-'burning hell: 

Th?fe miferies are more then may be borne. 

To wcepc with them that weepe, doth eafe fome deale, 
But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Ltufi. Ah th-at this fight fhould make fo deep a wound. 
And yet detefted life not fhrinke thereat: 

That euer death fhould let life bearc his name. 

Where life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

"Mar. Alas poorc hart that k'fle is comforilefie. 

As frozen water to a ftaroedfuake. 

Titus. When will this fcarefull (lumber haue an end { 
Mar. Now farweU flatteric,die Andronicus , 

Thou doft not (lumber, fee thy two fons heads. 

Thy warlike hands, thy mangled daughter here ; 

Thy other banifht fonnes with this deere fight 
Strucke pale and bloodleflc,and thy brother I, 

Eueti like a ftony Image, cold and numme. 

Ah now no more will I controule my griefes. 

Rent off thy filutr haire, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difinall fight 
The clofing vp of our mod wretched eyes: 

Now is a time to fiorme, why art thou Kill? 

Titus. Ha,ha,ha, 

Mar. Why doft thou laugh i it fits not with this hourc# 
Ti. Why I haue not another teare to (lied : 

Bcfides, this forrow is an enemy. 

And would vlurpe vpon my watry eyes, 

And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 

Then which way (hall 1 finde Reuenges Caue ? 

For thefc two heads doe feeme to fpeake to me. 

And threat me, I fh all neuer come to bliffe. 

Till all thefe mifehiefes be returned againe, 

Euen in their throats that haue committed them. 

Come let me fee what taske I haue to doe. 

You heauie people, circle me about. 

That I may turne me to each one of you, 

And 1'weare vneo my foule to right your wrongs. 

The vow is made, come Brother take a head, 


And in this hand the other will I beared 
And Lauinia thou (halt be employd in'thrf, .u- 
Beare thou my hand fwcet wench betweene t L §S: 

A s f°r theeboy,goe get thee from my fleh t 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay * 

Hie to the Cothes , and raife an army there* 

And if you loue me, as I thinke you doe * 

Let’s kiffe and part, for we haue much to doe 


Manet Lucius, 


% 


Mix 


f 


Ltici, Farewell Andronicus my noble Fathe 
The woful’ft man that euer lin’d in Rome; 1 
Farewell proud Rome, til Lucius come againe 
Hcloues his pledges dearer then his life; 1 
Farewell Lauinia my noble lifter, 

O would thou wert as thou to fore haft beene 
But now, nor Lucius nor Lauinia hues * 

But in obliuion and hateful griefes j 
If Lucius hue, he will requit your wrongs 
And make proud Saturmne and hisEmpreffe 
Beg at the gates likes Tarquin and his Chieene, 

Now will I to the Gothes and raife a power * 

To bereueng’d on Rpme and Saturnine, '£ xil ^ 

A Bnaketd 

Enter Andronicus , Marcus , Lauinia, andthths 

uAn. So,fo, nowfit and Iooke youeateno B er 
Then will preferue mft fo much ftrength iu vs 
As will reuenge thele bitter woes of ours. 

Marcus vnkmt that forrow-wreathen knot .* 
ThyNeece and I( poorc Cre a tures)want our bands 
And cannot palfionatc our tenfold griefe. 

With foulded Armes. This poore right hand of mine 
Is left to tirranize vppon my breaft. 

Who when my hart all mad with mifery. 

Beats in this hollow prilon of my fielh. 

Then thus 1 chumpe it downe. 

Thou Map of woe, that thus doft talk in fignes, 
When thy poore hart beates withoutragiousbeating, 
Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it Kill ? 

Wound it with fighing girle, kil it with grooes: 

Or get fome little knife betweene thy teeth, 

And iuft againft thy hart make thou a hole, 

That all the teares that thy poore eyes let fall 
May run into that finke, and foaking in, 

Drowne the lamenting foole, in Sea falc teares. 

Mar. Fy brother fy, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands vppon her tender life. 

An. How now J Has forrow made thee doate already! 
Why Marcus , no man fhould be mad but I: 

What violent hands can (he lay on her life: 

Ah, wherefore doft thou vrge the name ofhands, 

To bid ty£neas tell the tale twice ore 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable# 

O handle not the theame, to talke ofhands, 

Lcaft we remember ftill that we haue none, 

Fie, fie, how Franciquely I liquate my talke 
As if we fhould forget we had no hands: 

If Marcus did not name the word ofhands. 

Come, lets fall too, and gentle girle eate this, 

Heere is no drinke ? Harke Marcus what Ihe faics, 

I can interpret all her martir’d fignes. 

She faies, fhe drinkes no other drinke but teares 
Brcu’d with her forrovy: mefh’d vpporl her chcekcs, 
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vf Ic « n V A y thought: 

Tn thv dumb aftion, will I be asperfeft 
i c hewing Hermits in their holy prayers. 

Thou ftialt not fighe nor hold thy flumps to heauen, 

Vor winke,nor nod,nor kneele.nor make a figne, 
sut Ifofthefe) will wreft an Alphabet, 

* d bv ftill p»<ftice,lcarne to know thy meaning. 

ood grandfirc leaue thefe bitter deepe laments, 
Maketny Aunt merry .with fomepleafing tale. 

* <filar. Alas, the tender boy in palfion mou d, 

Doth weepe to fee his grandfires heauinefle. 

A*. Peace tender Sapling,thou art made ofeeares, 

* n d teares will quickly melt thy life away. 

Marcus ftrtkes the di/h with a knife. 

\yhat doeft thou ftrike at Marcus with knife. 

Mar. At that that I haue Idl'd my Lord,a Flys 
An- Out on the murderour: thou kil’ft my hart. 

Mine eyes cloi’d with view of Tirranie ; 
l deedof death done on the Innocent 
Bccoms not Titus broher : get thee gone, 

I fee thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas(my Lord) Ihaucbutkilda flie. 

An. But ? How : if that Flie had a father and mother ? 
How would he hang his flcr.de; gilded wings 
And buz lamenting doings in the ayer, 

Poore harmelefle Fly, 

That with his pretty buzing melody, 

Came heere to make vs merry. 

And thou haft kil'd him. 

C Mar. Pardon me fir, 

I: was a blacke illfauour’d Fly, 

Like to the Emprcfle Moore,therefore I kild him. 

An. 0,o,o. 

Then pardon me for reprehending thee. 

For thou haft done a Charitable deed : 

Giue me thy knife,I will infult on him, 

Battering my felfes,as if it were the Moore, 

Conic hither purpofely to poyIon me. 

There’s for thy felfc.and thats for Tamira: Ah firra. 

Yet I thinke we arc not brought fo low. 

But that betweene vs,we can kill a Fly, 

That comes inlikeneffe of a Cole-blacke Moore. 

Mar. Alas poore man,griefe ha’s fo wrought on him, 
He takes falfe fhadowes,for true fubftanccs. 

An. Come,take away : Lauinia. goe with mr> 
lie to thy cloflet,and goe read with thee 
Sad ftories,chanced in the times of old. 

Comeboy.and goe with me,thy fight is young. 

And thou (halt read,when mine begin to dazell. Exeunt 


JBus Quartus, 


Enter young Lucius and Lauiniarmning after him,and 
tbeTicj fuss from her with his bookes vnder his arose. 

Enter Titus and Marcus. 

Boy. Helpe Grandfier helpe,roy Amt Lauinia, 
Followcs me euery where I know not why. 

Good Vndc Marcus fee how fwift flie comes, 

Alas fweet Aunt,I know not what you meane. 

Mar. Stand by me Lucius ,doe not fcare thy Aunt. 
Titus. She loues thee boy too well to doe thee harme 
"Boy. I when my father was in Rome (he did. 


J/ur.What meanes my Ncece Lauinia by thefe fignes 
Tt. Fcare not fome what doth fhe meane: 

See Lucius fee,how much fhe makes of thee t 
Some whether would (he haue thee goe with her. 

Ah boy, Cornelia neuer with more care 
Read to her fonnes,then (he hath read to thee. 

Sweet Poetry,and Tullics Oratour : 

Canft thou not gefle wherefore fhe plies thee thus ? 

Boy. My Lord I know not I,nor can I gefle, 

VnlefTe fome fit or frenzie do poffefle her: 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extrcmitie of griefes would make men mad. 

And I haue read that Hecuba of Troy, 

Ran mad through forrow,chat made me to feare. 
Although my Lord,l know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me as deare as ere my mother did. 

And would not but in fury fright my youth. 

Which made me downe to throw my bookes, and flie 
Caufles perhaps,but pardon me fweet Aunt, 

And Madam.ifmy Vnclc Marcus goe, 

I will moft willingly attend your Ladyfhip. 

Mar. Lucius 1 will. 

Ti. How now Lauinia,Aiarcus what meanes this ? 
Some booke there is that fhe defircs to fee, 

Which is it girle of thefc ? Open them boy. 

But chou arc deeper read and better skild, 

Come and takechoyfe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy forrow.till the heauens 
Reueale the damn’d concriuer of this deed. 

What booke ? 

Why lifts (he vp her armes in fequence thus ? 

Mar. I thinke flie meanes that thcr was more then one 
Confederate in the fa<ft,I more there was: 

Or elfe to heauen (he heaues them to reuenge. 

Ti. Lucius what booke is that (hetoffeth fo? 

Boy. Grandfier ’tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me. 

UWar. For Iouc of her that*s gone, 

Pcrhahs (he culd it from among the reft, 

Ti. Soft,fo bufily fhe turtles the leaues, 

Helpe her,what would flie finde ? Lauinia fhall I read ? 
This is the tragickecale of Philomel} 

And treates ofTcreus ereafon and his rape. 

And rape I feare was rdote of thine annoy. 

Mar, Sec brother fee,note how (he quotes the leaues 
Ti. Lauinia, wert thou thus furpriz d fweet girle, 
Rauifht and wrong’d as Philomela was • 

Forc’d in the ruthlefle,vaft,and gloomy woods ? 

See,fee,I filch 3 place there is where we did hunr, 

(O had we neuer 5 neuer hunted there) 

Patcrn’d by that the Poet heere deferibes. 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

tJMar. O why (hould nature build fo foule a den, 

Vnlefle the Gods delight in tragedies f 
TV.Ciue fignes fweet girle,for heere are none but friends 
What Romaine Lord it was durft do the deed / 

Or flunke not Saturnine, as Tar quin erfts. 

That left the Campe to finne in Lucrece bed. 

Mar. Sit downe fweet Ncece,brother fit downe by me, 
AfpollojP alias,hue, or Uliercury, 

Inipire me that I may this treafon finde. 

My Loralooke heere,looke heere Lauinia. 

He writes his Name with his ttaffe,andguides it 
with feete and mouth. 

This fandic plot is plaine,guide if thou canft 


This! 
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This afcei: me, I haue writ my name. 

Without thehelpcofany band at all. 

Curft be that hart that fore-ft vs to that fhift i 
Write thou good Nccce,and heeredifplay atlaft* 

What God will haue difcoucred for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen to print thy forrowes plainc* 

That we may know the Traytors and the truth. 

She takgstheftaffein her mouth,and guides it with her 
flumps and writes ♦ 

71 p. Oh doc ye read my Lord what fhe hath writs ? 
StupruM,Ch tron^Demetnus. 

tJMar. Wh3t,whac,che luftfull tonnes of Tamora, 
Performers of this hainoqs bloody deed ? 

TV. Aiagni Dermnator pelt, 

Tam lent Us audit fcelcrayam lent us vides ? 

Tfiar. Oh caline chcc gentle Lord : Although 1 know 
There is enough written vpon this earth, 

To ftirre a mutinie in che mildefl thoughts. 

And armc the mindcs of infants to exclaimcs^ 

My Lord kneele downe with m txLau'tnia kneele, 

And kneele fweet boy,che Romainc Hectors hope. 

And fwearc with me,as with the wofull Fccre 
And father of that chaft dishonoured Dame, 

Lord Imtus Brutus fwearc for hucYece rape, 

That we will profecu:e(by good aduife) 

Mortall reuenge vpon thefe tray corous Gothcs a 
And fee their blood^r die with this reproach. 

Tu Tis fure enough,and you knew how. 

But if you hunt thefe Bearc-whclpes, then beware 
The Dam will wakc,and if (he winde you once , 

Shee’s with the Lyon deepely {fill in league. 

Andlulls him whilft fhe palycth on.her backc. 

And when he fleepes will iTie do what (helift* 
Youareayounghjntfman lMaychsMi it alone : 

And comc,I will goe get a leafe of brafle, 

And with a Gad of ftccle will write thefe words. 

And lay it by : the angry Northerne winde 
Will blow thefe lands like Stbels lcaues abroad. 

And wheres your leffon then. Boy what fay you > 

Hoy. I fay my Lord,that if I were a man, 

Their mothers bed-chamber fhould not be fafe. 

For thefe bad bond-men co the yoakc of Rome. 

lYlar. I that’s my boy,thy father hath full ofr. 

For hisvngratefuil country done the like. 

Boy . And Vncle fo will I,and if I liue. 

Tu Come goe with me into mine Armorie, 

Lucius He fit thee,and wichall,aay boy 
Shall carry from me to the Empreffe fonnes, 

Prefcncs that I intend to fend them both, 
Comejcorue^thou'lt do thy mcffagCjWilc thou not ? 

Boy . I with my dagger in their bolomcs Grandfire : 

Tu No boy not fo, He teach thee another courfe, 
Lauinia comc/JMarcus lookc to my houfc, 

Lucius and He goe braue it at the Court, 

I marry will we hr,and weele be waited on. Exeunt . 

Mar. O heauensI Can you hearc a gocd.man grone 
And not relent,or not compaffion him ? 

Marcus actend him in his extafie. 

That hath more fears of forrow in his heart. 

Then foe-mens markes vpon his batter'd fhicld, 

But yet fo iuft,thac he will not reuenge, 

:uenge the heauens for old Andronicus . Exit 

£nter Aron, Chiron and Demetrius at one dore:**dat another 
AoreyoungLueius and another y with a bundle of 
weapon?,and verfes writ vpon them. 
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rr C u‘\ P emetrius heercs tbc fonne ofLucms 
He hath fome meffage to deliuer vs. 

^ ren :\ fomc mad meffage from his mad Gr 3 n„r , 

3 °T • My Lords,with all the humblenefle 1 
I greete your honours from Andrenicus, 

And pray the Romane Gcds confound you both 

Heme. Gramcrcie louely Z«r/»r,what sthen * 

T or villanie’smarkt with rape. Mayitpleafr CV ' e5 * 
My Grandfire well aduif’d hath fentby me, 

The goodlieft weapons of his Ai morie, * 

To gratifie your honourable youth. 

The ho fle of R omc,for fo he bad me fay; 

Andfo f^fond with his giftsprefent 
Your Lordfhips,wbcn euer you haue need 
You may be armed and appointed well 
And fo 1 lcaue you both: like bloody villaines 
Pow.What’s hecre ? a lciole,& written roun4 «\} Xi 
Let's fee. aab °ut 

Integer vita feelerif^ue farm,non egit manry iecttli, ncc 


cue 


Chi. O ’tis a verfe in Horace ,1 know it well 
I read it in the Grammer long agoe. 

Now what a thing it is to be an Affc ? J 

Hecr’s no found ieft,the old man hath found theireu'I 
And lends the weapons wrapt about with lines ™ r ’ 
Thatwouod(beyond their fceling)tothc quick. 

But were our witty Eroprefle well a foot " 

She would applaud Andronicm conceits 
But let her reft,in her vnreft a while. 

And now young Lords,wa’s tnot a happy ft 3rre 
Led vs to Rorceftrangcrs,and more then fo- 
Captiues,tobcaduanced co this height? * 

Jt did me good before the Pallarc gate, 

To braue the Tribune in his brothers hearing. 

Heme. But me more good, to fee fo great a Lord 
Balely infinuate,and fend vs gifts. 

Moore. Had he not rcafon Lord Demetrius { 

Did you not vie his daughter very friendly ? 

Dense. I would we had a thoufand Romane Dames 
A t fuch a bay,by turnc to feruc out luft. 

Chi. A charitable wifh, and full oflouc. 

Moore. Heere lack’s butyou motherfor to fay,Amen 
Chi. And that would fhe for twenty thoufand more 
Deme. Come,let vs go,and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloued mother in her paines. 

Moore.Vtxy to the dcuils,the gods haue giuen vsouer 
Flourtfb . 

Dem. Why do the Emperors trumpets flourifluhus 
Chi. Belike for ioy the Empcr our hath a fonne. 
Deme. Soft,who comes heere i 

Enter Nurfe with a blacks a Moore childe. 

Nur. Good morrow Lords: 

O tell rne,did you fee Aaron the Moore ? 

Aron. Well,more orldTe,or ncrea whit at all, 
Heere tAaron is,and what with e- Aaron now ? 

Nurfe. Oh gentle Aaron, we are all vndone. 

Now helpe.or woe betide thee euermore. 

Aron. Why, what a catterwalling doft thou kcepc ? 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ? 

Nurfe. O that which I would hide from heauens eye 
Our Empreffe {hame.andftately Romes difgcace. 

She is deliuered Lords,flre is deliuered. 

A toss'! o whom? 

Nurfe. I meane fhe is brought a bed? 

Aron. Wei Go dgiue her good reft. 
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^ tohh^nther? 

ffwhy thenfhc isithe Deuils Dam: a ioyfulliffue. 
A ioyleffc, d.fmall, blacke &,forrowfull iffue, 
a ere is the babe as loathfome a* a toad, 

.Lno’ft the faireft breeders of our dime, 

£ Empreffe fends it thee.thy ftam P e,thyieale, 

*5 bids thee chriften it with thy daggers point 
^ A-e»- Out you whore,is black io bale a hue . 
ci*eetblowfe,y°u are a beautiou? bloffome lure: 

^ Dense. Villaine what haft thou done ? ^ 

j m . That which thou canft not vndoe. 
rf,f t Thou haft vndone our mother. 

Dense. And therein heliifh dog,thou haft vndone, 

\Voe to her chance,and damn’d her loathed choycc, 
Accur’ft the off-fprtng offo foulc a fiend, 

Chi. It fhall not line. 

Jim. It/hall not die. 

tfurfe. Aaron it muft, the mother wils it fo. 

Aron. What, muft it Nurfe ? Then let no man but I 
Doe execution on my flefh and blood. 

dense. He broach the Tadpole on my Rapiers point: 
lfd &^iue it roe,my fword (liall loonc difpatch it. 

Aren. Sooner this fword fhall plough thy bowels vp. 
Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brother ? 
flovv by the burning Tapers of the skie, 

That fh’one fo bi ightly when this Boy was got, 
HediesvponmyScmnars fharpepoint, 

That touches this my firft borne fonne and heire. 

I tell you young-lings,not Enceladus 

With all his thiearning band ofTr/>fw»/broodc, 

Nor great Ahtdcs nor the God of warre, 

Shall ccazc this prey out of his fathers hands: 
What>hat,ye fanguinc fhallowhalted Royes, 

Ye white-Iimb’d walls, ye Ale-houfe painted lignes, 
Cole'blacke is better then another hue. 

In that ic fcornes to besre another hue: 

For all the water in the Ocean, 

Can ncuer turnc the Swans blacke legs to white. 

Although (he lane thcmhourelyin the flood : 

Tell the" Empreffe from me, I am ofage 
Tokeepemine owne,excufe it how fhe can. 

Dsnse. Wilt thou betray tiiy noble miftris thus? 
Aren. My miftris is my miftristthts my feitc, 

The vi gour,and the pidure of my youth: 

This,before all the world do I prefet rc. 

Thisniauger all the world will 1 kcepe fafe. 

Or fome of you fhall fmoake for it in Rome, 

Deme. By this our mother is for euer fham’d. 

Chi. Rome will defpife her for this foule efcape. . 
W«r. The Emperour in his rage will doome her death. 
Chi. I blufh to thinke vpon this ignominie. 

Aron. Why ther’s the priuiledge your beauty bearcs: 
Fietrecheroushue,that will betray with blufhing 
The dofe cnatfts and counfels ot the hart: 

Heer’s a young Lad fram’d of another leere, 

Lookc how the blacke flaue fnr.les vpon the father; 

As who fhould fay, old Lad I anuhineowne. 

He is your bt other Lords, fenfibly fed 
Of thatfelfe blood that firft gauc life to you. 

And from that wombe where you inipriloned were 
He is infranchifed and come to light: 

Nay he is your brother by the furer fide, 

Although my fealc be damped in his face. 

Nurfe. tsiaron what fhall l fay vnto the Empreffe ? 
V>tm. Aduife thee Tar on , what is to be done. 


And we will all fubfenbe to thy aduife: 

Saue thou t he child,fo we may all be fafe. 

Aron. Then fit we downe and let vs all conlult. 

My fonne and I will haue the winde ofyou: 

Iveepe there,now talke at plealute of your fafety. 

Deme. How many women faw this childc ofhis ? 
Aron. Whv fo braue Lords, when we ioync in league 
I am a Lambc: but if you braue the Moore, 

The chafed Bore, the roountaine Lyoneffe, 

The Ocean fwells not fo at Aaron ftormes: 

But fay againe,how many faw the childe i 
Nurfe. (fornelia ,thc midwife,and my iclfe. 

And none elfe but the deliuered Empreffe. 

Aron. The Empreffe, the Midwife,and your felfe. 

Two may keepe counlell, when the the third s away: 
Goe to the Empreffe, tell her this I faid, Hekjls her 

Weeke,weeke*fo cries a Piggcprepared to thTpic. 

Deme. What mcan’ft thou Aaron ? 

Wherefore did’ft thou this? _ 

esfron. O Lord fir, ’tis a deed of pollicie ? 

Shall fire liue to betray this guilt of out’s ? 

Along tongu'dbablingGoflip?No Lordsno: 

And now be it knownc to you my full intcnc. 

Not farre, one Mulittus my Country-man 
His wife but yeftetnight was brought to bed. 

Hi s childe is like to her.faire as you are: 

Goe packc with him, and giuc the mother gold. 

And tell them both the circumftance of all, 

And how by this their Child? fhall be aduaunc d. 

And be receiucdfor the Emperours heyre. 

And fubrtituted in the place of mine. 

To eolme this tempeft whirling in the Court, 

And let the Emperour dandle him for his owne. 

Harke ye Lords, ye fee I haue giuen her phyficke. 

And you muft needs bellow her funerall. 

The fields are necrc.and you ate gallant Groomcs: 

1 his done, fee that you take no longer daies 
But fend the Midwife prefently to me. 

The Midwife and the Nurfe well made a way, 

Then let the Ladies tattle what they pleafe. 

Chi. Aaron 1 fee thou wile not ttuft the ayre with fe 
Deme. For this care of Tamora, (crets. 

Her fclfe,and hers arc highly bound to thee.' Exeunt. 

Aroh , Now to the Gothes as iwiftas Swallow flics, 
There to difpofe this trealure in mine armes, 

And fecretly to greete the Empreffe friends : 

Come on you thick-lipt-flauc, lie beare you hence. 

For it is you that puts vs to our fluffs: 

He make you feed on berries,and on rootes. 

And feed on curds and whay.and fucke the Goate, 

And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp 

To be a warriour, and command a Campe. Exit 

Enter Tttsu. old Marcus,young Lucius, andatbergentlemen 
with bowes,and Titus beares thearrowes with 
Letters on the end oft hem. 

Tit, Come 7 Harctss,come,k\nffncn this is the way. 

Sir Boy let me fee your Archerie, 

Looke yee draw home enough,and ‘tis there ftraight; 
Terras Aftreareltqttit be you runembred Marcus. 

She’s gone,(he’s fled,firs take you to your tooles. 

You Cofens (hall go? found the Ocean: 

And call your nets,haply you may find her in the Sea* 
Yet ther’s as little iuftice as at Land: 

No Publius and Sempronius,yo\i muft doc it, 
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C 1 be Trage die of Titus qjfndronicus. 


>Th yon muft dig with Matcocke,and withSpade,"" 

And pierce the itimoft Center of t he earth: 

Then when you come to PlWtocs Region, 

I pray you deliuer him this petition, - 

Tell him it is for iuftice,and-for aide, 

And that ic coVries from old AndroSiicttf, 

Shaken with forrowes in vngratefull Rome. 

Ah Rome! Well, well,I made thee thiftrable. 

What time I threw thcpeoplcs luftragcs 
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me. 

Goe get you gone,and pray be carefull all, 

Andleaueydu not a man of warre vnfearchr, 

This wicked Emperour may haue fhipt her hence, 

And kinfmen then we may goe pipe tor iuftice. 

Marc, O Publius is not this a hcauie cafe 
To fee thy Noble Vnckle thus diftradT ? 

Publ. Therefore my Lords it highly vs concernes, 

By day and night t’attend him carefully : 

And feede his humour kindely as we may. 

Till time beget fome carefull rcmedic. 

"Marc. Kinfmen,his forrowes are paftremedie. 

Ioyne with the Gothcs,and with rcuengefull warre. 
Take wteake on Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the Traytor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius how now ? how now roy Maiflers? 
What haue you met with her ? 

"Publ. No my good Lord,but Pluto fends you word. 
If you will haue reuenge from hell you ftuil, 

Marrie for iuftice (be is fo imploy’d, 

He thinkes with loue in beauen.or fome where clfe: 

So that perforce you muft needs ftay a cime. 

Ttt. He doth me wrong to feed roc with delayes, 
Uediueinto the burning Lake below. 

And pull her out of tAcaren by the heeles- 
Marcus we arc but fhrubs,no Cedars we, 

No big-bon’d.men,fram’d of the Cyclops fizc. 

But mettall (JMarcusftecle to the very backe, 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backe can bcare: 
And fith there’s no iuftice in earth nor hell, 

Wc will follicitc heauen,and moue the Gods • 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreake'our vvongs: 

Come to this geare,you arc a good Archer Marcus* 

Hegiues them the Arrow:s. 

A A lottem, that’s for you there ad sAppolionem, 

Ad Martem,thzt’s for my felfe, 

Heere Boy to Pallas, heere to UlIcrcmy, 

To Saturnine ,to Cains, not to Saturnine, 

You were as good to fhoote againft the winde. 

Too it Bpy, Marcus loofc when 1 bid: 

Of my vtfbrd, I haue written to effect, 

Thcr’s not a God left vnfollicited. 

Marc. Kinfmen,fhoot all your fhafes into the Court, 
We will afflict the Emperour in his pride. 

Tit, Now Maiflers oraw,Oh well faid Lucius : 

Good Boy in Virgoes lap,giuc it Pallas. 

Marc. My Lord,I aime a Mile beyond the Moone; 
Your letter is with Iupiter by this. 

T>t. Hz,\n,Publius,Publius ,what baft thou done ? 
See,fee,thou haft flioc off one of Taurus homes. 

Mar. This was the fport my Lord,when Publius (hot. 
The Bull being gal’d.gaue Aries fuch aknocke. 

That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 
And who fbould findethem but theEmpreffc villaine : 
Sitelaught,and told the Moore he fbould not choofe 
But giue them to his Maifter for a prefent. 

Tit. Why there it goes,God giuc your Lordfbip ioy. 


Enter the Clowne with a basket and two Pin 

Titus. Ncwes,newes,from heauen, & em, *it. 

Marcus the poaft is come. 

Sirrah,what tydings ? haue you any letters » 

Shall I haue luftice.what fayes Iupiter } 

Clowne Ho the Iibbctmakcr,he fayes that he Wi 
ken them downe agame, for the man muft nr., u . tJ « 
till the next weeke. no * *« han^ 

Tit. But what fayes Iupiter I aske thee ? 

Clowne. Alas fir 1 know not Iupiter : 

I neuer dranke with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why villaine art not thou the Carrier ? 

Clowne. lofmy Pigtous fir,nothing elle. 

Tit. Why, did’ft thou not come from heauen ? 
Clewne. From heauen ? Alas fir,I neuer camr ,u 
God forbid 1 fnould be fo bold,to prdTetohea Uc 
young dayes. Why I am going withmyp Igeo 
Tribunall Plcbs, to take vp a matter of brawle k ■ 
my Vncle,andoneofthcEmperiallsmen. * C1;W!lt, 

Mar. Why fir, that is as fit as canbctoferuef or 
Oration,and let him deliuer the Pigions to the Em, 1 

from you, ‘ >crout 

Tit. Tell mee,can you deliuer an Oration to thi-c 
perour with a Grace ? tni ‘ 

Clowne. Nay truely fir, I could newer fay «raceinall 
my life. b 

Tit. Sirrah come hither,make no moreadoe 
But giue your Pigeons to the Emperour, 

By me thou (halt haue Iuftice at his hands. 
Hold,hold,meanc while hcr’s money for thy charges. 
Giue me pen and inke. 

Sirhra,can you with a Grace deliuer a S implication ? 
Clowne. Ifir 

Titus » Thenhereis aSupplication for you, andwh 
you come to him, at the firft approach you muft kneele, 
then kiflehis foote, thendenucr vp-your Pigeons, and 
then looke for your reward. Ilebeachandfir,feeyoudo 
it brauely.? 

Clowne. I warrant you fir,' let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrha haft thou a knife ? Come let me feeir, 
Heere Marcus,fold ic in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant: 

And when thou haft giuen it the Emperour, 

Knock e at my dore,aiid tell me what he fayes. 

Clowne. God be with you fir,I will. Exit. 

Tit, Come Marcus let vs goe, Publius follow me. 

Exm, 

Enter Emperour and£ntpre(fe,andher two f>mes } the 
Emperour brings the Arrowes in his hand 
that Titus foot at him. 


Satur. Why Lords, 

What wrongs arc thefe ? was euer feene 
An Emperour in Rome thus ouerborne, 
Troubled,Confrontcd thus,and for the extent 
Of eg all iuftice,vf’d in fuch contempt ? 

My Lords.you know the mighcfull Gods, 

( How euer thefe difturbers of our peace 
Buz in the peoples eares)thcre nought hath pad. 
But euen with law againft the willful! Sonnes 
Of old Andronicus. And what and if 
His forrowes haue fo oucrwhelm’dhis wits. 
Shall we be thus afflidled in his wreakes. 

His fics,his frenzie,and his bitternefle i 
And now he writes to heauen for his redrefle. 
See,heeres to/<w,and this to Mercury , 


This 
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-rr c0 Apollo ,this to the God of warre: 

1 • 1 f cr owles to flie about the ftreecs of Rome 
ur'hatVthis but Libelling againft the Senate, 

I\d blazoning our.Iniufticc euery where ? 

i loodly bumpur,is it not my-Lords ? 

*' 2 W |, 0 woul,dfftV,io R° alc od ^ uftice wcre ' 

Rue if I liuc,hisfaiiied extafies 
Llhbeno (heUcr to thefe outrages: 
r h e an d his fb»U.kaow,tlvat lultiCc hues 
sAaturninus health jwTwtu if he flcCpc, 

L c >ifo a wake,as he in fury (ball ■ 

L,. 0 ff t he proud’ft Confpirator thacliues. 

J.wo- My graciotis.Lord,my lonely Saturnine, 
.otdofmylifeComtnandcf ofmy thoughts j 
Ca lmc thee,and bcarc the faults of Titus age,' 

Th'cfife#* of forrow for his valiant Sonnes, 

Jvhofe Ioffe hath picr’ft him dccpe,and fear’d his heart; 

^ nc l rather comfort his diftrdfed plight, 

phtnprofccutc the roeaneft or the beft 

poi thefe contempts. Why thus it (ball become 

High witced Tamora to glofe with all: AJlde. 

gut Titus A haue couch’d thee to the quicke. 

Thy life blood out tjf Aaron now be wife, 
phen is all fafc,tbc Anchor’s in the Port. 

Enter Clowne* 

flow now good fellow.would’ft thou fpeake with vs ? 
Clow. Yea forfooth.and your Miftcrfhip be Emperiall. 
Tam. Emprcfle I am,but yonder fits the Emperour. 
Clo. ’Tis he; God & Saint Stephen giuc you good d<*n; 

1 hauebrouaht you a Lettcr,& a couple of Pigions heere. 

* He reads the Letter. 

Sata. Goe take him away,and hang him prcfcntly. 
Chwne. How much money muft I haue ? 

Tam. Come firrahyou muft be bang’d. 

Clow. Hang’d ? berLady.then I haue brought vp a neck 
to a faire end. Exit • 

Sata, Defpightfull and intollerable wrongs. 

Shall 1 endure this monftrous villany ? 
lknowfrom whence this famedeuifcproceedes: 

May this be borne? As ifbis traytrous Sonnes, 

That dy’d by la w for murther of our Brother, 

Haue by my meanes beene butcher’d wrongfully ? 
Goedragge the villaine hither by the haire. 

Not Age,nor Honour,fball fbape priuiledge: 

For this proud tnocke,Ue be chy (laughter man: 

Sly franticke wretch,that bolp’ft to make me great, 

In hope thy felfe fbould gotiernc Rome and me. 

Enter Nuntius Emillius. 

Satur. What newes with thee Em:Urns ? 

Emil- Armc my Lords,Rome neuer had more caufe, 
TheGothes haue gather’d head,and with a power 
Ofhigh refolued men,bent to the fpoyle 
They hither march amaine,vnder condu<5t 
OfZ»«w«,Sonne to old Andronicus : 

Who threats in courfe of this reuenge to do 
As much as euer Coriolanus did. 

King. Is warlike Lucius Generali ofthcGothcs? 

Thefe tydings nip me,and I hang the head 

As flowers with froft,or grade beat downe with ftormes: 

I,now begins our forrowes to approach, 

’Tishc the common people loue fo much, 

My felfe hath often heard them fay, 

(When I haue walked like a priuate man) 

That Lucius bamfhment was wrongfully. 

And they haue wifht that Lucius were their Emperour. 
Tam. Why fbould you fearc ? Is not out City ftrong? 


King, I, but the Cittizcns fauour Loans, 

And will reuolt from me,to fuccour him. 

Tam. King ,be thy thoughts Imperious like thy name. 
Isthe Sunne dim’d, that Gnats do flit in it ? 

The Eagle fufrers little Birds to fing, • • /' 

And is not carefull what they meanc thereby. 

Knowing that with the fhadow of his wings, 

He can at pLcafurc Hint their melodie. 

Euen fomayeft thou,the giddy men of Rome, '■ V 
Then chearc thy fpirir,for know thou Emperour, 

I will enchaunt the old Andronicus, 

With words more fweer, and yet more dangerous ' - T 
Then baites to fifh,or bony ftalkes to lbecpe, ' icl 
When.as the onc is wounded with the baite, 

Theochci rotted with deliciousfoode. 

King. Bdtihc willnotcntreat his Sonne fei vs. ri:: ii 
Taw. If Tamora entreat him, then he will. 

For I can fmooth and fill his aged care. 

With golden promifes-thac were his heart 
Almoft Impregnable,his old cares deafe. 

Yet fliould both earc and heart obey my tongue. 

Goe thou before to our Emhaffadour, 

Say .that the Emperour requerts a parly 
Of warlike Lucius,znd appoint the meeting. 

King. Emillius do this meffage Honourably, 

And if he (land in Hoftage for his fafety, 

Bid himdemaund what pledge will pleafe him Left. 
bmtll. Your bidding (hall I doeffcdlually. Exit. 
Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus, 

And temper him with all the Art 1 haue, > ■ i 

To plucke proud Luaus from the warlike Gothcs. 

And now fweet Emperour be blithe againcT 
And bury all thy feare in my deuifes. 

Satu. Then goe fucceflantiy and plead for him. Exit. 


ABus Quintus. 


Flourifh. Enter Lucius with an Army if Cel hes, 
with Drum and Soul diet s. 

Luci. ApprouedtWarriours,and my faithfull Friends, 
I haue receiued Letters from great Rome, 

Which figniftes what hate they bcarc their Emperour, 
And how defirous of our fight they are. 

Therefore great Lords,be as your Titles witnefle, 
Imperioeis and impatient of your wrongs. 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 

Let him make treble fatiffaelion, 

Goth. Brauc flip,fprung from the Great Andronicus, 
Whofe name was once our tcrrour,now our comfort, 
Whofehigh exploits,and honourable Dceds t 
Ingratefull Rome requites with foulc contempt; 

Behold in vs,wcele follow where thou lead'ft, 

Like flinging Bees in hotteft Sommers day,- 
Led by their Maifter co the flowred fields. 

And be aueng’d on curled Tamora : 

And as he faich,fo fay we all with him. 

Luci. I humbly thanke him,and I than&e you all, 

But who comesiheere,led by a Tufty Goth ? 

Enter a Goth leading of Aaron with his chill 
in his armes. 

Goth. Renowned Lucius , from our troups I ftraid. 

To gaze vpon a ruinous Monafterie, 


And 
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And as I earqeftly-did fixe mine eye * 

Vpon the wafted building, luddainely 
I-heard a childccry vndcrncath a wall : 

I made vnto th;c noyfe,when foonc 1 heard, 

The crying babe control’dwith this dilcourfe : 
PeaceTawny flaue,haife me,and halfc thy Dam, 

Did not thy Hue-bewray whole brat thou art ? 

Had nature lent thee, but’thy Mothers looke, 

Villainc tl\QU might’!! hauc bene an Emperour. 

But where the Bull and Cow arc both milk-white, 
They ncuer do*bcget s cole-blacke-Calfe; 

Peace,vUiaiuerpeace,cuen thus he rates the babe, 

For 1 muft bcqre thee to a trufty Goth, 

Who when lie knowes thou artthe Emprcfic babe, 
Will hold thee dearely for.thy. Mothers lake. 

With thijjiny weapon drawnc I ruftu vpon him, 
Surpriz’d hjtafuddain£ly,and brought him hither 
To vfc.as you thinke neeedcfull of the man. 

Luci. Oh worthy Goth,'this is the incarnate dcuill, 
That rob’d Andronicus of his good hand .* 

This is the Pearle that pleat’d your Empreffe eye. 

And heerc’s the Bafe Fruit of his burning luft. 

Say wall-ey\iflaue,whether would’!! thou conuay 
This growing Image ofthy fiend-liltefacc t 
Why doftootfpeake i whatdeafc?Nota word? 

A halter Souldiers.hang him.on this Tree, 

And bty hi»;fide his Fruite of Baftardte. 

Aron. .XoUch}iottheBoy,hcisofRoyallblood. 
Luci. To» like the Syre.for.cuer being good. 

Firft hang the Child that he.may fee it fprall, 

A fight.to vexc the Fathers fouie withal!.:, 

Aron. Gei.rfje a Ladder Lucius Jaoc theChildc, 
And beare it from me t.o.the Emprcfie: 

Jfthoudo this,lie flic.w thee.wondrous things. 

That highly may advantage thee to heat e; 

If thou wilt not,befall what may befall, 

He fpeakc no more: but vengeance rot you all. 

Luci. Say on,and if it plcafe me which thou fpcak’ft, 
Thy child fiiallliue,and I will fee itNouriflit. 

Aron. And if it plcafc thee ? why afiure thee Lucius, 
’Twill vexe thy fouie cohcarc what I fliallfpeake: 

For I muft talke.ofMu rchet*,Rapes,and Maffacres, 

A&s of Blacke-night,abhomin$ble Deeds, 

Complots of MiCchicfc,Tr.cafon,Villanies 
Rnthfull tohearc.yet pittioufiy preform’d, 

And.tbis 0>aU all be buried by my death, 

Vnlefle thou fweare to me my Childe (hall liue. 

Luci. Tel] oji.thy oaindc, 

I fay thy Childc (ha'll liue, 

Aron. Swcaj c that he fiiall,and then I will begin. 
Luci. Who fliould livscare by, 

Thau .bclccucftno God; 

Thatgraunted.how can’ll thou beleeuc an oath ? 

Aren. WJiat if I do not,as indeed i do not. 

Yet for I know.tkou art Religious, 

And haft a tilingyykhi.n.t!)ee,called Confcience, 

With twenty Popi/h crickesand Ceremonies, 

Which 1 hauc feene thee carcfull to obferue; 

Therefore I vrgethy oath,for that I know 
An Ideot holds his Bauble for a God, 

Andkecpes the oath which by that God hcfweares. 

To that lie vrge him: therefore thou fhalt vow 
By that latuc God,what God fo ere it be 
That thou adoreft,and haft in reuerence, 

To faue my Roy,to nourifii and bring him vp, 

Ore clfc I will dilcouer nought to thee. 





Luct. Eucn by tr,y God I fweare to to thee f 
Aron. Firft know thou, ^Will, 

I be got him on the Empreffe. 

Luci. Oh moft lnfatiateluxurious woman I 
Aron. 1 ut Hwc/»a,this was but a deed ot Ch" • • 

Tojthat which thou fhalt hcare of me anon ar,lle » 
’Twas her two Sonnes that murdered 

They cut thy Sifters tongue, and rauifot her * 

And cut her hands off, and crim’d her as thin f awi . fl 
Lucius. Oh detcftable villainc! *" l ' 

Call’!! thou that Trimming ? 

Aron. Why (he was wafiit,and cut,and trim’d 
And’twas trim fporc for them that had the doj n >. 
Luci. Oh barbarous beaftly villaints lik'ethvfir i 
tAron. Indcede,I was their Tutor to inftrJLt e! 
That Coddingfpiric had they from their Mothc hfm * 
As fine a Card as euer wonne the Set.* r> 

That bloody minde I thinke they Icarn’d of me 
As true a Dog as cucr fought at head. 

Well,let my Deeds be witneffe of my worth: 

1 trayn’d thy Brethcren to that goilefull Hole, 
Where the dead Corps of TSajfianus lay: 

I wrote the Lctter,thac thy Father found. 

And hid the Gold within the Letter mention’d. 
Confederate with the Quccne.and her two Sonnes 
And what not done,that thou haft cauie to rue * 

Wherein 1 had no (trokc of Mifcheife in it. 

1 play’d tiie Cheater for rhy Fathers hand, 

And when I had it,drew my felfe apart, 

Andalmoft broke my heart with extreame laughter. 

I -pried me through the Creuice of a Wall, 

When for his hand,he had his two Sonnes head* 
Beheld his teares,and laught fo harcily. 

That both mine eyes were rainie like to his: 

And when I told the Emprcfie ofthis fporr. 

She founded almoft 3t my plesfing tale. 

And for :ny tydings,gaue me twenty kiffes. 

Goth. Whac canft thou fay all this,and ncucr blufo? 
Aron, I ,!ike a blaclte Dogge,as the faying is, 
Luci. Art thou not forry forthefe hainnusdeedes? 
Aron. 5,that I had not done a thouland more: 
Eucn now I curfe the day.and yet 1 thinke 
Few come within few compaffe of my curfe. 
Wherein I did not fome Notorious ill. 

As kill a man,or elfe deuile his death, 

Rauifti a Maid,orpIot the way to do it, 

Accufe fome Ir.uocent.and foriweave my felfe, 

Set deadly Enmity betweene two Friends, 

Make poorc mens Cattell breake their neckes, 

Set fire on Barnes and Hayftackes in the night, 

And bid the Owners quench them with the teares: 
Ofc haue I dig’d vp dead men from their graties, 

And fet them vprighc at their deere Friends doore, 
Euen when their forrowes almoft was forgot, 

And on their skinnes,as on the BarkeofTrees, 

Haue with my knife earned in Romaine Letters, 

Lee not your forrow die, though I am dead, 

Tut,I haue done a thouland dreadfull things 
As willingly,as one would kill a Fly, 

And nothing greeues me harcily indeede. 

Bur that I cannot doe ten choufind more. 

Luci. Bring downethediuell,forhe muft not die 
So fweet a death as hanging preiemly. 

Aron, if there be diuels.would i were a dcuill, 

To liue and burne in cucrlafti ng fire. 

So I might haue your company in hell. 


Bu< 
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• no more. 


you With snybitter tongue 
K' Sirs flop his tnouth,& let him fpeake« 
l J * cu Enter Ent tilt us. 

. Lord, there is a Meffengcr from Rome 
7 ‘ t0 be admitted to your prefence 
T«c Lee him come ncere. 

,,,i c oTie Smllm ,*hat the newer from Rome. 

" ti Lord Lucius, tn6 you Princes of the Gothes, 
rhf Romaine Emperour gtectes you all by me, 
a for he vnderftands vou are in Armes, 

S £ raues a parly at your Fathers houfe 
SnitiDK you to demand your Hoftages, 
vfj ,hev (hall be immediately deliucred. 

• WhacfaiesourGencrall? 

' Llic ‘ SmilliusM the Emperour giuc his pledges 
Vnto my Father,and my Vnclc Marcus, flourish. 
^ we will come: march aw ay. Exeunt • 

Enter Tantira,andber tm Sonnes difguifed. 


fynt. Thus in this ftrange and fad Habilliament, 
i will encounter with Andronicus , 

And fay>I am R cuetl g e i ' cnt f i rom be,ow » 
r 0 ioyne with him and right his hainous wrongs : 

Knocke at his ftudv where they fay he keepes. 

To ruminate ftrange plots of dire Reuenge, 
jclIhimReuengeis come to ioync with him. 

And wotke confufion on his Enemies. 

They knocke and Titus opens his fiudy dore. 
fit. Who doth molleft my Contemplation? 
jsicyour tricke to make me ope the dore. 

That fo my fad decrees may flie away, 

And all my ftudie be to no effe£t? 

You arc dcceiu’d,for what I meane to do, 

Seehecre in bloody lines I haue fet downe: 

And what is written (hall be executed. 

Tm- Titus ,I am come to talke with thee, 

Tit. No not a wor d : how can 1 grace my talke. 
Wanting a hand to giue it a&ion. 

Thou haft the ods of me., therefore no more. 

Tm. Ifihou did’ftknow me, 

Thou would’!! talke with me. 

Tit. 1 am not mad,I know thee well enough, 
Witneffe this wretched flump, 

Witnefle thele crimfon lines, 

Witneffe thefeTrenches made by griefc and care, 
Witneffe the tyring day, andheauic night, 

Witneffe all forrow,thaclkoow thee well 
For our proud Empreffe,Mighty Tamor a: 

Is not thy comnring for my other hand ? 

Tamo. Know thou fad man,! am not Tamor a. 

She is thy Encmie,and I thy Friend, 

I am Reuenge fent from th’infernall Kingdome, 

. To cafe the gnawing V ulturc of the mind. 

By working wreakcfull vengeance on my Foes: 

Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Confcrre with me of Murder and of Death, 

Tiler’s not a hollow Caue or lurking place. 

No Vaft obfcurity,or Mifty vale. 

Where bloody Murther or detefted Rape, 

Canccuch for feare.but I will finde them out. 

And in their earcs tell them my dreadfull name, 

Reuenge,which makes the fouie offenders quake. 

Tit. Art thou Rcuenge?and art thou fent to me, 
Tobe a torment to mineEnemies? 

Tam. I am,therefore ccmc downe and welcome me. 


Tit. Doe me fome feruice ere I come to thee: 

Loe bythy fide where Rape and Murder ftands. 

New giue fome furance that thou art Reuenge, 

Stab them ,ortearc them on thy Chariot whcc-les. 

And then He come art d be thy Waggoner, 

And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 

Prouide thee two proper Palfries,as blacke as let, 

To hale thy vengefull Waggon fwift away. 

And finde out Murder in their guilty cares. 

And when thy Car is loaden with their heads, 

1 will difmount,and by the Waggon wheele. 

Trot like a Scruile footeman all day long, 

Euen from Eptons rifing in the Eaft, 

Vntill his very downefall in the Sea. 

And day by day lie do this heatty taskf, | 

So thou deftroy Rapine and Muider there. 

Tam. Thelearemy Miniftcr3,and come with me, 

Tit. Arc them thy Mi n iflers,what are they call’d ? 
Tam. Rape and Murder,thcrefore called fo, 

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kind of men. 

Tit. Good Lord how like the Empreflc Sons they arc. 
And you the Empreffe: But we worldly men, 

Haue mifcrable mad miftaking eyes: 

Oh fweet Reuenge,now do I come to thee. 

And if one armes imbraccmciu will content shec, F 

I will imbracethee in it by and by. 

Tam. This clofing with him,fits his Lunacie, 

What eve I forge to tcede his braine-ficke fits. 

Do you vphold,and maincaine in your fpccches. 

For now he fitmely rakes me for Reuenge, 

And being Credulous in this mad thought, 
lie make him fend for Lucius his Sonne, 

And vvhil’ftl at a Banquet hold him lure, 

He find fome conning pradlife out of hand 
To fcattcr and difperfe the giddie Gothes, 

Or at the leal! make them his Enemies: 

See hcerc he comes.and I muft play my theame. 

Tit. Long haue 1 bene ioiTorne,and all for thee, 
Welcome dread Fury to my woeful! houfe. 

Rapine and Murther,you are welcome too, 

How like the Empreffe and her Sonnes you are. 

Well are you fitted,had you but a Moore, 

Could not all hell afford you fuch a dcuill ? 

, For well I wote the Empreffe ncuer wags; 

But in her company there is a Moore, 

I And would you reprefent our Qucene aright 
It were conuenientyou had fuch a dcuill: 

But welcome as you are.what (hall we doe ? 

Tam. What would’!! thou haue vs doe Andronicus} 
Ttem. Shew me a Murthercr.lle deale with him. 

Chi. Shew me a Viliaine that hath’ done a Rape, 

And I am fent to be reueng’d on him. 

Tam. Shew me a thoufand that hauc done thee wrong. 
And lie be reuenged on them all. 

Tit. Looke round about the wicked ftrects ofRomc, 
And when thou find’!! a man that’s like thy felfe. 

Good Murder ftab him,hec’$ a Murthercr. 

Goc thou with him,and when it is thy hap 
To finde another that is like to thee, 

| Good Rapine ftab him,he is a Rauifticr. 

I Go thou with them,and in the Emperour* Court, 

There is a Queenc attended by a Moore, 

Well maift thou know her by thy owne proportion. 

For vp and downe (he doth refembie thee. 

I pray thee doe on them fome violent death, 

They haue bene violent to me and mine. J 

ce Tomora.i 




















































































































5° 


TheTragedie of Titus sAndronicus. 




Turn. Well Haft thou leffon’d vs,this (hall we do. 

But would icplcafe thee good Andronicus, 

To fend for Lucius t hy thrice Valiant Sonne, 

Who leades towards Rome a Band of Warlike Gothes, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe. 

When he is heere,euen at thy Solemne Feaft, 

I will bring in the Empreffe and her Sonnes, 

The Emperour himfelfe,and all thy Foes, 

And at thy mercy (hall they ftoop,and kneele. 

And on them (halt thou eaie,thy angry heart: 

What faies Andronicus to thi3 dcuile ? 

Enter Marcus. 

Tit. Marcus my Brother, ’tis fad Titus calls. 

Go gentle Marcus to tby Nephew Lucius, 

Thou (halt enquire him out among the Gothes, 

Bid him repaire to me and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeft Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him encampe his Souldiers where they are. 

Tell him the Emperour,and the Empreffe too, 

Feafts at my houfe,and he (hallFcaft with them. 

This do thou for my louc.aad fo let him. 

As he regards bis aged Fathers life. 

<JMar. This will 1 do,and foone returne againe. 

Tam. Now will I hence about thy bufineffc, 

And take my Mimfters along with me. 

Tit. Nay,nay,let Rape and Murder (lay with me, 

Or els lie call my Brother backe againe. 

And cleaue to no rcucnge but Lucius. 

Tam. What fay you Boyes,will you bide with him. 
Whiles 1 goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 

How I haue gouern’d our determined ieft? 

Yeeld to hi> Humour,£ nooth and ipeake him faire. 

And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

Tit. I know them all,though they fuppofc me mad. 
And will ore-reach them in theircwnetieuifes, 

Apavre of curled hell-hound, and their Dam. 

2 'tern. Madam depart at plcai'ure.leaue vs hecre. 

Tam. Farewell A*dro»scu*,tc\iet)ge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy Foei. 

Tit. I know thou doo ft,and fwcct rcucnge farewell. 

Chi. Tell vs old man,how (hall wc be imploy’d ? 

Tit. Tut,I hauc worke enough for you to doe, 
Publius come hither, Cains, and Valentine. 

Pub. What is your will ? 

Ttt- Know you thefe two ? 

Pub. The Empreffe Sonnes 
I take th es\.,Chiron, Demetrius. 

Titus. Fie / > #AW,fie,thou art too much dcceau d. 
The one is Murder,Rape is the others name. 

And therefore bind them gentle Publius, 

Caius, and Valentine .by hands op them. 

Oft hauc you heard me wifh for fuch an houre. 

And now I fi nd ^therefore binde theno fure, 

(hi. Villages forbearc.wc are the Empreffe Sonnes. 

Tub. And therefore do we,what we are commanded. 
Stop clofe their mouthes^et them noefpeake a word, 

1 s be fure bound,lookc that you binde them faft. Exeunt. 

Enter Titus Andronicus with a knife,and Lauinia 
with a "Bafou. 

Tit . Corae,come Lauinia,\ooVc,tby Foes are bound, 
Sirs flop their roouthes,let them not (peake to me. 

But let them heare what fearefull words I vttcr. 


*rt 


OhViHaines,Cfcm>K,and Demetrius, 

Here ftands the fpring whom you haue ftain'j ., 

1 his goodly Sommer with your Winter mixr Uhnil,t 
You kil’d her husband,and for that tilV. fault’ 

T wo of her Brothers were condemn’d to dead, 

My hand cut off,and made a merry ieft, * 

Both her fweet Hands,her Tongue,and thatmnr.j 
Then Hands or tor,guc,hcr fpotleffe Chafti ty 
Iuhumaine Traytors,you conftrain’d and fo/ft 
WHat would you (ay,if I (hould let you fpeake j 
V illaines for (haute you could not beg lor o ra * 
Harke Wretches,how I meane to martyr y 0 i V 
This one Hand yet is left,to cut your throats * 
Whil’ft that Lauinia tweeneher flumps dothfi U 

The Bafon that receiues your guilty blood. °^ : 

You know your Mother mcanes to feaft with me 
And calls herfelfe Reuenge.and thinketmenu/’ 
Harke Villaines.I will gnn’dyour bones to duft 

And with youi blood and it,lle make a Palle * 

And of the Pafte a Coft'cn I will rcare. 

And make two Parties of your (hamefull Heads 
And bid that ftrumpet your vnhallowed Dam * 

L’ke to <Ie earth fwallow her incieale. 

This is theFeaft,thatl haue bid her to, 

And this the Banquet fhc (hall furfet on. 

For worfc then Philomel you v f d my Daughter 
And worfe then Prognt,\ will be rcueng’d, * 

And now prepare your throats: Lauinia come. 
Receiue the blood,and when that they arc dead 
Let me goe grill’d their Bones to powder fmall 
And with this hatefull Liquor temper it, 

And in that Parte let theit vil’d Heads bebaktc 
Come,come,be euery one officious, 

To make this Banket, which I wifh might proue, 
More fterne and bloody then the Ccnraures Feaft. 

He cuts their tlirwi 

So now bring them in.for He play the Cooke, 

And feethem ready,gainrt their Mother comes. Exat, 

Enter Lucius, Marcus ,and the Gsthes, 

Luc. Vnckle Marcus,dace ’tismy Fathcrsminde 
Thai I repair to Rorpe,I am content. 

Goth. And ours with thine befall, what Fortune will. 
Luc. Good Vnckletakeyouin this barbarous Mein, 
ThisRauenous Tiger.this accurfed deuill, 

Let him receiue no fuftenance.fctter him. 

Till he be brought vnto the Emperous face, 
Forteftimony ofher foule proceedings. 

And fee the Ambu fh of our Friends he ftrong, 

If ere the Emperour meanes no good to vs, 

Aron. Some deuill whifper curfes in my eare, 

And prompt me that my tongue may vtter for th, 

The Venemous Mallice of my (welling heart. 

Luc. Away InhumaincD.igge,VnhallowedSiauc, 
Sirs,helpe our Vnckle.to conuey him in, Flturifli, 
The Trumpets (hew the Emperour is at hand. 

Sound Trumpets. Enter Emperour and Empreffe,with 
Tribunes and others. 

Sat. What,hath the Firemament more Suns then one? 
Luc. What bootes it thee to call thy felfe * Sunne i 
Mar. Romes Emperour & Nephewe brcakethepaih 
Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated, 

The Feaft is ready which the carefull Titus, 



TheTragedie of Titus tAndromens 


1 * 


--r—T^d^cTan Honourable end, 

H ole for Loue,for League,and good to Rome: 

F f vL ou therfore draw nic and take your places. 

Marcus we will. Habojes. 

* * A Table brought in. 

Enter Titus like a Cooke,placing the meat on 
the Table,and Lauinia wit ha vale oner her face. 

pitas. Welcome my gracious Lord, 

Welcome Dread Queenc, 

(Welcomeye Warlike Gothcs.welcome Lucms, 

Zi welcome all (although thccheerc be poore, 

•rwiii fi *- 1 y° ur ftomac5<s > p Ic3|c y° u cat of lt# 

S*t. Why art thou thus attir’d Androniau ? 
f, t \ Bccaufe I would be fure to hauc all well, 
r 0 entertaineyour Highneffe,and your Empreffe. 

T,iV. We are beholding to you good Andronicus 
fit. And ifyour Highneffe knew my heart,you were: 
My Lord the Emperour refol ue me this, 

Was it well done of ralh Vhgmiui, 

Today his daughter with his owne right hand, 
gccaule (he was enfor’ft,ftain’d,and deflewt’d ? 

Sattir. It was Androniau. 

Jit. Yourteafori^Mighty Lord ? 

Sat, Bccaufe the Girie,(hould not furuine her (hanle. 
And by her prefence (Till renew his forrowes. 

Tit. A reafon mighty,ftrong,and cffe&uall, 
jy pl ttane,prefident,and liuelv warrant, 

Forme(moft wretched) to peifarme the l.ke: 

Ole,die,Lauinia, thy fbame with thee. 

And with thy fliame,thy Fathers forrow die. 

‘ He kiL her. 

Sat. What haft done.vnnaturall and vnkinde ? 

Tit. Kil’d her for whom my teares hatve made me blind. 

I am as vvofull as Virginius W3S, 

And haue a thoufand times more caufc then he. 

Sat. What W3s fhe rauifht rtell who did the deed. 

Tit. Wiltpleafe you cat, 

Wilt pleafe yourHignefl'e feed i 
Tam. Why hart thou (lainc thini: onely Daughter ? 
Titus. Not I, ’twas Chiron and Demetrius, 

They rauifln her, and cut away her tongue. 

And they,’twas they.that did her all this wrong. 

Sam. Go fetch them hither to vs preferitly. 

Tit. Why there they areboth,bakcd in that Pie, 
Whereof their Mother dantily hath fed. 

Eating the flefh that (he herfelfe hath bred. < 

Tis true, ’tis true,witneffetnykniues fharpe point. 

He fobs the Empreffe. 

Satu Die franticke wretch, for this accurfed deed. 
Luc. Can theSonnes eye,behold his Father bleed? 
There’s mcede for meede,death for a deadly deed. 

Mar. You fad fac’d men, people and Sonne? of Rome, 
By vprorcs feuer’d like a flight ofFowle, 

Scatrred'by windes and high tempeftuous gufts a- 
Oh let me teach you how, to knit againe 
This fcattred Cornc,into one mutuall flicafc, 

Thefe broken limbs againe into one body. 

Goth. Let Rome herfelfe be banc vnto herfelfe, 

And dice whom mightie kingdoines curfic too. 

Like a forlorne and dd'peratc cartaway. 

Doe fhameful! execution on her felfe. 

But if my froftie fignes and chaps of age, 

Graue witneffes of true experience. 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, 

Speake Romes deere friend, as’erft out Aunceftor, 


When with his (olemne tongue he diddifeourfe 
To loue-fickeD/<(i»« fad attending care. 

The ftory of that balcfull burning nighr. 

WhenfubtilGrcekes furpriz’d King Priami Troy: 

Tell vs what Sinon hath bewichtour earcs, 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine.in. 

That giues our Troy,our Rome the ciuill wound. 

My heart is not compact of flint nor ftcele. 

Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe. 

But floods of teares will drowne my Oratorie, 

And breake my very vttrance,euen in the time 
When it fliould moue you to attend me mod, 

Lending your kind hand Commiferation. 

Hecre is a Captaine,let hitmell the tale. 

Your hearts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake, 

Luc. This Noble Auditory,be it knowne to you. 
That curfed (fhiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our Emperours Brother, 

And they it were that rauifhed our Sifter, 

For their fell faults our Brothers were beheaded. 

Our Fathers teares defpifd,and bafely coufen’d, 

Ofthat true hand that fought Romes quarrell ouc. 

And fent her enemies vnto the graue, 

Laftly,my felfe vnkindly baniflied. 

The gates flmt on mc,and turn’d weeping out, 

To beg reliefe among Romes Enemies, 

Who drown’d their enmity in my true teares, 

And op’d i heir armes to imbraceme asa Friend; 

And I am turned forth.be it knowne to you. 

That hauc preferu’d her welfare in my blood, 

And from her bofome tooke the Enemies point. 
Sheathing the ftcele in my aduentrous body. 

Alas you know,I am no Vaunter I, 

My fears can witneffejdumbe although they are. 

That my report is iuft and full of truth: 

But fortune thinkes I do digreffe too much, 

Cyting my worthleffe prai(e:Oh pardon me, 

For when no Friends are by,men praife thcmfclues, 

Marc. Now is my turne to fpeakciBehold this Child, 
Of this was Tamora deliuered. 

The iffue of an Irreligious Moore, 

Chiefe Architect and plotter of thefe woes, 

The Villaine is 3liue in Titus houfe. 

And as he is,to witneffc this is true. 

Now iudge what courie had Titus to reuenge 
Thefe wrongs,vnfpcakeablc part patience. 

Or more then any liuing man could beare. 

Now you haue heard the truth,what fay you Romaines? 
Haue we done ought amiffe ? (Lew vs wherein. 

And from the place where you behold vs now, 

The poore remainder o fAndronici, 

Will hand in hand all headlong daft vs downe 
And on the ragged ftones beat forth our braines. 

And inakc a mutuall elofure of our houfe . 

Speake Romaines fpeake,and if you fay we (hall 
Loe hand in hand ,Lucius and I will fall. 

EmHi. Come come,thou reucrent man of Rome, 

’ And bring out Emperour gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our Emperour ;for well I know. 

The common voyce do cry it (hall be fo. 

Mar. Lucius ,all haile Romes Royall Emperour 
Goe,goe into old Titus forrowfull houfe. 

And hither hale that misbelicuing Moore , 

To be adiudg’d (ome direful] flaughtering death. 

As punifliment for hjs moft wicked life. 

Lucius all haile to Romes gracious Gouemour, 

ce i 


Luci, 
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The Tragedie of Titus sJtidronicus. 


Luc. Thankes gentle Romanes,may I goueruc fo. 

To healeRomes harmcs.and wipe away her woe. 

But gentle people,giue me ayme a*while. 

For Nature puts me to a heauy taske : 

Stand all aloofe, but Vncklc draw you neere. 

To fhed obfequioiu tearea vpon this Trunkc : 

Oh take this warme kiffe on thy pale cold lips, 

Thefe forrowfull drops vpon thy bloiui-riaineia.ee, 

The laft true Duties of thy Noble Sonne. 

Afar. Tcare for teare,and louing kiffe for kiffe, 

Thy Brother Marctu tenders on thy Lips ; 

O were the fumme of thel'c that I fhould pay 
Countleffe, and infinit, yet would I pay them. 

Luc. Conaehither Boy,come,come,and learneofvs 
To melt in Ihowres: thyGrandfire lou’d thee well: 
Many a time he danc’d thee on his knee: 

Sung thee afleepe, hi s Louing Breft, thy Pillow : 

Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
jMcete, and agreeing with thine Infancie: 

n that refpeft then, like a louing Childe, 

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaufe kinde Nature doth require it fo: 
Fnends.fhouldaffociacc Friends,in Greefe and Wo. 

Bid him farwell, commit him to the Graue, 

Do him that kindneffe,and take leaue of him. 

'Boy. O Grandlire,Grandfire: euen with all my heart 
Would I were Dead ,fo you did Liueagaine. 

O Lord, 1 cannot fpeake to him for weeping. 

My teares will choake me, if 1 ope my mouth. 


* om r MS ' You fad Andrnici, hauedone^rh - 
Gjuc fentence on this execrable Wretch ' ” Woes * 
That hath beene breeder of thefe direeuents 
Luc. Set him breft deepe in earth,aud famifT u- 
There let him ftand,and raue.and cry for food . " lm: 
Ifany one releeues, or pitties him, C 5 

For the offence,he dyes. This is our doot» e • 

Some (lay, to fee him fall’ned in the earth. 

-Aron. O why fhould wrath be mute &F,,„ j 

I am no Baby I, that with bafe Prayers > ^ 

I fhould repent the Euils I haue done. 

1 en thoufand worfe, then cueryct I did, 

Would I performc if I might haue my will: 

If one good Deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my very Soule. 

Lucius. Some louing Friends conuey the Em* l 
A nd giue him buriall in his Fathers graue, " henci 

My Father, and Lauinia, fhall forthwith 
Be clofed in our Houfholds Monument: 

As for that heynous Tyger Tamer a. 

No Funerall Rite, nor man in mournfull Wecdt *1 
No mournfull Bell (hall ring her Buriall; * 

But throw her foorth to Beads and Birds of prey; 

Her life was Beaft-like, and deuoid of pitty/ * 

And being fo, (hall haue like want of piety*' 

See Iuftice done on tsfaron that damn’d Moore, 
From whom, our heauy happes had their beginning • 
Then afterward?, to Order well the State, 6 ’ 

That likcEuents, may ne’re it Ruinate. Ixmtemt, 


FINIS. 





the tragedie OF 

RO MbO and IVL1ET. 


s ABus Trims. Scccna Trima. 



Bter Samp fin and Gregory with Swords and Bucklers, 
of the Houfe ofCapulet. 

Sampfon. 

\WRerory : A my word wec’l not carry coalcs, 

Gw. No,for then we fhould beColljars. 
Samp. T mean, if we be in choller,wcc 1 draw. 
Greg. I, While you liue, draw your neckeouc 
o’ch Collar. # 5 . 

Samp. I ftrike quickly, being rnoud. 

Grer. But thou art not quickly mou o to ttrike. 

Samp. A dog of the houfe of Mount ague, moues me. 

Greff. To mouc,is to flirt and to fcc valiant,is to ftan • 
rhetcfore.if thou art mou’d,thou runft away. 

Samp A dogge of that houfe fhall moue me to hand, 
[willtake the wall ofany Man or Maid of Momtagues. 

Greg. That Ihewcs thee a weakc flauc, for the wea- 

ieft goes to the wall. , . , , 

Samp. Tfue,and therefore women being the vyeaker 
Veflels.are euer thruft to the wall: therefore I will pufh 
Montagues men from the wall, and thruft his Maides to 
if (thcirmen. 

me wall. g , 

Greg. The Quarrell is betwecncour Matters, and vs 

Samp. ’Tis all one,I will (hew my lelfe a tyrant: when 
[haue fought with the men, I will bee duillwith the 
Maids,and cut off their heads. 

Greg. The heads of the Maids? 

Sam. I ,the heads ofthe Maids.or their Maiden-heads, 
Take it in what fence thou wilt. 

Greg. They mutt take it fence, that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele while I am ablo to ftand: 
And’tisknowne I am a pretty peece offlefti. 

Greg. ’Tis well thou art not Fifh : If thou had’ft, thou 
had’ft beene poore Iohn. Draw thy Toolc.hcre comes of 
the Houfe ofthe LAtomt agues. 

Enter two other Seruingmers. 

Sam My naked weapon is out: quarrel,I wil back thee 

Gre. How?Turnethybacke,andrun. 

Sant. Fearemenot. 

Gre. No marry: I feare thee. 

Sam. Let vs take the Law of our fidesdet them begin. 

Cr.I wil frown as I paffeby,& let the take it as they lift 

Sam. Nay,as they dare.I wil bite my Thumb at them, 
which is a difgrace to them, if they bcare it. 

Abra, Do you bite your Thumbe at vs fir? 

Samp. I do bite my Thumbe,fir. 

Abra. Do you bite yonrThumb at vs, fir ? 

Sam. Is the Law of our fide,if I fay I? 


Sam. No hr,I do not bite my Thumbe at you fir: but 
I bite my Thumbe fir, 

Greg . Doyou quarrell fir ? 

sibra. Quarrell iir? no fir. ( 2S y ou 

Sam. If yen do fir,I am for you,I feruc a? good a man 
Abra. No better? . Samp* Well fir. 

Enter Benuolio. 

Cjr. Say bcttenjiere comes one ct my mafiers kinfmen. 
Samp. Yes, better. 

Abra . You Lye. 

Samp . Draw it you be men. Gregory, remember thy 


wafhingbiow. 


They Fight. 


Gre . No. 


Ben . Part Foolc$ ; put vp yout Swords,you know not 
what you do. 

Enter! ibalt. 

Tyb. What art thou drawne, among thefe hcarilefle 
Hindes? Turnc thee r BeMolio y \oo\.Q vpon thy death. 

Ben. 1 do but keepe the pc 3 cc,put vp thy Sword, 

Or manage ic to part thefe men with me. 

Tyb. What draw,and talke of peace ? I hate the word 
As 1 hate hell, all Mount agues, and thee: 

Haue at thee Coward. Eight. 

Enter three orfoure Citizens with Clubs. 

Offi. Clubs,Bi!$,and Partilcmi,ftrike,beat them dowa 
Downe with the Capu!ets y dovtnc with the Momtagues. 

Enter old Capulet in his Gorvne.and his wife* 

Cap . What noifeisthisrGiucme my long Sword ho. 

Wife. A crutch, a crutch : why call you for a Sword ? 

Cap. My Sword I fay : Old 7 Womtaguc is come. 

And flourishes his Blade in fpighc of me. 

Enter old Mount ague yfr his wife. 

.Thou villaine Capulet. Hold me not, let me go 

%.Wife. Thou (halt not ftir 3 foocc to feeke a Foe. 

Enter Prince Eska/es, with his Traine. 

Prince. Rebellious Subie&s,Enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this Neighbor-ftained Steele, 

Will they not hcare ? What hoe,you Men, you Beafts, 
That quench the fire of your pcrniciousRage, 

With purple Fountaines iffuing from your Vcincs s 
On paine ofTomirc,from chofc bloody hands 
Throw your mifternper’d Weapons to the grounds 
And heare the Sentence ofyour mooued Prince. 

Three ciuill Broyles, bred of an Ayery word. 

By thee old Capulct and Mountague ,» 

Haue thrice difturb’d the quiet ct our ftrect*, 

^ And made Verona % ancient Citizens 
1 Caft by their Graue befeeming Ornaments, 

To wield old Partizans, in hands as old, 

ee 3 Cankred/ 
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Cankrcd with pcace,to part your Cankrcd hate. 

If cuer you dirturbc our ftrcets againe. 

Tour hues fhall pay the forfeit of the peace- 
For this time all the reft depart away: 

You Capulet (hall goe along with me, 

And Momtnguc come you this afeernoone, 

To know our Fathers pleafurc iti this cafe : 

To old Frec-townc,onr common Judgement place: 

Once more on paine of death, all men depart. Exeunt* 

Monn. Who fee this auncient quarrell new abroach ? 
Speake Nephew,were you by,when it began: 

Ben. H>err were the feruants of your aduerfarie. 

And yours clofe fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them,in the inftanc came 
The fiery Tibalt,with his fword prepar’d. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares. 

He fwong about his headland cur the windes. 

Who nothing hurt withall,hift hnn in fcorne. 

While w? were enterchanging chrulls and blowes* 

Came more and more,and fought on part and pate, 

Till the Prince came,who parted either part. 

IP'tfe. O where is Romeo fa, w you him to day? 

Right ghd am I.he was not at thi> fray. 

Ben Madam,an hourc before the worfhipc Sun 
Peer’d forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled mind draue me to walkc abroad, 
Wnerevndcrneath chegroueof Sycamour, 

That Wert-ward rooteth from this City fide: 

So carcly walking did I lee your Sonne: 

T owards him I made,but he was ware of me, 

And ftole into the couert of the wdod, 

I mcafuring his affe&ions by my owne. 

Which then moft fought,wher moft might not be found: 
Being one too many by* my weary felfc, 

Purfued my Honour,not purfuing his 
And gladly fhunn’d, who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there beenc feene, 
With teares augmenting thefrcfli mornings dcaw, 
Adding to cloudes,morc cloudey with his deepc fighes. 
Bat all fo foone as the all-checring Sunne, 

Should in the farthefl Eaft begin to draw 
The fhadic Curtaines from Aurora* bed, 

Away from light fleales home my heauy Sonne, 

And priuatc in his Chamber pennes himfelfc. 

Shuts vp his windowes,lockcs fa ire day-light out f 
And makes himfdfe an artificial! n ght: 

Blacke and portendous mull this humour proue, 
Vnleflegood counfell may the caufe remouje. 

Ben . My Noble Vnde doe you know the caufe ? 

Mom. I neither know it,nor can learne of him. 

71e» t Haue you importun'd him by any mcanes? 

Mom . Both by my fclfe and many others Friends, 

But he his owne a fife Elions counfcller. 

Is to himfelfcf I will not fay how true) 

But to himfdfe fo fccret and fo clofc. 

So farre from founding and difeouery. 

As is the bud bit with an cnuious worme. 

Ere he can fpread his fweetc Icaues to the ayre. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Could we but Icarnc from whence his forrowes grow. 
We would as willingly glue cure,as know.. 

Enter Romeo . 

Be.n See where he comes,fopleafe you flepafidc, 
lie know his greeuance,or be much denide. 

Moun . I would thou wert fo happy by thy flay. 

To hearc true flnift. Come Madam let’s away. Exeunt 


The Tragedieo/Rgneo and Juliet. 


'Btn. Good morrow Coufin. 

Rom. Is the day fo young } 

Ben. But new ftrooke nine. 

Rom. Ayeme,fad houresfeenic Jen's* 

Was thac my Father that went henee /of a ft:> 

'Ben. It was: what fadnes lengthens Ron,,*' \ 

Ro. Not hauing that,which hauins j0)a ^ stK 1 * 0ur i , e * 
Ben. Inlouc. w>aKe s then, 

Romeo. Out. 

Ben. Ofloue. 

Rom, Out of her fauour where I am in loue 
'Ben. Alas that loue fo gentle in his view * 
Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe.’ 

Rom. Ala* that loue,whole view is muffled ftili 
Should without eycs.fee path-wayes to hi* will. 
Where fhall we dine? O me : what fray w- s W, % 

Yet tell me not,for I haue heard it all: 7 e? 

Heerc’s much to do with hate,but more with t n ,,„ 
Why then,0 brawling loue,0 lou.ng hate 
O any tlung,cf nothing firft created: 

O heauie lighcnefle,ferious vanity, 

Milbapen Chaos of welfeeing formes, 

Feather of lead,bright fmoake.cold ftre.ficke heakh 
Still waking flcepe,that is not what it is: ‘ 

This loue feele I,that fecle no loue in this. 

Dodl thou not laugh ? 

Ten. No CozCjI rather weepe. 

Rom. Good hearr,at what i 
"Ben. At thy good hearts opprefsion, 

Rom. Why fuch is loues tranfgrefsion. 

Griefes of mine owne lie heauie in my bread, 

Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preaft * 

With more of thine.this loue that thou haft ftiovme 
Doth addemore griefe,totoo much of mine owne, ’ 
Loue,is a fmoake made with the fume of fighes, ’ 
Being purg’d,a fire fparklmg in Louers eyes, 

Being vexc.a Sea nourUbt with louing teares, 

What is it elfe ? a madnefle,moft difereet, 

A choking gall,and a preferuing fwcet: 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft I will goe along. 

And if you Icaue me fo,yqu do roe wrong, 

Rom. Tut I haue loft my felfe, 1 am not here, 

This is not ^<wjw,hce’s fomc other where. 

Ben. Tell me in fadnefle, who is that you loue ? 

Rom. What {ball I grone and tell thee? 

Ben. Grone,why no : but fadly tell me who. 

Rom. A ficke man in fadnefle makes his will > 
Aword ill vrg’d to one that is fo ill .• 

|n fadnefle Cozin,I do loue a woman. 

Ten. 1 aym’d fo neare,when I fuppofdyou lou'd. 
Rom. A right good marke man,and (bee s faire I lose 
Ben. Arightfaire maikc.faire Coze, ; »fooncfthit. 
Rom. Well in that hit you mifle,fbecl not be hit 
With Cupids arrow.flhe hath Dians wit: 

And in ftrong proofe ofchaftity wellarm’d: 

From loues weake childifb Bow,fheliues vncharm*d. 
Shec will not ftay the fiege of louing tcarmes, 

Nor bid th’incounter ofaflailingeycs.t - 
Nor open her lap to S8in#-feducing Gold: 

O (be is rich in beautic,o»ely poore. 

That when (be dies,with beautie dies her (lore. 

Ben. Then (be hath fworne,that fhe will ftill liuc chad ? 
Rom, She hath,and in that (paring make huge waft ? 
For beauty fteru’d with her ieuerity. 

Cuts beauty off from all poftcritie. 
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wife wiTfcly coo fairc, 

Sb Vric bliffe by making me difpaire: 

T° h f or fworne to loue,and in that voW 

Sb i liue dead,that lme to tell it now. 

Be rul’d by mc,forgee to thinke ofher. 
f ‘ 0 t each me how I (hould forget to thinke. 

B-*'. By g<uing liberty vnto thine eyes, 
c .lme other beauties, 

2 ,pj s the way to calhers(exquifit)in qucftion more, 
J%' happy maskes that kiffc faire Ladies browes, 

* . 0 blacke, puts vs in mind they hide the faire: 

Sat is ftrooken blind,cannot forget 
precious treafure of his eye-fight loft : 
chew me a Miftrcffc that is parting faire, 
u hatdoth her beauty ferue but as a note, 
l here l may read who part that parting faire. 

Lwell thou can’ft not teach me to forget, 

' Ben. He pay that dodlrine.or elfe die in debt. Exeunt 
Inter Cafulet y Cottntie Part*,and the Clowne. 
qmk, CMour.tagtte is bound as well as I, 

[npcnalty alike,and cis not hard I thinke, 
for men fo old as wee, to kcepe the peace. 

far. Of Honourable reckoning ateyou both, 
Aodpittie’m you liu’d at ods fo long- 
But now my Lord, what fay yonco my fute ? 

CafU. Bat laying ore what I haue faid before, 

MyChild is yet a ftranger in the world. 

Shit hath not feene the change of fourtecne ycares, 

[ t t two more Summerawvither in their pride, 

Etc we may thinke her r ipe to be a Bride. 
pari. Younger then (hi,are happy mothers made. 

Caftt. And too foone inar’d arc thofe fo early made: 
Earth hath fwallowed all my hopes but (be, 

Chce'» the hopcfull Lady of my earth: 

But wooe her gentle Paris, get her heart. 

My will to her confent.is but a part. 

And (hee agree,within her fcope of choife. 

Lyes my confent,and faire according voice: 

This night I hold an old accuftom’d Fcaft, 

Whereto 1 haue inuited many aGucft, 

Such as I loue,and you among the (tore. 

One more, moft welcome makes toy number more: 

At my poore houfe,iookc to behold this night, 

Batch-trending ftatres.that makedarke heauen light, 

Such comfort as do lufty young men fcelc. 

When well apparrei’d April Ion the hcele 
Oflimping Winter ireads.cuen fuch delight 
Among frefh Fennell buds fliail you this night 
Inhetit at my houfe:hearc all,all fee: 

And like her moft,whofc merit moft fhall be: 

Which one more veiw,ofmany,minc being one. 

May ftand in number,though in reckning none. 

Come,goe with me: goe firrah trudge about, 

Through faire Terona.find thole perfons out, 

Whole names arc written there,and to them fay, 

My houfc and welcome,on their pleafurc ftay. Exit. 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Hceicic 
is written, that the Shoo-makcr fbould meddle with his 
Yard, and the Tayler with his Laft,the Fiflicr with his 
Pcnlill, and the Painter with his Nets. But J am lent to 
find thofe perfons whofe names are writ,& can neuer find 
what names the wricing perlon hath here writ f ( ( muft to 
the learned) in good time. 

Enter Tenuolio,and ’Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man.onefiie burncsoutanothersburning, 
Onepaine is lelned by anothers angutlb: 


Turne giddie,and be holpe by backward turning: 

One delparate greefc,cures with anothers Istiguifh : 

Take thou fome new infe&ion to the rye, 

And the rank poyfonofthe old wil die. 

Rom. Your Plantan leafe is excellent for that. 

Ten. For what I pray thee? 

Rom, For your broken fbin. 

Ten. Why Romeo art thou mad ? 

Rom, Not mad,but bound more then a mad man ts: 
Shut vp in prifon,kcpt without my foode, 

Whiptand tormented: and Goddcn good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigoden.I pray fir can you read ? 

Rom. I mine owne fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learn’d it without booke: 

Burl pray can you read any thingyou fee ? 

Rom. I,if I know the Letters and the Language- 
Scr. Ye fay honeftly,reft you merry. 

Rom. Stay fellowj can read. 

He reades the Letter. 

S Eionettr 7tlartt»o,and hit wi fe and daughter: County An- 
felme and hi* beaut tons fifiers : the Lady widdow ofV tree - 
uio, Seigneur Placentto ,and his lonely Neeces : APercutio and 
his brother Talent me : mine vnde Capulet hi* wifeanddaugh- 
ters.- my faire tferce Rofaline,Liuia,Setgneur Vdentio i & his 
Cojen 7 ybaltLucto and the liuely Helena. 

A faire aflembly,whither fbould they come ? 

Ser. Vp. 

Rom. Whither? to fupper? 

Ser. Toourhoufe. 

Rom. Whofe houfe? 

Ser. My Maifters. 

R,m. Indeed I fhould haue askt you that before. 

Ser. Now Jle tell you without asking. Mymaiftcris 
the great rich Capnlet, and if you be not of the houle of 
Mount agues I pray come and truftia cup.ofwine. Reft 
you merry. Exit. 

Btn. At this fame auncient Fcaft ofCapulstt 
Sups the faire Rofaiine, whom thou lo loues ; 

With all the admired Beauties ofTcrona, 

Go thither and with vnattainted eye, 

Compare her face with fome that»fhall (bow. 

And I will make thee thinke thy Swan a Crow. 

Rom. When the deuout religion of mine eye 
Maintaincs fuch falfliood,then turne teares to fire: 

And thefe who often diown’d could neuer die, 
Transparent Herctiques be burnt for liers. 

, One fairer then my loue: the all-feeing Sun 
Nere faw her match,fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tot,you faw her fairc,none elfe being by, 
Herfclfe poyl’d with herfelle in either eye: 

But in that Chriftall fcales.let there be waid, 

Your Ladies loue againft fomc other Maid 
That 1 will (bo w yoii,fliining at this Fcaft, 

And fbe lb'wfcant (bell, well,that now fiiewesbeft. 

Rom. lie goe along,no fuch fight to be (howne. 

But to rcioycein fplendorof mine owne. 

Enter Capulets mfe and Nttrfe. 

ITtfe Nurfe wber> my daughter? call her forth to me. 
Nurfe. Now by my Maidenhead, at twclue ycareold 
I bad her come.w hat Lamb;what Ladi-bird, God forbid. 
Where's this Girle ? what Juliet ? 

Enter Iu/iet. 

Iuliet. How now,who calls ? 

Nur. Your Mother. 

Iuliet. Madam I am heere, what is your will ? 

Wife. This is the matter: Nurfe giue leaue awhile, we 






















































































J 6 The Tragedieof TComeo and Juliet. 

muft talke in fecret. Nurfe come backe againe,I haue rc- 
inerabred me.thou’fe heare our counfeli. Thou knoweft 


my daughter’s of a prer.y age. 

Nurfe. Faith 1 can tell her age ynto anhourc. 

V^tfe, Shee’s not fourteene. 

Nurfe. He lay fourteene of ray teeth. 

And yet to my teenc be it fpoken, 

I haue but fourc, (bee’s not fourteene. 

How long is it now to Lammas tide f* 

Wife. A fortnight and odde dayes. 

Nurfe. Euen or odde, of all daics in the ycare come 
Lamm.u Euc at night (hall (he be fourteene. Sufan Ik flic, 
God reft all Chriftian foulcs, were of an age. Well Sufan 
is withGod.fhc was too good for me.But as 1 faid. on La. 
mas Euc at night (hall (lie be fourteene, that (ball (he ma¬ 
rie,I remember it well. ’Tis fincethe Earth-quake now 
eleuen yeares,and (lie was wean'd I neuer (ball forget it, 
of all the daics of the ycare, vpon that day .-fori had then 
laid Worme-vvood to my Dug fitting in the Sunne vnder 
the Douchoufe wall, my Lord and you were then at 
yI/4»f*4,nayIdoebeare abraine. ButasI faid, when it 
didtart the Worme-wood on the nipple of my Dugge, 
and felt it bitter.pretty foolc.to fee it teachie, and fall out 
with the Dugge, Shake quoth the Doue-houfe, ’twas no 
needc I trow to bid mee trudge: and fince that time it is 
a eleuen yeares,for then (lie could (land alone, nay bi'th’ 
roode (be could haue runne,& wadled all about: for cuen 
the day before (be broke her brow, & then my Husband 
God be with his foule, a was a tnerric man, cookcvp the 
Child x yea quoth hee,docft thou fall vpon thy face ? thou 
wilt fall backeward when thou haft more wit, wilt thou 
not Iule ? And by my holy-dam, the pretty wretch lefte 
crying,& faid I: to fee now how a left (hall come about. 
I warrant,^ I (ball Hue a thouland yeares,I neuer (hould 
forget it,: wilt thou not Inlet quoth hc?and pretty foolc it 
ftinted.and faid I. 

Old. La. Inough of this,I pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurfe. Yes Madam,yet I cannot chufe but laugh, to 
thinke it (hould leauc crying, & fay I: and yet I warrant 
it had vpon itbrow,abumpeas big asayoungCockrels 
done?A perilous knock,and it crycd bitterly. Yea quoth 
my husband, fall’ll vpon thy face, thou wilt fall back¬ 
ward when thou commeft to age : wilt thou not Mel It 
ftititedtandfaidl. 

lttle. And dint thou too,I pray thee Nurfe ,fay I, 

Kur. Peace I haue done:God marke thee too his grace 
thou waft the prettied Babe that ere I nurft, and 1 might 
liue to fec.thee married once, I haue my wifh. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very thcamc 
I came to talke of,iell me daughter luliet, 

How Hands your difpofition to be Married? 

Mi. It is an hourc that I dreame not of. 

Nur. An houre.were not I thine onely Nurfe,I would 
fay thou had’d fuckt wifedomc from thy teat, 

OldLit. Well thinke of marriage now,yonger then you 
Hcerc in Verona, Ladies of efteemc. 

Are made already Mothers. By my count 
l was vour Mother,much vpon thefe yeares 
Thac you are now a Maide,thus then in briefe: 

The valiant Tarts feekes you for his loue. 

Nurfe. A man young Lady,Lady, fuch a man as all 
the world. Why hec’s a man of waxe. 

Old La. t'eronas Summer hath noefuch a flower. 

Nurfe. Nay hec’s a flowcr,infaith a very flower. 

Old La : What fay you,can you loue the Gentleman ? 
This night you (ball behold him at our Fcaft, 


Read ore the volume of young Paris f ace ~ 
And hnd delighr,writ therewith Eeauti c I pt . n 


lies. 


Examine euery feueiall liniament, 

And fee how one another lends content; 

And what obfeut’d in this faire volumeli 
Find written intheMargcnt of his eyes, 

This precious Booke of Loue,this vnbound I „ 

To Beautific him,onely lacks a Cotier. Uer -> 

The filb hues in the Sea, and ’tis rotichpride 
For faire without,the faire within to hide; 

That Booke in manies eyes doth (hare the pW. 

That in Gold clafpes, Lockes in the Golden (W: 

So fliali you (bare all that he doth pofleffc ' ! 

By hauing him.makingyour fclfe no lefle/ 

Nurfe. No lefle,nay bigger:women grow bv 
Old La. Speake briefly,can you like of VarjJ\ n » D ‘ 

Mi. He lookc tolikc,iflookingliking moue 

But no more deepe will I endart mine eye, * 
Then your confent giues flrength to makefW 
Enter a Sensing man. 

Ser. Madam,the guefts are come,fupper f erg u VB _ 
cal’d,my young Lady askt for,thc Nurfe cur’d in theP 
tcry,and euery thing in cxtremitic ilmufthencctow,; 
bclcech you tollow ftraiglu. ^ \ 

CMo. We follow thee,/#/;**, the Countie ftaies, *“ 
Nurfe. Goc Gyrle.fecke happy* nights to bappydaiei, 

Snter Romeo, CMercuiie,Bemiolio,with flue or fa**' 
other Markers, Torch-bearers. 

Rom. What fliali this fpcch be fpokc for our excufei 
Or (hall we on without Apologie? 

Hen. The date is out of fuch prolixitie, 

Weele haue no Cupid, hoed winkr with a skarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted Bow oflatb, 

Skaring the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafurc vs by what they will, 

Weelc meafurc them a M eafurc,and be gone. 

Rom . Giue me a Torch,I am not for this ambling, 
Being but heauy I will bcare the light. 

Afer. Nay gentle Romeo,we muft haue you dance, 
Rom. Not I belccueme.you haue dancing (hoocs 
With nimbi e fol cs,I haue a foale of Lead 
So flakes me to the ground, I cannot moucj 
LMer. You are a Louer,borrow Cupids wings. 

And ioa re with them aboue a common bound. 

Rom. I am too fore enpearced with his (haft, 

To foare with his light feathers.and to bound; 

I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

Vnder Joues heauy burthen do el finke, 

Hora. And to finke in it (hould you burthen loue, 

Too great opprefiion for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is loue a tender thing? it is too rough, 
Toorude,too boyfteroue^nditprickslilcethornc. 

tMer. If loue be rough with you,be rough with loue, 
Prickc loue for pricking,and you beat loue downc, 
Giue roe a Cafe to put my viface in, 

A Vifor for a Vifor,what care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities .* 

Here are theBeetle-browes fliali blufh forme. 

Ben. Come knocke and enter,and no fooncr in, 

But euery man betake him to bis legs. 

Rom. A Torch for me,1ct wantons light ofheart 
Tickle the fenceleffe rufihes with their heelcs: 

Fori am prouerb’d witha GrandfierPhrafe, 

He be a Candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was nere fo faire.and 1 am done. 

Mer. Tut 
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ffcTv in,duns the Moufe.the Conftablcs owne word, 1 
tf[hou*art dun, weele draw thee from the mire. 

Or fane your rcuerence loue,wherein thou ftickeft 
y P to the cares, come wc burne day .light ho. 

Rom. Nay that’s not fo. 

Mer. I mesne hr I delay, .... 

w e waft our lights in vaine,lights,!igbts,by day; 

T 3 ke our good roeaning.for our Iudgement ins 
c;„. times in that,ere once in our fine wits. 


fut’tis no wit to go. 

(JMer> Why raay one askc ? 

r O 0 . Idreamptadreamctonight. 

CMtr. And fo did I. 
fam. Well what was yours % 

CHler. That dreamers often lye. 
jto. In bed a fleepe while they do dreame tilings true. 
rfer. o then I fee Quecne Mab hath beene with you : 
jheis the Fairies Midwife, & (he comes in (hape no big- 
gerthen Agat-ftone, on the fore-finger of an Alderman, 
jrawtie with a teeme of little Atomies,ouer mens noies as , 
( j, ev r lie afleepe: her Waggon Spokes made of long Spin- ) 
ncr ' s Ws:theCouerofthe wings of Grafhoppcis, her 
Traces ofrthc fmallcft Spiders web, her coullcrsof the 1 
MoonOiincs watry Bcames.hcrWhip of Crickets bone, 
rheLafli ofPhilome,hcr Waggoner, afrnall gray-coated 
Gnat,not lialfc fo bigge as a round little Worme, prickt 
U om the Lazae-fingcr of a man. Her Chariot is an cmptic 
Hafclnut, made by the Toyner Squirrel or old Grub, time 
outa mind,theFaries Coach-makers .•& in this date (he 
gallops night by night,throughLouers braincs : and then , 
ihcy dreame of Loue.On Courtiers knees,that dreame on 
Cuifies ftrait .• ore Lawyers fingers, who ftraici dreamt on 
Fees, ore Ladies lips, who ftrait on kifles dreame, which 
oftstheangry Mab with biiftcn plagues, bccaufe their 
breach with Sweec meats tainted are. Sometime flic gal¬ 
lops ore a Courtiers' nofe, & thendreameshe offmclling 
out afutc:& fom*ime conies flic with Tith pigs tale,tick¬ 
ling a Parfonsnofe as a lies afleepe, then hedreariies of 
another Benefice. Sometime flic driuctb ore a Souldiers 
necke, & then dreames he of cutting Forrainc throats, of 
Breaches, Ambufcados.Spanifh Blades : Of Healths flue 
Fadonic deepe,and then anon drums in his cares,at which 
heftartes and wakes; and being thus frighted, fwcares a 
prayer or two & fleepes againe:this is that very Mab that 
plats the manes of Horfcs in the night: & bakes the Elk- 
ocksin foule (luttifli haires,which once vntangled,much 
misfortune bodes. 

Thisisthc hag,when Maides lie on their backs, 

Thttpreflcs thcm,and learnes them firft to bearc. 

Making them women of good carriage : 

Thisisftie. 

Rm. Peace,peace, tj^fercutio peace, 

Thoutalk’ft of nothing. 

t Mer. True,I talke of dreames .♦ 

Which aie the children of an idle braine. 

Begot ofnotlung,but vaine phantafie , 

Whichis as thinoffubftanccasthe3yre. 

And more inconftant then the wind,who wooes 
Euen now the frozen bofome of the North : 


And being anger’d, puffes away from thence. 

Turning his fide to the dew dropping South. 

'Ben. This wind you talke of blowes vs from our fclues, 
Supper is done,and we fliali come too late, 

Rom. I feare too carly,for my mind mifgiues. 

Some conlcquence yet hanging in the ftarres, 


Shall bitterly begin his fearcfoll date 
With this nights reuels ,and expire the tcarmc 
Of a defpifed life clof’d in ray breft: 

By fome vile forfeit of vntimely dc 3 th. 

But he that hath the (linage ofmy courfe, 

Dircdlmy fine: on luftieGentlemen. 

Ben. Strike Drum. 

They march about the Stage, and Seruingmen come forth 
rvitb their napkins. 

Snter Seruant. 

Ser. Where's Totpan, that he helpcs not to take away ? 
He (hifc a Trencher ? he ferape a Trencher ? 

1. When good manners,fli 3 ll he in one or two mens 
hands,and they vnwafht too, ’cis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with the lovnftooles, rerooue the Court- 
cubbord, looke to the Plate: good thou,faue mee apiece 
of Marchpane,and as thou louefl me, let the Porter let in 
Safin Grindjltme, and Nell, -Anthonie and Potpan. 

2 . IBoyreadie. 

Ser. You arelookt for,and cal'd for,askr for,& fought 
for, ; n the great Chamber. 

i We cannot be here and there too,chearly Boyes, 

Be brisk awhiie,and the longer liuer take all. 

Exeunt. 

Snter all the Guefts and Gentlewomen to the 

Maskers. j 

1. Capu. Welcome Gentlemen, 

Ladies that haue their toes 

V T nplagu’dvvithCornc 5 ,will walke about with you: 

Ah my Miftrefles,which of you all 

Will now deny to dance? She that makes dainty, 

She lie fwcarc hath Cornes :am I come neareye now? 
Welcome Gentlemcn,l haue feene the day 
That I haue wornea Vjfor, and could tell 
A wr.ifpering tale in a faire Ladies eare: 

Such as wouldpleafe: ’tis gone, ’tis gone, 'tis gone, 

You arc welcome Gentlemen,come Mufitians play : 

Afufckeplates; and the dance. 
A Hall,Hull,giue roomCjand footcic Girles, 

More light you knaues.and tume the Tables vp * 

And quench the fire,the Roome is growne too hoc. 

Ah firrahjthis vnlookt for fport comes well; 

Nay fie.nav fit,good Cozin Cepulet, 

For you and I are pad our dauncing dates : 

How long 'j ft now fince laft your fclfe and I 
Were in a Maskc ? 

2 . Capu. Berlady thirty yeares. 

1. Capu. Whatman: ’tis not fo much,'tis not fc much, 
’Tis fince the Nuptiall ofLucentio, 

Come Pcntycoft as quickcly as it will, 

Some flue and twenty yeares,and then we Maskt. 

2 . Cap. 'Tis more, ’tis more,his Sonne is elder fir: 

His Sonne is thirty. 

3 . Cap. Will you tel! me that# 

His Sonne was buc a Ward two yeares agoe. 

Rom. What Ladie is that which dothni rich ithc hand 
Ofyondcr Knight? 

Ser. I know not fir . 

Rom. O (lie doth teach the Torches to burne bright; 

It Teenies (he hangs vpon the thecke of night. 

As a rich Iewel in an /Ethiops eare: 

Beauty too rich for vfe,for earth too deare: 

So fhewes a Snowy Doue trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady ore herfellowes (howes; 

The meafure done,lie watch her place of (land. 

And touching hers,make blefled my rude hand. 


Did/ 
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Did my heart loue till now,forfweare it fight, 

For I neuer faw true Beauty tiil this night. 

’Tib. This by his voicc,fhould be a Mountague. 

Fetch me my Rapier Boy,what dares theflaue 
Come hither couer’d with an 3n tique face, 

To fleere and fcorne at our Solemnitie? 

Now by the ftockeand Honour of my kin. 

To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 

Cap. Why how now kinfmari, 

Wherefore ftorme you fo ? 

Tib. Vncle this is a Mount ague, our foe: 

A Villaine that is hither come in fpight. 

To fcorne at our Solemnitie this night. 

Cap. Young Romeo isiz > 

Ttb. ’Tis he,that Villaine Romeo. 

Cap. Content thee gentle Coz,let hi m alone, 

A bearcs him like a portly Gentleman : 

And to fay truth, Verona brags of him. 

To be a vertuous and well gouern’d youth: 

I would not for the wealth of all thetownc. 

Here in my houfe do him difparagcment: 
Therforebepatientjtakcnonotcofhim, 

It is my will,the which if thou refpedl:. 

Shew a fairc prefence,and put off thefe frownes. 

An ill befeeming femblancc for a Feaft, 

Ttb. It fits when fuch a Villaine is a gueft, 

He not endure him. 

Cap. He fhallbeendu’rd. 

What goodman boy,I fay he (hall,go too. 

Am I the Maifter here or you ? go too, 

Youle not endure him,God fhall mend my foule, 

Youle make a Mutinic among the Guefts: 

You will fet cocke a hoope,youle be the man. 

Tib. Why Vncle.’tisalhame. 

Cap. Gotoo,goroo, 

You are a fawey Boy, ’ift fo indeed ? 

This tricke may chance to fcath you,I know what. 

You muft contrary me,marry ’tis time. 

Well faid rriy hearts,you are a Princox,goe, 

Be quiet,or more light,more light for fliame,' 
lie make you quiet. What,chcarely my hearts. 

Tib. Patience perforce,with wilfull cholcr meeting, 
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting .• 

I will withdraw, but this intrufion fhall 

Now feeming fwcet,conuert to bicter gall. Exit. 

Rom. If I prophane wirh my vnworthieft hand. 

This holy fhrine,the gentle fin is this. 

My lips to blufhing Pilgrims did ready (land, 

T o fmooth that rough touch,with a tender kifle. 

Iul. GoodPilgrime, 

You do wrongyour hand too much. 

Which mannerly deuotion fhewes in this. 

For Saints haue hands ,that Pilgrims hands do tucli. 

And palme to palme,is holy Palmers kifle, 

Rom. Haue not Saints lips,and holy Palmers too ? 

Iul. I Pilgrim.lips that chey muft vfc in prayer. 

Rom. O then dcare Saint,let lips do what hands do. 
They pray(grant thou)leaft faith turnc to difpaire. 

Iul. Saints do not moue, 

Though grant for prayers fake. 

Rom. Then moue not while my prayers effect I take: 
Thus from my lips,by thine my fin is purg'd. 

Iul. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 
Rom. Sin from my IipsrQ crefpaffe fwcetly vrg’d: 
Giuememy fin againc. 

Iul. You kifle by’th’hooke. 


Kur. Madam your Mother crauesa^^rr^ 
Rom. What is her Mother i Vlt byoti, 

Nurf. Marrie Batchelcr, 

Her Mother is the Lady of the houfe 
And a good Lady,and a wife,and Vertuous 
I Nur’ft her Daughter thatyoutalkt withal?- 
I tell yoiijhethat can lay hold of her. 

Shall haue the chincks. 

Rom. Is flie*a Capu/et i 
O deare account J My life is my foes debt. 

Ren. Away.begone,the fportisatthebeft. 

Rom. I fo I feare,the more is my vnreft. 

Cap. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be* gone * 

We haue a trifling foolifh Banquet towards • ’ 
Isite’nefo i why then I thankeyouall. 

I thankeyou honeft Gentlemen,good night: 

More Torches here:come on,then let’s tombed. 
Ahfirrahjbymyfaicitwaxcslate, , 
lie to my reft. 

luli. Come hither Nurfe, 

What is yond Gentleman: 

Nur, I he Sonne and Heire of old Tjbtrio. 
luli. What’s he thatnowis going out ofdoore? 
Nur. Marrie that I thinke be young Tetruchio 
lul. What’s he that foilows here that would not 
Nur. I know not. 

Iul. Go aske his name.-ifhc be married 
My graue is I ike to be my wadded bed. 

Nur. His name is Tgmeo ,and a Mountague , 

The onely Sonne of your great Encmic. 

Iul. My onely Loue fprung from my onely Kate 
Too early feene,vnknowne,and knownc too late. ' 
Prodigious birth of Loue it is tome. 

That I muft loue aloathed Enemic. 

Nur. What’s this ?whats this? 

Iul. A rime,I learnc cuen now 
Of one I dan’ft withali. 

One cals withiuJxlia, 

Nur. Anon,anon: 

Come let’s away,the ftrangers all are gone, • 

Sxtxit, 

' Chonu. 

Now old defire doth in his death bed lie. 

And yong affetftion gapes to be his Heire, 

That taire.for which Louegron'd for and would die, 
With tender Iuliet matcht,is now not faire. 

Now Romeo is beloucd,avwJ Loncs againe, 

A like bewitched by the charme oflookes: 

But to his foe fuppos’d he muft cotrplaine, 

And (he fteale Loues fwcct bait from fearefull hookes: 
Being held a foe,he may not haue accede 
To breath fuch vowes as Louers vfe tofwearc. 

And ftie as much in Loue,her meancs much kite, 

To mcete her new Beloucd any where: 

But paffion lends them Power,time,nr;eanes to meete, 
Temp’ring extremities with extrcamefweete. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

Rom. Can I goe forward wheu my heart is here? 

Turnc backe dull earth,andfind thy Center out. 

Enter ’Benuolio i with TtUrcutio. 

'Ben. Romeo, my Cozen Romco } Rame. 

(Mere. He is wife. 

And on my life hath ftolne him home to bed. 

Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall- 
Call good Mercutio: 

Nay,lie coniurc coo. 

J 7 tftft. 
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-TT HumourT,Madman,Paffion, Louer, 

Skebut one rime,and I am latisfiedt 
r me but ay me.Prouant.but Loue and day, 

Cr A.. to my gofhip Tenue one faire word, 
n'e Nickname for her purblind Sonne and her, 

Jbrabam Cupid he that fhot fo true, 
urhcnKin^ Cophetua lou’d the begger Maid, 

Kteth notfbe ftirreth not,he mouethn or, 

Vi,, Ape is dead,I muft coniurc lum, 
liure thee by Tpfalines bright eyes, 

Lher High forehead,ar.d ner Scarlet lip, t 

Bvber Fine foote, Straight leg,and Qjiuenng thign, 

9 L t he Demeanes.that there Adiacent lie, 
Thatinthylikcncftethouappcare to vs. 

And if he hearc thee thou wilt anger him. 

}Ier. This cannot angerhim,t’would anger him 

■j-graife a fpiric in his Miftrcfle circle, 

Offomc ftrange nature,letting it (land 
pill (he had hidit.andconiured icdowne, 
fhat were fomc fpight. 

jMyinuocationis fairc and honeft, & ;n his Mittris name, 

1 coniurc onely but to raifevp him. 

'Pen. Come,he hath hid himfeife among thefe Trees 
fo be conferred with the Humerous night: 
glind is his Loue.and beft befits the darke. 

fiitr. if Loue be blind,Loue cannot hit the m 3 rkc, 
(Jow will he fit vnder a Medlcr tree, 
find wifli his Miftrcife were that kind of Fruite, 

AtMaidcs call Mcdlers when they laugh alone, 

0 Rmeoihat (he were,0 that (he were 
Anopen,or thou a Poprin Pcare, 
ifwrogoodnigbtjlle tomy Truckle bed. 

This Field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe, 

‘Come (lull we go ? 

Ben. Go then,foi ’tis in vaineto ftekehim here 
That roeanes not to be found. * Exeunt. 

Rom. He ieafts at Scarres that neuer felt a wound. 

But foft.whar light through yonder window breaks? 

Itisthe Eaft,and Iuliet is the Sunne, 

Arife faire Sun and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already ficke and pale with griefe. 

That thou her Maid art far more faire then fhc: 
BenoiherMaid fincc (lie is enuious, 

HerVeftalliuery is but ficke and greene. 

And none but fooles do wcare it.caft it oft*: 

Itismy Lady,0 it is my Loue,O that (lie knew fhc were. 
She fpcakes,yet fhe fayes nothing,what of that ? 
Hereyedifcourfcs,l will anfwereit: 
lam toobold’tisnot tome fhc fpeakes : 

Two of the faireft ftarres in all the Hesucn, 

Hauing fome bufinefte do entreat her eyes, 

To twinckle in their Spheres till they rcturne. 

What ifher eyes were there,they in her head. 

The brightneffe of her checke would fliame thofe ftarres. 
As day-light doth a Lampc.her eye in hcauen. 

Would through the ayric Region ftreame fo bright. 

That Birds would fing.and chinke it were not niglu: 

Sec how fhe Ieanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 

0 that I were a Gloue vpon that hand, 

That I might touch that checke. 
ltd. Ay me. 

Rom. She fpeakes. 

Oh fpeake againc bright Angel!,for thou art 
As glorious to this night being ore my head, 

As is a winged meffengcr of hcauen * 


Vnto the white vpiurned woodring eyes 
Of mortalls that fall backe to g3ze on him. 

When he beftridcs the lazie puffing Clouded 
And fades vpon the bofome cf the ayre. 

Iul. O Romeo, Romeo therefore art thou Romeo i 
Deni- thy Father and refufe thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not,be but fworue ray Loue, 

And He no longer be a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall I hcare more,or (hah j fpeake at tins ? 

Iu. Tis but thy name that is my Enemy: 

Thou art thy felfc.thoughnota Mountague, 

What’s Mountague ? it is nor hand nor foote. 

Nor arme,nor face,0 be fome other name 
Belonging to a man. 

What ? in a names that which we call a Rofe, 

By any other word would fmell as fweete. 

So Romeo would,were he not Romeo cal’d, 

Retaine that dcare perfeflion which he owes, 
Withoutthat title 2^>w«,doffe thy name, 

And for thy name which is no part of thee. 

Take all my felfc. 

Rom. 1 take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Loue,and lie be new baptiz’d. 

Hence foorth I neuer will be Romeo. 

luh. What man art thou, that thus befereen’d in night 
So (Tumbled on my counfell ? 

Rom. By a name, 

I know not how to tell thee whol am: 

My name dcare Saint,ishatcfulltotny felfe, 

Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee. 

Had I it written,! would teare the word. 

Iuli. My eares haue yet not drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttecing,yct I know the found. 

Art thou not Romeo ,and a Montague? 

Rpm. Neither faire Maid,if either thee diflike. 

Iul. How earn’d thou hither. 

Tel! me, a nil wherefore? 

The Orchard walls are high,and hard to climbc. 

And the place de3th,conlidering who thou art, 

If any of my kinfmen find thee here, 

Rom . With Loues light wings 
Did I ore.perch cliche Walls, 

For ftony limits cannot hold Loue out. 

And what Loue can do,that dares Loue attempt: 
Therefore thy kinfmen arc no flop to me. 

Iul. If chey do fee ihee,ihey will nmrther thee, 

Rom. Alackc there lies more perill in thine eye, 

Then cwcncy of their Swords 3 looke thou but fweete. 

And I am proofeagainft their enmity. 

Iul. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 
Rom. I haue nights cloake to hide mefrom their eyes 
And but thou loue roe,let them finde me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate. 

Then death proroged wanting of thy Loue. 

Iul. By whofe direction found’ft thou out this place? 
Rom. By Loue that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me coun(ell,and 1 lent him eyes , 

1 amno Pylot.yet were thou as far 

As that vaft-{hore-wafhet with the fartheft Sea* 

1 ftiould aduenturc for fuch Marchandifc. 

Iul. Thou knoweft the maskc of night is on my face, 
Elfc would a Maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeake to night, 

Faine would I dwell on forme,faine,faine,dcnie 
What I haue fpoke,but farewell Complement, 

Docft thou Loue ? I know thou wilt fay I, 

And / 
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And I will take thy word,yet if thou fwcat’ft, 1 

Thou maieft proue falleiac Louers penuries 
They fay/<welaught,oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doft Loue,pronounce it faithfully : 

Or if thou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne, 

Ilefrownc and beperuerfe,and fay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooc : But elfe not for the world. 

In truth faire Mount ague I am too fond : 

And therefore thou maiefl thinke my behauiour light. 

But truft me Gentleman,lle proue more true, 

Thenthofe that haue coying to be ftrange, 

I fhould haue bccne more ftrange,! muft confefle. 

But that thou ouer heard’ft ere I was ware 
My true Loucs pa(Tion,therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light Loue, 

Which the darke night hath fo dil'couercd, 

Rom. Lady,by yonder Moonc I vow, 

Thac tips with filucr all rhefc Fruite tree tops. 

lul. O fweare not by the Moone,th’inconftant Moone, 
That monethly changes in her circled Orbe, 

Leaftthat thy Loue proue likewife variable. 

Rom. What (hall I fweare by? 
lul. Do not fweare at all: 

O rif thou wilt fweare by thy gratious fclfe, 

Wlych is the God of my Idolatry, 

And lie beleeue thee. 

Rom. 11 my hearts dcare lone. 

Iuli. Well do not fwcare,although I ioy in thee: 

I haue no ioy of this contrail to night, 

It is too rafh,too vnaduif’fftoo fudden, 

Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to be 
Ere,one can fay,it lightens,S weete good night: 

This bud of Loue by Summers ripening breath, 

May proue a beautious Flower when nex t we meete: 
Goodnight,goodnight,as fweete repofe and reft, 

Come to thy heart,as that within my breft. 

Rom. O wilt thou lcaue me io vnfatisfied ? 
lull. What fati jfa&ion can’ft thou haue to night ? 

Ro. Th’exchange of thy Loues faithfull vow for mine. 
lul. I gauc thee mine before thou did’ft tequeft it: 

And yet I would it were to giue againe. 

Rom. Would’ftthou withdrawir. 

For what purpofc Loue ? 

lul. But to be franke and giue it thee againe, \ 

And yet I with but for the thing 1 haue. 

My bounty is as boundleffe as the Sea, 

My Loue as deepe,the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue,for both are Infinite : 

I hcare fome noyfe within deare Loue adue : 

Cals within. 

Anon good Nurfe,fweet Mountague be true: 

Stay but alitclej will come againe. 

Rom . O blcfied blcflcd night,I am afear’d 
Being in night,all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fwcct robe flibftantiall. 

lul. Three words dcare Romco y 
And goodnight indeed, 

If that thy bent of Loue be Honourable, 

Thy purpofe marriage,fend me word tomorrow. 

By one thac lie procure to come to thee, 

Where ami what time thou wiltpcrforme the right. 

And all my Fortunes at thy foote He lay. 

And follow thee my Lord throughout the world. 

Wtthin: Madam. 

1 come,anon : but if thou rncaneft not well, 

I do befecch theee Within: Madam. I 


To ceafe thy ftrife,and lcaue me to my eriefc 
Tomorrow will I fend, ^ * 

Rom. So thriuc my foule. 

/«. A thoufand times goodnight. 

Rome. A thoufand times the wotfe to want ^ 

Loue goes toward Loue as fchool-boyesfro rk l § 1 
BucLoucfro Loue,towards fchoolewith heauief j 


Enter luliet agaaine. 

lul. Hi ft Romeo hiftrO for a Falkners voice 
To lure,this Taffell gentle backe againe. 

Bondage is hoarfe,and may not fpcake aloud 
Elfe would I tearc the Caue where Eccholies’ 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfe,then > 

With repetition of my Romeo. 

Rom. It is my foule that calls vpon my name 
How filuer fwcct, found Louers tongues bv ni.hr 
Like fofteft Muficke to attending eares, 11 5 

lul. Romeo. 

‘Rgm, MyNcecc, 
lul. What a clock to morrow 
Shall I fend to thee? 

Rom. By the houre of nine. 
lul. I will not faile, ’tis twenty yeares till then 
I haue forgot why I did call thee backe. 

Rom. Let me ftand here till thou remember it. 
lul. I (hall forget,to haue thee ftill ftandthetc, 
Remembring how I Loue thy company. 

Rom. And lie ftill ftay,to haue thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

/«/» ’Tis almoft morning,I would haue thee gone 
And yet no further then a wantons Bird, 

That let’s it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poorc prifoner in his twifted Gyues, 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe, 

So louinglealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were rhy Bird. 
lul. Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherUBing: 

Good night,good night. 

Rom. Parting is (uch fweete forrow, 

Thar I (hall fay goodnight,ull it be morrow. 
lul. Slecpe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breft. 
Rgm. Would I were fleepe and peace fo facet to reft, 
The gray ey’d mornc fmiles on the fro wning night, 
Checkring the Eafterne Clouds with ftreakes oflight. 
And darknefle fleckel’d like a drunkard reeles, 

From forth dayes pathway,made by Titans wiiecks. 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Fries dofe Cell, 

Hishelpc tocrauc,andmy deare hap to tell. Exit, 


Enter Frier alone voith a basket. 

fW.The gray ey’d morne fmiles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftreaks oflight; 
And flcckled darknefle like a drunkard reeles. 

From forth daies path,and Titans burning wheeles; 
Now ere the Sun aduance his burning eye, 

The day to checre.and nights danke dew to dry, 

I muft vpfill this Ofier Cage ofours, 

With balefull weedes,and precious Juiced flowers, 
The earth that’s Natures mother, is hcrTombe, 

What is her burying grauc that is her worobc: 

And from her wombe children of diuers kind 
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^i^h^^rallbofomcfind: 

, f ,r many vertues excellent: 

Sbut for loroc.and yet all different. 

^ vie is the power full grace that lies 

^ni C Hcarbs ftone3,and their true qualities 
jnPlants.HcarDs.u, , .. u Ant u\\ae. 


jn Pla nts, » t hc earth dothliue, 

f0tfl ° ?e «h fomc fpeci.Il good doth g.oe. 
r t0 uthi fo ‘*ood,but ft rain’d from that faire vfe, 

Lcue it Fclfe turnes vice being imfappltcd, 

L vice fomccime by aft'ion dignified. 

Enter Romeo* 

Within the infant rin'd of this weakc flower, 

Lfon hath refidence.and medicine power: 

Sh.s being fmclt.with that psrt cheares each part, 

Bting tailed flayes all fences with the heart. 
two* fuch oppofed Kings encampc them (till, . 

L,an as well as Hearbes.grace and rude will • 

An d where the worfer is predominant, 
puilfoone the Canker death eates vp that Plant. 
lions. Good morrow Father. 
fri. Benedecite. 

What early tongue fo fwcct fal«tcth me. 

Young Sonnc.it argues a attempered head. 

So foone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed; 
fsrekeepcs his watch in eucry old mans eye, 

A „d where Care lodges,fleepe will neuer lye: 

R ut where vnbrulcd youth with vr.ftu.t braine 
Doth couch his lims,thcre,golden fleepe doLh raigne; 
Therefore thyearlineffe doth me aflure. 

Thou art vprous’d with lomc diftemprature; 

Ot if not fo.then here 1 hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not becnc in bed to nigh;. 

Korn. That lafl is true,the fweewrr reft was mine. 

Fri. God pardon (iiv.waft thou with Rofaline ? 

Rom. With Rofaline,my ghoftly Father ? No, 

Jhaue forgot thac name,and that name* woe. 

Fri. ■ That’s my good Son,but wher haft thou bin then i 
Rom. lie tell thee ere thou aske it mcagem 
lhauc bcenc feaftmg with mine encmie, 

Where on a fodden one hath wounded me. 

That’s by me wounded-.both our remedies 
Within chy helpe and holy philicke lies r 
lbeare no hatred,blcffed manifor loc 
My intcrceflion likewife fteads my toe. 

fri. Beplainegood Son,reft homely in thy drife, 
Ridling confeffron.findes but ridling flirift. 

Rom. Then plainly know my hearts deare Loue is fer, 
On thc faire daughter of rich Capu/et : 

Asmincon hers.lo hers is fee on mine; 

And all combin’d,faue what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage: when and whcre,and how, 

Wcmetjwe wooed.and made exchange of vow : 
lie tell thee as we paffe,but this ] pray, 

That thou confent tomarrie vs to day. 

Fri. Holy S. Fr^w^.w-hat a change is heere? 

Is Rofaline that thou didft Loue lo dcare 
So foone forfaken ? young mens Loue then lies 
Nottruely in their hcarts.buc in their eyes, 
lefu Maria, what a deale of brine 
Hath waffic thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline ? 

How much fait water throwne away in waft, 

Tofeafon Loue that of it doth not taft. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes.from heauen clcares. 

Thy old groncs yet ringing in my auncient cares 3 
Lo here vpon thy chcekc thc ftaine doth fit, 


Of an old tearethat is notwafhc off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe.and ihefc woes thine. 

Thou and thefe woes.werc all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang’dPpronounce this fentence then. 

Women may fall.when there’s no ftrength in men. 

Rom. Thou chid'ft me oft for louing Rofaline. 

Fri. For doting.noc for louing pupill mine. 

l{pm. And bad’ft me bury Loue. 

Fri. Not in a grauc, 

Tolay one in,another out to haue. 

Rom. I pray thee chide me not.her I Loue now 
Doth grace for grace,and Loue for Loue allow : 

The other did not fo. 

Fri. O (he knew well. 

Thy Loue did read by rotc.that could not fpell: 

But come young wauerer,come goe with me, 

In one rcfpefl, lie thy afllftant be: 

For this alliance may fo happy prone, 

To turne your houfhould rancor to pure Lotie. 

Rom. O let vs hence,I ftand on fudden haft. 

Fri■ Wifely ani flow,they ftumble ihar run faft. 

Exeunt 

Enter Temtolte and Mercutio. 

Mn. Where thc deu le fhould this Romeo be ? came he 
not home to night £ 

Not to his Fathers,! fpokc with his tn?h. 

Msr* wiiy that fame pale hard-harted weoch, that Ro- 
faline Korments him fo,that he will fore run mad. 

Ren. TibiU, the kinfman to old Cafiilet, hath lent a Let¬ 
ter to his Fathers houfe. 

tsWcr. A challenge on my life., 

Ten. Romeo will anfwcrc it # 

Mer. Any man that can writejOiay ahfwere a I.etier. 

Ten. Nay, he will anfwerc the Letters Madter how he 
dares,being dared. ^ 

Tvler. Alas poore Romeo % he i* already dead ftab'd with 
a white wenchei blacke eye, runne through rhe care v.:«1 
a Loue Tone, the very pinne of his heart, cleft with il " 
blind Bowc^boyes but- O^aft.and is he a man to encounter 
Tybalt ? 

Ten., why what is Tibalt ? 

Trier. More then Prince ot Cats. Oh hcc*s the Couragi- 
ous Captaine of Complements : he fights ss you fing 
prickfong, keeps time, c\iftancc,atid proportion, be refis J 
his minting cne, two^and the third in your bofom rthc vc- , 
ry butcher of a filk burcon^aDualifijiaDLiaiifua Gentleman : 
ofthe very firfthoufe of the firrt anditcond caufej ah the 
immortall Paffado.thePnnto reuerfd,theHay. 

Ben. The what ? 

Mer. The Pox offuch antique lifping affefling phan- 
tacies^hcfeucw tuners of accent: lefu a very good blade, 
a very tall man,a very good whore. Why is nor this a la¬ 
mentable thingGrandfire*that wc fhould be thus atflidled 
with thefe ftrange flies :thefe fafhion Mongers thefe par- 
don-mec*$,who ftand fo much on the new form, that f hty 
cannot fit at cileon thc old bench# O their bones^their 
bones. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ten . Here c oTiei Romeo^ here corhes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe, like a dryed Bering. O flefh, 
fle(h,howart thou fi£hified?Nowis he for thc numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kitchen 
wench, marric fhc had a better Loue to berime her: Dido 
a dowdie, Cleopatra aGipfie, HeVcn an6 Hero y hildinfgs 
and Harlots:7£/.r£/* a gray cic or fo,but not to the purpofc. 

Bnntfin Hsistinur a Frenrh falliforirtn r#% 
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French flop: you gauevs the the counterfait fairely laft 
night. 7 

Rpmeo. Good morrow to you both, what counterfeit 
aid I giue you ? 

Mer % The flip Ar,thc flip,can you not concciue ? 

Rom. Pardon Afercutio,xny buAneffe was great,and in 
fuch a cafe as rninc 5 a tnan may ftraine curteAc, 

M:r. That’s as much as to fay,fuch a cafe as yours con- 
(rr2ins a man to bow in the hams* 

T{om. Meaning to curAc. 

Afer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. ^ 

Rom. Amoft curteousexpofition. 

Afcr. Nay,I am the very pinckofcurtcAe. 

Rom. Pinke for flower. 
fifer. Right. 

Rom. Why then is my Pump well flowr’d. 

Alcr. Sure wit, follow me this ieaft, now till thou haft 
worne out thy Pump, that when the Angle lole of it is 
worne* the ieaft may reniaine after the wearing, fole- 
fingular. 

Rom. O Angle fol'd ieaft, 

Soly Angular for the AnglcnciTe. 

Tfler. Come betweene vs good Betmoliojmy wits faints. 
Rom ; Swits and fpurs, 

SVvicsand ipurs,or lie crieamatch. 

Afer , Nay,ii our wits run the Wild-Goofe chafc,I am 
done: For thou haft more of the Wild-Goofe in one of 
thy wits, then I am lure I haue in my wholefiuc. WasI 
With you there for the Goofc i 
Rom. Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing, when 
thou waft not there for the Goofe. 

Afer. I will bite thee by the care for that ieft. 

Rom. Nay.good Goofc bice not. 

< Jlfer, Thy wit is a very Bitter-fweeting, 

It is a moft fliarpe fa we* 

Rom. And is it not well feru’dineoaSweet-Goofc? 

Tyler. Oh here’s a wit of Cheuercll,chat ftretchcs from 
an ynch narrow,to an ell broad; 

Rom. I ftrecch it out for that word,broad,which added 
to the Goofe,proues thee farre and wide,abroad Goofc. 

Afer * Why is no: this better now, then groningfor 
Loue,now arc thou fociabie,now art thou Romeoi now art 
thou what thou art ; by Art as well as by Nature, for this 
driueling Loueislikea great Naturall,* that runs lolling 
vp and downe to hid his babie in a hole. 

Ben . Stop there,flop there* 

Afer. Thoudeftr’ftme to flop in my tale againftthe 

Ben. Thou would’ft el;e haue made thy talc large.(hairc. 

Met. O thou arc deceiu’d, I would haue made it fhort, 
or I was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant 
indeed to occupic the argument no longer* 

Enter Nurfe and her man. 

Rom. Here’s goodly gcare. 

Afayle,a faylr. 

c Mer. Tvvo,two:a Shirt and a Smocks 

Nur. Peter ? J 

Peter. Anon. \ 

Nur. My Fan Peter ? 

Afer. Good Peter to hide her face ? 

For her Fans the fairer face? 

Nur. God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 

filer. Godyegoodenfaire Gentlewoman. 

Nur. Isitgoodenf 

Mer « ’Tis no lefll 1 tell you: for the bawdy hand of the 
Dyall i snow vpon the prickeofNoone. 


and Juliet. 

N*r, Out vpon yomwhat 



v ' X uc vponyou:whatamanarevou:> 

Z° m - One Gentlewoman, y U? 

J h J_ Go<1 hath ™de,himfelfe to mar 

th?r' croth itisfaid } for h'i m fe|f e tr 

t ha.Gentlemen, can any of you tel me whl?^ l* 
the young Romeo} ^linayjj 

Romeo. I can tell voli: but vouno / 
when you haue found him, then he was when ^ ° I(i 
him: I am the youngeft of that name, for f atI ] c y r U f ° u S 
Nur . You fay well, °* a Worf 

Mer. Yea is the worft well. 

Very well rooke: Ifaith.wifciy,wifely. 

Nur. If you be he firi 
I defire fome confidence with you? 

Btn. She will endite him to fome Supn cr 
Mer. A baud,a baud,abaud. Soho. 

Rem. What haft thou found? 

Utter. NoHarefir, vnlefle a Hare fir i n a t e nt . 
that is femething (taleand hoare ere it be (pent" p,f 
An old Hareboare, and an old H a re hoare is 

meat in Lent. vc 7 g°o( 

But a Hare that is hoare is too much fora fro™ u 
hoaresereitbefpent, e »v-hcn 

Romeo will you come to your Fathers > Werlc ™ a- 
thither. v ceie t0 d '»n, 

Bom. J will follow you. ——c—~‘ t—— 
Mer. Farewell aunciciu Lady: 

Farewell Lady, Lady,Lady. 

>, T „ Ex:f - McrctttioyBemd,' 

Nur. I pray you fir, what faweie Merchant was thi 
that was fo full of his roperie i 

Rom. A Gentleman Nurfe. that loues to heart himftf 
talked will fpeake more in a minute, then he will flu, 
to in a Moneth. 

Nur. And a fpeake any thing a gain ft me, IJetakrhiin 
downe,& a were luftier then he island cwencie fuchiadj :; 
and if I cannot, Ilefinde thofethac fhajl; fcuruickiuuc i 
am none of his flurt-^gils, J am none of his skaiDcsniaits 
and thou muft ftand by tc^and fuffer cucry knauc to vie 
me at his pleafure. 

Pet. I faw no man vfe you at his pleafure; :fl had,my 
weapon fhould quickly haue becnecuc, I warrant you, J 
dare draw afToone as another man, if I leeoccafionina 
good quarrell,and the Jaw on my Ade. 

Afor.Now aforeGod,I amfo vext.that cuery part about 
me quiuers, skuruy knauc: pray youAr a word; sndasl 
told you, my young Lady bidmeenquireyouout, what 
fhebidmefay, Iwillkeepe tomyfelfe : buefirft let me 
tell ye, ifyefliouldleade her in a fcolesparadife, as they 
fay,it were a very grofle kind of bchauiour,as they fay; 
for the Gentlewoman is yoing: & therefore,ifyou (hould 
dcale double with her, truely it were an ill thing to be of¬ 
fered to any Gentlewoman,and very weake dealing. 

Nur. Nurfe commend me to thy Lady and Miflrcffc,I 
proteft vnto thee. 

Nur. Goodheart, andyfaithl will tell her as much: 
Lord,Lord fhe will bcaioyfull woman. 

Rom. What wile thou tell her Nurfe? thou doeftnot 
markeme 1 

Nur. J will tell her Ar, that you do proteft, which asl 
take it,is a Gcncleman-likc offer. (afternoone, 

Rom. Bid her deuife fome mcanes to come to (hrift this 
And there flic (hall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Bcfhriu’d and married: here is for thy paines. 

Nur. No truly Arnot a penny, 

Rom . Go too,I fay you fhall. 
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~Z ^fhiTaftcrnoonc firT^Ulbeftall be there. 

ftay thou good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall, 
?t- ^thi* houre my man (hall be with thee, 
bring thee Cords made like a tackled ftaire, 

S high >"• 

!; ft be mV conuoy in the fecret night. 
r»«rell be truftie afld lie quite thy paine*: 

? well commend me to thy Miftreffc. 

U Now God in heauen bleffe thee:harkeyou fir, 

v " What faift thou my de3re Nurfe? 

rjfrg. Is your man fecret, did you ncre heare fay two 
mav keepe counfell putting one away. 

Warrant thee my man as true as fteele. 

jL. We‘l fia,my Miflrefle is t he fweeteft Lady,Lord, 

lord when'twas a little prating thing. O there w a. o- 
Metnan in Towne one Parti, that would fame lay knife a- 
hoard • but (he good foulchad as leeue 3 lee roaoe.a v^y 
poade'as lee him: I anger her fometimes,and teUher that 
L* is the properer man, but lie warrant you,when. fay 
l (hec lookes as pale as any clout in the vetfall worhL 
n’othnot Rofemarieand Romeo' begin both with aletter. 
Horn. I Nurfe,what of that ? Both with an R 

tftir. A mocker that's the dogsname. R. is for the no, 

lltnow it begins with fome other ietcer, and flie hath the 
prettieft fententiousofit, of you and Rolemary, that it 
^ould do you good to heare it. 

Hone. Commend me to thy Lady. 
flttr. I a thoufand times. Peter ? 

Pet. Anon. . 

Nur, Before and apace. Exit Nurfe and Peter. 

Enter luliet. 

M. The clocke ftrook nine,when I did fend the Nurfe, 
In halfe an houre flic promifed to returne, 
perchance (he cannot meete hiimthat’s not fo : 

Oh fheis lame,Loues Hcrauid fbould be thoughts. 

Which ten times fafter glides then theSunncsbeames, 
Driuing backe flnadowes ouerlowring hils. 

Therefore do nimble Pinion’d Doucs draw Loue, 

And therefore hath the wind-fwift Cupid wings: 

Now is the Sun vpon the highmoft hill 
Of this daies iourney.and from nine till tweluc, 

I three long houres,yct fhe is not come. 

Had (he affe&ions and warmc youthfoll blood. 

She would be as fwift in motion as a ball. 

My words would bandy her to my fwccte Loue, 

And his to me.but old folkcs, 

Many faine as they were dead, 

Vnwieldic,flow,hcauy,and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe. 

0 God flae comes,0 hony Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him?feird thy man away. 

Nur. Peter ftay at the gate. 
lul. Now good fweet Nurfe t 
Lord,why looked thou fad ? 

Though neweSjbe fad,yet tell them merrily. 

Kgood thou (ham’ft chcmufickc offweet newes. 

By playing it to me,with fo fower a Face. 

Nur. I am a weary,giue me leaue awhile, 

Fiehow my bones ake,what a iaunt haue I had i 
lul. I would thou had’ft my bones,and I thy newes: 
Nay come I pray thee fpeake,good good Nurfe fpeake. 

Nur. Iefu what haft?canyounot ftay a while ? 

Do you not fee that I am out of breath ? ! . < .. 

lul How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breth 
To fay to me,that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou doft make in this delay. 
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Is longer then the tale thou doft excufe. 

Is thy newes good orbad?anfwerc to thdr. 

Say cither.and lie ftay the circuftance • 

Let me be fatisfied,ift good or bad ? , 

Nur. Well, you haue made a Ample choice, you know 
not how to chufe a man: ^«w«,no not he though his face 
be better then any mans, yet his legs excels all mens, ana 
for a hand,and a foote,and a body, though they be not to 
be talkt on,yet they are paft compare: he is not the flower 
ofcurtcfie,but lie warrant him as gentle a Lambe :go thy 
waies wenchjfcrue God, What haue you din’d at home? 

ltd. Nono-.but all this this did I know before 
What faies he of our marriage? what ofthat ? 

Nur. Lord how my head akes,what a head haue 11 
Ic beates as it would fall in twenty peeces. 

My backe a tother fide :o my backe,my backe: 

Belhrew your heart for fending me abouc 
To catch my death with iauncing vp and downe. 

lul. lfaich:l am foirie that that thou art lo Well. \ 

Sweet fweet,fvveet Nurfe,tell me what faies my Lone ? 

Nur. Your Loue laies like anhoneftGentleman, 

And a courteous,and a kind ,and a handlbmc. 

And l warrant a vertuous:wberc is your Motbci ? 

lu Where is my Mother ? 

Why fhe is within,where ftiould fhe be ? 

How odlv thou rcph’ft: 

Your Loue fates 1 ike an honeft Gentleman; 

Where is your Mother? ‘f 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare, 

Are you fo hot?aiarrie come vp I trow. 

Is this the Poultis for my aking bone* ? 

Henceforward do your meflages your felfe. 

lul. Hcere’s fuch a coile.comc what faies Romeo ? 

Nur. Haue you got leaue to go to Ihriftto day / 
lul. I haue. 

Nur, Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 
Thereftaiesa Husband to make you a wife: j 

Now conies the wanton bloud vp in your chcckes, ! 

Thei’le be in Scarlet ftraight at any newes: 

Hie you to Church,l muft an othet way. 

To fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
Muft climde a birds neft Soone when it is darke: 

I am the drudgc.and toile in your delight j 
But you (hall beare the burthen foone at night* 

Go lie to dinner,hie you to the Cell. 
lui. H ie to high Fortune,honeft Nurfe,farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Frier and Romeo- 

Fri. So fniile the heauens vpon this holy a<ft. 

That after houres,wich forrow chide vs not. 

Rom. Amea,amen,but come what forrpw cam. 

It cannot counteruaile the exchange of ioy 
That one (hort minute giues me in her fight: 

Do thou but dofe our hands with holy words, 

Then Loue-dcuouring death do what he dare. 

It is inough.I may but call her mine, 

Fri. Thel'e violent delights haue violent endes, 

And in their triumph:die likefire and powder; 

Which as they kifle confume. The fweeceft honey 
Is loathfome in his owne delicioufnefle. 

And in the tafte confonndcs the appetite. 

Therefore Louemoderately.long Loue doth fo. 

Too fwift arriues as tardie as too flow. 

Enter luliet. 

Here comes the Lady .-Oh fo light a foot 
Willnere weare out the euerlafting flint, 

ff a A 
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A Loucr may beftride the Goffamour*, 

That ydles in the wanton Summer ayre, 

And yet not fall,fo light is vanitic. 

lul. Good euen to my ghollly Confcflor. 

Fri. Romeo lhallthanke thee Daughter lor vs both. 
lul, As much to him,elfe in his thanks too much. 

Fri. Ah Iulict,\f the meafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mme,and that thy skill be more 
Toblafon it,then Iwectcn with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre.and let rich mufickcs tongue, 
Vnfold the imagin’d happinefle that both 
Receiue in eithcr.by this decrc encounter. 

Iul. Conceic more rich in matter then in words, 

Brags of his fub(lance,not ofOrnament: 

They are but beggers that can count their worth. 

But my true Loue is growne to fuch fuch exceflc, 

I cannot fum vp fomc ofhalfe my wca’.'h. 

Fr*.Come,come with me,& we will make fliort worke. 
For by your leaues,you (hall not flay alone. 

Till holyChurch incorporate two in one. 

Enter Mercutio,Benuolio ,and men. 

’Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio lets retire, 

The day is hot,the Capulets abroad: 

And if we meet, we fhal not fcape a braw!c,for now thefc 
hot dayes.is the mad blood llirring. 

Aier. Thou art like one of thefc fcllowes,tbat when he 
enters the confines of a Tauerne,claps me his Sword vpon 
the Table,and fayes.God fend me no need ofthcc: and by 
the operation of the fecond cup,drawci him on the Draw¬ 
er, when indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am Hike fuch a Fellow? 

Mer. Come,come,thou art as hot a Iacke in thy mood, 
as any in Italic : and aiToone moued to be moodie, and af- 
foone moodie to bemou’d. 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay, and there were two fuch, we fhould hauc 
none lhortly,for one would kill the othcr:thou, why thou 
wilt quarrell with a man that hath a haire more, or a haire 
lefle in his beard,then thou hafhehou wilt quatrell with a 
roan for cracking Nuts, hauingno other rcafon, butbe- 
caufe thou haft hafell eyes: what eye, but fuch an eye, 
would fpie out fuch a quarrell ? thy head is as full of quar- 
rels,as an egge is full of meat, and yet thy head hath bin 
beaten as addle as an egge for quarreliogithou haft quar- 
rel'd with a man for coffing in the (freer,becaufe he hath 
wakened thy Dog that hath laine afleepc in the Sun.Did’ft 
thou not fall out with a Tailor for wearing bis new Doub¬ 
let before Eafter? with another.for tying his new (hooes 
with old Riband,and yet thou wilt Tutor mefroroiquar- 
relling? 

Ben. And I were fo 3 pt to quarell as thou art,any man 
Ihould buy the Fee-fimple ofmylife, foranhourcanda 
quarter. 

cMer. TheFee-fimpIe ?0 fimple. 

Enter Tybalt,Petruchio, and others. 

Ben. By my head here comes the Capulets. 
tJMcr. By my heele I care not. 

Tyb. Follow me clofe.for I will fpeake to them. 
GcntIemci),Good den,a word with one of you. 

THer. And but one word with one ofvsfcouple it with 
fomcthing,make it a word and a blow. 

Tib. You Hull find me apt inough to that fir, and you 
will giue me occafion. 

C Mercu. Could you not take fome occafion without 
giuing? 

I Ttb. Mercutio thou confort’ft with Borneo, 
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Mer Confort?what doft thou makT^'iT o'"- 
thou make Minftrels of vs,!ookc tohearenL^ 1 ^ 
cords :heere’s my fiddleflicke,heerc’ S th a Si n§but( i 
daunce. Comeconfort. naUhal l R>ak ey( 

%tn. We talke here in the publike haunt 
Either withdraw rnto fomc priuate place ‘ m * n: 
Or rcafon coldly ofyour grceuances: * 

.. depart.here all eics gaze on vs. 


Mer. Mens eyes were made to lookc and!,, .1 
I will not budge for no mansplcafurel > . ltDl 




Enter Romeo. 

Ttb Well peace be with you fir,here cornu m 
Mer. But lie be bang’d firif he wcare yo^r T y * i!1 
Marry go before to field,hcelc beyour fcUo^'"** 
Your wotlhip in that fenfe,m 6 y call him man. ’ 

Ttb. Romeoythc lo u e I bcare thee,can affoord 

No better terme then this:Thou art a Villai,* 

Rem. r»^,thc rcafon that I haue to loue 

Doth much cxcufc the appertaining rage 

I o fuch a grccting-.Villaine am I none; 

Therefore farcwell.I fee thou know’ft me not. 

Ttb. Boy.this (hall not excufe the injuries 
! iiat thou haft done me .therefore turne and draw 
Rom. I do proteft I neucr injur’d thee, 

1 ° U ’ d thcc bettcr lhen tJlo « can’ft deuife; 

II ■ thou know the reafonofmy loue. 

And fo good Capu/et.vih'icb name I tender' 

As dearcly as my owne.be fatisfied. 

0 calmc,di(honourable,viIc fubtniflion: 

yilU stucatho carries it away. 

Tybalt,you Rat-catcher,will you walke > 

Tib. W hat woulds thou haue with me ? 

Mer. Good King ofCa ts,nothing but one of your nine 
hues,that I meane to make bold vuitha]l,and asyoufhall 
vfe me hereafter dry bcate the reft of the eight. Will you 
pluck your Sword out of his Pilcher by thceares ?Make 
hafl,leaft mine be about your earcs ere it be out 
Tib. I am for you. 

Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Comcfir.yout Palfado. 

Rom. Draw Benuolio, beat downe theirweapons i 
Gentlemen,for (Frame forbeare this outrage, 

Tibalt,Mercutio, the Prince exprefly hath 
Forbidden bandying in Verona ftreetes. 

Hold Tybalt, good "Mercutio, 

Exit Tybalt, 

"Mer. I am hurt. 

A plague a both the Houfes,! am fped: 

I,s he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What art thou hurt ? 

Mer. I,I,a fcratch.a fcratch.raariy ’til inough. 
Where is my Page?go Villaine fetch a Surgeon. 

Rom. Courage man,the hurt cannot be much. 

Mer, No :‘tisnotfodeepeasawell,norfowideasa 
Church doore,but ’tis inough, ’twill ferue: aske for roe to 
morrow,and you (ball find me a graue man.! am pepper’d 
I warrant,for this world : a plague a both your houfes. 
What, a Dog, a Rat, a Moufe,a Cat to fcrarch a man to 
death: a Braggart, a Rogue,a Villaine, that fights by the 
bookeof Aritbmeticke, why the deu’le came you be- 
tweenc vsf I was hurt vnder your armc. 

Rom. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer. Helpe me into fome houfe Benutlio , 

Or I (hall faintra plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made worroe* meat of me. 
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—^^dlyto^THoufes. . Sxit. 

I haU ’This Gentleman the Princes neere Alw* 

J’Z' Friend bath got his trrovtall hurt 
^V-nalfe my reputatioit ftaifi d 

r,baits flaundcr.r^* that an hourc 
Sheene my CoziniO Sweet lultety 
R-auty hath’made me Effeminate, 

H PL {emper loftned Valours ftcele. 

^ EntcrTZcnnolto. 

< 7 ?., O Romee,Romeo,b raue Mercutio's is dead, 
TlutGallantifpirit hath afpir’d1 the Cloudcs 
T iuvh too vntimely here did lcorne the earth. 

This daies blacke Fate.on mo dates doth depend, 

Tbisbucbegins,the wo others muft end. 

11 Enter Tybalt. 

Ben. Here conies the Furious Tybalt batke againc. 
font. He gon in triumph,and Mercntio flame ? 
uvay to heauen refpedliue Lenitie, 

J n d fire and Fury.be my conduS now. 

‘, oW Tybalt take the Vlllaine backe againe 
that late thou gau’ft me,for Mercntios loule 
isbut a little way aboue our heads, 

Ctayin * 7 f° r thine to keepe him companie: 

Fkberthou or I,or both, muft goewithjhiw. 

b Ttb. Thou wretched Boy that didftcotilort him herd. 

Shalt with him hence. 

Rom. This (ball determine that. 

^ They fight. Tybalt fades. 

Ben. Borneo,ivny be gone: 

The Citizens are vp,and Tybalt flaine. 

Stand not amaz’d ,the Prince will Doome thcc death 
If thou art takcn:hence,be gone, away. 

Rom. 01 lam Fortunes tbole. 

Ben. Why doft thou flay ? 

Exit Romeo. 

Enter Citizens. 

Citi. Which way fan he that kild (JMercutio ? 

Tibalt that Murthcter,which way tan he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

Citi. Vp fir go with me: 

Ich arge thee in the Princes names obey. 

Enter Prince,old Montague,Caf ulet,their 
{Pines and all. 

Brin. Where are the vile beginners of this Fray i 
Ben. O Noble Prince,I can difeouer all 
The vnluckie Mannage of this fatall brail: 

There lies the man flaine by young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfman braue Mercntio. 

Cap. \Pi. Tybalt,my Cozin ? O my Brothers Child, 

0Prince,O Cozin,Husbatid,0 the blood is fpild 
Ofmy deare kinfman.Prince as thou art true. 

For bloud of ours, (bed bloud of Mountague . 

0 Cozin,Cozin. 

Prtn. Bentto!io,u>ho began this Fray ? 

Be n. Tybalt here flaine, whom 2 ?«fwVhsnd did flay, 
Romeo that fpoke him faire,bid him bethinke 
How nice the-Quarrell was.and vrg’d withall 
Your high difplcafurerall this vttcred, 

With gentle breath,calme looke,knees humbly bow’d 
Could not take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
OiTybaits deafe to peace,but that he Tilts 
WithPeircing ftcele at bold Afercutids bread. 

Who all as hot,turtles deadly point to point; 

And witha Mattiall fcorne,With one hand bcate* 

Cold death afiJe.and with the other (ends 
It back to Tybalt ,whofe dextor-vty 
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Retorts iv.Romco he cries aloud,. ^ 

j Hold Friends,grinds parc 3 and fvvifeer then his tongue > 

; His aged armt.beacsdownetheir fatall points. 

And twixt thcmrufbesr.vnderncath whole arme. 

An enuious thruft from Tybalt^ hit the life •- ^ v ' 
Of flout Aiercutu>,zndi (henTybalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe toRomeo, 

Who had but newly entertained Reucngc, ^ 

And too’t they goe like lightning,for erel 
Could draw to part them,v/as flout Tybalt fUincc 
And as he fcll,did Romeo turne and flic: 

This is the trutb,or let Benuolio die. 

Cap. WE He is a kinfmanto the Mountague, 

Affcdlion makes him falfe.he fpeakes not true 1 _ 

S >me twenty of them fought in this blacke (trite. 

And all thole twenty could but kill one life. 

1 beg for Iuftice.which thou Prince muft giue: 
l\omeo flew Tybalt,Romeo muft not liue. 

Brin. Romeo flew him.hc flew Mercutio, 

Who now the price of his deare blood dorh owe. 

Cap. Not Romeo Prince,he was Mercutios Friend, 

His fault concludesjbut what the law fhould end. 

The life of Tybalt. 

’prtn. And for that offence, 

Immediately wc doeexile him berice ? 

I haue an intereft injyour hearts proceeding: 

My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding* 

Buc lie Amerce you with fo flrong a fine. 

That you (ball all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

It will be deafe to pleading and cxcufes, 

Nor tcareSjtioir prayers fhall purchafe our abufes. 
Therefore vfe nonc,let Romeo hence in hall, 

Elfc when be is found,that hourc is his laft. 

Bearc hence this body,and attend our will: 

Mercy not Murders,pardoning thofc that kill. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Juliet alone. 

lul. Gallop'apace,youfiery footed fteedcs. 

Towards Pkabus lodging.fuch a W agoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the well. 

And bring in Cloudie night immediately. 

Sprcd thy clofe Curcaine Louc-performing night, 

That run-awayes eyes may wincke.and Romeo 
Leape to thefc armes,vntalkt of and vnfeenc, 

Louers can fee to doe their Amorous rights, 

And by their owne Beauties:or if Loue be blind. 

It beft agrees with nighttcome ciuill night, 

Thou fober futed Matron all in blacke. 

And learne me how to loofe a winning march, 

Plaid for a paire of ftainlefle Maidenhoods, 

Hood my vnmanYl blood bayting in my Cheeke*, 

With thy Black* mantle,til! ftrange Loue grow bold, 
Thinke true Loue a£led fimple ltiodeftie: 

Come night.come ^<wjw,come thou day in night, 

For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of night j 
Whiter then new Show vpon a Rauens backe: 

Come gentle night,come louing blackebrow’d night. 
Giue me my Romeo, and when I (hail die, 

Takc him and cut him out in little ftarres. 

And he will make the Face of heauen fo fine. 

That all the world will be in Loue with night, 

And pay no worflfip to the Garifh Sun, 

OI haue bought the Manfion of a Loue, 

Butnot poffeft it,and thoughl am fold, 

Not yet enioy’d,fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fomeFeftiuall, 
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To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not weare thero,0 here comes my Nurfc : 
£»ter Nurfe with cords . 

And die brings newcs and euery tongue that fpeaks 
But Romeos, name ) fpeakes heauenly eloqucncei: 
Now Nurfc,what newes?what haft thou, there ? 

The Cords that Romeo bid thee fetch ? 

Kttr. I,I,the Cords. 
lull. Ay me,what newcs ? 

Why doft thou wring thy hands. 

Nnr. A welady,hce’s dcad.hee’s dead. 

We are vndone Lady,we are vndonc. 

Alacke theday.hec’s gone,hec’s kil’d,he’s dead. 

Ini. Can heauen be fo cnuious ? 

Nnr. Romeo an. 

Though heauen cannot.O Romeo,Romto t 
Who euer would haue thought it Roms*. 

Inli. What diueil art thou, 

That doft torment me thus i 
This torture {hould be roar’d in difmall hell. 

Hath Romeo flaine himfelfe i fay thou but 1, 

And that bare vowcll I (hall poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 

I am not I,if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes fhoc,that makes thee anfvvere I: 

If he be flaine fay I,or if not, no. 
Briefe,founds,determine of my wealc or wo. 

Nnr. I faw the wound,I faw it with mine eyes, 
God faue the marke.here on his manly breft, 

A pitteous Coarfe,a bloody piteous Coarfe: 

Pale,pale as afhes,all bedawb’d in blood. 

All in gore blood,I founded at the fight- 
lul. O breake my heart, 

Poore Banckrout breake at once. 

To prifon eyes,nere looke on libertie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne.cnd motion here. 

And thou and Romeo preflc on heauie beere. 

Nnr. O Tybait ,Ty bait, the beft Friend 1 had: 

O curteous Tybalt honcft Gentleman, 

That euer 1 fliould liue co fee thee dead. 

Ini. What ftormc is this that blowes fo contraric ? 
Is flaughtred ?and is Tybalt dead ? 

My deareft Cozen,and my dearer Lord: 

Then drcadfull Trumpet found the gencrall doome. 
For who is liuing,if thofe two aregone } 

Nnr. Tybalt is gone,and Romeo baniflied, 

Romeo that kil’d him,he is baniflied. 
lul. OGod! 

Did Rom'os hand flied Tybalts blood 
It did.it did,alas the day,it did. * 

Nnr. OSerpenthcart.hid withaflowringface. 
lul. Did euer Dragon kcepe fo fairc a Caue ? 
Beautifull Tyrant,fiend Angelicall: 

Rauenous Doue-feather’d Rauen, 

Woluifli-rauening Lambe, 

Difpifed fu'ottance of Diuineft fhow: 

'luft oppofttc to what thou iuftly feem’ft, 

A dimne Saint, an Honourable Villaine: 

O Nature! what had’ft thou to doe in hell. 

When thou did’ft bower thefpirit of a fiend 
In mo.call paradifeoffuch fweetflcfli? 

Was euer booke containing fuch vile matter 
Sofairely bound? O that deceitflioulddwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

Nur* There’s no truft,no faith,nohoneftieintnen. 
All periur’d,ali forfvvorne,all naught,all diflemblcrs, 


TbeTragedieo/Romeo and Juliet. 


Ah where’s my man ? giueniefompT^.. 

T Hcfc griefes.thcfe woes.thefe forrowes m!?* ? 
Shame come to Romeo. '"* e ®eol4: 

lul. Blifter’d be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh,he was not borne to (ham-. 

Vpon his brow fhame is afliam’d to fit. ’ 

For ’tis a throane where Honour may be Cr«. ,. 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth: Wn ^ 

O what a beaft was I to chide him i 

Nnr. Will you fpeake well ofhim. 

That kil’d yout Cozen ? 

Ini. Shall I fpeake ill ofhim that is rny^u-L , 

Ah pooremy Lord, what tonguefliall laiooth,hv n 
When I thy three houres wife haue maneled L ^ nj|1 
But wherefore Villaine did’ft thou kill m v Co - ■> 
That Villaine Cozin would haue kil’d mvW, j 
B ackc foolilh teares,backc to your natiue fpi n* 0 ^ 5 
Your tribucaric drops belong to woe, F 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy • 

My husband hues that Tibalt would haueflai ne 
And Tibalt dead that would haue flaine ms husband • 
All this is comfort,wheteforeweepe j. then ? 

Some words there was worfer then Tybalts death 
That murdered me,I would forget it feine 
But oh,it preffes to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds 
Tybalt is dead and Romeo baniflied: 

That baniflied,that one word baniflied. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Ttbaltu Tibalt: death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 

Or if fower woe delights in fcllowfliip. 

And nccdly will be ranbt with other griefes, 

Why followed not when flie faid Tibalts dead. 

Thy Father or thy Mothernay or both. 

Which moderne lamentation might haue mou’d. 

But which a rere-ward following Tybalts death 
Romeo is baniflied to fpeake that word, 

IsFathttJAoiher,Tybalt tRomeeJuliet; 

All flaine,all dead: Romeo is baniflied. 

There is no end,no limit,meafurc,bound. 

In that words dcath,no words can that woe found, 
Where is my Father and my Mother Nurfe # 

Nnr. Weeping and wailing oucr Tybalts Coarfe, 
Will you go to them ?l will bring you thither. 
/#.Waftithey hiswoundswith tearssmineihalbefpeni 
When theirs are drie for/?<?»W/banifliment. 

Take vp thofe Corde$,poorc ropes you are beguil’d, 
Both you and I for Romeo is exiid: 

He made you for a|high-way to my bed. 

But I a Maid,die Maiden widowed. 

Come Cord,come Nurfe,lie to my wedding bed. 

And death not Romeo, take my Maiden head. 

Nnr. Hie to your Chamber,lie find Remit 
To comfort you,I wot well where he is: 

Harke ye your Romeo will be heerc at night, 

He to him,he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

lul. O find him,giue this Ring to my true Knight, 
And bid him come,to take hi daft farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Frier and Romeo, 

Fri , Romeo come forth, 

Come forth thou fcarfiill man, 

Afflift ion is enamor’d of thy parts: 

And tbou art wedded to calamitie. 

Rem. Father what newes? 

Whit 


^YJyf *Tv#ffcdi6 ofTtywito dnd lulict • 
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, deare Sonne with fuch fowrc Company . 

1? ,r t hee tydings of the Princes Doome. 
lDr i £ What leffe then Doomefday ,• 

lit fJ A gmtlerfadg c ment vaniftn from his lips, 

Wot bodies deatb,but bodies banilhmcnc* 

N °L,, Ha,baniflioient?be mcrcifull,fay death: 

r.. J e hath more terror in his looke 

Much more then deathido not fay bamfliment. 

t r i. Here from Verona art thou bamftied: 
Rsoatientjfor the world is broad and wide. 

Rom. There is no world without Verona walks, 

But Pur gatorie,Torture, hell it felte : 

Hcncc baniflied,is banifli: from the world, 

»nd worlds exile is death. Then banifbed. 

Is death,miftearm’d,calling death baniflied, 
fhou cut’ft my head off with a golden Axe, 

\nd fmileft vpon the Broke that murders me. 

fri. O deadly fin,0 rude vnthankcfulncffe! 

Thy fait our Law calles c!eath,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy part.hath ruflitafidethe Law, 

And turn’d that blacke word dcatb,tobanifhment. 

This is deare mercy,and thou feeft it not. 

Ions. Tis Torture and not mercy,heauen is here 
Where Inliet liues,and euery Cat aDd Dog, 

And little Moufe,cucry vn worthy thing 
Liue here in Heauen and may looke on her, 
Buii«#«m>y not.More Validitic, 

More Honourable ftate.more Courtfnip Hues 
In carrion Flics,then ffawfo-they may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare Juliets hand. 

And ftealc immortall blefling from her lips, 

Who euen in pure and vcftall modeftie 
Still blu(h,as thinking their owne kiffes fin. 

This may Flies doc,when I from this muft flie. 

And faift thou yet,that exile is not death ? 

But Rgmeo may notjhee is baniftied. 

Hid’ft thou no poyfon mixr,no fharpe ground knite. 

No fudden meane of death, though nerc fo meanc, 

But baniflied to kill me? Baniflied ? 

0 Frier,the damned vfc that word in hell: 

Howling* attends it,how haft theu the hart 
Being a Diuine, a Ghoftly Confeffor, 
ASin-Abfolucr,and my Friend profeft : 

To mangle me with that word,Saniftied ? 

Fri. Then fond Mad man,heare me fpeake. 

Rom. O thou wilt fpeake again? ofbanifliment. 

Fri. He giue thee Armourto keepe off that word, 
Aduerfitics fwcete milke,Philofophie, 

To comfort thee,though thou art baniflied. 

Rom. Yet baniflicd. ? hang vp Philofophtei 
Vnleffe Philofohpie can make a Juliet , 

Difplant a Towne,reuerfe a Princes Doome, 

Ithelpes not,it preuailesnot,talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee,that Mad men haue no cares. 

Rom. How fliould they. 

When wifemen haue no eyes ? 

Fri. Let me difpaire with thee of thy eftate, 

Rom. Thou can’ft not fpeake of that ^ doft not fcele, 
Wert thou as young as lulict my Loue: 

An houre but married, Tybalt murdered. 

Doting like me.and like me baniflied, 


<i t 
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Then mighteft thou fpeake. 

Then mighteft thou tcare thy hayre. 

And fall vpon the ground as I doe now, 

Taking the meafureofan vnroade graue. 

Enter Nurfe,and knosket. 

Frier. Arife one knockes, 

Good Romeo hide thy tclfe. 

Rom. Nat I, 

Vnleffe the breath of Hartficke groanes 

Mift-like infold me from the fearchot eyes. 

Knoeke 

Fri. Harke how they knoeke: 

(Who’s there ) Romeo aril'e. 

Thou wilt be taken,ftay a while,ftand vp : 

Knock*. 

Run to my ftudy.by and by.Gods will 
What fimpleneffc isthissl coaie,t come. 

Knoeke. 

Who knocks fohard? 

Whence come you ? what’s your will ? 

Enter Nurfe, 

Nnr. Let me corocin. 

And you {hall know my errand: 

I come from Lady / uliet. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nnr. O holy Frier,O tell me holy Frief, 

Where's my Ladies Lord?whcre’s Romeo i 
Fri. There on the ground, 

With his owne teares made drunke. 

Nnr. O he is euen in my Miftreffe cafe, 
lull in her cafe.O wofull fimpathy: 

Pittious predicament,euen fo lies flie, 

Blubbring and weeping,weeping and blubbring, 

Stand vp,ftand vp,ftand and you be a man. 

For Juliets fake,for her fake rife and ftand: 

Why (hould you fall into fo deepe an O. 

Rom. Nurfe. 

Nnr. Ah fir,ah fir,deaths the end of all. 

Rom. Speak’ft thou of lulietl how is it with her ? 

Doth not ftiethinke me an old Murtherer, 

Now I haue Rain’d the Childhood of our ioy. 

With blood remoued,but little from her owne ? 

Where is flie ? and how doth (he ? and what fayes 
My conceal’d Lady to our conceal’d Loue ? 

Nur. Oh flie fayes nothing fir, but weeps and weeps, 
And now fals on her bed,and then ftarts vp. 

And Tybalt calls,3nd then on Romeo cries, 

And then downe falls againc. 

Ro. As if that name (hot from the dead leucll ofa Gun, 
Did murder ber,as that names curfed hand 
Murdredher kinfman.Ohtell me Frier,tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 

Doth my name lodge ? Tell me,that I may facke 

The hatefull Manfion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand: 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cries out thou art: 

Thy teares are womani(h,thy wild a£ls denote 
The vnrcafonable Furic of a bead. 

Vnfecmeiy woman,in a feeming man, 

And ill befeeming beaft in feetning both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me.By my holy order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temper’d. 

Haft thou flaine Tybalt ? wilt tbou flay thy felfe ? 

And flay thy Lady,that in thy life lies. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy fe\fe? 

Why rayl'ft thou on thy birth ? the heauen and earth h 
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Since birth,and beauen and earth,aU three-do tafieVe 
In thee at once,which thou at onceAvould’ftloofc. 
Pic,fie,thou fnam’ftthy fmpe,thy iotiejthy wit. 
Which like a Vfurer abounofft-in all: 

And vfeft none in that true vie indeed, 

'Which Ihould bcdecke thy (kape.tliy louc,tby.wit .* 
Thy Noble fhape.isbut aforme.ol waxc. 

Digrefling from the Valour ofa mao, ' • 

;Thy dearc Louc l’worne but hollow periurie, 
;KiIling that Loue which thou haft vow’d to ehcrilh. 
Thy wit,that Ornamcnqto lhape and Louc, 
Milhapcn in the condufloftliem both : . 

Like powder in a skillcffc Souldiers flaskc, ?•; 

Is fet a fire by thine ownc ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine ownc defence, 
•What,rowfe thccman,thy Iuliet isaliue, 

Foe whofe deare lake thou waft but lately dead. 
There art thou happy.7 'ybalt would kill thee. 

But tb ou flew’ft Tybalt, there art thou happie. 

The law that threacncd death became thy Friend, 
;And turn’d it to exile,there art thou happy. 

A packe or blcfling light vpon thy backc,. 

Happincffe Courts thee in herbeft array, 
Butlikeamilbaped and fullen wench. 

Thou putteft vp thy Fortune and thy Louc: 

Take heed,take heed,for fuch die miferable. 
•'Goeget thee to thy Louc as was decreed, 

Afcend her Chamber,hence and comfort her: 

But looke thou (lay not till the watch be fet, 

For then thou canft not paffc to Mantua, 

Where thou (halt liue till we can finde a time 
To blaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, 

Beg pardon of thy Prince ,and call thee backc. 

With twenty hundred thoufand times more ioy 
Then thou went’ft forth in lamentation. 

Goc before Nurfe,commcnd me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, 

Which heauy forrow makes them apt vneo. 
ftjweois comming. 

Nh r. O Lord,I could haue (laid here all night, 

To heare good counfelLoh what learning is 1 
My Lord lie tell my Lady you will come. 

Rom. Do fo.anc! bid my S wcecc prepare to chide. 
Nur. Hecre fir,a Ring fhe bid me giue you fir-: 

Hie you,make haft, for it growes veiy late. 

Rom. How well my comfort is j euiu’d by this. 

Fri. Go hence, 

Goodnight,and here (lands all your (late: 

Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the breakeofday difguis’d from hence, 
Soiournc in Mantua,Ik find out your man. 

And he (hall fignifie from time to time, 

Eu?ry good hap to you,that chaunces hecre: 

Giue me thy hand/ns late.farewcll,goodnight. 

Rom. But that a ioy paft ioy,calls out on me. 

It were a griefe. To bride to part with thee: 

Farewell. Exeunt . 

Enter old Capuletfis IFife and Paris. 

Cap. Things haue falne out fir fo vnluckily, 

Tim we haue had no time to mouc our Daughter: 
Looke you.fhc Board her kinfman Tybalt dearely. 
And fo did I. Wcll,we were borne to die. 

Tis very late,(lic’l not come downe tc night: 
l promife you.but for your company. 


r> f^neoand JuKet, 


I would haue bin a bed an houreagoT 
, * P f' T hcfe times ofwo.affoord no times r* 
Madam goodnight,commend me to your Dan ; W °° C 

La<ty, I will, and know her mind early tom 

To night,(lie is mewed vp to her heauineffe. ° tr0Vv » 
Op. Sir Parte ,Iwill make a defperate ten<J P . 

Of my Childcs louc: I thinke (lie will be rul’d 
In al! rcfpe<fts by me: nay more,I doubt it not 
W it c, go you to her ere you go to bed, 

Acquaint her here,of my Sonne Tarts Louc 
And bid her,markeyoume,on Wcndfdavncxr 
But foft,whar day is this ? 

Par. Monday my Lord, 

Cap. Monday,ha ha: well Wcndfday is too fn*. 
AThurfday let it bc.-a Thurfday tell her, Bf ' 
She fhall be married to this Noble Earle*: 

Will you be ready ? do you like this haft"? 

Wecle keepe no great adoe,a Friend or two 
For harke you ,Tybalt being flaine fo late, * 

It may be thought wc held him carclefly. 

Being our kinfman,if we tetiell much: * 

Therefore wecle haue fomehalfca dozen Friends 
And there an end. But what fay you to Thurfdav ? 
Paris. My Lord, 

I would that Thurfday were to morrow. 

Cap. Well,get you gone, a Thurfday, be it then- 
Go you to Juliet ere you goto bed. 

Prepare her wife,againft this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord,light to my Chamber hoa, 

A fore me,it i j fo late, that we may call ir early by and b 
oo oignt. £*(*« 

Enter Romeo and Inliet aloft. 


Ial. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet neereday * 
It was the Nightingale,and not the Larke, 

That pier’ft thefearcfull hollow of thine eare. 
Nightly (he fings on yond Pomgrancr tree, 
Beleeucmc Loue,it was the Nightingale, 

Rom. It was the Larke the Hcrauld of the Mornc: 
No Nightingaleftooke Loue what enuiousftrcakes 
Do lace the feuering Cloudcs in yonder Eaft: 
Nights Candles are burnt out.and Iocond day 
Stands tipto on the miftie Mountaines tops, 

I mtift be gone and line,or flay and die. 

/»/. Yondlightisnotday!ight,IknowitI: 

It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales. 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Manta*. 

Therefore flay yet,thou need’ll not to be gone, 

Rom. letmebctane.Ictmebeputtodeath, 

1 am contcntjfo thou wilt haue it fo. 

Ile fsy yon gray is not the mornings eye , 1 
Tis but the pale reflexe of Cinthias brow. 

Nor that is not Larke whole noates dobeate 
T he vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 
j 1 haue more care to ftay,then will to go: 

Come death and welcome, Iuliet wills it fo. 

How ift my foule,lets talkc,it is not day. 

Iuli. Itis.it is,hie hence be gone away; 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tune. 

Straining harfh Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes. 
Some fay the Larke makes fwcete Diuilion; 

This doth not fo:for (he diuideth vs. 

Some fay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes 
O now 1 would they had chang’d voyces too: 



. ..me froiii artue that voyce doth y* affray, 
ll,Ce o thee hence, with Hunt f-vp to the day, 
m zone,iaore light and itli ght growes. 

°v l More light & light,more darke & darkc our woes. 
^ 0Tn ‘ Enter Madam and Nurfe. 

jjur. Madam. 

^.Youflady Mother is comming to your chamber, 

ivdavis broke,be wary,looke about. 

1 Then window let day in,and let life out. 
n‘L FareweIl,farewell,onekifle and liedclcend. 
lei Art thou gone fof Loue,Lord,ay Husband,Friend, 
lU (i heare from thee cuery day in the houre. 
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minute there are many dayes. 


0 by this count 1 fhallbe much in ycarcs, 
g tc j againe behold my Romeo. 

p„rn. Farewell: 

Iv»ill omit no oportunitie, 

fbatniay cor.uey my greetings Loue/o thee. 

Jul. O thinkeft thou we (hall euer meet againe ? 

I doubt it not.and all thefe woe* (hall (eme 
For fweet difeourfes in our time to come. 

Met. O God ! I haue an ill Diuining foule, 

Methinkes I fee thee now,thou art fo lowe, 

A 5 one dead in the bo ttome of a Tombe, 

Either my eye-fight faileS,or thou look’d pale. 

Rom. And truft me Louc,in my eye fo do you: 

Drie forrow drinkes our blood. Adue,aduc. Exit. 

jal. O Fortur.e,Fortune,all men call thee fickle, 

]fthou art fickle,what doft thou with him 
That is renown’d for faith ? be fickle Fortune: 

For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long, 

But fend him backc. 

Enter Mother. 

lad. Ho Daughter,are you vp ? 

Ini: Who ift that calls ? Is it my Lady Mother. 

Is (he not downe fo late, or vp fo early ? 

What vnaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither ? 
lad. Why how now lulteti * 

]nl. Madam I am not well. 

Lad. Euctmore weeping for your Cozins death i 
What wilt thou wa(h him from his grauc with teares i 
And if thou could’ft,thou could’ft not make him liue : 
Therefore haue done,fomc griefe (hewes much of Loue, 
But much of griefe,(hewes ftill fome want of wit. 

Ini. Yet let me wcepe,for fuch a feeling Ioffe. 

Lad. So fhall you feeie the Ioffe,but not the Friend 
Which you weepefor. 

ltd. Fccljng fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chufebut euer weepe the Friend. 

Li. Well Girle.thou weep’ll not fo much for his death. 
As that the Villaine hues which flaughter’d him. 

Ini. What Villaine,Madam? 

Lad. That fame Villaine Romeo. •> I • 
Ini. Villaine and he,be many Miles affunder: 

God pardon,ldoc with all my heare: 

And yet no man like he,doth grieue my heart. 

L*d. ThatisbecaufetheTraitorHues. 

Ini. I Madam from the reach of thefe my hands < ' 

Would none but I might vengc my Cozins death. 

Lad. We will haue vengeance for it,feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more,He fend to one in Mantua, 

Where that fame banifht Run-agate doth liue. 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftom’d dram. 

That he fhall foone keepe 7 y bait company; 

And then 1 hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 


lul. Indeed I neuer fhall be fatisfied 
With TdpmeOyi ill I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vexts 
Madam ifyou could find out but a man 
To beare a poyfon,I would temper it ; 

That Romeo (hould vpon rcceit thereof, 

Sooncflecpe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To heare him nam’d, and cannot come to him. 

To wreake the Loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughter’d him. 

Mo. Find thou the mcancs, and He find fuch a man. 
But now He tell thee ioyfull tidings Gyrlc. 

Iul. And ioy comes well,in iuch a needy time. 

What arc thcy,befccch your Ladyfhip ? 

CMo. Well,well,thou haft a carefull Father Child? 
One who to put thee from thy heauineffe. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy. 

That thou expels not,nor I lookt not for. 

Iul. Madam in happy time, what day is this? 

Mo. Marry my Child,early next Thurfday morne. 
The gallant ,young,and Noble Gentleman, 

The Coutuic Paris at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happily make thee a ioyfull Bride. 

Ial. Now by Saint Peters Church,anci Peter too. 

He fhall not make me there a ioyfull Bride-, 

I wonder at this hafl.that I mull wed 

Ere he that (hould be Husband comes to woe ; 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 

I will not marrie yct,and when 1 doe,I fweare 
It fhallbe Romeo, whom you know I hate 
Rarher then Paris. Thefe are newes indeed. 

Mo. Here comes your Fathcr,tell him fo your felfe. 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 


e. 


Enter Capnlet and iMurfe 

Cap, When the Sim fees,the earth doth drizzle daew 
But for the Sunfet of my Brothers Sonne, 

It raines downright. 

How now ?A Conduit Gyrle,what Bill in teares ? 
Euermore (howring in one little body ? 

Thou counterfaits a Barke,a Sea>a Wind: 

For ftill thy eyes,which I may call the Sea, 

Do ebbe and flow With teares,thc Barke thy body it 
Sayling in this fait floud,the windcs thy fighes. 

Who raging with the teares and they with them, 
Without a fudden calme will ouer fet 
Thy temped toffed body.How now wife? 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

Lady. I fir 5 

But fhe will none,fhe giue? you thankes, 

I would the foole were married to her graue. 

Cap. Soft.take me with you,take me with you wife* 
How,will flic nonelcfoth fhe not giue vs thanks? 

Is fhe not proud?doth (he not count her bleft, 
Vnworthy as fhe is,that we haue wrought 
So worthy aGentleman,tobeherBridcgrcome 
Ini. No: proud you haue, 

But thankfull that you haue : ■ r; • ; 

Proud can I neuer be of What I haue, 

Buc thankfull eiien for hate,that is meant Loue; 

Cap. How now ? '•' 

How now l Chopt Logtcke ?|what is this? 

Proud, and I thanke you-.and I th’anke you not, 
Thankeme no thankings,nor pfoud me no prouds. 

But fettle your fine joint* ’gainftThurfday next. 


Tof 





















































































7° T heTrag 

To go with Paris to Saint Peters Church: 

Or 1 will drag thee,oil a Hurdle thither. 

Out you grecne fitkaeffc carrion,out vou baggage. 
You tallow face. 1 Db ° * 

Lady. Fte,fie,whac are you mad ? 
lul Good Father,I bcfccch you on my knees 
Heare me with patience,but to fpeakc a word. 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage,difobedient wretch, 
I tell thee what,get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or ncuer after looke me in the face. 

Speakcjnot,reply not,do not anfwere me. 

My fingers itch,wife: we fcarce thought vs blcft. 

That God had lent vs but this onely Child, 

But now I Ice this one is one too much. 

And that we haue a curfe in hauing her: 

Out on her Hilding. 

Nttr. God in heauen blcffe her, 

You arc coo blame my Lord to rate her lb. 

Fa. And why my Lady wil”cdomc?hold your tongue. 
Good Prudence,fmatccr with your goflip.go. 

Nttr. I fpeake no treafon, 

Father.O Godigoden, 

May not one fpeakc ? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling foolc, 

Vtter your grauitic ore a Goflips bowles 
For here we need it not. 

La. You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad: 

Day .nightjKourejiidcjtimejWorkc,play. 

Alone in conopanic,ftill my rare hath bin 
T o haue her matcht,and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of Noble Parentage, 

Offaire Demesnes,Youthful],and Nobly Allied, 

Stuff as they fay with Honourable parts, 

Proportion’d as ones thought would wi(h a man. 

And then to haue a wretched puling foole, 

A whining mammet,in her Fortunes tender, 

To anfwer,IIe not wed, I cannot Loue: 

I am too young,I pray you pardon me. < 

But,and you will not wed, lie pardon you. 

Graze where you will,you fluff not hcule with me: 
Looke too’tjthinke on’t,I do not vie to ieft. 
j Thurfday is ncere.lay hand on hcart.aduife. 

And you bemine.lle giue you to my Friend: 

| And you benot,hang,beg,ftraue > die in the (fleets, 

! For by my foule,Ile nere acknowledge thee, 
i Nor what is mine (hall neuer do thee good: 

Truft too’t,betf»inke you^tc not be forfwprne 
lull. Is there no picciciittjpgin the Claudes, 

[.That fees into the botteme of my griefc ? . 
iiO iweet my Motffes.'caft mc,not away, 

1 Delay this q^rriage,for amdoth,awcckc, 
Orifyou4onpt,makethe Brid?»llbcd 
tliat dim Monument \\\\zizTjbalt lies. 

Mo. Talkfi pot fp;qric,for l ie nof fpeake a word 
Do as thou wikjfor.JLhwi§iJonc with thpe.r. 

ONurfc, how (hall this be presented?; j, 
jMy Husband is on earth,my faith m hcaucn, 

-jHow fhail that faith rpj9jffq^ga(mc^.earth, ! 

JVoIeffc thatHHlb^QdJep^itfsnj.^om heapen, 

"y leaning earth ?Comfort me.counfijilesjEie^. 
Ibcke.alacke.thatbeauen fbotlld pr:r61il'e ^ratageuss 
pon fo foft.a Jubicift a* nvy fc.lfe. t ; ;f . ; 

:vYhat faift thouPhaftithop.wta word ofioy ? 



Exit, 


5 


Exit. 


i ju? 


jyp 

pi 

Some comfortiNwtfe. 


$weo anajuliet. 

Nttr. Faith here it i*, — 

W^sban,Randal, the world to nothin. 
That he dares nere come backe to challm " g > 
Or d He do,it needs rnufi be b V ftcahh. §C y ° u: 
Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth 
I th.nkc it beft you married with the Countie 
O ht c s a Louely Gentleman : •* 

Rome*s a dilb-clout to him: an Eagle Mad am 
Hath not fo*greene,fo quicke.fo Hire an e ye 
As Parti hath,bc(hrow my very heart * 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match 
For it excels your firlflor if it did not, 1 

Your firft is dead,or ’twerc as good he were 
As li uing here and you no vfe of him. 

IttL Speakeft thou from thy heart t. 

Nttr , And from myfoule too. 

Or elfe befhrcw them both. 

J»l. Amen. 

Nttr, What? 

lul. VVcll,thou haft comforted me marue’lou.m 
Co»in,andtelImyLadyIamgone, ,,nu 

Hauing difpleafd my Father,to LavrcnctQzW 
To make confe{fion,and to be abfolu’d. * 
Nttr, Marrie I will,and this is wifely done, 

. Auncient damnation,O moft wicked fiend' 

I c is more fin to wilh me thus forfworne, 

my Lord widl thac lame tongue 
^ 11C1 bath praii’d him with aboue compare 

bo many thoufand times? Go Councilor, * 

Thou and my bofom chenchforth (hall be twaine- 
lie to the Frier to know his remedie, 

Ifall elfc faile,my fclfc bauepower to die. Exi 

Enter Frier and Countie Peris. 

Fri. On Thurfday firrthttime is v er y fl 10rt 
Par. My Father Capulet wiil haue it to. 

And I am nothing flow to flack his haft. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies mind? 
Vneuen is chc courier like it not. 

Pa. Immoderately (he wecpcsfor3>^/«death 

And therfore haue I little talke of Loue, 

For Vintts fmiles not in a houfe of tearcs*. 

Now fir,her Father ounts it dangerous 
That fhe doth giue her forrow fo much fway: 

And in his wifedome,haftj our marriage, 

To ftop the inundation of her teares, 

Whichitoo much minded by her fclfc alone, 

May be put from her by focietie. l ■■ ‘ 

Now doe you know the realon of this haft ? 

Fri. I would I knew not why it ftiould be flow’d. 
Looke fir,here comes the Lady towards roy Cell. 

Enter luliet. 

Par. Happily met,my Lady and niy wife. 

M. That may be fir 5 when f may be a wife. 

Par. That may be,moft be Loue,ou Thurfday next. 
Ittl. What miifl be (hall be. 

Fri. That’s a ccrtainetcxr.?.' ■ ’..ir 

Par. Come you to makreonfeflion to this Father? 
Ittl. .To aniwere that,I fhould confeffe to you. 

T<tr ., Do not denie to him,that you Loue me. 

Ittl. I will confefie to you that I Lone him. 

Par. So will ye.I am lure that you Loue me. 

Ittl. If I do fo,it will be of morepricc, 

Benig (poke behind your backe, then to your face. 
Par. Poore feule.thy face is much abuf'd with teare 
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r L bad inough before theirfpight. 

1C Thou vvrong’ft it more then teares with that report, 
f / That is uo Asunder fir.whi ch is a truth, 

‘ H ’ , l fnake I fpake it to thy race. 

h y face is mine,and thou haft flaundred it. 
rl It may be fo,for it is not mine own?. 

S ,louat le.fure.Holy Father now, 
fill I come to you at cuenmg Mafle ? 

U f My leifurc femes me penfiue daughter now. 

„ ,ord you muft intreat the time alone. 

1 > , Godlbeild: 1 fiaould difturbe Deuotion, 
f / .foil Thurfday early will i rowle yee. 

Sen adue,and keepc thisholy kiffe. Exit Par to. 

I I o fiint the doore,and when rhou haft done lo, 

romewcepewith mc,paftho P e,paftcare >P 3fl hclpe. 

fri O Mist, l felreadic know thy gnetc, 

..ftreamej me paft the compalte ol my wics: 
heare thou muft and nothing may prorogue it, 
PoThurfday next be married to this Countie. 

I„l. Teil me not Frier that thou heareft of this, 

Vnlefte thou tell meihow 1 may preuent it: 
jfiathy wdedome,thou canftgiuenohclpe, 

Pothou but call my refolution wife, 

»nd With’ his knife, lie hclpe it prefetitly. 

(jodioyn’timy hcart.and Romeos, thou our hands, 

And ere this hand bythce to Romeo feal'd: 

Shiilbe the Label! to another Decde, 

Of my truehearc with trecherous rcuolt, 
furne toanother,this Hull flay them both : 

Therefore out of thy long expecien’ft time, 

Gmeme fome prefent counleil.or behold 
Twixt'my extreames and me, thisbl >ody knife 
Shall play the vmpecrc,arbitrating that. 

Which the commiflion of thy yeares and art. 

Could to no llToe of true noaour bring: 

Be not fo long to fpeak, 1 longjo die, 

Ifwhat thou fpeak ft,fpeake not of i etnecly. 

Fri. Hold Daughter,! doc fpie a kind ofhope. 

Which craues as defperate an execution, 

As that is defperate which we would preuent. 

If,rather then to msfvieCountie Paris 

Thou haft che ftrength of will to ftay thy felfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
Athinglikc death to chide away this Ihamc, 

That coap’ft with death himlelte.to (cape fro it : 

And if thou dat’ft,Ue giue thee remedie. 

1*1. Oh bid mc.leapc,rather then marrie Paris, 

From of theBattlcments of any T ower, 

Orwalke in thceuilh waies.or bid me lurke 
Where Serpents are: chaine m? with roaring Bearcs 
Or hide me nightly in a Charneil houfe, 

Orccouered quite with dead mens ratling bones, 
Withreckiefliankcs and yellow chappcls fculls: 

Otbid me go into a new made grauc. 

And hide me with a dead man in his grauc , 

Things that to heare them told,haue made me tremble. 
And l will doe'ic without fcare or doubt, 

To liue an vnftained wife to my fwcec Loue. 

Fri. Hold then: goehome.be merrie,,giuc confcnt, 
To marrie Paris : wenfday is tomorrow, 

Tomorrow night looke that thou lie alone. 

Let not t’nyNurle lie with chce in thy Chamber: 

Take thou this Viollbcingthen in bed. 

And this diftilling liquor drinke thou off. 

When prefently through all thy vcincs(hall run. 


A cold and drowfie humour: for no pulfe 
Shall keepe his r.atiue progre(Te,but furceafe: 

No warmth,no breath fhafl teftifie thou liueft, 

The Roles in thy lips and cheekes (hall fade 0 
To many afhes.the eyes windowes fill 
Like death when he (hut vp the day oflife: 

Each part depriu’d offupplc gouernment. 

Shall ftiffe and ftarke,and cold appearehke death. 

And in this borrowed likenefle of Ihrunke death 
Thou (halt continue two and forty houres. 

And then awake,as from a plealant fleepe. 

Now when the Bridegroome in the morning comes, 

To rowte thee from thy bed,thcre art thou dead : 

Then as the manner of our country is, 

In thy beft Robes vneouer’d on the Beere, 

Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds grauc: 

Thou (halt be borne to that fame ancient vault. 

Where all the kindred of the Capnfets lie. 

In the meanc time againft thou (Halt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift, 

And hither (hall he come.andthat very night 
Shall Romeo beare thee hence to Mantua. 

And this (hall free thee from this prelent (hame. 

If no inconftanc toy nor womanilh fcare. 

Abate thy valour intheatling it. 

lul. Giue mejgiuc me,0 tell not me ofcare. 

Fri. Hold get you gcnc,be ftrong and prolperous 
In this refolue,!le fend a Frier with Ipeed 
To Mantua with my Letters to thy Lord. 

Iu. Loue giue me ftrength, 

And ftrength lhall hclpe afford: 

Farewell dcare father. Exit 

inter Father Capttlet, Mother, Nurfe, and 
Serving tnsn/rvo.or three. 

Cap. So many guefts inuite as here are writ. 

Sirrah,go lure me twenty cunning Cookes. 

Ser. You (hall haue none ill fir, for lie trie if they can 
licke their fingers. 

Cap. How canft thou trie them fo? 

Ser. Marrie fir,'tis an ill Cooke that cannot licke his 
owne fingers i therefore he that cannot licke his fingers 
goes not with me. 

Cap. Go be gone,we (Hall be much vnfurnifht for this 
time : what is my Daughter gone to Frier Lawrence ? 

Nnr. Iforfooth. 

Cap. Well lie may chance to do fome good on her, 

A peeuifH felfe-wild harlotry it is. 

Enter Iuliet. 

Nttr. See where (he comes from (hrift 
With merrie looke. 

Cap. How now my headftrong. 

Where haue you bin gadding ? 

lul. Where I haue learnt me to repent the fin 
Of difobedient oppofition .* 

To you and your behefts,and am enioyn’d 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proftrate here, 

To beg your p3rdon:pardon I befcech you. 
Henceforward ] am euer rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the Countie,goe tell him oftbis, 
lie haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

lul, I met the youthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

And gaue him whatfcecomed Loue I might. 

Not fiepping ore the bounds ofmodeftie. 

Cap. Why I am glad on’c,this is well,ftand rp. 
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This it as’t ftiould be,let me fee the County: 

I marric go I fay,and fetch him hjther. 

Now afore God,this reueren’d holy Frier, 

All our whole Citcic is much bound to him. 

/»/. Nurfc will you goc with me into my Clofet, 

To hclpc me fort fiich necdfull ornaments. 

As you th:nke fit to fornifh me to morrow? 

Mo. No not till Thurfday.there’s time inough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe.go with her, 

Weelc to Church to morrow. 

Exeunt /ulict and Nurfe. 
Mo, We fhall be fhort in our prouifion, 

’Tis now neerc night. 

Fa. Tufti,I will ftirre about, 

And all things (hall be well,I warrant thee wife: 

Go thou t o luhet ,helpe to deckevp her, 
lie not to bed to night,let me alone: 
lie play the hufwife for this once. What ho ? 

They are all forth,well I will walke my fclfc 
To Countie Paris, to prepare him vp 
Againft to morrovr,my heart is wondrous light, 

Since this fame way-ward Gyrle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt Father and Mother* 

Enter Iuliet and Nurfe. 

/#/. I thofe attires are bed,but gentle Nurfc 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfc to night: 

For 1 haue need ofmany Oryfons, 

To moue the heauens to fmile vpon my ftate. 

Which well thou know’ft,is crofle and full of fin. 

Enter (Mother. 

Mo . What are you bufie hoPnecd you my help ? 

/»/. No Madam, we haue cul’d fuch neceflaries 
As are behoouefuli for our date to morrow: 
SopleafeyoUjlec me now be left alone; i 
And let the Nurfe this niglit fit vp with you, 

For I am lure,you haue your hands full all. 

In this fo fudden bufinefle. 

Mo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and reft,for thou haft need. Exeunt, 

lul. Farewell: 

God knowes when we fhall mccte againc. 

I haue a fain* cold fcard thrills through my vcines* 

That almofi freezes vp the heate of fire: 

He call them backe againe to comfort me, 

Nurfc, what fhould fhe do her ci 
My difma!! Sceane,I needs muft a£l alone: 

Come Viall,what if this mixture do not workc at all ? 

Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? 

No, no, this fhall forbid it. Lie thou there. 

What if it beapoyfon which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniflred to haue me dead, 

Leafl in this marriage hs fhould be difhonour'd, 

Becaufe he married me before to Romeo ? 

I feare it is,and yet me thinkes it fhould not. 

For he hath Rill bcene tried a holy man* 

How,if when I am laid into the Tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeems me? There’s a fearefullpoint: 

Shall I not then be Rifled in the Vault ? 

To whofefoule mouth no healthfome ayre breaths in 7 
And there die flrangled ere my Romeo comes. 

Or if I liuejs it not very like. 

The horrible conceit ofdeath and night. 

Together with the terror of the place. 

As in a Vaultfc,an ancient receptacle* 


ana Jultet. 

\ Where for thefe many hundred r~ 7 —— 

I Ofallmy buried Atrnccftor* ajpackc^ b ° ne * "" 

Where bloody Tybalt vet bur „r ' . 
ties feftring in his fhrow’d.where as they A** 

At feme houres in the nighc,Spiri ti refo/t ^ * 
Alackc,alacke,is it not like that I " * 

S °!f^ y r ak .^ g ’ whal: wilh lo«hfomefmei. 

And fhnkes like Mandrakes tornc out of t u ’ 

That liumg mortalls hearing thcm,ru n m 
O if I wa lke,fhall I not be diftraugh" ’ 
Inuironed with all thefe hidious fcares 
And madly play with my forefathers io V nt, > 

And plucke the mangled Tybalt from his fh ' 

And in this rage,with fome great k TnfZ^ ? 

As (with a dub) da fir out my defperate b r ‘ b ° ne » 

O looke,me thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft 
Seeking out Romeo that did fpit his body ’ 

Vpon my Rapiers point: flay Tybalt.ftL- 
Romeo,Rome. fR^meo, here’s drinke: 1 drinketo th te 

Enter Lady of the houfe,and Nurfe. 

Lady. Hold, 

Take thefe keies.and fetch more fpicesNurfe, 

Nur. 1 hey call for Dates and Quinces in the PafW 
Enter old Catulet. 

Cap. Come,ftir,ftir,ftir, 

The fecond Cocke hath Crow’d, 

The Curphew Bell hath rung, *cis three a docke: 
Looke to the baktc mcatc3 ; good Angelica. 

Spare not for coft. 

Nur. Go you Cot-queanc,go, 

Get you to bcd,(aith youle be licke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Cap. No not a whittwhat ? I haue watcht ere now 
All night for leflecaufc.and nere bcene fickc. 

La. ^ you haue bin a Moufe-hunt in your time, 

Bur I will watch yoir from fiSch watching now. 

Exit L ady and Nurfe. 

Cap. A iealous hood ; a icalous hood, 

Now fellow.whac there ? 

Enter three or fottre with ft>its,<indlogs,and baskets, 
Fel. Things for the Cooke fir. but 1 know not what. 
Cap. Mikehaft,make haft, firrah,fetch drier Logs. 
Call Peter, he will Ifiew thee where they are. 

Tel. I haue a head fir.that will find out logs, 

And neuer trouble Peter for the matter. 

Cap. Mafle and well faid.a mcrric horfon,ha, 

Thou (halt be loggerhead; good Fachcr,’tis day# 

PUj 

The Countie will be here with Muficke ftraight, 

For fo he faid he would,I heare him neere, 

Nurfe,wife,what ho?what Nurfe I fay ? 

Enter Nurfe. 

Go waken Iuliet,go and trim her vp, 
llego and chat with Prfrifihiejmakchaft, 

Make haft,the Bridcgroome,he is come already: 

Make haft I fay. 

Nur. Miftris,what Mifttis?/«//#fj'Faft I warrant her Ike, 
Why Lambe,why Lady<fie you fluggabed. 

Why Loue I fayfMadam,fwtet heartrwhy Bride ? 

What not a word ? You take your peniworths now# 
Sleepe for *weeke,for the next night I warrant 
TheCountie Paris hath fet vp his reft. 

That you (ball reft but little,God forgiue me : 

Marrie and Amen: how fount! is (lie a ileepc ? ^ 
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I^nuftnecdTwake her:Madam,Madam,Madam, 

I let the Countie take you in your bed, 
ueele fright you vp yfaith. Will it not be ? 
uftiatdrcft> an d hi .your cloches,and downe againe i 
i rmiftn cedi wake you : Lady,Lady,Lady i 
^las,alas,helpe,helpe,my Ladycs dead. 

Oh wcladay.tlut euer 1 was borne. 

Some Aqua-vita; ho,roy Lord,my Lady i 
lHoo What noiie is heere ? Enter Aletber. 

Nur. O lamentable day. 
tJMo. What isrhcmactcr,? _ . 

Nur. Looke,looke,oh hcauic day. 

jj/io . O me,Qme,my Child.my oncly life : 

Rcuiue,looke vp.or I will die with thee ; 
Hcipe>helpe,callheipe. / 

Enter Father. * 

Fa. For fliamc bring lahet forth,her Lord is come. 
Nar. Sbee’s dead^eceaft^l^ee's dead:alackc the day. 
3/c ATad;e theday!flKC # s dead,fliec’s dead,fhee s dead* 
Fa. Ha? Lee me fee her:out alas flicc’«cold. 

Her blood is fctlcd and her ioynts arc Rifle : 

Life and thefe lips hanc long bene iep crated: 

Death lies on her like an vneimely iroft 
Vpon the fwereR flower of all the field, 

$ur 9 O Lamentable day ! 

Mo. O v/oiuil time. 

Fa. Death that hath tar.e herheiue to make me waile, 
Tics vp my tongue, and will not let me ipeake* 

Enter Frier and the Cauntie. 

Fri. Corners the Bride ready to go to Church? 

Fa. Ready to go,but neuer to rcturne, 

0 Sonne,the night before thy wedding day. 

Hath death laine with thy wife; there flic lies, 

Flower as flie w35jdeflo\vred by him. 

Death is my Sonne in iaw,d.cath i*.my Hcire, 

My Daughter he hath wedded, I wiifadic. 

And ieaue him all life liuirrg,all is deaths. 

Pa. Haue I thought long to fee this mornings face. 
And doth it giue me fuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accur’RjVnhappie,wretched hatcfull day, 

MoR mifcrablc-hour^^hat ere time law 
In hiding lab our of his Pilgrimage. 

But one,poore onc,one poore and louing Child, ^ 

But one thing to reioyce and folace in. 

And erucil death hath catcht it from my fight. 

Nur. O wo t O wofulfwofuil^vofullday, 

Moft lamentable day,moR wofull day. 

That euer,euer,I did yet behold* 

0 day,0 day,0 dav,0 hatcfull day, 

Neuer was lecnc fo blackc a day as this : 

0 wofull day, Owofull day. 

Pa. Beguildjduiorced^wronged/pightcd.flaine, 
MoR dctcRable death by thee beguifd. 

By crucfl,cruell thcc.qtiite ouerthrowne : 

0loue, OUfc*riotlife,bm; lpue in death. 
y ^ ^cfp^MjdiRreiTcJjhatrd^artii’djkil’d* 
Uncomfortable tune.vvhy canfR thou now 
To marcher, ofurther our folemnitie ? 

^ Cnild,0 CbiJd;my foule^nd not my Child, 

Dead art thou,alackc my Child is dead, 

Anflwiih my Child 3 myioyesarc buried. . 
tri.~ Pcac^noior iLamCjeonfufions: Care lilies nbt 

In theieconfuiions,beaiien and your lelfe . 

Had part in this fcitc Maid^now heauenhath all, 

•And all the better is ix for th^Maid :, 

^ our part in her,you could lYbt keepc from death, 


fi . ■ 

But heauen keepes bis pare ineternall life: 

The moll you fought was her promotion, 

For ’r was your heauen,(be fliouldft be aduan’ft, 

Andweepeycnow.fceingfhcisaduan’ft 
Aboue the Clouaes.as high as Heauen itfelfe# : 

O jn this loue,you loue your Child fo ill. 

That you run mad,feeing that (Ik is well .• 

Shee : s not well married,that hues married long. 

But ftice’s beft marriedjthat dies married yong, 

Drie vp your tcares.and ftickc your Rolemarie 
On this t'aire Coarfe.and as the cuftomc is, 

And in her beft array bcare her to C hurch: 

For though fome Nature bids all vs lament. 

Yet Natures teares arcRcafons merriment. 

Fa. AH.things that we ordained Fcftiuall, 

Turnc from their office to blackc Funetall: 

Our inftrumentsto melancholy Bells, 

Our w edding cheare,to a fad btiriail Feaft: 

Our fol emne Hymnes.to fallen Dyrges change: 

O.ir Br/dall flowersferue for a buried Coarfc: 

And a// things changethemto the contrarie. 

Fri. Sir go you m; ar.d Madam,go with him. 

And go fir Paris ,euery one prepare 
Tofollowthis fairc Coarfc vntO her grade : 

The heauens do l'owre vpon von,for fornc ill: 

Moue them no more.by crcllmg th'cir high w’dl. Exeunt 
Mu. Faith we may put vp our Pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honeft goodfdlowes • AH pur vp,put vp. 

For well you know,this is a.pitiful! cafe. 

Mu. i by my troth,the cafe may be amended. 

Enter Peter. 

Fet. Mufitions.ohMufitions, 

Hearts eafe,hearts eafe, 

0,and you will haue me liuc,pray hearts eafe, 

Mu, Why hearts cafe; '* 

Pet. O Mufiiions, 

Bccaufe my heart it felfe plaies,my heart is full. 

Mu. Not a dump wc, ’tis no time to play now. 

Pet . You will not then ? 

Mu, No. 

• Pet. I will then giue it you foundly. 

Mu. What will you giue vs ? 

Pet. No money on my faith.but the glccke. 

1 will giue you the Minftrell, 

Mu. Thcn'will I giue you the Seruing creature. 

Peter. Then will 1 lay the leruiugOentiresDagger 
on your pate.] will carie no Crochets,He Re you,lie Fa ■ 
yoiijdo you note me s? 

Mu And you Re vs,and Fa vs,you Note vs. 
z M. Pray you put vp your Dagger^ 

And puc out your wit# 

Then haue at you with my wit. 

Peter. 1 will dric-beate you with an yron wir. 

And puc vp my yron Dagger. 

Anlwere me like men: 

When griping-griefes the heart doth wound, then Mu- 
fickewith her filuer found. ' 

Why fil uer found? why Muficke with her filuer found? 
what fay you Simon Catling ? 

Mu. Mary.fir,bec3uf.?filuerhath a fwcetfound. 

Pet. Prateft,what Gy you Hugh Rebicke} 

2.3i.I fay filuer formd,becaufe Mufn ions found for fil. 
Fet. Pratcft to,whit fay you lames Sound-Pojl ? (uer 
3 .(Mu. Faith J know not what to fay. 

Pet .O { cry you-mercy,you are the Singer. 

I will fay for you; it is Muficke with her filuer found, 

__ § g Be- 
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Bccaufe Munitions hauc no gold for founding.* 

Then Mulickc with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe 
doth lend rcdreffc. ’ Exit, 

Mu. What a peftilcnc knauc is this fame i 
Til. z. Hang him lacke, come week in here, tarriefor 
the Mourncrs,and flay dinner. Exit, 

Enter Remeo. 

Rem. If I may truftthe flattering truth of fleepe. 

My dreames prefage fomc ioyfull newes at hand; 

My boforoesL.fits lightly in his throne: 

And all ihisan day an vccuftom’d fpirit, 

Lifts me aboue the ground with checrefull thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead, 

(Strange dreame that giues a dead man leaue to thinke,) 
And breath’d fuch life with kifl’es in my lips, 

That I reuiu’d and was an Empcrour. 

Ah me,how fweet is Joue it felfe poffeft, 

When but loucs lhadowes arc forich in ioy. 

Enter Romeo’s man. 

Newes from Verona, how now B ahhax.tr} 

Doft thou not bring me Letters from theFriet i 
How doth my Lady ? Is my Father well f 
How doth my Lady Juliet ? that I aske againe, 

For nothing can be ill,if fhe be well. 

Man. Then (he is well,and nothing can be ill. 

Her body flecpcs in Cape Is Monument, 

And her immortal! part with Angels liue, 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds Vault, 

And prcfcntly tooke Poftc to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Rom. Is it cucn fo ? 

Then I denie you Starret. 

Thou kno weft my lodging,get me inkc and paper. 

And hire Poft-Horfes,I will hence to night. 

Man. I do bcfccch you fir,hauepatience: 

Your lookes are pale and wild,and do import 
Somemifaduenture. 

Rom. Tufh,thou art deceiu’d, 

Leaue mc,ano do the thing I bid thee do. 

Haft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 

Exit Matt. 

Rom . Mo matter: Get rhee gone. 

And hyre thofe Horfc*,Ilc be w«h thee ftraight. 

Well Juliet, I will lie with thee tonight: 

Lets fee for meanes: O mifehiefe thou art fwift, 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: 

I do remember an Appothccarie, 

And here aboucs dwclls,which late I noted 
In tattred wecds,with ouerwhelmingbrowes. 

Culling of Simples,m;agcr were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to thebones ; 

And in his needle fhop aTortoyrshung, 

An Allegacsr ftufc.and other skins 
Of ill fbap’d fillies,and about his Ihelues, 

A bcggcrly account ofemptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots,Bladders, and muftie fcedcs,' 
Remnants ofpackthred,and old cake* ofRofes 
Were thinly fcactered 5 to make vp a (hew. 

Noting this penury,to my felfe I faid. 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe fale is perfent death in Mantua , 

Here liues a Caitiffc wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need. 

And this fame needie man muff fell it me. 


Ibe Tragedie ofTZpmeo and Juliet . 



As I remcmbpr,this Aiouldbethe hoiflV 
Being holy day,the beggers fhopis fcur. 

What ho? Appothccarie? 

Enter Appothccarie. 

■fipp. Who call’s fo low’d ? 

Rom. Come hither man, 1 fee that thou 3rtnn „ 

Hold,there is fortie Duckets,let me hauc ^°° re » 

A dramofpoyfon,fuch foone fpeeding p ear( . 

As will difperfe it felfe through all the veines * 

That thelife-wcaric-takermay fall dead, * 

And that theTrunkemay be difeharg’d ofbrearf, 

As violently,as haflie powder fier’d * 

Doth hurry from the fatall Canons wombe. 

App. Such mortall drugs 1 haue,but Mont**, i. 

Is death to any he, that vtters them. 5 aw 
Rom. Art thou fo bare and full ofwretchedn cr 
And fear'ft to die ? Famine is in thy cheekes ' e * 
Need and opreffion ftarueth in thy eyes, * 
Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backei 
The world is not thy friend,nor the worldslayr; 

The world afford* no law to make thee rich. 

Then be not poorc,but breake it,and take this, 

App. My poucrty,but not my will confents* 

Rom. 1 pray thy pouerty.and not thy will. 

App. Put this in any liquid thing you will 
And drinke it off,and if you had theftrength 
Of twenty men,it would difpatch you ftraight, 

Rom, There’s thy Gold, 

Worfe poyfon to mens foules, 

Doing more murcher in this ioathfome world, 

Then thefe poore compounds that thou maieft not fell, 
I fell thee poyfon,thou haft fold me none. 

Farewell,buy food.and get thy felfe in flefli. 

Come Cordia!I,and not poyfon,go with me 
To Itiltcts graue,for there rnnft 1 vfc thee. 


Extm. 


John. 


Enter Frier John to -Frier Lawrence* 

Holy Francifcan Frier,Brother.ho ? 

Enter Frier Lawrence. 

t.aw. This fame {honld be the voice of Frier John. 
Welcome from Cfl/<r»f« 4 ,what fayes Romeo ? 

Or'if his mind be writ.giue me his Letter. 

John. Going to find a bare-foote Brothtrout, 
One of our order to affociate me. 

Here in this Cicie vificing the fick, 

And findin ghim,the Searchers of the T owne 
SufpedVmg that we both wereinahoufe 
W’herc the infcdlious pefiilcnce did raigne, 

Scal’d vp the doores,and would not let vs forth, 

So that my fpced to Mantua there was Raid. 

Law . Who bare my Letter then to Rome*} 

John. I could not fend it,here it is againe, 

Nor get a meffenger to bring it thee. 

So fearefull were they of infection. 

Law. Vnhappie Fortune: by my Brotherhood 
The Letter was not nice,but full of charge, 

Ofdeare import,and theneglcfling it 
May dofnuch danger: Frier John go hence. 

Get me an Iron Crow,and bring it ftraight 
Vntomy Cell. 

John. Brother lie go and bring it thee. 

Law. Now mull 1 to tbeMonumenc alone. 
Within this three houres williYire Juliet wake. 

Slice will beflrrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 

But l will write againe to Moots**, 


Exit. 
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-X^n^Ther It my Cell till Romeo come, 
pooxc liuingCoarfe,clos’d in a dead mans Tombe, 


Exit. 


Enter Paris and his Ptge. 


par. Giue me thy Torch Boy,hence and ftand aloft. 
Yet put it ouc,for I would not be feene : 

Voder vot’d young Trees lay thee all along, . 

Holding thy eare clofc to the hollow ground, 
c 0 (hallnofoot vpon theChmchyard tread, 
gping loofe.vnfirme with digging vp of Graues, 
g tlt thou (halt hcare it.-whiftle then tome, 

^ fignall that thou hcareft fome thing approach, 

Ciue me thofe flowers. Do as I bid thee,go. 

page. I akialmoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the Churchyard,yet 1 will aduenture. 

/’d.Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed Iftrew: 
0 «oc,thy Canopic is duft and ftor.es, 

Which with fweet water nightly I will dewe. 

Or wanting thac,with teares dcftil’d by monesj 
The obfequies that 1 for thee will keepe, 

Niehtly fhall be,to ftrew thy grauc, and weepe. 

6 ’ fpbtfilc Boy. 

The Boy giues warning,fomeching doth approach, 

Whac curled foot wanders this wayes to night. 

Tocroffemy obfequies,and trueloues right t 
What with a Torch? Muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo,and Peter. 

Rom. Giue me that Mattocke,& the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter,early in the morning 
See thou deliuer it to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee. 

What ere thou hear’ft or feett,ftand all aloofe. 

And do not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face: 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious Ring: a Ring that I nnift vfc. 

In deare employmcnt,therefore hence be gone .* 

But ifthou iealous doft recume toprie 
In what I further fhall intend to do. 

By heauen I will tcare thee loynt by ioynt. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs; 

The time,and my intents are fauage wilde: 

More fierce and more inexorable farre. 

Then emptie Tygcrs,or the roaring Sea. 

Pet. I will be gone fir,and not troubl e you 
Ro. So fhalt thou (hew me friend (bip :take thou that, 
Liue and be profpcrous,and farewell good fellow*. 

Pet. For all this fame.Ile hide me here about. 

His lookes I feare,and his intents I doubt. 

Rom. Thou deteftable mawe.thou wombe of death, 
Gorg d with the deareft morfell of the earth: 

Thus I enforce thy rotten Iawes to open. 

And in defpight,Ilc cram thee with more food. 
r J Ar ' *^ 1lS ‘ s that banifht haughtie Mount ague. 

That murdred my Loues Cozin; with which griefe. 

It is fuppolcd the faire Creature died. 

And here is come to do fome villanous fhame 
To the dead bodies: I will apprehend him. 
atop thy vnhallovmi toylc,vil cMountaoue : 

^an vengeance be purfued further then death f 
ondemnrd vallaine,! do apprehend thee. 
be y au<J go with me,for thou mull die. 


Rom. 1 mull indeed,andtherfoie came I hither; 
Good gentle youth,tempt not a defperate man, 

Flic hence and leaue me,thinke vpon thofegone. 

Let them affiight thee. 1 befecch thee Youth, 

Put not an other fin vpon my head. 

By vrging me to furie. O be gone. 

By heauen 1 loue thee better then my felfe. 

For I come hither arm’d sgainft my felfe: 

Stay not.be gonc,liuc,ar»d hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bid thee run a way. 

Par. I do defiethy commiffcration. 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouoke me i Then haue at thee Boy< 
Pet. O Lord they fight,I will go call the Watch. 

Pa. O J am flaine.ifthon be mcrcifull, 

Open the Tombe,lay me with Juliet. 

Rom. In faith I will,let me perufe this face: 

Mcrcutius kinfmsn,Noblc Countie Paris, 

What faid my man, when my betoffed foule 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I thinke 
He told me Paris Hiould haue married Juliet, 

Said he not fo ? Or did I dreame it fo ? 

Or 3in I mad.hearing him talkc of Juliet , 

To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand, 

One,writ with me in fowrc misfortunes bookc. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. 

A Graue; O no,a Lanthornc; flaughtred Youth i 
For here lies Juliet, and her beautie makes 
This Vault a feafting prefence Full of light. 

Death lie thou thcre,by a dead man intcr’d. 

How oft when men are at the point of death, 

Haue they bcene merric? Which their Keepers call 
A lightning before death ? Oh how may 1 
Call this a lightning ? O my Loue,my Wife, 

Death that bath ftu-kc the honey of thy breath. 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy Beautie: 

Thou are not conquer’d : Beauties enfigne yet 
Is Crymfon in thy lips,and in thy cheekes. 

And Deaths pale flagi s not aduanced there. 

T)balt,\y'h thou there in thy bloudy flicct ? 

O what more fauour can 1 do to thee, 

Then with chat hand that cut thy youth in twaine. 

To funder his that was thy enemie ? 

Forgiue me Cozen. Ah deare/»/re/: 

Why art thou yet fo faire ?I will bdeeue. 

Shall I bcleeue,tliat vnfvsbftantiall death is amorous ? 
And that the leane abhorred Monfter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 

For fcarc of that,1 ftill will ftay with thee. 

And neuer from this Pallace of dym night 
Depart againr.come lie thou in my armes, 

Hecrc’s to thy health.whereere thou tumblcft in. 

O true Appothecarie! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thus with a kifle I die. 

Depart againe; here,here will I remaine. 

With Wormes that are thy Chambermaides: Ohere 
Will l fet vp my eucfjafting reft: 

And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarres 
From this world- wearied flclh; Eyes lookeyour Iaft ’ 
Armes take your laft embrace: Andlips.Oyou 
The doores of breath,feale with a righteous kifle 
A dateleffe bargaine to ingrolfing death: 

Come Hitter condudl,con>e vnlauoury guide. 

Thou defperarc Pilot,now at once run cn 
The daftjing Rocks,thy Sea.ficke wcaric Barkc % 

Hcere’s to my Loue. O true Appothccary; 

_____Thy 
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Thy drugs are quickc. Thus with a kiffe I die. 

Enter Frier with Lanthorne, Crow,and Spade. 

JFri St. Ft.ancis.be my fpced.how oft to night 
ffou^my old tecc Humbled ac graues ?Who’$ there? 
MUn. Here’s one,a Friend,& one that knowes you well. 
Fri, Bhffe be vpon you. Tell me good my Friend 
What Torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
Togrubs,audeyelcfleSculles?.iAs I difeerne, 
it burneth in the Capels Monument. 

Man. It doth fo holy fir, 

And there’s my Maftcr,one that you loue. 

Fri. Who is it? 

Matt. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he bin there? 

CMan. Full hallc an houre. 

Fri. Go with me to the Vault. 

Man. I dare not Sir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence. 

And fearefully did menace me with death, 

If I did ftay to looke on his entents. 

Frt. Stay,then lie go a!onc,feares comes vpon me, 

O much I fcarc form ill vnluckic thing. 

Man. As I did fleepe vndcr this young tree here 
I dreamt my inaifter and another fought. 

And that my Maitter flew him. 

Fri. Romeo. 

Alacke.akrckc.what blood is this which Haines 
The ftorty entrance of this Sepulcher ? 

What meane thele Maftcrlc{re,and goarie Swords 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of peace ? 

Romeo,oh pale : who ellePwhac Paris too ? 

And fteept in blood i Ah what an vn knd houre 
Js guiltie ofthis lamentable chance? 

The Lady ftirs. 

'Ini. O comfortable Frier, where’s my Lord? 

I do remember well where 1 Ihould be: 

And there I am,where is my Romeo J 

Fri. I heare fomcnoyfe Lady,come from that nett 
OfdeathjContagionjand vnnaturall fleepe, 

A greater power then we can contradidl • 

Hath thwarted our eiuents,comc,come away. 

Thy husband in thy bofome there lies ucad ■ 

And Paris too:come He difpofe of thee. 

Among a Siflcrhood of holy Nunncs: 

Stay not to queftion,for the w atch is comming. 

Come,go good Juliet,! dare no longer tt ay. Exit. 

Ittl. Go get thee hetice,for I will notuaway. 

What’s here? A cup clos’d in my true laics hand? 
Poyfon I fee hath bin his timclefie end 
O churle,drinke all?and left no friendly drop, 

To helpeme after,I will kifte thy lips, 

Happlie fome po yfon yet d&th hang on them, 
Tomake'me die wthareftoratiue. 

Thy lips are wgrme. 

Enter B oy and IT Atch. 
patchy Lead Boy,which way<* 

Iul. Yfanoife? 

Then ile be briefe. O happy Dagger. 

’Tisin thy (heath,there rufhand let me die Kils herfelfe. 

"Boy. Thiijsqhcplace, 

There where theTorch do'tbburne 
IT"atch. The ground is bloody. 

Search about the Churchyard 
Go fome of you,who ere you find attach. 

Pittifull fightjhcre lies the Couniie flaine. 

And lahe\t bleeding,warme and newly dead 


r' ..; 

Oo tell the Princc,runnc to the Capulets, 

Raife vp the Mount ague sgoveas others fearch 
We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do l’ye 
But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes ’ 

Wc cannot without citcumttance dcfcry. ’ 

Inter Romeo* sman. 

Watch. Here’s Sw’rraan, 

We found him in the Churchyard. 

Con. Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hith 
Enter Frier,an d another Watchman. 

l.]Tat. Here is a Frier that trcmbles/ighes andwe. 
We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him 
As he was comming from this Church-yard fide * 
Con. A great fufpition,ftay the Frier t o V* 

Enter the Prince. 

Trin. What mifaduenture is fo earely vp, 

That calls our perfon from our roomings reft? 


Enter Capulet and his Wife. 

Cap. What Ihould it be that they fo fhrilce abroad? 
infe. O the people in the ftreete crie Romeo. 

Some Juliet ,and fome Paris, and all runne 
With open outcry toward out Monument. 

Pri . What fcare is -this which ftartles in your eares > 
IVat. Soueraigne,here lies the Countie Paris flaine 
And Romeo dead,and Iteliet dead before, 

Warme and new fell'd, 

Trin. Search, 

Sceke,and know how,this foule murder comes. 

Wat. Here is aFrier,and Slaughter’d Romeos man, 
With Inftrumcnts vpon them fit to open 
Thefe dead mens Tombes, 

Cap. O heauen ! 

O wife looke how our Daughter blccdes! 

This Dagger hath miftaincjbr loe his houlc 
Is empty on the backe of Muuntague, 

And is mifheathed in my Daughters bofome. 

Wife. O me,this fight of death,is as a Bell 
That waincs tny old age to a Sepulcher. 

Enter Mount ague. 

Fri, Come Mount ague fox thou art early vp 
To fee thy Sonne and Heire.now early downe. 

Mown . Alas my liege,my wife is dead tonight, 
Griefe of my Sonnes exile hath ftopt her breath: 
What further woe conipircs againft my age ? 

Prin Looketand thou flialt fee. 

Mown. O thou vntaught,what manners in is this, 
To pmTe before thy Father to a graue ? 

Prm. Seale vp the mouth of outra ge for 3 while. 
Till we can cleare thele ambiguities, 

And know their fpring,their head,their true d’efeent, 
And then will I begcnerall of your woes. 

And lead you euen to death?meane time forbeatc, 

And let mifcbance be flaue to patience, 

Bring forth the parties offulpition. 

Fri. I am the greateft,able to doeleaft. 

Yet mod fufpedfed as the time and place 
Doth make againft me of this direfull murther. 

And heere I ftand both to impeach and purge 

My felfe condemned,andr»y felfe excus’d/ 

Prin. Then fay at once,whats thou do^NOW 101 
Fri. I will be briefe,for my fhort date ofbreatn 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale. 

Romeo there dead,was husband to that/«/«*, 

And Ihe there dead,that's Romeos faithfull wne • 
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tneanes 


, arr *dto; and their ftolne marriage day 
r Tybalts Doomefday: whofevntimely death 
'■ew& the new-made Bridegroome from tnii Citie; 
Kwhom (and noc for Tybalt) Juliet r pinde. 
v u to remoue that fiege ofGreefe from her, 
fitro h’d.and would hatie married her perforce 
ToCountieP^tf- Then comes file to me. 

And (with wiltle iookes) bid me demfe fome 
fn rid her from this fecond Marriage, 

Or in my Cell there would Ihe kill her lelfc. 

Then gaue I her (fo Tut or’d by my Art) 

, peeping Potion, which fo tooke cftcCt 

1.1 intended, for it wrought on her 

r|,e forme of death. Meane time, I writ to Borneo, 

That he Ihould hither come, as this dyre nigbc, 

\o helpe to take her from her borrowed graue, 
g c ino the time the Potions force Ihonkl ceafc- 
gjthe which bere my Letter, Frier John, 

Waaflay’d by accident ;andyefternight 
Return’d my Letter backe. Then ail alone, 

At the prefixed houre of her waking. 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds vault. 

Meaning to keepc her elofely at my Cell, 

•pjll icoiiuenicntly could fend to Romeo. 
gjtwhen I came (fome Minute ere the time 
Ofher awaking) heere vntimely lay 
The Noble Par it, and true Romeo dead. 

Shee wakes, and I intreated her come footth, 

^ n d beare this wotke of Heauen, with patience J 
Butthen,anoyfe did fcarre me from the Tornbe, 

And (he (too defperate) would not go with me. 

But (as it feemes) did violence on her felfe. 

All ihisl know.and to the Marriage her Nurfe is priny: 
And ifought in this milVarrictl by my fault, 

Lettr.y old life be faciific’d,fome houre before the time, 
Vntothe rigour of feuereft Law'. 

Prin. We ttill haue knowne thee for a Holy man. 
Where’s Borneo’s man ? What can he fay to this ? 

Bey. I brought my Matter newes of Juliets death. 


And then in pofte he came from Mantua 
To this fame pi ace, to this fame Monument. 

This Letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And chreatned me with death, going in the Vault, 

If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prin. Giue me the Letter,I will look on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch ? 

Sirra, what made your Matter in this place ? 

Page. He came with fiowres to ttrew his Ladies graue, 
And bid me Hand aloofe, and fo I did: 

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe, 

And by and by my Maitter drew on him. 

And then I ran away to call the Watch. 

Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courfc of Louc, the tydings ofher death : 

And heere he writes, that he did buy a poyfon 
Ofa poore Potbecaric, and therewithal! 

Came to this Vault to dye, and lye tvith Juliet. 

Where be thefe Enemies ? Capulet, Momtague, 

See what a fcourge is laidc vpon your hate. 

That Heauen finds meanes to kill your ioyes with Loue; 
And I, for winking at your difeords too, 

Haue loft a brace of Kinfmen : Allarepunifh’d. 

Cap. O Brother 7 Mountague, giue me thy hand. 

This is my Daughters ioyncure, for no mote 
Can I demand. 

Ttloun. But I can giue thee more: 

For 1 will raifeher Statue in pure Gold, 

That whiles Verona by that name is knowne. 

There (bail no figure at that Rate be fet. 

As that ofl rue and Faithfull Juliet. 

Cap. As rich lhall Rcmco by his Lady Iy, 

Poore facnficcs of our enmity. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it beings. 
The Sunnefor forrow will not fiiew his bead 5 
Go hence, to haue more taike of thefe lad things. 

Some Ihail be pardon'd, and fome puniflbed. 

Forneuer wasaStorieofmore Wo, 

Then this of Juliet, and her Romeo. Exeunt omnes 
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THE LIFE OF TYMON 

O F ATHENS. 


(lAtlus Trim us, Scosna Trima. 



Enter Poet, Painter , leveller, Merchant^nd Mercer, 
atfeueralldoores. 

Poet. 

Oodday Sir. 

Pain. 1 am glad y’are well. 

Poet. 1 haue not lccne you long, how goes 
the World? 

Pam. Icwearesfir, asitgrowes. 

Poet. I that’s well knowne : 

But what particular Rarity ? What firange. 

Which manifold record not matches: lee 
Magicke of Bounty, all thefe l'pirits thy power 
Hath coniur'd to attend. 

1 know the Merchant. 

Tain. I know them both: th’otheis a Ieweller. 

xjller. O ’tis a worthy Lord. 

Jew. Nay that’s mo ft fix t. 

Mer. h moil incomparable man. breath’d as it were. 
To an vnty teable and continuate goodneffc: 

He paffes. 

lew. I haue a lewell hcere. 

Mer. O pray let’s fec’t. For the Lord 7/*»»,fir ? 

Jewel. If he will touch the ettimate. But for that— 

Poet. When we for recompence haue prais’d the vild. 
It ftames the glory in that happy Verfe. 

Which aptly fwgs the good. 

C Mer. ’Tis a good forme. 

Jewel. And rich : hcere is a Water looke ye. 

Pain. You are rapt fir, in fomc worke, lomc Dedica¬ 
tion to the great Lord. 

Poet. A thing llipt idicly from me. 

Our Poefie is as aGownc, which vies 
From whence ’tis nourifht : the fire i’th Flint 
Sbewes not, till it be ftr ooke: our gentle fi^me 
Prouokct it felfc, and like the currant Ayes 
Each bound it chafes. What haue you there? 

Pain. A PnSfufc fir: when comes your Booke forth ? 

Poet. Vpon the heeles of my prefentment fir. 

Let’s fee your peece. 

Pain. ’Tis a go h! Peece. 

f£oet . So ’tis', t lis comes off wcll,and excellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet, Admirable: How this grace 
Speakes his o wne Handing : what a mental! power 
This eye fhootes forth? How biggeimaginacion 
Moues in this Lip, to th’dumbneffe of the geilure. 


One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life: 

Hecre is a touch; Is’t good? 

Poet. I will fay of it. 

It Tutors Nature, Artificial! ftrife 
Liues in thefe toutches, huelier then life. 

Sitter certaine Senators. 

Pain. How this Lord is followed. 

Poet. The Senators of Athens, happy men. 

Pain. Looke moe. 

P°- You lec this conflucncejthis great flood ofyilitoj! 
I haue in this rough woikc,(hap’d out a man 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hugge 
With ample!! entertainment: My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moues it felfe 
In a wide Sea of wax, no leuell’d malice 
J nfe&s one comma in the courfe I hold* 

But flics an Eagle fl ghr, bold, and forth on, 
LeaumgnoTiadtbchindc. 

Pam. How final!Ivndcrftandyou? 

Poet. I will vnboult to you. 

Yo j lec how all Conditions, how all Minder, 

As well of glib and flipp’ry Creatures, as 
Of Gt aue and aafiere qiialitie, tender downe 
Their fertiices to Lord Ttmon : his large Foitune, 
Vpon his good and gracious Nature hanging. 
Subdues and properties to his loue and tendance 
Ad forts of hearts; yea,from the glaffe-fac’d Flatterer 
To pemantHt, that few things loues better 
Then to abhorre himfelfc; euen hee drops downe 
The kneebefore him, and returnes in peace 
Mod rich in Timom nod. 

Pain. 1 faw them fpeake together. 

Poet. Sir,I hauevponahighandpleafanthill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd. 

The Bafe o’th’Mount 

Is rank’d with alldeferts, all kinde of Natures 
That labour on the bofome of this Sphere, 

To propagate their dates; among’ft them all, 

Wnofe eyes are on this Soueraigne Lady fi#*' 

One do 1 perfonate of Lord Timcns frame, 

Whom Fortune with her luory hand wafts to her, 
Whofe piefent grace, to prefent (hues and feruants 
Tranflates hisRiuals. 

Pain ’Tis conceyu’d,tofcope 
This Throne,this Fortune,and this Hill me thinM*^ 


Ttmon ofaJthens . 


8i 


^honemanbecken’dfrom the reflbelow, 
l i ing his head again* the fteepy Mount 
r 0 clifflbe his happincffe,wouid be w ell expreft 

i n our Condition. 

poet. Nay Sir, but heare me on: 
ill thofewhich were his Fellowes but ot iate, 

- ne better then his vaiew; on the moment 
follow his llrides, his Lobbies fill with tendance, 

Riine Sacrificiall whifperings in his care, 

\bke Sacred euen his (iyrrop, and through bins 
Drinke the free Ay re. 
pain. I marry,whatoithese? 
post. When Fortune in her fiiilc and change of mood 
Cpurnes downe her late beloucd; all his Dependants 
VV’hicb labour’d after him to the Mcunraines top, 
fuciion their knees and hand, let him fit downe, 

(Jot one accompanying his declining foot. 

pain. Tis common: 

^tlioufand moral! Paintings I can (hew, 

Ilut (hall demonftrate thefe quicke blowss of Fortunes, 
Mare pregnantly then words. Yet you do well, 
folbew Lord Timers, that meane eyes haue fcer.c 
The foot abouc the head. 


Trumpets found. 

Enter Lord Ttmon, acldr effing htmfelfe curt cot:fly 
tocnery Sat or. 

Tan. Imprifon’d is he, fay you ? 

CMef. I my good Lord, fiue Talents is his debt. 

His meancs molt Ihort, his Creditors mod ftraitc: 
four Honourable Letter he defues 
To thole haue (hut him vp, which failing, 
periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Vientiditu. well: 

I am not of that Feather, to fiiake off 

My Friend wlisq he mud ncede me. I do know him 

AGentlemah,that well deferues a helpe. 

Which he (ball haue. lie pay the debt, and free him. 

Tilef. Your Lordfhip cuer bindcs him. 

Tim . Commend me to him,I will fend his ranfome. 
And being enfranchized bid him come to me; 

Tis not enough to helpe the Feeble vp, 

But to fupporthim after. Fare you well. 

lief. AS! happineffe to your Honor. Exit, 

Enter an old Athenian. 

Oldm. Lord 7rww»)heare me fpeake. 

Tm.t. Freely good Father. 

Oldm. Thou haft a Seruanc nam’d Luciliut. 

Tim. I haue fo: What of him ? 

Oldm. Mod Noble Timon , call the man before thee. 

Tim. Attends he hccrc, or no? Lucillitu. 

Luc. Heere at your Lordlhips fctuicc. 

Oldm . Thi* Fellow heere, L.Ttmon, this thy Creature, 
Ey night frequents my houfe. I am a man 
That trom my firft haue bcene inclin’d to thrift. 

And my eftate deferues an Heyre mote rais’d, 

Then one which holds a Trencher. 

Tim. Well:whatfurther? 

Old. Onexmely Daughter haue I, noKinelfc, 

On whom I may conferre what I haue got: 

The Maid isfaire,a’ch’youngeft for a Bride, 

And I haue bred her at my deereft coft 
In Qualities of the beft. This man of thine 
Attempts her loue: I pry thee (Noble Lord) 


Ioync with me to forbid him her refort 
My felfe haue fpokc in vaine. 

Tim. The man is honeft. 

Oldm. Therefore he will be Timon, 

His honefty rewards him in it felfe. 

It muft not beare my Daughter. 

Tim. Does (be loue him ? 

Oldm. Shcisyongandapt: 

Our owne precedent pafiicns do inllruu v* 

What leuities in youth. 

Ttm. Loue you the Maid ? 

Luc. I my good Lord.and (lie accepts of it. 

Oldm- If in her Marriage my confcnt be miffing, 

I call the Gods to witneffe,! will choofe 
Mine heyre from forth the Beggers of the world, 

And difpolTcifeher all. 

Tim. Flow (hall (lie be endowed. 

If (he be mated with an equall Husband ? 

Oldm. Three Talents on the prefent ; in future, all. 

Tim. This Gentleman of mine 
Hath feru’d me long: * 

To build his Fortune, I will ftraine a little, 

For’tis a Bond in men. Giue him thy Daughter, 

What you beftow, in him He counterpoize. 

And make him weigh with her. 

Oldm. Moi! Noble Lord, 

Pawnc me to this your Honour, (he is his, 

Tim My hand to thee. 

Mine Honour on my promife. 

Luc. Humbly I tbsnke your Lordfhip, ncucr may 
That (late or Fortune fij|l into my keeping. 

Which is not owed to you. Exit 

Fact. V’ouchiafc iuy Labour, 

And longliuc your Lordlhip. 

Tim. l ihanke you.you ffialf heare from me anon: 
Go nor away. What haue you there, my Friend ? 

Pain. A peece ofPaintiug.which I do befeeeh 
Your Lordfhip to accept. 

Tim. Painting is welcome. 

The Painting is alnioft the Naturall man: 

For finceDifhonorTraffickes with mans Nature, 

He is but out-fide: Thefe Penfil’d Figures are 
Euen fuch as they giue out. I like your worke. 

And you (hall finde I like it; Waite attendance 
Till you heare further from me. 

Pain. The Gods prefsrue ye. 

Tim. Well fare youGcntleman : giue me your hand. 
We muft needs dine together: fir your lewell 
Hath ftiffcred vnder praife. 

Jewel. What my Lord, difpraife? 

Tim. A meercfaciety of Commendations, 

If I (hould pay youfer’t as ‘tis cxtcla, 

It would vnclew roe quite. 

Jewel. My Lord,’tis rated 
As thofe which fell would giue :but you well know. 
Things of like valew differing in the Owners, 

Arc prized by their Mafters. BeleeuY deere Lord, 

You mend the lewell by the wearing it, 

Tim. Well mock’d. Enter Apermanttu. 

Mer. No my good Lord,he fpeakes)' common toong 
Which ail men fpeake with him. 

Tim. Looke who comes heere,wi!lyoubcchid? 

hwel. Wce’l beare with yout Lordfhip, 

Mer. Hee’lfp are none. 

Tim . Good morrow to thee. 

Gentle Apermanttu. 
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Timon of ayfthens. 


' Ape t Till I be gentle^ay thou for chv goed morrow e 
When thou arc Timons doggt,aud thefeKnaucs honeft. 

Tin. Why doft thou call them Knauea, thou knov^'ft 
;them not? 

Ape. A re they net Athenians? 

TtM. Yes, 

Ape. Then I repent not* 
lew. You know me, Apemcwtw} 

Ape. Thou know'll 1 do, 1 call’d thee by thy name. 

7 im. Thou art proud Apemantu* ? 

Ape. Ofnothing fo much,as that I am not like Timm 
Tim. Whether arc going ? 

Ape • Toknockeouc an honeft Athenians braines. 
Tim . That’s a deed thou't dye for. 

*sfpe % Right,if doing nothing be death by th’Law. 
Tim. How lik’ft thou this picture Apemantm ? 

Ape ♦ The beft/or the innocence. 

Ttm. Wrought he not well that painted it. 

Ape. He wrought better that made the Painter, and 
yet he's but a filthy peecc of vvoikc. 

Tain. Y’areaDogge. 

Ape. Thy M ocher s of my generation : what’s fbe.if l 
beaDogge? 

Tim. Wilt dine with me ApemwtHi} 

Ape. No: Ieate nor. Lords. 

Ttm . And thou ftiould’ft 3 thoud’ft anger Ladies. 

Ape. O theyeate Lords; 

So they come by great bellies. 

Ttm. That’s a lafeimous apprehenfion. 

Ape ♦ So, thou apprehend'd it. 

Take it for thy labour. 

Tim . How doft thou like this Iewe!!, Apernatittu} 
Ape. Not fo well as plain-dealing,which wil not caft 
a man a Doit# 

Tim. What doft thou thinke *tis worth? 

Ape m Not worth my thinking. 

How now Poet? 
poet . How now Philofophcr ? 

pe . Thoulyeft. 

Poet* Art not one? 

Ape. Yes. 

Poet . Then I lye nor. 

Ape . Art not a Poet? 

Poet . Yes. 

Ape . Then thoulyeft: 

Looke in thy laft worke, where thou haft fegin’d him a 
worthy Fellow. ’ 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is fo. 

Ape . Yes he is worthy of chce,and to pay thee for thy 
labour. He that loues to be flattered,is worthy o'th flat¬ 
terer. Hcaucns.thatl were a Lord. 

Tim . What wouldift do then Apemavtiut 
Ape . E’ne as Apcmannts does now,[hate a Lord with 
my heart. 

Tim. What thy felfe ? 

Ape . I. 

Tim. Wherefore?' 

Ape. That I hard no angry wit to be a Lord.] 

Arc not thou a Merchant ? 

Mer. F A'pcmanlm. i 

Ape. Traffick confound* thee,if the Gads will not. 
Mer. IfTraffickcdoir, the Gods do it. 

Ape. Traffickcs chy God,& thy God confound thee. 

Trumpet founds. Enter a JAeJfenger. 

Tim. What Trumpets that i 

M<f. Tis Alcibiades i and fome twenty Hotfc 


All or CompanionfliipJ 2 

Ttm. Pray entertaine them, gi„ e f neni . 

You mull needs dine with me: go not vonl Vs> 
Till I haue .hank you: whan dS t ,° £ h “« 
ihew roe thispeece, I am ioyfulFofyourfioh 
Enter Alcibiades with the rtf' 

Moft welcome Sir, 

Ape. So/o; their Aches contra#, afl j r 
iupple toy nts: that there/hould bee finall tl fUc ^ 
thefc fweet Knaues, and all this Curtefie. tu am °*ge 
mans bred out into Baboon and Monkey * ^ ra ’ D{ < 
Ale. Sir,you haue fau’d my loneinp ’ „ . r „ 

Moft hungcrly on your fight. ° - d I feed 

Tim. Right welcome Sir: 

Ere we depart, wee’I fbare a bounteous time 
In difterent plcafures. 

Pr^y you let vs in. f 

Enter two Lords. 

i.Lerd What time a day is’t Apemantue> 

Ape. Time to be honeft. 

1 That time femes fiill. 

Ape. The moft accurfed thou that foil . 

2 Thou art going to Lord Timons Feaft, 

Ape. I, to fee meate fill Knaues,and Wine hpa. f , 

2 Farthee well, farthee well. 

Ape. Thou art a Foole to bid me farewell 
a Why Apemantus ? twice. 

Ape. Should’ft hauckept one to thy f e lf e f orI 
to giue thee none. cani 

1 Hang thy felfe. 

Ape. No I will do nothing a t thy.bidding: 

Make thy requefts to thy Friend. 

2 Away vnpeaceablcDogge, 

Or lie fpurne thee hence. 

cApe. I will flyc like a dogge, the heeles a’th’Aflc, 

1 Hee’s oppofite to humanity. 

Comes (hall we in, • fZ*. 

And rafte Lord Timons bountic: he out-gocs 
The veric heart ofkindncfle. 

2 Hcp&wies it out: VUttrn the God of Gold 
Is but his Steward: no mtede but he repayes 
Seuen-fold aboue it felfe: No guift to him. 

But breeds the giuer a returne: exceeding 

Ail vfe of quittance. 

1 The Nobleft minde he carries. 

That mer gouern’d roan. 

2 Long may he liuc in Fortunes, Shall we in ? 
lie keepe you Company, 


Exettn 


Hoboyes Playing lowd Alxfickp- 


A great Banquet fertt’d in : and then, Enter Lard Tim on, the 
States,theAhheman Lords, Ventigius which Timon re¬ 
deem'd from prtf on. Then comes dropping after all Ape, 
manrus difcontentedly like him fife. 

Ventig. Moft honoured Timon , 

It hath pleas’d the Gods to remember my Fathers age* 
And call him to long peace: 

He is gone happy,and has lefcroerich: 

Then, as in gratefull Vertue I am bound 
To your free heart. I do returne thole Talents 
Doubled with thankes and feruicc, from whole heJpe 
I deriu’d libertic. 

Ttm. Obynomeanes, 1 
Honeft Venttgtus : You miftake ray loue. 


7 imon of <tAthem. 
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s none 

r.n cruely fay he giuc*, if he receiues: 

? oU r betters play at that gamc,we rauft not date 
l im itite them: faults that arc rich are latte. 
ANablcfpiric. 

Tiirt.N *y my Lords,Ceremony wasbutdeuis’d at nift 
let a gloffe on faint deeds,hollow welcomes, 

Pscanting goodneffc.forry ere ’tis fhowne: 

Rat where there ist rue fncndftiipjtherencedt none. 

p r ,yfit,more welcome arc ye to my Fortunes, 

Then my Fortunes to me. 

Lard. My Lord,wealwaies haueconfeit i.. 
jper. Ho ho, confeft it. < ’ Handg’dicPHaueyounot 
finta. O Apermantm,you are welcome- 
Jper. No: You fliall not make me welcome: 

(come to haue thee thruft me out ofdoores. 

fim. Fie, th’art a churlc,yc’haue got a humour there 
Poes not become a man,’tis much too blame: 

They fay my Lords ,Irafuror brents eft , 
gutyond man is vcric angrie. 

Oo,!ethim haue a Tabic by himfelfe: 
pot he docs neither affe# comp anie, 
jsjor is he fit for't indeed. 

/per. Let me ftayat thine appcrill Timon, 

[come to obferue,! giue thee warning on’t. 

Tim. I take no hcede of thee fTh’art an Athenian, 
therefore welcome: I my felfe would haue no power, 
ptythee let my meate make thee filent. 
r ftper. I fcorne thy meate, ’cwould choakenie.-for I 
(hould nere flatter thee. Oh you Gods! What a number 
ofmen eats Timon, and he fees ’em not ? It greeucs me 
to fee fo many dip there meate in one mans blood, and 
all the madnefle is,he cheeres them vp too. 

I wonder men dare truft themfelucs with men. 

Me thinks they (hould enuite them without kniues. 

Good for there meate,and fater for their Hues.- 
There’s much example for’t,the fellow that fits next him, 
now parts bread withhim.pledges the breath ofhim in 
adiuidcd,draught :isthe reaiieftmantokillhim.’fas 
beene proued, if I were at huge man Ifhould fcarc to 
drinisC at meales,leaftthey fhould fpie my wind-pipes 
dangerous noates,great men fhould drrake with harneffe 
on their throates. 

Tim. My Lord in heart: and let thehealch go round. 
i. L«rd. Let it flow this way my good Lord. 

Aper . Flow this way? A braue fellow. He keepe* his 
tides well, thofe healths will make thecand thy ftatc 
looke ill ,7 imon. 

Heere's that which is too wcake to be a (inner, 

Honeft water,which nere left man i*ch*mire; 

This and my food arc equals, there’s no ods, 

Fulls are to proud to giue thanks to the Gods. 

A per mam su Cjrace. 

ImmortaRCjedSylcrane no pelfs, 

I pray form man bat my felfe , 

Craunt I may neaterprone ft fond, 

Totr -ft man on hu Oath or 'Bond. 

Ora Harlot for her weeping. 

Ora Dogge that feemes afleeping. 

Ora keeper with my freedoms. 

Or my friends if I fhottld need 'em. 

Amen. So fall too't: 

Rtchmenftn, and. f ea root. 

Much good dich thy good heart ,AptmantHt 
Tim. Captaine, 


jtlctbiades, your hearts in the field now. 

Alct. My heart is euer at your feruice,try Lord. 

Tim. You had rather beats breakefaft of Enemies, 
then a dinncrofFtiends. 

Ale. So they were bleeding new my Lord,there’s no 
meat ltke’cm.I could wi(h my bed friend at fuch a 1 caft. 

Aper. Would all thofe Flatterers were thine Enemies 
then, that then thou might ft kill ero : & bid me to cm. 

i .Lord. Might we but haue that happinefie my Lord, 
that you would once vfe our hearts, whereby wc might 
exprefle fome part of our zeales, we ilrould thinke our 
(clues for eucr perfe#. 

Timon. Oh no doubt my good Friends, but the Gods 
themfelucs haue prouided that I (hall haue much helpe 
from you: how h?d you becnemy Friends eife. Why 
haue you that charitable title from thoufands ?Did not 
you chicfely belong to my heart? I haue told more of 
you to my felfe, then you can with modeftic fpeake in 
your ownc behalfc. And thus farre I confirme you. O h 
you Gods(thinke I, )wbat need wc haue any Friends: n 
we (hould nere haue need of’em ? They were the moft 
needlcffcCreatures liuing; fhould we nere haue vfe for 
’em ? And would moft referable fwccte Jnftrumcnts 
hung vp in Cafes,that keepcs there founds to them- 
felues. Why I haue often wifht my felfe poorer, that 
I might come neerer to you : wc are borne to do bene¬ 
fits. And what better or properer can we call our owne, 
then the riches of our Friends? Oh what a pictious com¬ 
fort’tis, to haue fo many like Brothers commanding 
one ar.othcrs Fortunes. Oh ioyes, e’ne made away er’t 
can be borne .* mine eics cannot hold out watetme thinks 
to forget their Faults. 1 drinkc to you. 

nAper. Thou weep’ft to make them drinkc, 7 rww. 
a. Lord. Icy had the like conception in cur cits. 

And at that inftant, like a babe fprung vp. 

Aper. Ho,ho: 1 laugh to thinke that babe c baftard. 
q.Lord. Ipromifeyoumy Lordyoumou’dme much. 
Aper. Much. 

Sound Tucket. Enter the Maskers ofAmaz,ons,mth 
Lutes in therr hands,daunting and play mg. 

Tim. What raeanes that Trumpe? How now i 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. Pleafeyaumy Lord,therc arc ccrtaine Ladies 
Moft defirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies ? what arc their will ? 

Ser. Then come* with them a fore-rwmer my Lord, 
which beares that office,to fignifie their pleafurcs# 

T*m. I pray let them be admitted. 

Enter Cupid with the eJStatk* of Lades, 

Cup, Haile to thee worthy Ttm«n and to all that of 
his Bounties tafteuhe fiue bed Sence^a cknowledge thee 
their Patron,and come freely to gratuUte thypJentious 
bofome.; 

There taft,touch all .pleas’d from thy Table rife: 

They oncly now come but to Feaft thine eics. 

Timo. They’r wecomeali, let ’em haue kind admit- 
tance.Muficke make their welcome. 

Luc. You fee my Lord,how ample y’are belou’d, 
Aper. Hoyday, 

What a fweepe of vanitie comes this way. 

They daunce ? They are madwomen, 
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Timon of ^Athens, 


Like Madncflc is the glory ofthis life, 

As this porope Aiewcs to a little oyle and rootc. 

We make our fclues Fooles, to difport our felues, 

And fpend our Flatteries, to drinke thofe men, 

Vpon whofe Age we voyde it vp agen 
With poyfonous Spight and Enuy/ 

Who lines, that’s not depi aued, or depraucs $ 

Who dyes, that beares noc.one fpurne to their graues 
Of their Friends guift: 

I fhould fcare, thofe that dance before me now, 

Would one day ftarope vpon me : Tas bene done. 

Men fhut their doores againft a fetting Sunne, 

The Lords rife from Tabic,with much adoring of Timon, and 
tojhew their loucs, each Jingle out an A matron,and all 
Dance, men with women, a loftieftraine or two to the 
Hoboyes, and ceafe. 


Tim. You haue done our pleafures 
Much grace(faire Ladies) 

Set a faire falhion on our entertainment. 

Which was not halfe fo beautiful!, and kindc: 

You haue added worth vntoo’c, and lufter, 

And entertain'd me with mine ovvnc dcuice. 
iaoi to thankeyou for’t. 

j Lord. My Lord you take vs euen at the beft. 

Aper. Faith for the worft is filthy, and would not hold 
taking, I doubt me. 

Tm. Ladies,there is an idle banquet attends you, 
Pleafe you to difpofe your fclues. 

AULa. Moft thankfully,roy Lord. Exeunt. 

Tim. Plautus, 

Fla. My Lord. 

Tim. The little Casket bring me hither. 

Fla. Ycs,myLord. Morclewelsyet? 

There is no eroding him in’s humor, 

Elfe I fhould tell him well, yfaith I fhould } 

When all’s fpent,hee’ld be croft then,and he could: 

’Tis pitty Bounty had not eyes bchinde. 

That man might ne'rc be wretched for his minde. Exit. 

1 Lord. Where be our men ? 

Ser. Heerc my Lord,in readitieflc. 

2 Lord. Our Horfes. i 

Tim. O my Friends: 

I haue one word to fay to you .• Lookc you, my good L. 
I muft intreatyou honour me io much, 

As to aduance this le well,accept it,and wearc it, 
Kinderoy Lord. 

i Lord. I am fo farre already in your guifts. 

Ad. So are wc all. 

Enter aScniant. 

Ser. My Lord,there arc ccrtaine Nobles of the Senate 
newly alighted, and come to vifit you, 

7 ini. They are faircly welcome. 

Inter P latum. 

Fla. I befeech yeur Honor, vouchfafemea word, it 
does concerneyou neere. 

Tim. Neere ? why then another time He hcare thee. 

I prythee let's be prouided to fticw them entertainment. 
Fla. 1 fcarfe know how. 

■ 1 Enter another Serttant. 

Ser. May it pleafe your Honor,Lord Lucituy 
(Out of his free loue) hath prefented to you 
Foure Milke-white Horfes, trapt in Silucr. 

Tim. I fliall accept them faircly: let the Prefents 
Be worthily entertain’d. 
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. Enter a third Serttant, 

How now ? What newes? 

Cord f eG '»«< 

Ttm. lie hunt with him. 

And let them be recciu’d, not without fair,, fi 
Fla. What will this come to? ^ c Ward. 
He commands vs to prouide, and giu e p ..„ .. 

all out of an empty Coffer * ° at j n j 

Nor will he know his Purfe,or yedd mcthi , 

To flievv him what a Begger his heart is * 

Being ofno power to make his wifhes good 

His promifesflyefo beyond his ftate. 

That what he (peaks is all in dcbt,hc ows f or erf 
He is fo kinde,that he now payes intereft for t- ^ Wor<i: 
His Land’s put to their Bookes. Well vvouUr 
Gently put out ofOffice,before I wereS 
Happier is he that has no friend to feede. 

Then fuch that do e’ne Enemies cxceedc* 

I bleed inwardly for my Lord. 

Tim. You do yoUr felues much wrong 
You bate too much of your owne merits, * 

Hecre my Lord,a trifle of our Loue. 

2 Lord. With more then common thankes 

I will receyue it. 

3. Lord. O he’s the very foule of Bounty. 

Tim And now I remember my Lord, you gaue Pft 
words the other day of a Bay Courfcr I rod onflis £ 
beenufeyou lik’d ic. / 

i .L .Oh, 1 bcfeech you pardon mee, my Lord,in th; 
Ttm. You may take my word my Lord : I know i 
man can iuftly praife, but what he does affedL I Weigj 
my Friends aftedTion with mine owne: He tell you ^ 
He call to you. 

All Lor. O none fo welcome. 

Tim I take all, and your fcuerall vtfitationj 
So kinde to heart, ’tis not enough to giue : 

Me thinkes, I could deale Kingdoms: to my Friends 
And nerc be wearie. Alcibiadcs , 

Thou art a Soldiour, therefore fildome rich, 

II comes in Charitic to thee: for all thy lining 
Ismong’ftche dead sand all the Lands thou haft 
Lyeinapitchtficld. 

Ale. I, defil’d Latul,my Lord. 
i.Lord. We are fovcrtuoufly bound. 

Tim. And fo am I to you, 
i.Lord. So infinitely endeer’d, 

Tim. All to you. Lights,more Lights. 

1 Lord, The beft ofHappines,Honor, and Fortunes 
Keepe with you Lord Timon. 

Tim. Ready for his Friends. Exeunt Lon 

Aper. What a codes heere, feruing ofbeckes,andiui 
tingoutofbummes. I doubt whether their Leggei b 
worth the fummes that ate giuen for ’em, 

Friendfhips full ofdregges. 

Me thinkes falfe hearts,fhould neuer haue found leggei 
Thus honeft Fooles layout their wealth on Curtfies, 
Tim. Now Apcrmantm{ii thouwertnotfullen) 

I would be good to thee, 

Aper. No, He nothing ; for iff fliouldbe brib’d too 
there would be none left to raile vponthce,and then tho 
wouldft finne the fafter. Thou giu’ft fo long Timon ( 
fcare me) thou wilt giue 3 way thy felfe hi paper fhortly 
What needs thefeFeafts,pompcs, and Vaine-glories? 


Timon of <>Athem . 


ay,and you begin to raile on Societieonce, I 
Jiwornt not to giue regard to you. Farewell,& come 
SbtctKM.fi.fk 5 . £*’’ 

* Aper. So: Thou wilt not hcare mee now, thoufhaU 
notthen. lie locke thy heauen from thee :» ■ 
oh that mens eares fhould be 

fo Counlell deafe, but not to Flatcerie. Sxit 

Enter a Senator. 

Si„, And late fine thoufand: to Farm and to Ijidore 
Uf owes nine thoufand, befides my former fumine. 

Which make* icfiuc and twenty. Still in motion 
Of jaglng wafte? Ic cannot hold, it will nor. 
jfl want Gold, fteale but a beggers Doggc, 

An d giue it Ttmon , why thcDoggc coines Gold, 
jfl would fell my Horfe,and buy twenty moe 
Rcttf r then he; why giue my Hotfc to Ttmon. 
j^ske nothing, giue it.him, it Foies me firaight 
And able Horfes : No Porter at his gate, 
gut rather one thatfmiicSjand fhll inuites 
All that pafieby. Ir cannot hold, noreafon 
Can found his ftate in fafety. Caphis hoa, 

Jufht! I fay. 

Enter Caphis. 

Ca. Heere fir,whatis your plcafure. 

Sen. Get on your cloake,& haft you to Lord Ttmon, 
Importune him for my Moneyes, be not ceaft 
With flight dcniall; nor then filene’d, when 
Commend me to your Mafter,and the Cap 
playes in the right hand, thus: but tell him. 

My Vfes cry to me; I mull ferue my turnc 
Out of mine owne, his dayes and times are p aft. 

And my reliances on his framed dates 
Haue fmit my credit. I loue,and honour him, 

Butmuft not breake my backe, to hcale his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my reieefe 
Muft not be toft and turn’d to me in words, 

Butfindc fupply immediate* Get you gone, 

Put on a moli importunate alpett, 

Avifagcofdcmnnd :forI dofeare 

When euery Feather ftickcs in his owne wing, 

Lord 71 tmon will beleft a naked gull,i 
Which flalhes now a Phoenix, gcc you gone. 

Ca. I go fir. 

Sett. I go fir ? 

Take the Bonds along with you. 

And haue the dates in. Come. 

Ca. I will Sir. 

Sen. Go. Exeunt 

Enter Stewardjvith many btlles in his hand. 

Stew. No care, no flop, fo fenfclefle ofexpcnce, 

That he will neither know how to maintaine it. 

Nor ceafe his flow of Riot. Takes no accompt 
How things go from him, nor refume no care 
Ofwhat is to continue: neuer minde. 

Was to be fo vnwife, to be fo kinde. 

What fliall be done, he will not heare, till feelc: 
muft be round with him, now he comes from bunting, 
fye, fie, fie, fie. 

Enter Caphis, Ijidore,andZJarro. 

Cap. Good euen Farre: what, yQu come for money? 
Far. ls’t not your bufinefi’e too t 
Cap. It is.and yours too, Ijidore? 

I fid. Itisfo. 
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Cap. Would we were all difeharg’d. 

Far. lfeareic, 

Cap, Heere comes the Lord. 

Enter Timon,and his Traitie, 

Tim. So foone as dinners done,wee’l forth sgaine 
My Alcibiades. Withme,whacisyourwill? 1 

Cap. My Lord,hecre is a note of ccrtaine dues. 

Tim, Dues? whence are you? 

(Jap. OfAthcnsheerCjinyLord. 

Tim. Go to my Steward. 

Cap.' Pleafe it your Lordfbip,he hath put me oft 
To the luccclfion of new dayes this moneth: 

My Mafter is awak’d by great Occafion, 

To call vpon his owne, and humbly prayes you. 

That with your other Noble parts,you’lluite. 

In giuing him his right. 

Tim. Mine honeft Friend, 

I prythee but repaire to me next morning. 

Cap. Nay.good my Lord. 

Tim. Concainc thy felfe.good Friend. 

Far. One Farroes fcruanc, my good Lord. 

Ifid From ijidore, he humbly prayes your {peedy pay¬ 
ment. 

Cap. Ifyou did know my Lord.my Mafters wants. 

Far. ’Twas due on forfeyture my Lord,fixe weekes, 
andpaft. 

JJi. Your Steward puts me off my Lord,and I 
Am fentexpreflely to your Lordfliip. 

Tim. Giue me breath: 

I do befeech you good my Lords keepe on, 
lie waite vpon you inftanrly. Come hither: pray you 
How goes the world, that I am thus cncountred 
With clamorous demands of debt, broken Bonds, 

And the detention oflong fince due debts 
Againft my Honor? 

Stew. Pleafe you Gentlemen, 

The time is vnagreeable ro this bufineffe: 

Your imporcunacie ceafe, till after dinner. 

That I may make his Lordfliip vnderttandj 
Wherefore you arc not paid. 

Tim. Do fo my Friends,fee them well entertain’d. 

Stew. Pray draw neere. Exit. 

Enter Apemanttu and Fo ole. 

Caph. Stay,flay, here comes the Foole with Apeman- 
tiu, let’s ha fome fport with ’em. 

Far. Hang him.hcc’l abufc vs. 

Ifid. A plague vpon him dogge. 

Far. How doft Foole? 

Ape. DoftDialogue with thy fliadow? 

Far. I fpeake not to thee. 

Ape. No’tis to thy felfe. Come away. 

JJi. There’s the Foole hangs on your backe already. 

Ape. Ndthouftand’ft Angle, th’arrnotonhimyct. 

(Jap. Where’s the Foole now h 
Ape. He laft ask’d the queftion. Poore Rogucj, and 
Vfurers men, Bauds betweene Gold and want. 

Al. What are we Apemantw ? 

Ape. Affes. 

All. Why? 

tApe, That you ask me what y$u arc, & do not know 
your fclues. Speake to ’em Foole. 

Foole. How do you Gentlemen? 

All, Gramercies good Foole: 

How does your Miftris ? 


Foole. 
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Foote. She’* c'ne fetting on water to fcal*d filch Chic¬ 
kens h you are. Would wc could fee you at Corinth. 

Ape. Good, Gramercy. 

Enter Page. 

Foote. Lookeyou.hecre comes my Matters Page. 

Page. Why how now Captaine? what do you in this 
wife Company. 

How doit thou Apermanttu} 

Ape. Would I had a Rod in my mouth, that I might 
anlwer thee profitably. 

*Boy. Prythec Apemanttu readc me the fuperferipti- 
on of thefe Letters,l know not which it which. 

Ape. Canft not read ? 

Page. No. 

Ape. There will title Learning dye then that day thou 
art bang’d. This is to Lord Ttmon, this to Alctbiades .Go 
thou was’t borne a Ballard, and thou’t dye a Bawd. 

Page. Thou was’t whelpt a Dogge, and thou (halt 
familh a Dogges death. 

Anfwernot,I am gone. Exit 

Ape. E’ne fo thou out-runfl Grace, 

Foole 1 will go with you to Lord Timons. 

Foote . Will you leaue me there? 

Ape. If Ttmon flay at home. 

You three ferue three Vfurers ? 

All. I would they feru’d vs. 

Ape. So would I: 

As good a tricke as euer Hangman feru’d Thecfe. 

foole. Are you three Vfurers men? 

All. I Foole. 

Foole. J thinke no Vfurer, but ha’s a Foole to his Ser- 
uant. My Miflris isonc, and 1 am her Foole : when men 
come to borrow of your Mailers, they approach fadly, 
and go away merry : but they enter my Mailer* houfc 
merrily.and go away fadly. The reafon of this ? 

Far. I could render one. 

Ap. Do it then, that we may account thee a Whore- 
mafter, and a Knaue, which notwithllanding thou flialt 
be no Iclfe ellecmcd. 

Varro. What is a Whoremafler Foole? 

Foole. A Foole in good cloathes, and fomething like 
thee. ’Tis a fpirit, fometime t'appeares Lke a Lord.fom- 
time like a Lawyer, fometime like a Philosopher, with 
two Rones moe then's artificial! one. Heeisvetie often 
like a Knight; and generally.in all ffiapes that man goes 
vp and downc in, from fourefcore to thirteen, this fpirit 
walkes in. 

Far. Thou art not altogether a Foole. 

Foole. Nor thou altogether a Wife man. 

As much foolcrie as 1 haue.fo much wit thou lack'd.! 

j£pe. That anfwcr might haue become Apemanttu. 

All. Afide,alide,hecre comes Lord Ttmon. 

Enter Ttmon and Steward, 

Ape. Come with me(Foole)comp. 

Foole. 1 do not alwayes follow Loner, ielder Brother, 
aad Woman, fometime the Philolophcr. 

Stew. Pray you walk en cere, 
lie fpeakc with you anon. . Exeunt, 

Tim. You make me merueil wherefore ere this time 
Had you not fully laide my Rate before me. 

That I might fo haue rated my expence 
As I had Icaue ofmear.es. 

Stew. You would not heart me: 


Ttmon of (tAthem. 


t At many ley fures I propofc, 
Tim. Go too: 


Perchance fou-e fingle vantages you tooke 
w hen my indifpofition put you backe, * 

And that vnaptneffe made your minifiep 
Thu* to cxculeyour felfe. 

Stew, O my good Lord, 

At many times I brought in my accompjj 
Laid them before you, you would throw them off 
And fay you found them in mine honedie, 

When for fome trifling prefent you haue bid 
Returne fo much, I haue ifhooke my head an^ 
Yea gainRth Authoriticofroanners,pray* ( i t ,' Ve £* : 
To hold your hand mote dofe: I did indure *° tt 
Not fildome, nor no fl ght checkes,when I w 
Prompted you in the ebbe of your eftatc. 

And your great flow of debts; my lou’d Lord 

Thoughyouhearenow(toolate)ye:nowe, a ; ime 

Thegreatefl ofyourhauing,lackesaha]fe me * 

To pay your ptefent debts. 

Tim. Let all my Land be fold. 

Stew. Tis all engag’d, fome forfeyted and cone 

And what remaines will hardly flop the mouth ’ 

Ofprcfentdues; the future comes apace: 

What fhall defend the interim,and at length 
How goes our reck’ning? ® 

Tim. To Lacedemon did my Land extend. 

Suw ‘ P m y g°°d Lord,thc world is but a word 
VV ere it all yours, to giuc it in a breath, 1 

How quickely were it gone. 

Tim. You tell me true. 

- *«*- I j> ou fufpe&my Husbandry or Falfhood, 
Cal) me before th'exadeR Auditors, 

And fet me on tb. proofe. So the Gods bleflc me 
When all our Offices haue beencopprefl 
With riotous Feeders,when our Vaults haue wept 
With drunken fpilth of Wine; when eudry roonie 
Hath blaz’d with Lights, and braid with Minftrelfie 
1 haue retyr'd me to a waflcfull cocke, * 

And fet mine eyes at flow. 

Tim, Pry thee no more. 

Stew. Heauens.hauc I fa id the bounty of this Ion 
How many prodigall bits haue Slaues andPezants 
This nightenglutted : wlio is not Ttmwt, 

What heart,head, fword,force,meanes,but is L. Thm 
Great T/«w»,Noble s Wonhy,Royall Ttmon'. 

Ah, when the meancs are gone, that buy this praife, 
The breath is gone whereofthis praife is trade: 

Feafl won, fafl lofl; one cloud of Winter Ihowrcs, 
Thefe fly es are coucht. 

Tim. Come fermon me no further. 

No villanous bounty vet hath paR my heart; 
Vnwifely, not ignobly haue I giuen. 

Why dofl tb*ui weepc, caufl thou the confcienteiaclte 
To thinke I ffiall lacke friends: freure thy heart. 

If 1 would broach the veifels of my loue, 

And try the argument of hearts, by borrowingj 
Men,and mens fortunes could 1 frankciy vfc 
A* I can bid thee fpeakc. 

Ste. Artbrance bitffe your thoughts. 

7V«x.And iofomefcwt thefe wants efrrine are crown' 
That I account them bit (frigs. For by chele 
Shall I trie Friends. Y ou (hall percciue 
How you miflak? my Fortunes; 

I am wealthie in my Friends. 

Within there, fiautut,.Struilittif 
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-— Enter three Struants. 

$er. My Lord, my Lord. 

7 -L. I will difpatch you feuerally. 

You to Lord Lucius, to Lord Lncnlltu you. 1 hunted 
1 Honor to day; you to Sempronius; commend me 
ttheir loucs ; and I am proud fay, that my occafions 
Lue found time to v(c ’em toward a iupply of mony : let 
the requeft be fifty Talents. 
plant. As you haue faid, my Lord. ^ 

Stew* Lord Lucius and Lucullsu ? Hunan. 

Go you fir to the Senators; 
nf whom, eueri to the Stares beft health ; I haue 
Dcfcru’d this Bearing : bid’em fend o’th’inftant 
j^thoufand Talents to me. 

Ste, Ihaucbeenebold 
/p or chat I knew it the mofl gcnerall way) 

\o them, to vfe your Signet,and your Name, 
gut they do (Lake their heads, and I am hcere 
r ;cher in returne. * 

fine. 1 st true? Can’t be ? 

Stcrv. They anfwer in a ioynt and corporate voice* 
That now they are at fall, want Treasure cannot ^ 
powhat they would, arcforric .‘you are Honourable, 

But yet they could haue wifhc, they know not. 

Something hath bcene amifle; a Noble ^Nature 
May catch a wrench; would all were well 5 tis pitty, 

And fo intending other ferions matters, 

After diftaftcfull lookes; and thefe hard Fractions 
With certaine halfe-caps 5 and cold mouing nods* 
phey froze me into Silence. 

jim. You Gods reward them : 

Prythce man lookc chcercly. Thefe old Fdiowcs 
Haue their ingratitude in them Hereditary: 

Their blood is cak’d, 3 tis cold, it fildomeflowes, 

Tis lackc ofkindcly warmth, they are not kindc j 
And Naturc,as it growes againe coward earth, 

Is faftion’d for the iourney,dull and beauy. 

Go to Ventiddiw (prythce be not fad. 

Thou art truc,and honed; Ingenicufiy I fpeakc. 

No blame belongs to thee:) Venttddnts lately 
Buried his Father, by whofc death hec’s ftepp’d 
Into a great eftate: When he was poore, 

Imprifon’d, and in fcarfitie of Friends, 

IdcerM him with fine Talents -.Greet him from me. 

Bid him fuppofe, fome good necefiity 
Touches his Friend, which craucs to be remembred 
With thofefiue Talents 5 that had, giue’e thefe Fcllowcs 
Towhom’tisinftant due. Neu’r fpeake, or thinke, 

That 7 imons fortunes Vnorig his Friends can finke. 

Stew. I would I could not thinke it: 

That thought is Bounties Foe; 


man of Athens, thy very bouutifull good Lord and May- 
ftcr? 

Flam. His health is well fir. 

Luc . I am right glad chat his health is well fit • & n d 
what haft thou there vnder thy Cloake,pretty TUminitui 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box Sir, which in 
my Lords behalfc, I come to intreat your Honor to fup- 
ply : who.hauing great and inftant occafion to vfcfiftie 
Talents, hath fenuo your Lordfnipto furnifhhim: no¬ 
thing doubting your prefent affiftance therein^ 

Luc. La,!aJa,Ia : Nothing doubting faycshec? Alas 
good Lord,aNoble Gentleman ’tis,if he would not keep 
fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I ha din’d with 
him, and cold himon’t,and come againe to fupperto him 
ofpurpofc, to haue him fpend leflc, and yet he wold em¬ 
brace no counfell 5 take no warning by my comming,cuc- 
ry man has his fault,and honefty is his.l ha told him on’c, 
but I could ncrc get him from’r. 

Enter Struant with Wine. 

Scr. Plcafc your Lorrifhip,hcere is the Wine. 

Luc. FUmimusy I haue noted thee alwayes wife. 
Heere’s tothie. 

FUm . Your Lordfhip fpeakesyourpleafurc. 

Luc. 1 haueobferued thee alwayes for a towardlie 
prompt fpirit, giue thee thy due, and one that knowes 
what belongs to reafon; and canft vie the time wel, if the 
time vie thee well. Good parts in thee ; get you gone fir- 
rah. Drawneerer honeft Thy Lords a boun- 

tifull Gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou knov/ft 
well enough (although thou corn ft tome) that this is no 
time to lend money, cfpecially vpen bare friendfhippc 
without fccuncie. Here's three Solidares for thee, gooi 
Boy winke at me, and fay thou faw’ft mee not. Fare thee 
well. 

Flam. Is’t poffible the world fhould fo much differ. 
And wc aliuc that lined ? Fly damned bafenefle 
To him that worfliips thee. 

Luc. Ha? Now I fee thou art a Foole, and fit for thy 
Mailer. Exit L. 

flam. May thefe nddc to the number f may feald thee; 
Let moulten Coine be thy damnation. 

Thou dsfeafe of a friend,and not himfclfe : 

Has friendfliip fuch a faint and miikie heart. 

It turnes in leffe then two nights? O you Gods! 

I feele my Mailers paffiem. This Slaue vneo his Honor, 
Has my Lords meatc in him: 

Why fhould it thriue, and tumc to Nutriment, 

When he is turn’d to poyfon ? 

O may Difcafes onely workc vpon’t: 

And when he’s ficke to death,let not that part cf Nature 
Which mv Lord payd for, be of any power 


fUWinius waiting to Jpeake with a Lord from his UWaficr, 
enters aferuant to him. 

£?r.I haue told mv Lord ofyou,hc is comming down 
toyou. 

Flam. IthankeyouSir. 

Enter Lucullm. 

1 Hcere’s my Lord. 

Luc. OncofLord 71 r^?;rmcn? AGuifcT warrant. 
Why this hits right : I Jreampt of a Siluer Bafon & Ewre 
tonight. honeft Flaminins, youareverie re- 

fpeftiuely welcome fir. Fill me fome Wine. And how 
does that Honourable, Complete,Free-hearted Gencle- 


Inter Lvcmycith three grangers. 

Luc. Who the Lo rd Ttmon ? He is my very good friend 
and an Honourable Gentleman. 

1 We know him for nolefie,thogh wc are but (Gran¬ 

gers to him. But I can tell you one thing my Lord, and 
which I hcarc from common rumours ,now Lord Timons 
happiehowres are done and paft, and his eftate fhrinkes 
from him. * 

Lucius. Fye no, doc not bclecue it: hee cannot wane 
for money. 

2 But belceu? yen this my Lord, that not long agoe* 
one of his men was with the Lor dLucuFus^ to borrow fo 
many Talents, nay vrg’d excrcamly for’r, and fhewed 

what 
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what ncceffity belong'd coo’t f and yet was dcny’de* 

IjUcu How? 

2 I cell you, deny’de my Lord, 

Luci. What a flrange cafe was that? Now before the 
Gods I am afham’d on’e. Denied that honourable man ? 
There was verie little Honour Chew ci in’t. For my ownc 
part, I muft needes cotifeffe, I haiie receyued lome fmall 
kindnefles from him, a3 Money,Plate, Jewels, and fuch 
like Trifles; nothing comparing to his: yet had hce mi- 
ftooke hiro ) and fent to mc,I fliould neTc haue denied his 
Occafion fo many Talents. 

Enter Seruihm. 

Seruil. Sec, by good hapyonders my Lord, I haue 
fvvee to fee his Honor. My Honor’d Lord. 

LuciL Seruilius? You are kindely met fir. Farthewell, 
commend me to thy Honourable vertuous Lord, my ve¬ 
ry exqui/icc Friend. 

Seruil. May it pleafe your Honour, my Lord hath 
fent—— 

Luci. Ha? what ha’s he fent ? I am fo much cndccrcd 
to that Lord; hee’s euei* fending: how fhall 1 thank him 
think’ft thou ? And what has he fent now ? 

Seruil. Has oneiy lent his prefent Occafion now my 
Lord:requefting your Lordfhip to fupply his inftanc vfe 
with fo many Talents. 

LuciL I know his Lordfliip isbut merry with nre. 

He cannot want fifty fiue hundred Talents. 

SermL Butin the me an time he wants kflemy Lord. 
If his occafion were not vertuous, 

I {hould notvrge ithalfc fo faithfully. 

Luc . Doftthou fpeake ferioufly Seruilimi 

Seruil. Vpon my foulc Tis true Sir. 

Luci - What a wicked Beaft was 1 to dibfurnifh my 
felfagainftiuch agood cime,when I might ha /hewn my 
felfeHonourable? How vnluckily ithapned,that I (hold 
Purchafe the day before for a little part,and vndo a great 
dcalc of Honour? Sevutlius* now before the Gods I am 
not able to do (The more beaft I fay)I was fending to vfe 
Lord Timon my felfe, thefe Gentlemen can witnefltLfbuc 
I would not for the wealth of Athens 1 had donc’t now. 
Commend me bountifully to his good Lord/hip, and I 
hope his Honor will conceiue the faireft of mee, becaufc 
I haue no power to be lcindc. And tell him this from me, 

3 count it one of my greatefi: afflidtions lay,thar 1 cannot 
pleafure fuch an Honourable Gentleman. Good Seruili- 
u*> will you befriend nsec fofarre, astovfcminc owne 
words to him ? 

Ser. Ycsfir,lfliall. Exit Seruil. 

LuciL lie looke you out a good turne Seruilius. 

True as you faid, Timon is {hrunfce indeede. 

And he that’s once deny’dc, will hardly fpeede. Exit. 

i Do you obferue this Hofiilius ? 

z I, to well. 

1 1 Why this is the worlds foulc, 

And iuft of the fame peece 

Is eucry Flatterers (port: who can call him his Friend 
That dips in the fame dish ? For in my knowing 
Timon has bin this Lords Father, 

And kept his credit with his puife: 

Supported his eftate, nay Timons money 

Has paid his men their wages. Henc’re drinkes. 

But Timons Siluer treads vpon his Lip, 

And yet, oh fee the monftroufneflfe ot man. 

When he lookes cut in an vngratefull ftiape; I 

He does deny him (in refpe& of his) 


~ c !' amablc men aftoord to Beggers. 


3 Religion grones at it. 
i For mine owne part, I neuer rafted *•«. • 

Nor came any ofhis bountiesouerme °* m ®ylif c 
Tomarkc me for his Friend. Yet I proteft 
hor Vns right Noble minde, illuftriou, Ver,!. 

And Honourable Carriage, ' Ue> 

Had his ncccfiity made vfe of me, 

I would haue put my wealth into Donation 
And the beft halfe fhould haue return’d to"’ * 

So much 1 loue his heart: But I perceiue ^ 

Men moft learne now with pitty to difpe nc - 

For Policy fits aboueConlcicnce. * 

Ext 


>er 


Enter a third feruant with Semprenius,a n 1 
efl imons Friends. 1 * W 1 

, Sm P- Muft he needs trouble me in’t f Hum 
Boueall others? n ‘ 

He might haue tried Lord Lucius ,or LucuUhs 
And now Vtntidgius is wealthy too, ’ 

Whom he redeem'd fromprifen. All thefe 
Owes their eftates vnto him. 

Ser. My Lord, 

They haue all bin touch’d, and found Bafe-McnU 
For they haue all denied him. * 

Scmp. How?Haue they deny’de him? 

Has f’i intidgius and Lucullus deny’dchim, 

And docs he fend to me ?Three? Humh?* 

It fliewes but little loue, or iudgement in him. 

Mufti be hislaft Refuge > His Friends (like Phyf«i, n5 \ 

1 hrtue, giue him oner: Muft I take th’Cutevponme 1 
Has much difgrac d roe in’c, I me angry at him, 

That might haue knowne my place. 1 fee no fcnfefoPt 
But his Occafions might haue wooed me firft: * 

For in my conscience, i was the firft man 
That ere receiuedguiftfrom him. 

And does he chinke fo backvrardly of me now, 
ThatllerequiteitlaftPNo: 

So it may proue an Argument of Laughter 
To th’reft,and ’uiong’ft Lords be thought a Foole; 
I’dc rather then the worth of thrice the fiimme. 

Had fent to me firft,but for my mindes fake: 

I’tlc fuch a courage to do him good. Butnow returne, 
And with their faint reply, this anfwer ioyne; 

Who bates mine Honor,{hall not know my Coyne.Exyt 
Ser. Excellent: YcurLordlhips agoodly Villain: the 
diucll knew not what he did, when hee made man Poli- 
ticke; he crofted bimfclfe by't: and I cannot thinke, but 
in the end, the Villanies ofman will Tec himcleere. How 
fairely this Lord ftriucs to nppeare foole i Takes Veitu* 
ous Copies to be wicked: like thofe, that voder hottest* 
dent zeale, would fet whole Rcalmes on fire,of fuch a na¬ 
ture is his politike loue. 

This W2s my Lords beft hope, now all are fled 
Saue onely the Gods. Now his Friends ate dead, 
Doores that were ne’rc accented with their Wards 
Many a bounteous yeere, muft bcimploy’d 
Now to guard fure their Mafler: 

And this is all a liberal! courfe allowes. 

Who cannot keepe his wealth, muft keep his houle,fxir, 

Enter Varrt's mm, meeting ethers, All Tmons CrtMtersto 
wait for his camming out. Then enter Lucies 
and Hortenfitts. 

Var. man. Well mct,goodmorrow Titat Si Herttrf 1 " 



Timon 0/ thens . 
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'TfTVc* like to you kinde Vmo. 

{!' lucitu, what do we meet together? 

? 1 and I think one bufineffe do*s command vs all, 

c 0 r miuc is money. 

T/f. So is thcirs,and outs. 

1 Enter Tkilotsu. 

luci. Aud fir Philottu too. 
fhsi Good day at once. 
luci. Welcome good Brother. 
a7hat do you thinke the houre ? 

W ' Labouring for Nine. 

So much ? 

Is not my Lord fcenc yet? 


Notyet. - 

I wonder on’t,he was wonr. to dune at leauen. 
I, but the dayes are waxt fhorter with him : 


luci. 
fhil- 
luci. 
phil. 

Jimuft confidcr, that a Prodigall courfe . 

; l,ke the Sunnes, but not like his recouerable, I »«re. 

'Tis deepett Winter in Lord Timons purle, that is . O . 
m y reach deepe enough,and yet finde little. 

Phil. Iam of your feare,for that. 

fit. lie (hew you how t’obferue a ftrangc cuent: 

Your Lord fends now for M oney ? 
fort. Moft true,he doe’s. 
ft. And he weares Iewels now o f Timons gui.t, 
p or which I waite for money. 
fjort. It is againft my heart. 
luci. Marke how ftrange it fhowes, 

Tmson in this, (hould pay more then he owes : 

And e’ne as if your Lord iboulu weare rich Iewels, 

And fend tor money for ’em. 

IJort. Tmc weary of this Charge, 

The Gods can witnefle: 

Iknowmy Lord hathfpent of Timons wealth, 

And now Ingratitude, makes it worie then ftealth. 

yarro, Yes.mine’s three thoufand Crownes: 

What’s yours? 

Luci. Fiue thoufand mine. . 

Varro. ’Tis much deepe,and it (liouldtfecmby th lum 
Your Matters confidence was aboue mine, 

Elfe furely his had equafl’d. 

Enter F laminins. 

Tit. One of Lord Timons men. 

Lac. FUmintuit Sir, a word: Pray is my Lord readie 
to come forth i 

Flam. No,indeed he is not. 

Tit. Wcattend his Lordfliip: pray fignifiefo much. 
Flam. I need not tell him that, he knowes you are coo 
Enter Stewardm a Cloake, muffled (diligent. 

Luci. Ha: is not that his Sreward muffled fo? 

He goes away in a Clowd: Call him,call him. 

Tit. Doyouheare,fir? 

1, Varro. By your leaue,fir. 

Stew. What doycaske of me, my Friend. 

Tit. We waite for certaine Money hccrc, fir. 

Stew. I \ if Money were as certaine as your waiting, 
’Twere fure enough. 

Why chenpreferr’d you noc your fummes and Billes 
When your falfe Mailers cate ofmy Lords meat ? 

Then they could fmile, and fawne vpon his debts. 

And take downc th’Imreft into their glutt’nous Mawes* 
You do your lelues but wrong,co ftirrc me vp, 

Let me paflc quijtly : 

Beleeue’t,my Lord and I haue made an end, 
haue no more to reckon, he to (pend. 

Luci. I, but this anfwer will noc ferue. 


Stew, if’c ’twill not ferue, ’ti* not fo bafe as you, 
Foryou ferue Knaues. 

1 Varro. How? What does his caflieer d W orlhip 

mutter? , , , 

tVarro. No matter what, hee’s poore, and that s re- 

uenge enough. Who can fpeake broader, thenheethat 
has no houfc to put his head in ? Such may rayle againft 
great buildings. 

Enter Ser mitts. 

Tit. Oh heere’s Sermines : now wee fhall know fome 

anfwerc. _ , 

Sera. Ifl might befecchyou Gentlemen, to repayre 
fome other houre, I fhould dcriuc much from’t For tc k’t 
ofmy foulc, my Lord leanes wondroufly to difcontei t: 
His comfortable temper has forfooke him,he’s much out 
of health, and kcepcs his Chamber. 

Luci. Many do keepe their Chambers,are not ficke; 
And if it be fo favre beyond his health. 

Me thinkes he (hould che fooncr pay his debts. 

And make a cleere way to the Gods. 

Seruil, Good Gods. 

Titus. We cannot take this for anfwer, fir. 

Flamimus within. Sermluu heipc, my Lord, my Lord. 

Enter Timon in a rage. 

Tm. What, ate my dores oppos’d againft my paflage? 
Haue I bin euer free, and muft my houfe 
Be my retentiue Enemy ? My Gaole ? 

The place which I haue Feaftcd, does it now 
(Like all Mankinde) (hew me an Iron heart ? 

Luci. Put in now Titus. 

7 it. My Lord,heere is my Bill. 

Luci. Here’s mine. 
i.Var. And mine,my Lord. 

2 Var. And ours,my Lord. 

Philo. AllourBiUcs. 

Tim. Knockemedowne with’em, clcauc mectothc 

Girdle. 

Luc, Alas,my Lord. 

Tim. Cut my hearc in fummes. 

Tit. Mine,fifty Taknts. 

Tim. Tcil out my blood. 

Luc. Fme thoufand Crownes, my Lord. 

Tim. Fiue thoufand drops payes that. 

What yours? and yours? 

1 Var, My Lord. 

2 Var. My Lord. 

Tim. Teare me, take me,and the Gods fall vpon you. 

Exit Timon. 

Hart. Faich I perceiue our Maftcrs may throwe their 
caps at their money .thefe debts may well be call’d defpe- 
rate ones, for a madman owes ’em. Exeunt. 

Enter Timon. 

Timon. They haue e’ene put my breath from mee the 
flaues. Creditors ?Diuels. 

Stew. MydeereLord. 

Tim. What if it (hould be fo? 

Stew. My Lord. 

Tim. lie haue it fo. My Steward? 

Stew. HceremyLord. 

Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my Friends a game, 

Lucius t Luculltts, and Sempronius Vllorxa : All, 
lie once more fcaft the Rafcals, 

Stew. O my Lord,you onely fpeake from your diftra- 
£(ed foulc ; there’s not fo much left to, furnilh out a mo* 
derate Table. 

Timon 


































































P inion of cithern. 


Tim . Be it not in thy care: 

Go 1 charge thee, inuite them all, let in the tide 
Of Knaucs once more: my Cooke and lie prouide.£;tw#r 

Enter three Senators at one doore % Alctbiades meeting them, 
with Attendants. 

l.Sen. My Lord, you haue my voycc, too’t, 

The faults Bloody: 

Tis neceffary he fhould dye: 

Nothing iraboldens finne fo much,a$ Mercy« 
a Moft true; the Law fhal] bruife’em. 

Ale. Honor,heaith,and compaflion to the Senate. 

I NovvCaptaine. 

Ale. I am an humble Sutor to your Vcrtues $ 

For pitty is the vertue of the Law, 

And none but Tyrants vfc it cruelly# 

I It pleafes time and Fortune to lye heauic 
Vpon a Friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ftept into the Law: which is part depth 
To chofc thac (without heede ) do plundgc intoo’c. 

He is a Man (fetting his Fate afide)of comely Verities, 
Nor did he foyle the fa<St with Cowardice, 

(And Honour in him,which buyes out his fault) 

Bat with a Noble Fury, and faire fpirit. 

Seeing his Reputation touch'd to death. 

He did oppofe his Foe: 

And with inch fober and vnnoted paflion 
He did behooue his anger ere ’twas fpent, 

As if he had but prou d an Argument. 

I Sen. You vndergo too a Paradox, 

Striuing to make an vgly decd looke faire: 

Your words haue tooke fuch paines, as if they labour’d 
To bring Man-flaughrer Into forme, and fet Quarrelling 
Vpon the head of Valour; which indeed* 

Is Valour mif-begor, and came into the world. 

When Seels, and Fadlions were newly borne# 

Hee’s truly Valiant, that can wifely fuffer 
The werft that man can breath. 

And make his Wrongs, his Out-fider, 

To weare them like his Payment, carcleflely. 

And ne re preferre his iniuries to his heart, 

To bring it into danger. 

If Wrongs be cuilles,andinforcc vs kill. 

What Folly’tis,to hazard life for Ill# 
cAlci. My Lord. 

i .Sen. You cannot make grofle finnes looke clcare. 

To rcuenge is no Valour, but tobeare. 

I Alci . My Lords, then vnder fauour,pardon me. 

If I fpeake like a Captain*. 

Why do fond men cxpo'fc chemfelucs to Battell, 

And not endorc all threats ? Slccpe vpon’r. 

And let the Poes quietly cuz their Throats 
Without repugnancy ? If there be 
Such Valour in the bearing, what make wee 
Abroad? Why then, Women arc more valiant 
That flay at home, it Bearing carry it: 

And the Afle, moreCaptainethen the Lyon? 

The fellow loader* with Irons,wifer then the Iudgc ? 

If Wifedome be in {offering. Oh my Lords, 

As you are great, bepittifully Good, 

Who cannot condemns rafhnefic in cold blood ? 

To kill, I grant, is finnes extreameft Gnft, 

Bu,t in defence, by Mercy, ’tis moft lull. 

To be in Anger, isimpictie-: 

But who is Man, that is nor Angric* 

Weigh but the.Crime with this. 




*•«■>**. You breath in vaine. 

Alcu In vaine i 

Hi* feruice done at Lacedemon.and Bizanri, 

Were a fufficient briber for his life, 
i What’s that? 

Ale. Why fay my Lords ha’s done fair, f, r „. 

And flame in fight many of your enemies : 

How full ofvalourdidhebcare himfelfe 
In the laft Conflict,and made plenteous Wo U nd.i 

* Hehasmadctoomuchplentywithhirn. ’ 

He s a fworne Riotor, nehas a finne 
That often drownes him,and takes his valour n.-r 
If there were no Fees, that were enough ^ ‘‘° n, r. 

To ouercomehim. In thatBeaftly furie 
He has bin knowne to commit outrages’ 

And chcrrifh Factions. Tis inferr’d'cc vs 
His dayes arc foulc, and his drinke dangerous 
i He dyes. ° 

Met. Hard fate: he might haue dyed in warre 
% Lords, if not for any parts in hina, 4 

Though his right armemight purchafehis onetime 
And be m debt to none: yet more to moue you * 

Take my deferts to his, and ioyne’em both/ * 

And for 1 know, your reucrend Ages loueSecurity 

lie pawne my Vidlorics, all my Honour toyo„ 7> 
Vpon his good returnes. J 

If by this Crime,he owes the law his life, 

Why let the Warre receiue’t in valiant gore. 

For Law is ftridf, and Warre is nothing more. 

i We are for Law.he dyes, vrge it no more 
On height cf our difplcafure: Friend, or Brother t 
He forfeits his owne blood, that fpilles another. 

Ale, Mufi it befo t It muft not bee ; 

My Lords, I do bcfeech you know mee. 
z How ? 

Ale, Call me tc your remembrances. 

3 What. 

Ale. I cannot thinke but your Age has forgotme 
It could not elfe be, I fhould proue fo bace, 

1 o fue and be deny de fuch common Grace. 

My wounds ake at you. 

i Do you dare our anger ? 

’Tis in few words, bur fpaciousineffe#; 

WebanilTi theeforeucr, 

Ale. Banifhn:e? 


Banifii your dotage, banifti yfurie. 

That makes the Senate vgly. 

lit' after tv.o dayes fhine, Athens containe thef, 
Attend our waighticr Judgement. 

And not to fweii oar Spirit, 

He Hull be executed prcfently. Exeunt, 

Ale. Now the Gods kcepe you old enough, 

That you may liue 

Oncly in bone, that none may looke on you. 

I’m worfe then mad: I haue kept backe theirFoes ‘ 
While they haue told their Money, and let out 
Their Coine vpon large intcreft. I my felfc, 

Rich oncly in large hurts. All thofe.for this ? 

Is this the Balfome, that the vfuring Senat 
Powres into Captatnes wounds? Eaniflimenr. 

It comes not ill: I hate not to be banifhr. 

It is a caufe worthy my Spleene and Furie, 

That I may ftrike at Athens. lie cheere vp 
My difeontented Troopes, and lay for hearts; 

»Tis Honour with moft Lands to be at ods, 

Souldicn fhould brooke as little wrongs, as Gods, txit, 


Timm of sAtbens. 
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Enter diners Friends at fetter all doores • 

f The good time of day to you,fir. 

Jallo wilb it to you : I thiake this Honorable Lord 

JiAut try vs this other day. . 

d . Vpon that were my thougnts tyring when wee en- 

u ncred. I hope it is not fo low with him as he made it 

rTmc in the trial! of his feuerall Friends, 
l It ftiould not be, by the perfwafion of his new Fca- 

ftm f ’l (hould thinke fo. He hath fent mee an eatneft in- 
•.[ino, which many my neercoccafions did vrg>e roeeto 
U lit oft : but he hath coniur’d mce beyond them, and I 
Lft needs appeare. _ 

1 In like manner was I in debt to my importunat bu- 
(• in e(Te,'but he would not hcaremy cxcufe. I 3m forne, 
^licn hc-fcnt to borrow of mee, thatmy Promfion was 

° Ut ,’ i ficke of that greefc too,as I vnderftand how all 

t h in e>S 

2 Eucry man heares fo: what would hec haue borro- 

vsedofyou? 

1 Athoufand Peeces. 

, A thoufand Peeces? 
j What of you? 

2 He fent to me fir——Hcere he comes. 

Enter Timon And .Attendants. 

Tim. With all my heart Gentlemen both; and how 

fate you? ^ 

1 Euer at the beft,hearing well of your Lordfhlp. 

2 The Swallow followes not Summer more willing, 
then we your Lord fliip. 

Tiot. Nor more willingly leaues Winter, fuch Sum¬ 
mer Birds are men. Gentlemen, our dinner will not tc- 
com pence this long ftay: heart your cares with the Mu- 
(ickeawhile: If they will Hrefo harfhly o’th Trumpccs 
found: we fhall too’t prefently. 

1 Ihopeitremainesnot vnkindely with your Lord- 
ftiip, that I return’d you an empty Meffenger. 

Tim O fir, let it not trouble you. 

2 My Noble Lord, 

Tim. Ah my good Friend,what cheere ? 

The Banket brought in. 

2 My moft Honorable Lord,I am e’nc fick ot ftiame, ■ 
that when your Lordfhip this other day fent to me, I was 
fo vnfortunate a Beggar. 

Tim. Thinke not on’t, fir. 
a if you had fent but two houres before. 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
Come bring in all together. 
z All couer’d Difhcs 
I Royall Cheare, I warrant you. 

3 Doubt not thac,if money and the feafon can yeild it 
I Howdoyou? What’s thenewes ? 

3 Atcibiades is banifh’d: heare you of it? 

Toth. Alcibiades banifh'd? 

3 ’Tisfo,be fureofit. 

1 HowfHow^ 

a I pray you vpon what? 

Tm. My worthy Friends, will you draw neere ? 

3 lie tell you more anon.Herc’s a Noble feaft toward 

2 This is the old man ftill. 

3 Wilthold? Wilt hold? 

a It do’s; but time will,and fo. 


3 Idoconceyuc. • 

Tim. Each man to his ftoole, with that fpurreas hee 
would to the lip of his Miftris: your dyet fliall bee in all 
places alike. Make not a Citic Feaft ofit,to let the meat 
code, ere we can agree vpon the firft place. Sit,fit. 
TheGods require our Thankes. 

Ton great 'Benefactors, jprir.kle our Society with Thanhe- 
fnlneffe. For your ownegnijts, makfjonr [elves prais’d : B»t 
referne fiilltogine, leaftyonr Duties bedtfrifed Lend to each 
man enough, that one neede not lend to another. For vsertyour 
godheads to borrow of men, men would for fake the Gods. TiUkc 
the Meate be beloued, more then the Alan thatgiues it. Let 
no Affemblj of Twenty, be without a[core ofVillaines. If there 
jit twelue Women at the T able, let a dozen of them bee at they 
are. The reft of your Fees, O Gods, the Senators of Athens, 
together with the common legge of P ecple, what ts amtfle ttt 
them, you Gods, make futeable for defir hB ton. For thefe my 
prefent friends, as they are to mee nothing ., fo in nothing blejfe 
them, and to nothing are they welcome. 

Vncouer Dogges, and lap. 

SomeJpeake. What do’s his Lordfhip meane ? 

Some other. 1 know not. 

Timon. May you a better Feaft neuer behold 
You knot of Mouth-Friends: Smoke, & lukewarm W3ter 
Is your perfe&ion. This is Timons Lit, 

Who ftucke and fpangled you with Flatteries, 

Wallies it off and fprinkles in your faces 
Your reeking villany. Liue loath’d, and long 
Moft finding, fmoot’n, detefted Parafices, 
CurteousDeftroyers. affable Wolues,mcekeBeares: 
You Fooles of Fortune, Trencher-friends,Times Flyes, 
Cap and knce-Slaues, vapours, and Minute lackes. 

Of Man and Beaft, the infinite Maladie 
Cruft you quite o’rc. What do’ft thou go? 

Soft, take thy Phy ficke firft $ thou too,and thou: 

Stay t will lend thee money, borrow none. 

What? All in Motion? Henceforth be no Feaft, 

Whereat aVillainc’s not a welcome Gucft. 

Burnc houfe, finke Athens, henceforth hated be 
Of Timon Man, and all Humanity. Exit 

Enter the Senators ,wtth other Lords. 

1 How now, my Lords ? 

2 Know you rhe quality of Lord Timons fury ? 

3 Pufh,did you fee my Cap? 

4 IhaueloftmyGowne. 

i He’s but a mad Lord,& nought but humors f\V3ies 
him, Hegauemcalewellth’othcrday, and now hee has 
beateic out ofmy hat. 

Did you fee my Iewcll ? 

a Did you fee my Cap. 

3 Hcere’tis. 

4 HeerelyesmyGowne. 

1 Let’s make no ftay. 

2 Lord Timons mad. 

3 I feel’t vpon my bone*. 

4 One day he giues vs Diamonds,next day Rones. 

Exeunt the Senators. 

Enter Timon. 

Tim. Let me lookebacke vpon thee. O thou Wall 
That girdles in thofc Wolues,diue in the earth. 

And fence not Athens. Matrons, tume incontinent. 
Obedience fayle in Children: Slaues and Fooles 

h h Plucke 
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Timon of <iAthem . 


' Plucke the grauc wriukled Senatefrom the Bench, 

And rainifter in their ftccds, to gencrall Fdthcs. 

Conuert o’th’J nftant grccr.e V irginity, 

Doo’t in yot:r Parents eyes. Bankropcs.hold faft 
Rather then render backc; out with your Kniues, 

And cut your fruiters throates. Bound Seruauts, fteale. 
Large-handed Robbers your grauc Mafters are. 

And pill by Law. Maidc, to thy Mafters bed. 

Thy Miftm is o’th'Brothell. Some of fixteen, 

Plucke the lyn’d Crutch from thy old limping Sire, 

With it,beate out his Braincs, Piety,and Fcare, 
Religion to the Gods, Peace, Iuftice, Truth, 
Domefticke awe. Night-reft, and Neighbour-hood, 
Inftruftion, Manners, Myftcrics.and Trades, 

Degrees, Obferuanccs, Cuftomes, and Lawes, 

Decline to your confounding contraries. 

And yet Confufion line: Plagues incident to men. 

Your potent and infc£liousFcauors,hcape 
On Athens ripe for ftrokc. Thou cold Sciatica, 

Cripple our Senators, that their limbes may hale 
As lamely as their Manners. Luft,and Libcrtie 
Creepein the Mindcs and Marrowcs of our youth. 

That ’gainft the ftreame of Vcrtue they may ftriue. 

And drownethcmfeluesinRiot. Itches,Blaines, 
Sowcallth’Athenianbofomes, and their crop 
Be generall Leprolic: Breath infccS breath. 

That their Society (as their Friendfhip) may 
Be mecrely poyfon. Nothing lie bearc from thee 
But nakedneffe, thou deteftable T owne, 

Take thou that too, with multiplying Bannes: 

Timon will to the Woods, where he fhall finds 
Th’vnkindeft Beaft,more kinder then Mankinde. 

The Gods confound (hearemeyou good Gods all) 

Th* Athenians both within and out that Wall: 

And graunt as Timon growcs,his hate may grow 
To the whole race of Mankinde, high aud low. 

Amen. Exit, 

Enter Steward with two or three Servants, 

I Heareyou M.Steward,wherc’s ourMafler? 

Arc we vndone, caft off, nothing remaining? 

Stew. Alack my Fellowes,what fhould I fay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods, 
lamas pocie as you. 

I Such a Houfe broke? 

So Noble a Mafter falnc, all gone, and not 
One Friend to take his Fortune by the acme, ‘ 

And go along with him. 

a As we do turneourbackes 
From our Companion, throwne into his graue. 

So his Familiars to his bur ied Fortunes 
Slinke all away, leaue their falfe Vowes with him 
Like empty purfes pickt; and his poore felfe 
A dedicated Beggar to the Ayre, 

With hisdifcafe.ofall fhunn’d pouerty, 

Walkcs like contempt alone. More ©four Fellowes, 
Enter other Servants, 

Stew. All broken Implements of a ruin’d houfe. 

3 Yet do our hearts weare TTnww Liuery, 

That fee 1 by our Faces-: we are Fellowes ftill, 

Seruing alike in forrow: Leak’d is our Batke, 
j And we poore Mates.ftand on the dyingDccke, 

Hearing the Surges threat: we muft allpart 
Into this Sea of Ayre. 

Stew. Good Fellowes all. 


W here euer we (hall meete, for Timon, i\'J ’ 

Let s yet be Fellowes. Let’s fliake our head* . a , 
As ’twere a Knell vnto our Mafters Fortunes ’ 

We haue feene better day es. Let each take f 
Nay put out allyour hands : Not one word m 1 ”' 5 

Thus part we rich in forrow,parting poore. ”**• 

Embrace and part feuerall^^. 

Oh the fierce wretchednefle that Glorv brin«? W i 
Who would not wifh to be from wealth exem VS 
Since Riches point to Mifery and Contempt ? ^ 
Who would be fo mock’d with Glorv or rn I; 

But in a Drcamc of Friendship, * Ue 

To haue his porrpe, and all what fta.te corona.,^ 

But oncly painted like his varniftu Friends • Un ° 8 ' 

Poore honeft Lord, brought lowc by his 0 7 m. . 

Vndone by GoodnefTe: Strange vnvfuall blood' 
When mans worft finne is. He do’s too mi!f u 1 ’ , 

Who then dares to be halfe fo kinde agen? ' J ° 0 ^ 
For Bounty that makes Gods, do ftill fn atre . 

M y deereft Lord, bleft to be moft accurft 
Rich oncly to be wretched; thy great Fo/tuncs 
Arc made thy cheefe Affliftions. Alas (kinde LoM\ 
Hce’s flung in Rage from this ingratcfulj Seatp 
Of monftrousFricnds: 

Nor ha’s he with him to fupply his life, 

Oi that which can command it: 

He follow and enquire him out. 

lie euer feme his minde, with my beft will, 

Whilft I haue Gold, Ilebe his Steward ftilf. r 


Enter Timon in the woods. 

Tim. O blefled breeding Sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy Sifters Orbe 
Jntetf the ayre. Twin’d Brothers of one wombe, 
Whole procreation, rcfidence, and birth, 

Scarfe is diuidant; touch them with feuerall fortunes, 
The greater fcornes thelefler. Net Nature 
(To whom all fores lay fiege) can beare great Fortune 
But by contempt ofNature. 
Rail‘emethi$Beggcr,and dcny’c that Lord, 

The Senators fliall bearc contempt Hereditary,' 

The Beggcr Natiue Honor. 

It is the Paftour Lards, the Brothers fides. 

The want that makes him leaue: who dares? who darts 
In puririe of Manhood fland vpright 
And fay, this mans a Flatterer. If one be. 

So are they all: for cuerie grize of Fortune 
Is fmooth’d by that below. The Learned pate 
Duckesto theGoldcn Foole. All’s obliquie: 

There ’snothing leuell in our curfed Natures 
But direft villanie. Therefore be abhorr’d. 

All Feafts, Societics,and Throngs ofmen. 

His lcmblable, yea himfelfe Timon difdaines, 
Deftru&ion phang mankinde ; Earth yceld me Rootes, 
Who feekes for better of thee, fawce his pallate 
With thy moft operant Poyfon. What is heere? 
Gold? Yellow, glittering,precious Gold ? 

No Gods, I am no idle Votarift, 

Roots you cleere Heaucns, Thus much of this will a»ke 
Blacke, white ; fowle, faire; wrong, right; 

Bafe, Noble; Old, young; Coward, valiant, 

Ha you Gods 1 why this? what this, you Gods? why this 
Will luggeyour Pricfts and Seruants from your fides: 
Plucke flout mens pillowes from below their heads. 


'Timon ofsJthem. 


?, L c and breake Religions, bleffe th accarft, 

? k-thehoafe Leprofic ador’d, place Theeues, 

KU i tfi uc them Title, knee,and approbation 
ifcenators on the Bench: This is it 
if 1 , makes the wappen’d Widdow wed againe; 
whom the Sp.ttle-houfe, and vlcerous lores, 

yja«e**s° r & c «• E r ba -?Harth ?lcC5 

r n -th’AP r ' litl3 y a S ime ’ Come damn d baicn, 

H , 0 , nm onwhore of Mankinde, that puttes oddes 
l,Lo the rout of Nations, 1 will make thee 
Knight Nature. March afarreo? 

Ua? \ DnJititiic ? Th *rt quick?, 

Rtyet lie bury thee: Thou’c go (ftrongTheefe) 
\VhenGowty keepers of thee cannot (tend: 
fjjyftay thou out for earneft. 

user Alcibiades with Drttmmc and tife in warlike manner, 
axd Phryniti twd 1 imandra* 

jlc. What art thou there ? fpeake. 

qim. A Beaft as thou art. The Canker gnaw thy hart 

for (hewing me againe the eyes of Man. 
jiic. What is thy nanief Is man To hateiuJ.1 to tnec. 

That art thy felfe a Mau? 

pm* 1 c JUifanxrofes, end hate Mankinde# 

For thy part, I do wiib thou wert a dogge. 

That I might louc thee fomeihmg. 

Ale. 1 know thee well: 

Butin thy Fortunes am vnlearn’d, and ft range. 

Tmt.l know thee too, and more then that l know thee 
loot defire to know. Follow thy Drumnie, 

With mans blood paint the ground Gules,G ules: 
Religious Cannons, cioill Lawes are cruell. 

Then what (liould wane be ? This fell whore of thine. 
Hath in her more deftruttioa then tby Sword, 

For all her Chcrubin looke. 
phrin. Thy lips rot oft. 

Tim. I will not kiffc thee, then the ret returnes 
To thine owne lippes againe. 

Ale. How came the Noble Timon to this change ? 
Tim. As the Moone do’s,by wanting light to giue: 

But then renew I could not like the Moone, 

There were no Suntiesto borrow of. 

Ale. Noble 7Vraw»,what friendlhip may I do thee ? 
Ttm. None,but to rr.aintaine my opinion. 

Ale. What is it Timon? 

Tim. PromifemcFriendfnip,butpciformenone. 
Ifthou wilt not promil'Cjthe Gods plague thee, for thou 
art a man : ifthoudo’ft performe, confound thee, for 
thou art a man. 

Ale. I haue heard in fome fort ofchy Miferies. 

Tint, Thou faw’ft them when I had profperttie. 

Ale, I fee them now, then was a bleffcd time. 

Tim. As thine is now,held with a brace of Harlots. 
Tim an. Is this th’Athenian Minion, whom the world 
Voic’d fo regardfully ? 

Tim. Art thou Timandra} Timon. Yes. 

Tim. Be a whore ftill, they loue thee not that vie thee, 
giue them difeafes, lcauing with thee their Luft. Make 
vfeof thy fait houres,lcafonthcflaues for Tubbes and 
Baches, bi ing downe Rofe-chcckt youth to the F ubfaft, 
and the Diet. 

Tima*. Hang thee Monfter. 

Ale. Pardon him fweet Timandra . fot his wits 
Are drown’d and loft in his Calamities. 


71 haue but little Gold oflate, braue Timon , 

I The want whereof, doth dayly make reuolt 

| in my penurious Band. I haue heard and greeu’d 
How curfed Athens, mindelefle of thy worth, 

Forgetting thy great deeds, when Neighbour ftates 
But for thy Sword and Fortune trod vpon them. 

Tim. I prychee beate thy Drum,and get thee gone- 
Ale. 1 am thy Friend, and p tty thee deerc Timon. 

Ttm. How doeft thou pitty him whom ^ doft troble, 

I had rather be alone. 

tsilc. Why fare thee well s 

Hcere is fome Gold for thee. 

Ttm. Kecpc it, 1 cannot eate it- 

Ale. When I haue laid proud Athens on a heape. 

( Jim. Warr’ft thou’gainft Athens. 

Ale. I Ttmen^nd haue caule. 

Tim. The Gods confound them all in thy Conqueft, 
And thee after .when thou haft Conquer d. 

Ale. Why me, Timon} 

Tim. That by killing ofVillaines 
Thou was’t borne to conquer my Country. 

Put vp thy Gold. Go on,heercs Gold, go on; 

Be as a Plannetary plague,when louc 

Will o’rc fome htgh-Vic’d City, hang his poyfon 

In the ficke ayre .-let not thy fword skip one: 

Pitty not honour’d Age for his white Beard, 

He is an Vfurer. Strike me the countcrfet Matron, 

It is her habite onely, that is honeft. 

Her felfe’s a Bawd. Let not the Virgins cheeke 
Mike fofc thy trenchant Sword : forthofe Milkcpappes 
That through the window Barne bore at mens eyes, 

Are not within the Le3fe of pitty writ. 

But fet them down horrible Traitors.Spare not the Babe 
Whofcdimpled fmiles from Fooles exhauft their mercy; 
Thinke it a Baftard,whom the Oi acle 
Hath doubtfully pronounced, the throat fhall cut. 

And mince it fans remori'e. Sweare againftObiefts, 

Put Armour on thine eares.and on thine eyes. 

Whole prooie, nor ycl* of Mothers, Maides, nor Babes, 
Nor fight of Pricfts in holy Veftments bleeding, 

Shall pierce a ic e. There’s Gold to pay thy Souldiers, 
Make large confufion : and thy fury fpent, 

Confounded be thy felfe. Spcake not, be gone. 

Ale. Haft thou Gold yet, lie take the Gold thou gi¬ 
ue ft me, not all thy Counlell. 

Tim. Doft thou or doft thou not,Hcaucns curfe vpon 

thcc. 

Both. Giue vs fome Gold good Timor., haft y more ? 
Tim. Enough to make a Whore forfwcare her Trade, 
And to make Whores,a Bawd. Hold vp you Sluts 
Your Aprons moiunant; you are not Othable, 

Although I know you’l fwcare, terribly fwearc 
Into ftrong (hudders, and to hcauenly Agues 
Th’immortall Gods that heare you.Spare your Oathes: 
lie truft to your Conditions.be whores ftill. 

And he whofe pious breath feekes to conuert you. 

Be ftrong in Whore, allure him, burne him vp, 

Lee vour clofe fire predominate his fmoke, 

And be no turne-coats: yet may your paines fix months 
Be quite contrary. And Thatch 
Your poore thin Roofes with burthens of the dead, 
(Some that were hang’d) no matter: 

Weare them, betray with them; Whore ftill. 

Paint till a horfc may niyre vpon your face s 
A pox of wrinkles. 

Toth. Wcll,more Gold,what then? 

h h i Beleeue'c 
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Beleeuc’c that wee’l do any thing for Gold, 

Tim. Confumptions fawe 
In hollow bones of man, (hike their fliarpe fhinnes, 
And marre mens (purring, Cracke the Lawyers voycc, 
That he may neuer more falfe Title pleatle, 

Nor found his Quillets fhrilly: Hoarc the Flamen, 

That fcolcTft againft the quality of flefh, 

And not belecues himfelfe. Downe with the Nofe, 
Downe with it flat, take the Bridge quite away 
Ofhim,that his particular to fotefee (bald 

Smels from the generall weale. Make curld’pate Ruffians 
And lettheTnfcarr’d Brcggercs ofthe Warrc 
Deriue fome paine from you. Plague all, 

That your Adtiuity may defeacc and quell 
The fourfe of all Erection. There’s more Gold, 

Do you damne others, and let this damne you, 

And ditches graue you all. 

Toth. More counfcll with more Money, bounteous 

Ttm on. 

Tim. More whore, more Mifcheefc firft, I haue gi- 
ucn you eacneft. 

Ale. Strike vp the Drum towardes Athens, farewell 
Timon: if I thriue well, Ilevifit thee againe. 

Tim. in hope well, lie neuer fee thee more. 

Ale ♦ I neuer did thee harme. 

Tim. YeSjrhoufpok’ft well of me. 

Ale . CalPft t’nou that harme ? 

Tim. Mendayly findc ir. Get thee away, 

And take thy Beagles with thee. 

Ale. We but offend him ^rike. Exeunt. 

Ttm, That Nature being ficke of mans vnkindnefle 
Should yee be hungry: Common Mother, thou 
Whofe wombe vnmeafurcable, and infinite breff 
Tecmes and feeds all: whofe lelfefame Mettle 
Whereof thy proud Childef arrogant man)is pufc. 
Engenders the blacke Toad, and Adder blew. 

The gilded Newt, and eyelefle venom’d Worme, 

With all th’abhorrcd Births below Crjfpc Heaucn, 
Whereon Hyperions quickning fire doth fhine: 

Yecld him, who all the humane Sonnes do hate. 

From foorth thy plcnreous bofome, one poore roote : 
Enfeare thy Fertileand Concepcious wombe. 

Let it no more bring out ingratefull man. 

Goe great with Tygers, DragonSjWolues. and Beares, 
Tecme with new Monftcrs, whom thy vpward face 
Hath to the Marbled Manfion all sboue 
Neuer prefented. 0,a Root, deare thankes: 

Dry vpthy Marrowes, Vines,and Plough-torneLeas, 
Whereof ingratefull man with Licourifh draughts 
And Morfcls Vn6tioiis,greafcs his pure minde. 

That from itallConfideracionilippes —— 

Enter Ap enfant m. 

More man? P!ague ; plaguc. 

iApc. I was dirccied hither. Men report. 

Then doft aftedt my Manners>and dofl vfe them. 

Tim • Tis then, bccaufc thou doff not keepe a dogge 
Whoml Would imitare. Confumption catch thee. 

Ape. This is in thee a Nature but infe&ed, 

A; poore vnm 3 ?i!y Melancholly fpvung 

From change of future. Why this Spade? this place ? 

This Siaue~Iike Habit, and thefe lookes ofCarc ? 

Thy Flatterers yet weareSilke, drinkc Wine,lye fofc, 
Hugge their difeasM Perfumes,and haue forgot 
That eucr Timo'i was. Shame not thefe Woods, 

By putting on the cunning of a Carper. 

Be thou a Flatterer now, and feeke to thriue 




By that which ha’s vndone thee i hind^hTT 
And let his very breath whom thou’le obferu * RCe > 
Blow off thy Cap : praife his moft vicious ft?-- 

And call it excellent: thou waft told thus« ' Rf> 

Thou gau’ft thine eares (like Tapfters thi r K j 
To Knaues,and all approaches : ’Tis moft j u a VVe,f o® 
That thou turneRafcall, had'ftthou WC nlr^, 1 • 
Rafcals fhould haue’t. Do not affumc tnvVi^*' 0 '’ 

Tim. Were I like thee, 1 ’de throw aw-.' Cne ^ c ' 

^e. Thou haft caft away thy felfe,bdiM f ' ,fe ’ 

A Madman fo long, now a Foole: what think'ft thy 
That the bleake ayre, thy boyfterous Chamber)!, 

Will put thy ftnrt on warme ? Will thefe mo ’ a £ 
That haue out-liu’d the Eagle, page thy h Cf] Tf 
And skip when chon point'd out? Will the 
Candic^ with Ice, Cawdle thy Morning ta£| ° t0oli 
To cure thy o’rc-nights furfet ? Call the Cre!, 

Whofe naked Natures Iiue in all the fpigbt UtCS ’ 

Of wrekefull Heaucn, whofe bare vnhoufed T ri , . 

To the conflicting Elements expos’d m * f,; 

/ Anfwer meere Nature: bid them flatter th.. 

O thou fhaltfindc. 

Tim. A Foole of thee: depart, 

^pe. I loue thee better now, then ere I did. 

Tim. 1 hate thee worfe. 
u 4 pe. Why? 

Tim. Thou fiatter’ft mifery. 
stpe. I flatter not, but fay thou art a Caytiffe. 

Ttm. Why do’ft thou feeke me out? 

Ape. To vex thee. 

Tim. Aiwa yes a Villaines Office, or a Fooles 
Doft plcafe thy felfe in't ? 

Ape. I. 

Ttm. What,aKnaue too? 
y}pe. If thou did’ft put this fowre cold habiton 
To caftigate thy pride,’cwere well: burrhou 
Doft it enforcedly : Thou dft Counter be againe 
Wert thou notBeggar: witling mifery 
Out-lines: incercainc pompc, is crown’d before: 

The one is filling ftill, neuer compleat: 

The other, at high wifh: beft ftate Contentlcire, 

Hath a difira&ed and moft wretched being, 

Worfe then the worft,Content. 

Thou fbould’ft defiie to dye,being miferable. 

Tim. Not by his breath,that is more miferable. 
Thou art aSlaue,<vhom Fortunes tender arme 
With fauour neuer clafpt: but bred a Dogge. 

Had’ft thou like vs from our firft fwatn proceeded, 
The fweet degrees that this breefe world affords, * 

To fuch as may thepaffiuetlruggesof it 
Freely command - !!: thou would’ft haue plung’d thy fcl 
In generall Riot, melted downe thy youth 
In different beds of Luft, and neuer .'earn’d 
Thelcie precepts of refpeci, but followed 
The Sugred game before thee. But my felfe, 

Who had the world as my Confeiftionaric, 

The mouthes, the tongues, the cyes.and hearts ofmen, 
At duty more then I could frame employment; 

That numberleffe vpon me ftucke, as leaues 
Do on the Oake, haue with one Winters btuffi 
Fell from their boughes, and left me open, bare, ' 
For euery ftorme that blowes. I to beare this, 

That neuer knew but better, is fome burthen: 

Thy Nature, did commence in fufferance, Time 
Hath made thee hard in’t. Why fliould’ft f hate Men ? 
They neuer flatter'd thee. What haft thou giuen r 
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• ■ ,J tf.lc curfe; thy Father (that poore ragge) 

S be thy fubica 5 who in fp’.ght put ftuftc 
To forne fficc-Begg^r, and compounded thee 
i ore Rogue, hereditary. Hence.be gone, 

V heU h»dft not bene borne the worft of men, 

T)! badft bene aKnauc and Flatterer. 
jlpi. Ate thou proud yet. 1 ' 
f,m. I, that I am not thee. 

Ate. I, that I was no Prodigall. 
f,0. I, that I am one now. 
were all the wealth 1 haue fhm vp in theft, 

,u piue thee leaue to hang it. Get thee gone: 

Ihatthe whole life of Athens were in this, 

Xhus would I cate it. 

jpe. Heere, I will mend thy Feaft. ^ 

fim. Firft mend thy company, take away thy icnc, 
Ape. So I (hall mend mine ownc,by’th’lackc of thine 
fim. ’Tis not well mended fo, it is but botcht; 

]fnot, I would it were. 

Ape. What would’ft thou haue to Athens ? 

Tm. Thee thither in a whivlcwind : if thou wilt. 
TelWhem there I haue Gold,looke,fo.l haue. 

Ape. Heere is no vfc for Gold. 

Tim . The beft, and trutft : 

For heere it fleepes, and do’s no hyred harme. 

Ape- Where lyeft a nights Timon ? 

Tim. Vtider that’s aboue me. 

Where feed'll thou a-dayes •Apemetotmi 
A^e. Where my ftornacke Andes meate, or rather 
where I cate it. 

Tim. Would poyfon were obedient,& knew my mind 
Ape. Where would’ft thou fend it ? 

Tim. To fawce thy diffics. 

Ape. The middle of Humanity thou neuer kneweft, 
butcheextremitieofboth ends. When thou waft in thy 
Gilt, and thy Perfume, theymockt thee for too much 
Curiofitic: iu’thy Ragges thou know’ft none.but arcde- 
fpii’d for the contrary. There’s a medler for thce,eate it. 
Tim. On what lhate,I feed not. 

Ape. Do’ft hate a Medler? 

Tim. I, though it lookc like thee. 

Apr. And th’hadft hated Medlers fooner, ^ fliould’ft 
haue ioued thy felfe better now. What man didd’ft thou 
tuerknow vnthrift, that was beloued after his meatie?? 

Tim. Who without thofc incancs thou talk’ft of,didft 
thou eucr know belou’d ? 

Ape. My felfe. 

Tim. I vnderfland thee: thou had’ft fome meancs to 
keepe a Dogge. 

Apem. What things in the world canft thou ncereft 
compare to thy Flatteret a ? 

Tim. Women necreft, but men: men are the things 
themfelues. What would’ft thou do with the world A- 
piiKMtiu, if it lay in thy power ? 

Ape. Giueit the Beafts, to be rid ofthe men. 

Tim. Would’ft thou haue thy felfe fall in the confu* 
lionofmen, and remaine a Beaft with the Beafts. 

Ape. I Timo-,i. 

Tim. A bcaftly Ambition,which the Goddes graunc 
thee t'actainc to, Ifthou wert the Lyon, the Fox would 
beguile thee . ifthou wert the Lambe, the Foxe would 
eate thee: ifthou wert the Fox, the Lion would fufpeft 
thee, when peraducncure thou wert accus’d by the Aft’e: 
Ifthou wert the Afle, thy dulncffe would torment thee ; 
and ftill thou liu’di! bucasaBreakcfart to the Wolfe. ]f 
thou were the Wolfe, thy grcechncffe would affl'nft thee. 


Sc.oft thou ftiould’ft hazard city life for thy dinner. Wert 
thou the Vnicorne, pride and wrath would confound 
thee, and make thine owne felfe the conqueft ofthy fury. 
Wert thou a Beare, thou would’ft be kill’d by the Horfe: 
wert thou aHorle, thou woula’A be fcaz’d by the Leo¬ 
pard : wett thou a Leopard, thou wert Germane to the j 
Lion, and the fpottes cf thy Kindred, were Iurors on thy 
life. All thy fafety were rensotion, and thy defence ab- 
fence. What Beaft could’ft thou bee, that were not fub- 
ietttoaBeaft: and what a Beaft an thou already, that 
feeft not thy Ioffe in tiamforroation. 

Apt. Ilclioucoiild’ftpleafemc 
With (peaking to mc,thou might’ft 
Haue hit vpon it heere. 

The Commonwealth of Athens,is become 
A Forrcft of Beafts. 

Tim. How ha’s the Affe broke the Wall, that thou art 
out ofthe Citie. 

Ape. Yonder comes a Poet and a Painter: 

The plague of Company light vpon thee: 

I will feare to catch it, and giue way. 

When 1 know not what ellcrodo, 
lie fee thee againe. 

Tim. When there is nothing liuiog but thee. 

Thou (halt be welcome. 

lhad rather be aBeggersDogge, 

Then ApemantM. 

Ape. Thou arc the Cap 
Of all the Fooles aliuc. 

Ttm. Would thou wert elesne enough 
To (pit vpon. 

Ape. A plague on thee. 

Thou art coo bad to curfe. 

Tim. All Villaines 
That do ftand by thce.are pure. 

Ape. There is no Leprotic, 

But what thou fpeak’ft. 

Tim. Ifl name thee, lie beatetheej 
But I Ihould infeiflmy hands. 

Ape. I would my tongue 
Could rot them off. 

Tim. Away thou iffue of a raangie dogge, 

Chollcr docs kill me. 

That thou art aline, I fwoend to fee thee. 

Ape . Would thou would’ft burft. 

Tim. Away thou tedious Rogue, I am forry I (ball 
lofeaftoneby thee. 

Ape. Beaft, 

Tim. Slaue, 

Ape. Toad. 

Ttm. Rogue,Rogue,Rogue, 

I am ficke of this falfe wotld,and will loue nought 
But euen the meere ncceffi ties vpon t: 

Then Timon prefently prepare thy graue : 

Lye where the light Fome of the Sea may beate 
Thy graue ftone dayly>make thine Epitaph* 

That death in me, at others Hues may laugh. 

O thou fweete King-killer, and dcarc diuorce 
Twixc naturall Sunne and fire: thou bright defiler 
of ILwens pureft bed, thou valiant Mars, 

Thoueuer, yong.frefti, loued,and delicate wooer* 
Whofe blufh doth thawe the confecrated Snow 
That lyes on Dians lap. 

Thou vifible God, 

That fouldreft dofc Impoffibilities, 

And mak’ft them kiffe; that lpeak’ft with eucrle Tongue 
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T o euctie purpofe: O thou touch of hearts, 

Thinke thy flaue-man rebels, and by thy vertuc 
^et them into confounding oddes, that Beafts 
May haue the world in Empire. 

Ape. Would’twerefo. 

But not till I am dead. lie fay th’haft Gold: 

Thou wilt be throng’d too fhortly. 

Tim. Throng’d too? 

Ape. I. 

Tim. Thy backel prythee. 

Ape. Liue, and loue thy mifery. 

Tim. Long liue fo,and fo dye. I am quit. 

Ape. Mo things like men, 

Eate Timon } and abhorre then. Exit Apeman. 

Enter the Tandetti. 


Ha’s vncheck’d Theft. Loue not your fel ucs ^ 

Rob one another, there’s more Gold, cut thr 0 3WS ^ 

All that you meete arc Thecues : to Athens • at '** - 

Breake open flioppes, nothing can you ft ea ]°°’ 

But Thecues do loofe it: ftcalc leffe, for this I & 

And Gold confound you howfoere: Amen £, 1 Ue 5 rt) 0 , 
3 Has almoft charm’d me from my Profefl] 
fwading me to it. ° n, typer. 

i ’Tis in the malice ofmankinde, thatheth 
vs not to haue vs thriuein our myftery. USa{ foif {s 

a JlebeleeuehimasanEnemy, 

And giueouer my Trade. 

I Letvsfirft fee peace in Athens, there i*n • 

mifcrable,buca man may be true. p 

cx,t TbceHtS' 

Enter the Steward toTimon. 


Timon ofaJthens , 

i 

i 


I Where ftiould he haue this Gold ? It is fomc poorc 
Fragment, fome (lender Oit of his remainder: themtere 
want ofGold, and the falling from of his Fricodes, droue 
him into this Melancholly. 

, 2 It is nois’d 

He hath amafle of Treafure. 

5 Let vs make the aflay vpon him,if he care not fot’t, 
he will f’upply vs eafily; if he ccuccoufly referue it, how 
{ball’s get it ? 

a True: for he beares it not about him: 

’Tis hid. 

1 Is not this hec? 

All. Where? 

2 ’Tis his defeription. 

3 He? I know him. 

All. Sauc thee Timex. 

Tim. NowTheeues. 

All. Soldiers,not Thecues. 

Tim. Both too,and womens Sonnes. 

All. We arc not Thecues, but men 
That much do want. 

Tim. Your greateft want is,you want much of meat: 
Why {hould you want ? Behold,the Earth hath Rootcs: 
Within this Mile breake forth a hundred Springs: 

The Oakes beare Maft, the Briars Scarlet Heps, 

The bounteous Hufwife Nature, on each bufti, 

Layesher full Mefi'e before you. Want? why Want? 

j We cannot liue on Gra(Te,on Berries,Water, 
AsBeafts,and Birds, and Fifties. 

Ti. Nor on the Beafts thcmfelues,the Birds & Fifties, 
You muft eate men. YetthankesI muftyoucon. 

That you areTheeues profeft: that you vvorkenot 
In holier fhapes: For there is boundleffeThcft 
In limited Profcflions. Rafcail Thecues 
Heere’s Gold. Go, fucke the fubtlc blood o’th'Grape, 
Till the high Feauor fecth your blood to froth. 

And fo fcape hanging. Truft not the Phyfitian, 1 

His Ant dotes ere poyfon, add he flayes 

.Moe then you Rob: Take wealth, and lines together. 

Do Viliaine do, fince youproteft to doo’c. 

Like Workerren, lie example you with Thecuery: 

The Sunnes a Theefe, and with his great attra&ion 
Robbes the vafte Sea. The Mooncs an arrant Theefe, 
And her pale fire, {he fnatches from theSunnc. 

The Seas a Theefe, whofe liquid Surge, refolues 
The Moone into Salt teares. The Earth’s aTheefe, 

That feeds and breeds by a compofture ftolne 
From gen’rall excrement: each thing’s a Theefe. 

The Lswes, your curbe and whip, in their rough power 


Stew, Oh you Gods! 

Isyon’d defpis’d and ruinous man my Lord ? 

Full of decay and fayling ? Oh Monument 
And wonder of good deeds, euilly beftow’d ! 

What an alteration ofHonor has defp’rate want ™ j 
W hat vilder thing vpon the earth, then Friends ^ ? 
Who can bring Nobleft mindcs, to bafeft ends* 

How rarely does it meete with this times guife 
When man was wifht to loue his Enemies : * 

Grant I may euer loue, and rather woo 
Thofe that would mifeheefe me, then thofe thatdoo 
Has caught me in his eye, I will prefent my honeft e lf. 
vnto him; and as my Lord, ftill ferue him with mv Kfr 
MydeereftMafter. yme ’ 

Tim. Away : what art thou ? 

Stew. H aue you forgot me. Sir ? 

Tm- Why doftaskc that? I haue forgot all men, 

Then, if thou gmnt’ft, th’art a man. 

I haue forgot thee. 

Stew. An honeft poore feruant of yours. 

Tim. Then I know thee not: 

I ncucr had honeft man about me, I all 
I kept were Knaues, to ferue in meace to Viliainej. 

Stew. The Gods are witnefie, 

Nc u’r did poore Steward weare a truer greefe 
f or hi: vndone Lord, then mine eyes for you. 

Tim. Wbat.doft thou weepc? 

Come ncerer, then I loue thee 

Bccaufe thou art a woman, and difclaim’ft 

Flinty mankinde: whofe eyes do aeuer giue, 

But thorow Luft and Laughter : pittie’s deeping • 
Strange times ^ weepe with Iaughing,not with weeping, 
Stew. I begge of you to know me, good my Lord, 
T’accept my grcefc,and whil’ft this poorc wealth lafts, 
To entettaine me as your Steward ftill. 

Tim. Had I a Steward 
So true, foiuft, and now fo comfortable? 

It almoft turnes my dangerous Nature wildc. 

Let me behold thy face: Surely, this man 
W as borne of woman. 

Forgiuemy generall, and exceptleffe raftmefle 
You perpetuall fober Gods. I do proclaime 
One honeft man: Miftakemenot,butone: 

No more I pray, and hee’s a Steward. 

How fame would 1 haue hated all mankinde, 

And thou redecm’ft thy felfe. But all faue thee,- 
I fell with Curfes. 

Me thinkes thou art more honeft now, then wife: 

For, by opprefling and betraying mee. 


Timon of ^Athens . 


haue fooner got another Scrmce: 
cnrmaoy fo arriue atfecond Maftcrs, 

Voon their firft Lords necke. But tell me true, 

V I (Tiuft euer doubt,though ne’rc fofure), 
knot thy kindneffe fubtle, couetous, 
f 0 ' a V furingkindne{Te,and as rich men dealc Guiits, 
r nftin CT in returne twenty for one ? 

Ste# ?^omy mod worthy Maftcr,in whole breft 
Doubt, 'and fufpea (alas) are plac’d too late: 

You (hould haue fear’d talie ciones, when you diu head* 

L 0e ft ftill comes, where an eftate is leaft. 

That wbicb I ftiew, Heauenknowes, is meerely Loue, 
nude, and Zeale, to your vnmitchcd mindc; 

Care ofyour Food an ^ Liuing,and beleeuc it, 

^ymoft Honour’d Lord, 

Jr any benefit that points tomee, 

Either in hope, or prefent, l’dc exchange 
p or this one wife, that you had power and wealth 

To requite me, by making rich your lelfc. 

Tim. Lookethee,’tisfo: thou fingly honeft man, 
g eer e take: the Gods out of my miferie 
Ha’s Cent thee Treafure. Go, liue rich and happy, 
gut thus condition’d: Thou fhalt build from men: 

Hate all, curfe all, fliew Charity to none. 

But let the famiftit flefh Aide from the Bone, 

Ere thou rclceue the Bcgger. Giuetodogges 
VVhat thou denyeft to men. Let Prifons fwallow ’em, 
Debts wither ’em to nothing, be men like blafted woods 
And may Difeafes lickc vp their falfe bloods. 

And fo farcwcll.and thriue. 

Stew. O let me flay,and comfort you, my Maftcr. 
Tim. If thou hat’ft Curfes 
Stay not: flye,whil ft thou art blcft and free: 

Me re fee thou man, and let me ne’rc Ice thee. Exit 


Enter Pott } and Painter. 

Pain. As I tooke note ofthe place, it cannot be farre 
where he abides. 

Poet. What’s to be thought of him ?( 

Does the Rumor hold for true. 

That hee's fo full of Gold ? 

Painter. Certaine. 

Aleibiades reports it : Phrinica and Timandyla 
Had Gold of him. He likewife enrich’d 
Poore ftraghngSouldiers, with great quantity. 

’Tis faide, he gaue vnto his Steward 
Atnighty fumme. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his, 

Ha’s beene but a Try for his Friends ? 

Painter. Nothing clfe: 

You (hall fee him a Palme in Athens againe, 

And flourifh with the higheft: 

Therefore, ’tis not amifle, we tender our loues 
To him, in this {oppos’d diftrefle of his : 

It will (hcwhoneftly in vs, 

And is very likely, to loade our purpofes 4 

With what they trauaile for, 

Ifitbcaiuft and true report, that goes 
Of hishauing. 

Poet. What haue younow 
To prefent vnto him ? 

Painter. Nothing at this time 
But my Vifitation: onely I will promife him 
An excellent Pcecc. 

Poet. I miift ferue him lo too; 

Tell him ofan intent that’s comming toward him. 
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Painter. Goodasthebeft. 

Promifing, is the verie Ayre o’th’Time; 

It opens the eyes of Expeftation. 

Performance, is euer the duller for his a&e, 

And but in the plainer and (impler kindc of people. 

The deede ofSaying is quite out ofvfe. 

To Promife, is rood Courtly and faflbionable; 
Performance, is a kinde of Will or T eftamenc 
Which argues a great ficknefle in his judgement 
That makes it. 

Enter Ttmwfrom hii Caue. 

Timon. Excellent Workeman, 

Thou canft not paint a manfo badde 
As is thy felfe. 

Po.t. I am thinking 

What I ftiall fay I haue prouided for him ; 

It rouft be a perfonating of himfclfe: 

A Satyre againft the foftnefleof Profpcrity, 

With a Dilcouetie of the infinite Flatteries 
That follow youth and opulencie. 

Timon. Muftthounecdes 
Stand for a Viliaine inthmeowne Worke ? 

Wilt thou whip thine owne faults in other men? 

Do fo, I haue Gold for thee. 

Poet. Nay let’s feckc him. 

Then do we finne againft our owne eftate. 

When we may profic meete, and come too late. 

Painter. True: 

When the day l'erues before blacke-corner’d night j 
Finde what thou vvant’ft,by free andofter’d light. 
Come. 

Tim. lie meete you at the turne: 

What a Gods Gold, that heis worfhipt 
In a bafer Temple, then where Swine feede ? 

’Tis thou that rigg'ft the Barke.and plow’ft the Fome, 
Sctleft admired reuercnce in aSlaue, 

To thee be worfhipt, and thy Saints for aye: 

Be crown’d with Plagues, that thee alone obay. 

Fit I meet them. 

Poet. Haiie worthy Timon. 
pain. Our late Noble Maftcr. 

Timon. Haue I once lin’d 
To fee two honeft men ? 

Poet. Sir: 

Hauing often of your open Bounty tailed. 

Hearing you were retyr’d, your Friends falne off, 
Whofe thankelcffe Natures (O abhorred Spirits) 

Not all the Whippes of Heauen,are large enough; 
What, to-you, 

Whofe Starre-likeNoblenefle gaue life and influence 
To their whole being ? I am tapt, and cannot collet 
Theimonftrous bulke of this Ingratitude 
With any fize of words. 

Timon. Let it go, 

Naked men may fee’t the better: 

You that are fioncft, by being what you ate. 

Make them beft feene,and kuowne. 

Pain. He,and my felfe 

Haue trauail’d in the great fliowre of your guifrs. 

And fweetly felt it. 

Timon. I, you are honeft man. 

Painter. Wc arc hither come 
To offer you our fcruice • 

Timon; Moft honeft men: 
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Timon of <zJf them. 


Why how fliall I requite you? 

Ca n you cate Roots, and drinkc cold water, no? 

Both . What we can do, 

Wce’l do to do you feruice. 

Tim. Y’arehonefimen, 

Y'lmte heard that I hauc Gold, 

I am lure you haue, fpeake truth, y’are honeft men. 

Pain. So it is laid my Noble Lord, but therefore 
Came not my Friend,nor I. 

Timon. Good honeft men: Thou draw’ft a counterfet 
Bed in all Athens, th’art indeed the Left, 

Thou countcrfet’ft moft liuely. 

Pain. So,fo, my Lord. 

Tint. E’ne fo fir as I fay. And for thy fusion. 

Why thy Verfe fwcls with Ruffe fo fine and fmooth, 
Thatthou art cuen Naturall in thine Art. 

But for all this (my honeft Natur’d friends) 

I muft needs fay you haue a little fault, 

Marry ’tisnot monftrous in you, neither wilh I 
You take much paines to mend. 

'Beth. Befeech your Honour 
I To make it knowne to vs. 

Tim. You'l take it ill. 

Both. Moft thankefully,my Lord. 

Timon. Will you indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not worthy Lord. 

Tim. There’s neuer a one of you but trufts a Knaue, 
That mightily dcceiues y ou. 

Both. Do we,my Lord ? 

Tim. I,and you hearc him cogge, 

See him diflemblc, 

Know his groffe patchery, loue him, feedc him, 

Kecpein yourbofome, yet remaine affur’d 
That he’s a made-vp-Villaine. 

Pain. I know none fuch,roy Lord. 

Poet. Nor I. 

Timon. Looke you, 

I loue you well,] !e giue you Gold 

Rid me thefe Villaines from your companies; 

Hang them, or ftab them, drowne them in a draught, 
Confound them by fome courfe,and come to me, 
lie giue you Gold enough. 

<*, Both. Name them my Lord, lei’s know them. 

Tim. You that way, and you this: 

But two in Company: 

Each roan ap3rt,ailfingle,and alone, 

Yet an arch Villaine keepes him company: 

If where thou art, two V illaincs (hall not be. 

Come not neere him. If thou would’ft not recide 
But where one Villaine is, then him abandon. 

Hence, packe, there’s Gold,you came for Gold ye fiaues: 
You hauc workc for me; there’s payment,thence, 

| You are an Alcumift, make Gold of that: 

* Out Rafcall dogges. 

Enter Steivard^ndiwo Senators. 


Exeunt 


Stew. Tt is vaine that you would fpeake with Timon : 
For he is let fo oncly to himfelfe. 

That nothing but himfelfe,which Iookes like man, 

Is friendly with him. 

i .Sen. Bring vs to his Caue. 

It is our p3r: and promife to th’Athenlans 
To fpeake with Timon. 
i.Se-4. Atall times alike 

Men arc not ftill the fame: ’mas Time and Greefci 



' That fram’d him thus. Time with 
Offering the Fortunes of his former daye* H nd * 
The .ormer man may make him: bring Vl * to 
Andchanc d it as it may. 6 ” 1!J * 

Stew. HccreishisCaue: 

Peace and content be heete. Lord Timon T 
Looke our, and fpeake to Friends: Th’ArL "t*"* 
By two of their moft reuerend Senate greet ,i! an5 
SpeskctothcmNohleTiwcw. * ” ee? 

Enter Timon out of hie Cauo. 

Tim. Thou Sunne that comforts burne « 
Spcakeand behang’d : 

For each true word, a blifter, and each faif e 
Be as a Cantherizing to the root o’thToDPue 
Confirming it with fpeaking, ® * 

I Worthy Timon. 

Tim. Ofnone but fuch as you, 
Andyouof7iw<»». 

1 . The Senators of Athens,greet thee Timon- 
Turn. Ithanke them. 

And would fend them backc the plaguy 
Could I but catch it for them, 
i O forget 

What we are forry for our felues in thee: 

The Senators,wi?honc confcntofloue, 

Intreate thee backe to Athens, who haue thought 
On fpcciall Dignities, which vacant lye 
For thy beft vfeand wearing, 
a They confcfle 

Toward thee, forgetfulneffe too gcnerall groffe; 
Which now the publike Body,which doth fildome 
Play the re-cancer, feeling in it fcltc 
A lacke of Tmom ayde, hath fince withall 
Of it owne fall, icftraining ayde to Timon , 

And fend forth vs, to make their forrowed render, 
Togethcr,with a recompence more fruitful! 

1 hen their offence can weigh dovvne by the Dramme, 
I euen fi<ch heapes and furnmes of Loue and Wealth 
As fliall to thee blot out, what wrongs were theirs 
And write in ibee the figures of their loue, 
Eucrtoread them thine, 

Tim. You witch me in it; 

Surprize me to the very brinke of ceares; 

Lend me a Foolcs heart, and a womans eyes, 

And lie be weepe thefe comforts,worthy Senators. 

I Therefore fo pleafe thee to returne with vs. 
And of our Athens, thine and ours totake 
The Captainfhip, thou fhalc be met with thankes, 
Allowed vv:th ablnlure power,and thy good name 
Line with Authorise : !o foone we (ball dnee backe 
Or siletbtades th’jpproac'her wild, 

Who like a Bore too fauage,doth root vp 
His Countries pearc. 

And (hakes his thrratning Sword 
Againft the walle; of Athens. 
i Therefore Ttmon. 

Tim. Well fir,) will: thereforel willfir thus: 

If Alctbiades kill my Countrymen, 

Let Alctbiedes know t his of Timon, 

That Ttmon cares not. But ifhe lacke faire Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by’th'Beards, 
Gluing our holy Virgins to the ftaine 
Of contumelious, bcaftly, mad-brain’d warres 
Then let him know,and tell him Timon fpeakes it 


In 


Timon of<tAthem. 
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f^ieevofour aged, and our youth, 

, ^ nn oc choole but tell him that I care not, 
a d let him tak e at worft : For their Kniucs care not. 
While y ou haue throats to anfwcr. For my felfc. 

There’s not a whittle, in th’vnruly Campe, 

L i do prize it at my loue,be ore 
Tliere uercnds Throat in Athens. Sol lcaucyou 
fo the protection of the profperous Gods, 

A S fheeues to Keepers. 

Stew* Stay not^ll-s in vaine. . 

jtM' Why I waswriungot my Epitaph, 

It will be feeuc to morrow,; My long htkneffe 
OfHealth^ndiL.iuing, no w begun to cnend, 

^ n d nothing brings me all things^ Go > liue ftill. 

Be Alcibfades your plague ;.y ou his, 

An d laft fo lotig enough. 

I We (pC3ke in vaine. 

77 rn. But yet I loue niy Country, and am not 
One that reioy ces in thc-coni nou wracke, 

^common bruite doth put ic. 

i That's well looke, 

•fan. Commend me to my loningCountreymeo. 

1 Thefe words beCG.ncy’oiu Sippcs as they pafi’e tho- 
towthem. 

2 And enter in our ea:cs a Iio,c great Triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 

77Commend me to them, 

And teii them, that to cafe them of cheir greefes, 
fheirfcarcs ofHoftilc ftrokcSjtheu Achei, Ioffes. 

Their pangs qi Loue,with other incident throwes 
That Natures fragile Vcffeil doth fuftame 
Inlifcs vocertaine voyage, I will fome kindnes dotHeo^ s 
He teach them to preuenc wilde Aicibmdes wrath. 

i 1 like this well, he will returne againc. 

Tim. I haue a Tree which gro wes heere in my Clofe, 
That mine owne vfe iruntes me to cut downe, 

And (hortly muft I fell it. Tell my Friends, 

Tell Athens, in the fcqucnce of degree, . 

From high to low throughout, that who fo pleafe 
To ftop Affh&ion, let him cake hi* hafte ; 

Come hither ere my Trec hath felt the A xe. 

And hang himfelfe. I pray you do my greeting. 

Stew. Trouble him no further, thus you Itili fliall 
Finde him. 

Ttm. Come not to me againe. but fay to Athens, 
Timon hath made his eucrlafting Manfion 
Vpon the Beached Vcr-ge of the faL Flood, 

Who once a day with bis embofied Frothi 
The turbulent Surge dull coucr; thither corne. 

And let my grauc-ftonc be your Oracle: 

Lippes, let foure words go by,and Language end : 

What is amifle, Plague and InfedTion mend. 

Graues onely be mens workes, and Death their gaine; 
Sunne, hide thy Bearncs, hath done his Raigne. 

Exit Timon, 

I His difeontents arc vnremcueably ebupied to iNa- 
ture. 

; 2 Our hope in him is dead: let vs returne. 

And ftraine whar other meanes is left vnto vs 
; In our deer epcrill. 

i 11 requires fwift foot. Exeunt* 

Enter two other Senatorsfwith u Alejfenger* 

i Thou haft painfully difcoueFd : are his Files 
As full as thy report? 


CWtf. I haue fpoke the Jeaft. 

Befides his expedition promises prefent approach. 

2 VVc ftand much hazard,if they bring not Timon. 
MeJ\ I met a Currier, one mine ancient Friend, 

Whom though in gcnerall part we were oppos’d, 

Yet our old loue made a particular force. 

And made vs fpeake like Friends, This man was riding 
From Alcibiades co77'w*wCauc, 

With Letters or incrcaty, which imported 
His Fellowfliip i’tlvcaufc againft your City, 

In part tor his lake mou*d\ 

Enter the other Senators. - 
i Heere come our Brothers. 

3 No talke of Timon> nothing of him expeft. 

The Enemies Drumme is heard,and fearefuli Icouring 
Doth choake the ayre with duft: la, and prepare. 

Ours is the fall I feare, our Foes the Snare. Exeunt. 

Enter a Souldier in the tVo?dt>feekjng Timon. 

Sol. By all delcription this fhoiild be the place. 

Whofc heere? Speakchoa. Noaalwer ? What is this E 
Tymon is dead, who hath out-ftrctcht his fpan. 

Some Beaft reade this; There do's not liue a Man* 

Dead fare, and this his Grauc,what’s on this Tomb, 

1 cannot read: thcCharra&er lie take withwox. 

Our Captainc hath in cucry Figure skill; 

An agVi Interpreter, though yong in dayes : v 

Before prqud Athens bee’s fct downe by this, 1 

Whofefall themaikeof his Ambition is. Exit, 

Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with hut Powers' 
before Athens. 

Ale . Sound to this Coward,and IafciuiousTowne, 

Our terrible approach. 

Sounds a Pa rly . 

The Senators appears vpon the veals* 

Till now you hauc gone on, and fill’d the time 
With all Licentious meafurc, making your willes 
The fcopeoflufticc. Till now,my felfe and fuch 
Asflept within the fhadovv of your power 
Haue wander’d with our trauerft Armcs,and breath’d] 
Our fufrerance vainly ; Now the time is flufb, 

When crouching Marrow in the bearer ftr< ng 
Cries (of it felfc)no more; Now breathlefle wrong. 
Shall fit and pant in your great Chaires of cafe, 

Andpurfic Infolence fhalifareakc his winde 
With feare and horrid flight. 

i .Sen. Noble,andyoung; 

When thy firft greefes were but a meere conceit, 1 
Ere thou had’ft power, or wc had caufc of feare. 

We fent to thcc, to glue thy rages Balmc, 

To wipe out our Ingratitude, with Lo ucs 
Aboue their quantitie. 

^ Sodidwewcoc 

Transformed Timon , to our Citties loue 
By humbfe Meffage, and by promift meanes: 

We were not all vnkinde, nor all deferue 
The common ftroke of warre. 

1 Thefe wallesofours. 

Were not crewed by rheir hands* from whom 
You haue receya’d your greefe ; Nor are they fuch. 

That thefe great Towrcs/Trophecs^ Schools {hold fall 
Forpriuate faults in them. 

2 Nor are they lining 

Who 
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TimonoJ Athens. 


Who were the mociues that you fit ft went out, 
(Shame that they wanted, cunning in exceflfe) 

Hath broke their hearts, March, Noble Lord, 

Into our City with thy Banners fpred. 

By decimation and a tythed death j 
If thy Reuenges hunger for that Food 
Which Nature loathes, take thou the deftin’d tenth. 
And by the hazard of the fpotted dye. 

Let dye the lpotted. 

1 All hauc not offended: 

For thofe that were, it is not Square to take 
On thofe that arc, Rcuenge: Crimes, like Lands 
Are not inherited, then deere Countryman, 

Bring in thy rankes, but leaue without thy rage. 
Spare thy Athenian Cradle, and thofe Kin 
Which in the bluffer of thy wrath muft fall . 
With thofe that hauc offended, like aShepheard, 
Approach the Fold, and cull th’irifetled forth. 

But kill not altogether, 

2 What thou wilt. 

Thou rather fhalt inforce it with thy fmile. 

Then hew too’t, with thy Sword, 
i Set but thy foot 

Againft our rampyr’d gates, and they fhall ope ■ 

So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before. 

To fay thou’t enter Friendly. 

a Throw thy Glotie, 

Or any Token of thine Honour elfe. 

That thou wilt vfe the warres as thy rcdrefTe, 

And not asourConfufion: All thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour inpur Towne, till >vec 
Haue feal’d thy full defire. 

Ale. Then there’s my Gloue, 

Defend and open youryncharged Ports, 


Thofe Enemies of Timonr, and mine ownc 
Whom you your fclues fhall fee out for repr 0 r 
Fall and no more 5 and to attoneyourfcart s ° ** 
With my more Noble meaning, not a man 
Shall paffc his quarter, or offend the ftreamc 
OfRegular luffice in your Citties bounds. 

But fhall be remedied coyourpublique Law , 

At heauieft anfwer. 

'Both. J Tis mod Nobly fpoken. 

Ale. Dcfcend,and kcepe your words. 

Enter a Me finger, 

MeJ. My Noble Generali, Timon ii dead 
Entomb’d vpon the very hemme o’th’Sea * 

And on hisGraueftone, this Infculpture which 
With wax I brought away: whofcfoftjn^p 

Interprets for my poorc ignorance. ‘ on 

A lab tides reades the Epitaph. 

Heere lies a wretched far ft, of voratthed Soule bereft 
Seekjtot mj name: A Plague confumeyoupicked cl ’ 
Heere lye / Timonjobo aline,all lining men did hate * 

Pafi by,and cttrfe thy fill, but pafie and flay not here tL 
Thcfe well cxprcfTe in thee thy latter fpirits: 

Though thou abhorrd’ft in vs our humanegriefes 
Scornd’ft our Braines flow, and thofe our drools.’ 1 

From niggard Nature fall; yet Rich Cot^t > H 
Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weepe f or avc 
On thy low Graue, on faults forgiuen, Dead * 

Is Noble Ttmon, ofwhofeMemorie 
Heereaftermore. Bring me into your Citie, 

And I will vfe the Oliue, with my Sword • 

Make war breed peace j make peace flint war.makeeach 
Prcfcribc to other, as each others Leach, 

Let our Druromes ftrike. g 


FINIS. 
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\LM 0 iL of Athens. 
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Lucullus , tTao Flattering Lords. 
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Sempronius another fluttering Lord. 
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THE TRAGED IE OF 

IVLIVS C^eSAR. 

dJllus Trimus. Sccena Trima. 


Enter EUitiuf, Murellm, *»d certaine Commoners 
oner the Stage. 

r hunts. 

H Ence: home you idle Creatures,get you home: 
Is this a Holiday ? What, know you not 
(Being Mechanic all) you ought not walkc 
Vpon a labouring day,without the figne 
Of your ProfeffionPSpeake, what Trade art thou ? 

Car. Why Sir,a Carpenter. 

Mur* Where is thy Leather Apron,and thy Rule? 
What doft thou with thy beft Apparrcli on ? 

You fir, what Trade are you ? 

Cobl. Trudy Sir, in refpeftofa fine Workman, lam 
but as you would fay,a Cobler. 

Mur, But whac Trade arc thou ? Anfwcr me diredUy. 
Cob. A Trade Sir, that I hope I may vie, with a lafe 
Confcicnce, which is indeed Sir,a Mender of bad foulcs. 

Fla. What Trade thou knauc? Thou naughty knauc, 
what Trade? 

Cobl. N ay 1 bcfeech you Sir, be not out with me: yet 
if you be out Sir, 1 can mend you* 

Mar. What mean ft thou by that? Mend mee, thou 
fawey Fellow ? 

Cob. Why fir, Cobblcyou. 

F la. Thou arc a Cobler,arc thou ? 

Cob. Truly fir, all that I line by, is with the Aule : I 
meddle with noTradcfmans matters, nor womens mat¬ 
ters; but withal I am indeed Sir,a Surgeon to old fhooes: 
when they arc in great danger, I rccouer them. As pro¬ 
per men as cucr trod vpon Neats Leather, haue gone vp¬ 
on my handy** worke. 

Fla. But wherefore arc not in thy Shop to day? 

Why do'ft thou leadc chefe men about the ftreets? 

Cob. Truly fir, to wears out their flhooes, to get my 
felfe into more worke. But indeedefir, we make Holy- 
day to fee Cicfarj and to reioycc in his Triumph. 

Tflttr. Wherefore reioyce ? 

What Conqueft brings he home ? 

Whac Tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in Captiue bonds his Chariot Whcelcs ? 
YouBlgcke^you ftone$,you warlethen fenflefle things: 
0 you hard hearts, you cniell men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey many a time and oft ? 

Haue you climb’d vp to Walle$ : and Battlements, 

To Towres and WindoWes? Yea, to Chimney tops, ^ 
Your infants in your Armes, anA there hauc late 
The liue-long day,with patient expectation, * 


To fee great Fompsjpzffc the Greets ofRome! 

And when you faw his Chariot but appeare, 

Haue you not made an Vniucrlall fhouc, 

That Tybcr trembled vnderneath her bankes 
To hcare chereplicationofyour iounds, 

Made in her Concauc Shores ? 

And do you now put on your beft attyre ? 

And do you now cull ouc a HolyJay ? 

And do you now ftrew Flowers in his way. 

That comes in Triumph ouer Pompejes blood ? 

Be gone, 

Runne to your houfes, fall vpon your knees. 

Pray to tbc Gcds to intermit the plague 
That needs muft light on this Ingratitude. 

Fla. Go,go. good Countrymen, and for this fault 
Affemblc all the poore men of your fort; 

Draw them to Tjber bankes,and weepeyour teares 
Into the Channel!, till the !o weft ftreamc 
Do kiffe the mofl exalted Shores of all. 

Exeunt all the Commoners ♦ 

See where their bafeft mettle be not mou’J, i 
'They vanifh tongue-tyed in their guiltinefle: 

Go you downe that way towards theCapholl, 

This way will I: Difrobe the Images, 
if you dd finde them deckt With Ceremonies* 

< JMur. May we do fo ? 

You know it is the Feaft of Lupercall. 

Fla. It is no matter, let no Images 
Be hung with Cdfars T*ophees: lie about. 

And driue away the Vulgar from the ftreccs; 

So do you too, where you perceiuc chemthicke* 

Thefe growing Feathers, pluckt from Caftrs .wing, 

Will make him flyc an ordinary pitch, 

Wboelfe would foarc abouc the view of men. 

And keepe vs all in feruile fcarcfulneffe. Exeunt 

Enter C afar, Antony for the Courfe,falphurnU } Portia y De- 
cim^CicerofBrutHSyCaffiw^Caska^a Sootbfajcr'.af¬ 
ter them Murelhts and Flatiim * 

Caf Calphimii*. 

Ca 4 k . Peace ho, C*/*r fpcakes. . ■> 

CaJ. Calphurnia . • 

Calp. Hecre my Lordc 
Caf Stand you directly in Antonio's way, 

When he doth run his courfe Antonio . 

Ant. Cafir> my Lord. 

Caf Forget not in your fpeed Antonio } 

To touch folphurnia : for our Elders fay, 

k k 





















































110 



The Trage die of fulius fa far. 


The barren touched in this holy chace, 

Shake off their fterrile curfe. 

A*t. I (hall remember. 

When Ctfiir faycs,Dc this; it is perform’d. 

Caf Set on.and leaue no Ceremony out. 

Sooth. C it far. 

Caf. Ha? vVho calles ? 

Cusk^ Bid entry noyfe bs ftill: peace yet againe, 

Caf. Who it it in the preffe, that calles on me ? 

Ihcare a Tongue fiirilier then all the Mulicke 
Cry, C<efir : Spcakc, f'dfar 13 turn’d to heare. 

Sooth, Beware rhe Ides ofMarch. 

.Caf. What man is that? 

Br. A Sooth-layer bids you beware the Ides ofMarch 
Caf Set him before me, let me fee his face. 

Cajfi. Fellow, come from the throng,look vpon Cafar. 
Caf What fayft thou to me now? Speak once againe,. 
Sooth. Beware the Ides ofMarch. 

Caf. He is a Dreamer, let vs leaue him: Paffe. 

Sennet. Exeunt. Ma.net c Brut. C? Caff, 
Cajfi. Will you go fee the order of the courl'e ? 

’Brut. Not I. 

Cajfi. I pray you do. 

Brut. I am not Gamefom: I do lacke fome part 
Of that quicke Spirit that is in Antony : 

Let me not hinder Cajfius your dcfircs; 

He leaue you. 

(ajfi. Brutus, I do obferue you now of late: 
Ihauenot from your eyes, that gentlcnefle 
And (hew ofLoue,as I was wont tohaue :| 

You beare too l\ubborne,and too ftrange a hand 
Ouer your Friend, that loues you. 

Bru. Cajfius, 

Be not deceiu’d : Ifl haue veyTd my looke, 

I turnc the trouble of my Countenance 
Meerely vpon my fclte. Vexed I am 
Of late, with paflions of fome difference. 

Conceptions onely proper to my felfe, 

Which giuc fome foyle (perhaps) to my Behauiours : 
But let not therefore my good Friends be grecu’d 
(Among which number Cajfius be you one) 

Nor conftruc any further my negledf, 

Then that poore Brutus with himfelfe at warre. 

Forgets the lliewes ofLoue to other men. 

Cajfi.Then Brutus, I haue much mittook your paflion. 
By meanes whereof, this Breft of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value.worthy Cogitations. 

Tell me good Brutus , Can you fee your face? 

Brutus. No Cajfius: 

For che eye fees not it felfe but by reflexion. 

By fome other things, 

Cajfius. ’Tisiuft, 

And it is very much lamented Brutus, 

That you haue no fuch Mirrbrs, as will turne 
Your hidden worthineffc into your eye. 

That you might feeyour fliadow: 

I haue heard, 

Where many of the beff refpeci in Rome, 

• (Except immortall Cafar ) fpeaking of Brutus, 

' And groaning vnderneath thi s Ages yoakc, 

Haue wifh’d, that Noble Brutus had his eyes'. 

Bru. Into what dangers, would you 
Leadc me Cajfius ? 

That you would hauernc feekeinto my felfe. 

For that which is not in me ? 

Caf. Therefore good Brum, be prepar’d to heare: 


And fince you know, you cannot fee 
Sowell asbyRefleifion; IyourGlafle C 

Will modettly difeouer to your felfe 
That of your felfe, which you yet know not of. 

And be not icalous on roe,gentle Brutus ; 

Were I a common Laughter, or did vfe 
To ftale with ordinary Oathes my loue 
T o euery new Proteftcr: if you know. 

That I do fawne on men, and hugge them hard 
And after fcandall them: Or if you kn 6 \v * 

That I profeffe my felfe in Banquetting 
To all the Rout, then hold me dangcrou?. 

Fiourijh , and Shout, 

Bru. What meanes this Showting? 

I do feare,thc People choofc Cafar 
For their King. 

Cajfi. I, do youfeareit? 

Then muff I thinke you would not haue it fo,' 

Bru. I would not Cajfius, yet I lone him well- 
But wherefore do you hold me hecre fo long? 

What is it, that you would impart to me ? ° 

If it be ought toward the gencrall good. 

Set Honor in one eye, and Death i’ch other 
And 1 will looke on both indifferently : 

For let the Gods fo fpced mce, as I loue 
The name of Honor, more then I fearc death. 

Cajfi. I know that vertue to be in you Bmus t 
As well as I do know your outward fauour. 

Well, Honor is the fubic&of my Story : 

I cannoc tell, what you and other men 
Thinke ofthi* life : But for my fingle felfe, 

I had as liefe not be, as hue to bei 
In aw: offuch a Thing, as I my felfe. 

I was borne free as Cafar, fo were you, 

VVe both haue fed as well, and we can both 
Endure the Winters ctxd, as well as hee. 

For onee, vpona Rawe andGuftic day. 

The troubled Tybcr, chafing with her Shores, 

Cafar (aide tonic, Dar’ffthou(^ cjfiusnovi 
Leape in with me into this angry Flood, 

And fwim to yonder Point ? Vpon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in. 

And bad him follow: fo indeed he did. 
TheTorrent roar’d, and we did buffet it 
With lufty Sinewes, throwing it afide, 

And ftemroing it with hearts of Contronerfie. 

But ere v»e could arriue the Point propos’d, 

Cafar cride, Helpc me Cajfius, or I finke. 

I ( as ts£neas f our great Anccflor, 

Did from the Flames of Troy, vpon his flioulder 
The old *Anchyfes beare) fo^from the vvaues ofTybcr 
Did I the tyred (afar :And this Mao, 

Is now become a God, and Cajfius is 
A wretched Creature, and muff bend his body, 

If Cafar carelefly but nod on him. 

He had a Feaucr w.heq he was in Spaitic, 

And when the Fit was on him,I did marke 
How he did ffiake: Tis true, this God did fliake, 

His Coward lippes did from their colourflye, 

And that fame Eye,whofe bend doth awe the World, 
Did loofc his Luftre: I did heare him grone: 

I, and that Tongue of his, that bad the Romans 
Marke him, and write his Speeches irotbeir Bookes, 
Alas, it cried, Giuc me fome drinke Titinius,\ 

i 
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afar. 


i'^fiSeGlrieTYe Gods,it doth amaze me, 

A mail offuch a feeble temper ffiould 
t act the ftart of the Maiefticke world, 

And beare the Palme alone. 

And Shout. Flourifk. 

Bru- Anothergenerallffiout? 

Tdobeleeue, that thefcapplaufcs are 

For fome new Honors, that arc heap’d on (. afar. 

cd‘- why man ' he c,otb beftritle tllc narrovv 

Lijjf aColoffuSjand we petty men 
VValke vnder his huge 1cgges,and pcepe about 
Tofinde ourfelues difhonourablc Graues. 
w cn at fometime, arc Mailers of rheir Fates, 
phefault (decrc Brutus)\% not in our Starres, 

5 Ut in our Selucs, that we are vndcrlings. 

Sriitut and Cafar: What ffiould be in that Cafar ? 

Why ffiould that name he founded more then yours ? 
Write them together: Yours,is as faire a Name ; 
jound them, it doth become the mouth afwell: 

Weigh them, it is 3S heauy: Coniurc with ’em, 

Brntus will ftart a Spirit as foone as Cafar, 
flow in the names of all thcGods at once, 

Vpon what meatc doth this our Cafar feede, 
phat he is grovvne fo great ? Age,thou art fham’d. 
Ro 9 ie,thcu haft loft the breed ofNoblc Bloods. 

When went there by an Age, fince the great Flood, 

But iewas fam’d with more then with one man? 

When could they fay(till now)tiiat talk’d of Rome, 
That her wide Walkes incompaft but one man ? 

Now is’it Rome indeed, and Roome enough 
When there Is in it but one onely man. 

Oj you and I, haue heard our Fathers fay, 

There was a Brutus once, that would haue brook’d 
Th’eternall Diucll to keepe his State in Rome, 

Aseafily as a King.- 

Bru. That you do loue me, I am nothing jealous: 
What you would worke me too,I haue fome ayme; 
How I haue thought of this,and of thefe times 
I fhall recount heereafter. For this prefent, 

I would not fo (with loue I might intreat you) 

Be any further moou’d: What you haue faid, • 
Iwillconfidervwhat you haue to fay 
I will with patience heare, and findc a time 
Bothmeereco heare,and anfwcr fuch high things. 

Till then, my Noble Friend, chew vpon this : 

Brutus had rather be a Villager, 

Then to repute himfelfe a Sonne of Rome 
Vndci thefe hard Conditions,as this time 
Islike^tolay vpon vs. 

Cajfi. I am glad that my Weakc words 
Haucftruckcbut thus-much (hew of fire from Brutus. 

•£.. • - -• # . yfs\ ''It!'.* * •• •' * r 

Enter Cafar and his Traine . 

The Games arc donc>' : 

AndCcer^isretuming* % 

Cajfi. As they pa(Teby» 

Plucke Caika by the Sleeue, 

And he will (after his fowre failiioii) tell yoii • 

What hath proceeded worthy i^ote to day. 

Bru. 1 will do fo: but looke you CajfifU, 

The angry fpot dothglow on ETi tfitrs brow, 

And all the reft, lookt lik^ach^den Traine; 
Ca/pburnia $ Cheek e is pale, aird Cfcers 
Lookcs with ftrcl) Ferretjan^imfh fiery eyes''!' 

As we haue ieenc him in theCapitoll 


The Tragedie of fulius 

Being croft in Conference, by fome Senators. 
Cajfi* Cask* will tell vs vvhac the matter is, 
Jlntonio. 


m 




Caf 

Cafar. 

Caf. Lee me haue men about me, that arc far, 
Sleekc-headcd men, and fuch as fleepe a-nights: 

Yond Cajfttti has a leane and hungry looke, ‘ 

He thinkes too much : fuch men are dangerous. 

Ant. Feare him not Cdfkr, he’s not dangerous. 

He is a Noble Roman,and well giuen. 

Caf Would he were fatter ; But I fearc him not: 

Yet if my name were lyablc to fearc, 

1 do not know the man I fhould adoyd 
So foone as that fparc Cajfm. He reades much. 

He is a great Obieruer, and helookes 
Q^iite through the Deeds oftnen. He loues no PI ayes^ 

As thou doft Antony : he heares no Mufickc; 

SeUlome he lmiles, and Infiles in fuch a lore 
As if he mock’d himfelfe, and fcorn’d his fpirit 
That could be moud to fmilc at any thing. 

Such men as he, be neucr at hearts enfe. 

Whiles they behold a greater then themfelues. 

And therefore are they very dangerous. 

I rather tell thee what is to ho fear’d, 

Then what I feare : for al wayes I am Cafar, 

Come on my right hand, for thrseare is deafe, 

And tell me truely, what thou think*ft of him. * Sennit. 

Exeunt Cafar and bis Tratne . 

Cas\. You pul'd me by the cloake, would youTpeakc 
with me? 

Bru. I Cask*, tel! vs what hath chanc’d to day 
That Cafar lookes fo fad. 

Why you Were with him,'were you not ? 

Tm. I fhould not then what had chanc'd: 

Casks Why there was a Crowne offer’d him; & being 
offer’d him, he put it by with the backc of his hand thus*, 
and then the people fell a fhouting. 

Brft. What was the fecond noyfe for ? 

CW<, Why for that too. 

Cajfi. They fhouted thrice: what was thclaft cry for? 

Cask^ Why for that too# 

Bru. Was the Crowne offer'd him thrier> 

Cask ; I marry was’f, and hcc put it by thrice, cuerie 
time gentler t^cn other; and at euery putting by, mine 
honeft Neighbors fliowred. 

CaJ]i: Who offer’d him the Crowne ? 

Cask; Why Antony. 1 ; i ’ 

Tm. Tell vs che manner of it 3 gentle 

Casha* I can as well bee bang'd as tell the manner of 
it: It was meercFoolerie, I did not marke it. I fawe 
CMarke Antony offer him a Crowne, yer^twas not a 
Crowne ncyther,'cwas one of thefe Coronets : 'and as I 
told you, hee put it by once: but for all that, to n\y thin- 
king, he would fame haue had it# Then heeoffered it t 6 
him againe : then hee put ft by againe: bur to my think¬ 
ing,he was very loath to lay his fingers off it; Arid then 
he offered it the thi/d time; hee put it the third time by, 
and (fill as hee refus’d it r the rabblement howted, and 
clapp’dthcir cliopt hands, and threw vppe their fweatie 
N;ght-cappcs, and vttered fuch a deale of ftinkinj 
breath, becaufe Cafar refus’d the Crowne, that it ha 
('almoft) choaked Cafar hee fwoonded, and fell 
downeatit: Arid for mfrieowrifepart,! dritftnot laugh, 
for feare of opening my Lippes, and reccyiiing the bad 
Ayre. • * 

kb a CaffiJ’ 
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TheTragedie offulm fa far. 


CaJJl. But Toft 1 pray you: what,did Cafar fwound ? 

Cask- He fell downe in the Market-place,and foam’d 
at mouth,and was fpcechlefle. 

Brut. ’Tis very like he hath the Falling ficknefle. 

Cajfi. No.Cc/ar hath it not: but you,and I, 

And honeft Cask *,wc haue the Failing fickneffe. 

Cask; I know not what you meane by that, but I am 
fure Cafar fell downe. If the tag-ragge people did noe 
clap him, and hifTe him, according as he pleas’d, and dif- 
pleas’d them,as they vfeto doe the Players in the Thea¬ 
tre, I am no true man. 

'Brut. What faid he,when he came vnto himfelfe ? 

Cast{ Marry .before he fell downe, when he perceiu’d 
the common Heard was glad he relus’d the Crowne,he 
pluckt me ope his Doublet, and offer’d them his Throat 
to cut: and I had becne a man of any Occupation, if I 
would not haue taken him at a word, I would 1 might 
goe to Hell among the Rogues, and fo hee fell. When 
he came to himfelfe againc, hee faid. If hee had done,or 
faid any thing amifle,he defir’d their Worfhips to thinke 
it was his infirmitie. Three or foure Wenches where I 
flood, cryedjAlaffegood Soule, and forgaue him with 
all their hearts: But there’s no heed to be taken of them; 
if Cafar had ftab’d their Mothers,tney would haue done 
no leffe. 

Brut. And after that,he came thus fad away. 

Cask; I* ' : 

Cajfi. Did Cicero fay any thing ? 

Cask• I,he fpoke Greeke. 

Cajfi. Towhatcffedt? 

Cask. Nay, and I tell you that, He ne're looke you 
i’th'face againe. But thofe chatvnderftood him, fmil’d 
at one another, and fhooke their heads: but for mine 
owne part, it was Greeke to me. I could tell you more 
newes too: MurreUm and Plautus, for pulling Scarffes 
off Cafars Images, are put to filencc. Fare you well. 
There was more Fooleric yet, if 1 could remem¬ 
ber it. 

Cajfi. Will you fupp.e with mcXo Night,Gw^f ? 

Cask- No,I am promis’d forth. 

Cajfi. Will you Dine with me to morrow? 

Cask; I he aliue, and your minde hold, and your 
Dinner worth the eating. 

Cajfi. Good,I will expeft you. 

Casks Doe fo : farewell both. Exit. 

Brut. What a blunt fellow is this gro wne to be i 
He was quick Mcctle,when he went to Schools. 

Cajfi. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold,or Noble Enterprize, 

How-euer he puts on this tardie forme: 

This Rudeneffc is a Sawce to his good Wit, 

Which giues men flomackc to difgeft his word* 

With better Appetite. 

Brut. And fo it is: 

For this time I will leauc you: 

To morrow,if youpleafe to Ipeake with me, 

I will come home to you: or if you will. 

Come home to me,and I will wait for you. 

Cajfi, I will doe io: till then,thinke of the World. 

Exit 'Brutus. 

Well Brum, thou art NobH: yet I fee, 

! Thy Honorable Mettle may be wrought 
! From that it is dilpos’d: therefore it is meet, 

: That Noble mindcs keepe eucr with their likes: 

For who fo firme,that cannot be feduc’d ? 

Cafar doth beare me hard,but he loues Brutus. 


If I were Brutus now,and he were Caffim, 

He fhould not humor me. I will this Nigh t 
In fcuerall Hands,in at his Windowes threw 
As if they came from feuerall Citizens, ’ 
Writings,all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his Name : wherein obfeu i 
Cafars Ambition fhall be glanced at. 14 1 

And after this,le: Cafar feat him fure. 

For wee will fhake him, or woric dayes endure 

Exit. 

Thunder, and Lightning. Enter Cash, 
and Cicero. 

Cic. Good euen,CWp*.- brought you CdarU 
Why arc you breathleflc,and why flare youf 0 > ° mc!l 

Casks Are not you mou’d,when all thefway 0 f F 
Shakes, like a thing vnfirme? O Cicero, J tart " 
I haue fcenc Tempefts,when the fcolding Winds 
Haue riu’d the knottie Oakes,and I hauefeene 
Th’ambitious Ocean l'well,and rage,and foame 
To be exalted with the threatning Clouds: * 

But neucr till to Night,neuer till now. 

Did I goe through a Tempeft-dropping.fii f< 

Eythcr there is a Quill fltife in Heauen, 

Or elfe the World.too favveie with the Gods, 
Incenfes them to fend deftiudfion. 

Cic. Why, faw you any thing more wonderful!? 
Cask; A common flaue, you know him well by fight 

Held vp his left Hand,which did flame and burne ° ' 

Like twentie Torchcs ioyn’d; and yet his Hand, 

Not fenfible of fire,remain’d vnfcorch’d. 

Befidcs, 1 ha’not fince put vp my Sword, 

Againfl the Capitol] 1 met a Lyon, 

Who glaz’d vpon me,and went furly by, 

Without annoying me. And there were drawne 
Vpon a heape,a hundred gaftiy Women, 

Transformed with their fcarc, who fwore,they faw 
Mcn,all infire.walkevpand downe the ftreetes. 

And yeflerday.the Bird of Night did fit, 

Eucr at Noone-day,vpon the Market place, 
Howting,and flireeking. When thefe Prodigies 
Doe fo contoyntly meet, let not men fay, 

Thefe are their Reafons,they are Natural!: 

For 1 beleeue,they are portentous things 
Vnto the Clymate,thac they point vpon. 

Cic. Indeed.it is a ftrange difpofed time: 

But men may conftruc things after their fafliion, 
Cleane from the purpofe of the things thetnfelue*. 
Comes Cafar to the Capitol! to morrow ? 

Cask.' He doth: for he did bid Antonio 
Send word to you,he would be there to morrow. 

Cic; Good-night then,C<w^. - 
This difiurbed Skie is not to walke in. 

Cask.- Farewell Cicero. Exit Cicero, 

Enter Cajfius. 

Cajfi. Who’s there ? 

Cask- A Romane. 

Cajfi. Caska. by your Voyce. 

Cask, Your Earc is good. 

Cajfius,wh&t Night is this ? 

Cajfi. AverypleafingNighttohoneftmen. 

Cask.- Who eucr knew the Heauens menace fo ? 
Cajfi. Thofe that haue knowne the E«th lo full <■ 
faults, p £ 


The Tra gedie offulms fa far. 


-^T^rtThaue walk’d about the ftreets, 

S thus vnbraccd,CH 4 « „ 

L at >j my Bofometo the Thunder-ftone: 
when the croffc blew Lightning feem’d to open 
The Brcft °f Heauen , 1 did prefent my fclfe 
Ln i» the ayme,and very flafli of ir. C u “* ? 

Cafks But wherefore did you fo much tempt the Hea¬ 
rt is the part of men,to fcare and tremble. 

When chc mod mightieGods,by tokens fend 
Lh dreadfull Heraulds,to aflonifh vs. 

CS. You arc dull 5 ; 

And chofc fparkes of Life 3 that fhould be in a Roman, 

Y 0 u doe want, or elfc you vfe not. 

you looke pale,and gaze,and put on fane, 

jiod c aft your fclfe in winder. 

To fee the ftrange impatience of the Heauens: 
gat if you would confidcr the true caufe, 
yVhy all thefe Fires,why all thefe glidingChofts i 
Yfhy Birds and Beafts/rom qualitie and kindc, 

\VbyOld mco,Fooles,and Children calculate* 

Why all thefe things change from their Ordinance, 

Their Natures^and pre-formed Faculties, 

Tomonftrous qualitie; why you fhall finde, 

That Heauen hath infus’d them with theie Spirits, 

To make them Inftrumcnts of fcare,and warning, 

Vnto fome monftrous State. 

Mow could I (Caska) name to thee a man, 

Moft like this dreadful! Night, 

That Thiinders,Lightens,opcns Graucs,and roarcs, 

A* doth the Lyon in the Capitol!: 

A man no mightier then thy felfc,or 
In pcrfonali aftion; yet prodigious growne. 

And feareftill,as thefe ftrangc eruptions arc. 

Cask. ’Tis Cafar that you mcanc 2 
Is it not, Caffuu ? 

Caffl Let it be who it is: for Romans now 
Haue The wes,and Limbes,like to thcir Anccftors; 

But woe the while,our Fathers mindes are dead. 

And we are gouern’d with our Mothers ipirits, 
Ouryoake,and fufterancc,flhew vs WoraaniHa. 

Cask^ Indeed,they fay,the Senators to morrow 
Meane to efUblilb C<efar as a King : 

And he fhall wcarc his Crownc by Sea,and Land, 
Incuery place,faue here in Italy# 

Ca/fi. 1 know where I will weare this Dagger then; 
Caffins from Bondage will deliuer Cajfitts: 

Therein,yec Gods,you make the wcake moft ftrong; 
Therein,yce Gods,you Tyrants doc defeat. 

Nor SconieTowcfjnor Walls of beaten Brafie# 
Norayrc~leffcDungeon,iior ftrong Linkes of Iron, 

Can be retentiuc to the ftrength of fpirit: 

But Life being wearic of thefe worldlyBarrcs, 

Neuer lacks power to difmiflfc it fclfe. 

If I know thisjknow all the World befidcs, 

That part of Tyrannic that I doe beare, 

I can fbske off at pleafure. 7 bunder fitlL 

Cashj So can 1 2 

So euery Bond-man in his owne hand bcares 
The power to canceli his Captiuitie. 

Cajfi. And why fhouid Caftr be aTyrant then ? 
Poore man,I know 7 he would not be a Wolfe, 

But that he fees the Romans are but Sheepe: 

He were no Lyon,were not Romans Hindes. 

Thofe that with hafte will make a raightie fire, 

Begin it with wcake Scrawes. What crafh is Rome ? 


____ 

( What Rubbifhjand what Offall ? when it femes 

For the bafe matter,to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Cajar. ButohGricfe, 

Where haft thou led me? I (perhaps; fpeake this 
Before a willing Bond-man : then I know 
My anfwere nnift be made. But I am arm’d. 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cask • "You fpeake to Caska ,and to fuch a man, 

Tha t is no Rearing Tell-tale. Hold any Hand: 

Be faftious for redrefte of all thefe Gricfcs, 

And I will fet this foot of mine as fan e. 

As who goes fartheft. 

Cajfi. There’s a Bafgaine made. 

Now know you ,Caska haue mou’d already 
Some certaine of the Nobleft minced Romans 
To vnder-goe,with me, an Enterprize, 

Of Honorable dangerous confequence; 

And 1 doc know by this, they ftay for me 
In Pompeyes Porch : for now this fearefull Night, 

There is no ftirre,or walking in the ftreetes j 
And the Complexion of the Element 
Is Fauors,like the Worke we haue in hand, 

Moft bloodie,fierie,and moft terrible. 

Snter Cinna . 

Caska. Stand dofe a while, for heere comes one in 
haftc. 

Cajfi. ‘Tis Cinna, I doe know him by his Gate, 

He is a friend. Cinna .where hafte you lo > 

Cinna. To finde out you : Who’s that, dlfeteEtd 
Cymber > 

Cajfi. No,it is Caska, one incorporate 
To our Attempts. Am I not ftav’d tor,CV »#4 ? 

Cinna. I am glad On’t. 

What a fearefull Night is this ? 

There’s two or three of vs haue feene flrange fights. 

Cajfi, Ara I not flay’d for? tel! me. 

Cinna. Yes, you are. OCaJfisu, 

If you could bur winne the Noble Brutus 
To our party— 

Cajfi. Be you content. Good Cinna, take this Paper, 
And looke you lay it in the Pretors Chayre, 

Where Brutus may but finde it: and throw this 
In at his Window; fet this vp with Waxe 
Vpon old Brutus Statue: all this done, 

Repaire to Powpeyes Porch,wbere you fliall finde vs. 

Is Decius Brutus and Trebonius there ? 

Cinna. All,bur Jlsfetellus Cjtnber, and hee’s gone 
To feeke you at your houfe. Well,I will hie. 

And lo beftow thefe Papers as you bad me. 

Cajfi. That done,repayre to Pompeyes Theater. 

Exit Cinna. 

Come Caska, you and I will yet,ere day. 

Sec Brutus at his houfe: three parts of him 
1 s ours alreadie, and the man entire 
Vpon the nextencountcr,yeelds him ours. 

Cask- O.he fits high in all the Peoples hearts: 

And that which would appeare Offence in vs. 

His Countenance, like richeft Alchymie, 

Will change to Vcrtue.and to Worthinefle. 

Cajfi. Him,and his worth,and our great need of him, 
You haue right well conceited: let vs gee, 

For it is after Mid-night, and ere day, 

We will awake him, and be fare of him. 

Exemt. 

kk 3 _ afttst if 




































































































114. 


The Tragedie of Julius fa far. 


JBus Secundns. 


Enter Brutus in hie Orchard, 

Brut. WhatLm/«, hoe ? , , 

I cannot,by the prcgrefic of theStarres, »r - - , 

Giuc guefle how ncerc to day— Lucius, I fay ? 

I would it weie my fault co fleepe io foundly. 

When Lucsus,vihcn ? awake,I lay: what Luc ha ? 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Call’d you, my Lord ? 

‘ Brut . Get meaTapor in my Study,Luciut; 

When it is lighted,come and call me here. 

Luc. I will,my Lord. Exit.. 

Brut. It muft be by his death : and for my part, 

I know no perfouall caufe,to fpurne at him. 

But for the gcncrall. He would be crown’d: 

How that might change his nature,there’s the queftion? 
It is the bright day,that brings forth the Adder, 

And that craucs warie walking: Crowne him that, 

And chen I graunc we put a Sting in him. 

That at his will he may doe danger with. 

Th’abufe of Greacnefl'e,is,when it d'is-ioynes 
Remorfe from Power: And to fpcake truth »f Cafar, 

I haue not knowne,when his Affsdlions 1 way’d 
More then his Reafon. But’tis a common proofe. 

That Lowlyneffe is young Ambitions Ladder, 

Whereto the Climber vpward turnes his Face; 

But when he once attaines the vpmoft Round, 

He then vnto the Ladder turnes his Backe, 

Lookes in the Clouds,fcorning the bale degrees 
By which he did afeend: lo Cafar may; 

Then Ieaft he may,preucnt. And fincc the Quarrell 
Will bearc no coloisr,for the thing he is, 

Falhion it thus ; that what he Is,augmented. 

Would runne to thefe,and thefe extremities: 

And therefore thinkc him as a Serpents egge. 

Which hatch’d,would as his kinde grow milchieuousj 
And kill him in the ilicll. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc . The Taper burneth in your CIofct,Sir : 
Searching the Window for a Flint,I found 
This Papcr,tbus fcal’d vp,and I am fure 
It did not lyc there when I went to Bed. 

Cities him the Letter. 

Bret. Get you to Bed againe,it is not day j 
Is not to morrow (Boy) the firft of March i 
Luc. I know not,Sir. 

Brut. Looke in the Calender,and bring me word. 
Luc. I will, Sir. Exit. 

Brut. The exhalations,whizzing in the ayre, 

Giuc fomuch light,that I may readc by them. 

Opens the Letter,and reader, 

!Brutus thou Jleep’fi ; awake, and fee thy felfe : 

Shall Rcme,&c t jpea'ie,flrike,rcdrejfe. 

Brutus,tbottJlcepfi: awake. 

Such inftigations haue beenc often dropt. 

Where I haue tooke them vp : 

Shall Rome,&c. Thus mufti piece it out: 

Shall Rome ftand vndcr one mans awe ? What Rome ? 

My Anceftors did from the ftreetes of Rome 
The Tar quin driue, when he was call’d a King. 

Speaks, firike, redrejfe. Am I entreated 


To fpeakc,and ftrike ? O Rome, I mak^ti^T 
If the redreffe will follow,thou receiueft P t 0 l ®ifc, 
Thy full Petition at the hand of Brutus, 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir,March is wafted fifeeene day es . 

Brut. ’Tis good. GotocheGatfjo^cbodlfi 
Since Cafiut firft did whet me againft Cafar ^ Kn ° c ^ 

I haue not flept. 

Betweene the acting of adrcadfull thine, 

And the firft motion,ail the Interim is 
Like a Phantafma t orz hideous Dreame : 

The Genius, and the mortall Inftrumcnts 
Arc then in counccll; and the ftace of a man 

Like to a little Kingdome,fuffers then * 

The nature of an Infurre&ion. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir,’tis your Brother Caffm at the D 00re 
Who doth defire to fee you. 3 

! Brut . Is he alone? 

Luc. No,Sir,there are moe with himi 

Brut. Doe you know them? 

Luc. No,Sir,their Hats are pluckt about theirEare 

And halfe their Faces buried in their Cloakes 

That by no meanes I may difeouer them, * 

By any marke of fauour. 

Brut. Let ’em enter: 

They are the Fa&ion. O Confpiracie, 

Sham'ft thou to {hew thy dang’rous Brow by Night 
When euills arc moft free? Othen,byday ’ 
Where wilt thou findc a Cauerne darke enough, 

To maske thy monftrous VifagePSeek none Confpiracie 
Hidte it in Smiles,and Affabilitic: 

For if thou path thy natiuc Semblance on, 

Not Erebus it felfe were dirmne enough. 

To hide thee from preuention. 

Enter the Cor.fpiraters,Caffm,Caska,Dedm, 
Cinna,Met ellwand Trebomus. 

Caff. I thinkewearc too bold vpon your Reft : 
Good morrow Brutiss,doc we trouble you ? 

Brut. 1 haue beene vp this howre,awake all Night: 
Know I thefe men,that come along with you? 

Caff. Yes,eueryman of them; andnomanherc 
But honors you: and eucry one doth wilb, 

You had but that opinion of your felfe. 

Which euery Noble Roman beares of you.' 

This is Trebonius. 

Brut. He is welcome hither. 

Caff. 1 b\s,Decius B rutu s, 

Brut. He is welcome too. 

Ca(f. This, Caska ; this, £>»»* j and this, (JUttelk 
CymbeT', 

Brut, They are all welcome. 

What wacchfull Cares doe interpofcthemlelues 
Betwixc your Eyes,and Night? 

Caff. Shall I entreat a word? Theywhijfur. 

Deans. Here lyes the Eaft: doth not the Day breaks 
heere ? 

Cask. No. 

Ciu. Opardon,Sir,it doth; and yon grey Lines, 
That fret the Clouds, arc Meffengers of Day. 

Cask. You {hall confefle,that you are bothdeceiu’d: 
Heere,as I point my Sword,the Sunne arifes. 

Which is a great way growing on the South, 

Weigh* 


- <^WvTthcYOUthfull Seafon of theyeare. 

^ e ' 8 t ,vo fe moiJchs hence, vp higher toward the North 
? firft prefcncs his fire,and the high Eaft 
H u Js the Capicoll.ditcaiy heere. 

Giue me your hands all ouer,one by one. 
r T. And let vs fweare our Refolution. 

'Brut. No, not an Oath: if not the Face cf men, 

, fufferance of our Soules, the times Abufe; 
f hefe be Motiucs wca h' c i breake oft betimes, 
ini euery man hcnce.ro his idle bed: 

Co let high-fighted-Tyranny range on, 
rill each man drop by Lottery., but if thefe 
r 8m furc they do) bcare fire enough 
Tn kindle Cowards, and co ftcele with valour 
l he me lting Spirits of women. Then Countrymen, 
Vhatneedc we any fpurre, bur our owne came, 
r 0 pricke vs to redreffe? What other Bond, 

Then fecret Romans, that haue fpoke the word^ 

And will not palter ? And what other Oath, 

ThenHonefty to Honefty ingag’d. 

That this (hall be, or we will fall tor it. 
slveare priefts and Cowards, and men Cautclous 
Old feeble Carrions, and fuch fuffcring Soules 
That welcome wrongs: Vnto bad caufes, fweare 
Sach Creatures as men doubt; but do not ftaine 
The etien vertue.ofour Enterprize, 

Nor th’infupprefliue Mettle ofour Spirits, 

To thinke, that or out Caufe,or our Petfot marice 
Didneede an CHth. When euety drop of blood 
That eucry Roman beares, and Nobly beares 
Is ouilcy of a ftuerall Bafterdie, 

Ifhe do breake the lmalleft Particle 
Ofany pronufe that hath paft from him. 

Cf. Bat what of Cicero f Shall we found him ? 
thinke lie wilt ftand very ftrong with vs. 

Cask, Lei Ys not leaue him out, 

Cyn. No.by no meanes. 

Metel. O let vs haue him, for his Siluer haires 

Vill purchafe vs a good opinion: 

k nd buy mens voyces, to commend our deeds; 

: (hall be fayd, his judgement rul’d our hands, 
luryonths.and wildeneftejftiall no whit appeare, 

ut all be buried in his Grauity. 

Bru. O name him not; let vs not breake with him, 
or he will neuer follow any thing 
'hat other men begin. 

.Caf. Then leaue him out. 

Cask, Indeed, he is not fit. 

Decau. Shall no man elfe be touche,but onely Cdfar ? 
Caf. Decius well vrg’d : I thinke it is not meet, 

Marke aintenyfo well belou’d cf.Cafar 
Should out-liue Cafar, we fliall findc ot him 
ft (brew’d Contriuer. And you know, his meanes 
[fheimproue them, may well ftrctch fo farre 
fts to annoy vs all: which to preuent. 

Let Antony and Cafar fall together. 

Bru. Our courfe will feeme too bloody ,Cains Cafsitsij 
To cut the Head off, and then hacke the Limbcs; 

Like Wrath in death, and Enuy afterwards: 

For Antony, is but a Limbe of Caftr. 

Let’s be Sacrificcrs, but not Butchers Cains : 

We all ftand vp againft the fpirit of Cafar, < 

And in the Spirit of men, there is no blood: 

0 that we then could come by Spirit, 

And not difmember C&far ! But (alas) 

Cafar muft bleed for it. And gentle Friends, 


Let’s kill him Boldly, but not Wrathfully: 

Let’s carue him, as a Diflr fit for the Gods , 

Not he w him as a Caikaffe fit for Hounds: 

And let our Hearts, as fubtle Mafters do, 

Stine vp thcir.Seruants to an a&e ofRage, 

And after feeme to chide s cm. This fhall make 
Our purpofe Neceffary,and not Enuious. 

Which fo appearing to the common eyes. 

We Chall be call’d Purgers, not Murderers. 

And for Mark? Antony, thinke not ot him: 

For he can do no more then Cafars Arme, 

When Cafars head is off! 

Caf. Yetlfearehim,! 

For In the ingrafted loue he beares to C^ar. 

Bru. Alas,good Cafsins, do not thinke of him ; 

Ifhe loue Cafar, all that he can do 
Is to himfclfe; take thought.and dye for Cafar, 

And that were much he fhould: for he isgiuen 
To fports,to wildeneffe,and much company. 

Treb. There is no fcare in him; let him not dye. 

For he will liue, and laugh at this heereafter. 

Clocke ftrskef. 

Bru. Peace, count the Clockc. 

Caf. The Clockc hath ftricken.three. 

Treb. ’Tis time to part. 

Caff But it is doubtful 1 yet, 

Whether Cafar will come forth to day,or no: 

For he is Superftitious gtowne of late. 

Quite from the maine Opinion he held once. 

Of Fantafic.ofDreames, and Ceremonies : 

It may be, thefe apparant Prodigies, . , 

The vnaccuftom’d Terror of this night. 

And the perfwafion of his Augurers, 

May hold him from the Capitoll to day. 

•Decius. Neuer fcare that: Ifhe be lo refolu’d, 

I can ore-fway him : For heioucs to heare, 

That Vnicornes may be betray’d with Trces, 

And Beares with Glaffes, Elephants with Holesr 
Lyons with Toyles, and men with Flatterers. 

But, when I tell him, he hates Flatterers, 

He fayes,he does; being then moft flattered. 

Let me worke: 

For I can giue his humour the true bent; 

And I will bringhim tothe Capitoll. 

Caf. Nay.we will all of vs, be there to fetch hia£ 

Bru. By the eight houre,is that the vttermoft? 

Cin. Be that the vttermoft, and fade not then. 

Met. C mUi Ligarius doth beare Cafar hard. 

Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompey j 
I wonder none of you haue thought of him. 

Bru. Now good CMetellns go along by him: 

He loues me well, and I haue giuen him Reafons, 

Send him but hither, and lie falbionhim. 

Caf. The morning comes vpon’s: 

Wee’l leaue you Brutus, 

And Friends difperfe your felues; but all remember 
What you haue faid, and (hew your felues true Romans. 

Bru. Good Gentlemen, looke frefh and merrily, 

Lee not our lookes put on our purpofes. 

But beare it a s our Roman A&ors do. 

With vntyr’d Spirits,and formall Conftancie, 

And fo good morrow to you euery one. 

Manet Brutus■ 

Boy: Lucius: Faftaflcepe ? It is no matter, 

Enioy the hony-heauy-Dew of Slumber: 

Thou haft no Figures, nor no Fantafies, , 

Which/ 


Exeunt. 
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Which buficcare drawcs, in the braines ofinen j 

Therefore thou flcep’ft io found. 

Enter Portia. 

Tor . Brnfu, my Lord* 

BrH.Portti: What meanc youPwhcrfore rife you now? 
It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weakc condition, to the raw cold morning. 

For . Nor for yours neither. Y’hauc vngendy Bnitut 
Stole from my bed: and yefternight at Supper 
You fodainly arofe,and walk'd about, 

Mufing,and fighing, with your armes a-croffc; 

And when I ask’d you what the matter was/ 

You ftar’d vpon me, with yngentle lookes. 

I vrg'd you further, then you icratch’d your head. 

And too impatiently ftampt with your foorc: 

Yet I infifted, yet you anfvra'd not, 

But with an angry vvaftcr ofyourhand 
Gaue figne for me to fcauc you: So I did. 

Fearing to ftrengchen that impatience 
j Which feem’d coo much inkindled; and witha!!, 

Hoping it was but an effeft of Humor, 

Which fometime hath his houre with cucry man. 

It will not let you eate, nor talke, nor fleepe; 

And could it workc to much vpon your fhape, 

As it hath much prcuayl’d on your Condition, 

I fhould not know you Bratus. Deare my Lord, 

Make me acquainted with your caufe of grcefc. 

Bru . I am not well in health, and that is all. 

Tor ♦ Bruttts is wile, and were he not in health. 

He would embrace the meanes to come by it. 

Bru, Why fo I do: good Portia go to bed. 

For o Is ficke? And is it Pliyficall 

To walke vnbraced, andfucke vp the humours 
Of the dmke Morning ? What, is Brutus ficke? 

And will he (kale out of his wholfome bed 
To dare the rile contagion of the Night ? 

And tempt the Rhewmy,and vnpurged Ayre, 

To adde vnto hit ficknefle ? No my Brutus, 

You haue iomc lickc Offence within your minde. 

Which by the Right and Vertue of my place 
I ought to know of: And vpon my knees, 

I charme you, by my once commended Beauty, 

By all your vowes of Loue, and that great Vow 
Which did incorporate and make vs one. 

That jrou vnfold to me, your feife; your halfe 
Why you are hcauy: and what men to night 
Haue had refort to you: for hecre haue beene 
Some fixe or feuen, who did hide their face$ 

Euen from darknefie, 

Bru. Kneele not gentle Portia. 

For. I fhould not neede, ifyou were gentk Brutus. 
Within tho Bond of Marriage, tell me Bruttv, 

Is it excepted, I fhould know no Secrets 
That appertaine to you ? Am I your Sclfe, 

But as it were in fort, or limitation ? 

To keepc with you at Meales, comfort your Bed, 

And talke to you fometimes? Dwell I but in the Suburbs 
Of your good pleafurc ? If it, be no more, 

Portia is Brutus Harlot, not his Wife. 

Bra. You are my true and honourable Wife, 

As dccre to me, as are the ruddy droppes 
That vifit my fad heart. 

For. If this were true, then fhould I know this|fecrcc. 

I graunti am a Woman; butwichall, 

A Woman that Lord Brutus tooke to Wife: 

I graunt I am a Woman; but withall. 
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A Woman well reputed T^Ws DaTo'h^' 

Thinke you, 1 am no ftronger then my s ex ’ 

Being fo Father’d, and fo Husbanded ? 

Tell me your Coumcls, I will no t difcl 0 f e - em 
I haue made ftrong proofe of my Conft anci m \ 
Giuing my feife a voluntary wound C> 

Heere.in cheThigh: Can Ibcare that with 
And not my Husbands Secrets ? P at ienc e> 

Bru. O ye Gods] 

Render me worthy of this Noble Wife 
Harke,harkr,one knockcs: Tom* go in a w Vi 
And by and by thy bofomc fhall partake 
The fecrets of my Heart. 

All my engagements, I will conftruc to thee 
AH the Charraftery of my fad browes: * 

Lcauc me with haft. " r 

Exit Pmk. 

Enter Lucius and Ugarius. 

Lucius 3 who’s that knockes. 

Luc. Heerc is a ficke man that would fpcalrt»' l 
Bru. Cdiut Ligar/us, that Metellus fpakc of ^’° 11 

Boy,Band afidc. Cains Ligarius, how? 

Cat. Vouchfafe good morrow from a feeh!. 

Brtt. O what a time haue you chofe out brp U , r 8 "' 
To wearc a Kerchiefe ? Would you were not fi c k' 
Cat. I am not ficke, if Brutus haue in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of Honor. 

Bru. Such an exploit haue Iin hand Limbs 

Hadyouahcalthfiillearetoheareofit. * * 

Cai. By all the Gods that Romans bow before 

I hecre difeard my ficknefle. Soule of Rome ’ 

Braue Sonne, deriu’d from Honourable Loines 
Thou like an Exorcift, haft coniur’d vp * 

My mortified Spirit, Now bid me runne, 

And 1 wiil ftriue with things impoflible,i 
Yea get the better of them. What's to do ? 

Bru. A peece ofworke. 

That will make ficke men whole. 

Cai.ftat are not fome whole,that we muftmakeficli 
Bru. That ftiuft we alfo. What it is my Cams, 

J fliall vnfold to thce,as we are going. 

To whom it rr.uft be done. 

Cai. Set on your foote. 

And with ahesrtnew-fir’d, I follow you. 

To do I know not what: but it fufficeth 
That Brutus leads me on. Thunder, 

Bru. Follow me then. Exem 

Thunder & Lightning, 

Enter Julius Cafarin hie Ntgbt.gowne'. 

Cafar. NorHeauen, not Earth, 

Haue beene ac peace to night: 

Thrice hath Calphurnia, in her fleepe cryed out, 
Helpe,ho: They mutthcr C^r, Who’s within? 

Enter a Seruant. 

Ser. My Lord. 

Caf. Go bid the Priefts doprefent Sacrifice, 

And bring me their opinions of Succefl’e. 

Ser. I will my Lord. Exi 

Enter Calphurnia. 

Cal. What mean you Cafar} Think you to walk forth 
You fhall not ftirre out of your houfe to day. 

Caf. Ca/ar (hall forth; the things that threaten’d me 
Ne’re look’d but on my backe: When they fliall fee 
The face off afar, they arc vanished. 

Calf 
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ffif~Cap&> I neucr flood on Ceremonies, 

, ‘‘1 they fright me: There is one within, 

^. t h e things that we haue heard and feene, 
f tnrs mod hoirid fights feene by the Watch. 

a, l0 nneffe hath whelped in the ftreets, 

MG raues haue yawn’d, and ycclded vp their dead; 
r re fiery Warriours fight vpon the Clouds 
f Rankes and Squadrons, and right forme of Warre 
vVhich diizel’d blood vpon the Capitoll: 
r he noife of Battcll hurded in the Ayre: 

Horlfes do neigh, and dying men did gronc, 

•ndGhofts did ftirieke and fqueale about the ftreets. 
QCeftr ,thele things are beyond all vfe, 

Andl do feare them. 

Cef. What can be auoyded 
Whofeend \ s purpos’d by the mighty Gods ? 

'IciCapr fhall go forth: for theie Predi&ions 
a rc to the world in generall, as to Cafar. 

Calf‘ When Beggers dye, there are no Comets feen, 
TheHeauens themfclucs blaze forth the deach of Princes 
Caf. Cowards dye many times before their deaths, 
flic valiant ncuer tafte of death but once : 

OfalUhe Wonders that I yet haue heard, 

Itfeemes to me moft firange that men fhould feare, 

Seeing that death, a neccffary end 
Tirtii Whrn ir will come. 


What fay the Augurers? 

Ser. They would not haue you to ftirre torth today, 
plucking the intrailes of an Offering forth, 

They could not findc a heart within the beaft. 

Caf The Gods do this in fhame of Cowardice: 

Cafar fhould be a Beaft without a heart 
Ifhe fhould flay at home to day for feare: 

No Cafar fliall not; Danger knowes full well 
That Cafar is more dangerous then he. 

Weheare two Lyons litter’d in one day, 

Andlthe elder and more terrible. 

And Cafar fhall go foorth, 

Calp, Alas my Lord, 

Your wifedome is ccnfum’d in confidence: 

Donor go forth to day: Call it my feare. 

That keepes you in the houfe, and not your owne. 

Wee’l fend LMarfAntony to the Senate houfe. 

And he fhall fay, you are not \ydl to day; 

Let me vpon my knee,prcuaile in this. 

faf. MarkjAntony fliall fay I am not well, 

And for thy humor, I will flay at home. 

Enter Decius. 

Heere’s Decius Brutus he fhall tell them fo. 

Decs. Cafar,Sll liaile: Good morrow worthy fafar, 
I come to fetch you to the Senate houfe. 

Caf. And you are come in very happy time, 

Tobcare my greeting to the Senators, 

And tell them that 1 will not come to day: 

Cannot,is falfe: and that I dare not,fa!fei: 

I will not come to day, tell them fo Dcctus. 

Calf. Say he is ficke. 

Caf. Shall C & f ar f cn ^ a Bye ? 

Haue I in Conqueft ftretcht mine Armc fo farre, 

Tobe afear’d to tell Gray-beards the truth: 

Decius, go tell them, fafar will not come. 

Tied. Moft mighty Cafar, let me know fome caufe, 
Left J be laught at when I tell them fo. 

Caf. The caufe is in my Will, I will not come, 

That is enough to fatisfie the Senate. 


But for your priuate fatisfa&ion, 

Bccaufc I loue you, I will let you know. 

Calphurnia heerc my wife,ftaycs me at home: 

She dreampt to night,fhe faw my Statue, 

Which like a fountaine.with an hundred fpouts 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans 
Came fmiling,& did bathe their hands in it: 

And thefe does fhe apply,for warnings and portents, 

And euils imminent; and on her knee 
Hath begg’d, that I will flay at home to day. 

Decs ."This Dreame is all amifle interpreted. 

It was a vifion,faire and fortunate: j 

Your Statue fpouting blood in many pipes, 

In which fo many finding Romans bath’d. 

Signifies,that from you great Rome fhall fucke 
Reuiuing blood, and that great men fhall prefle 
For TincTures,Staines,Reliques,and Cognifance. , 

This by Ca/phurnia’s Dreame is fignifi?d. 

Caf. And this way haue you well expounded it. 
r Deci. I haue, when you haue heard what I can fay: 

And know ic now, the Senate haue concluded 
To giue this day,a Crownc to mighty Cafar. 

Ifyou fhall fend them word you will not come. 

Their mindes may change. Befides.it were a mocke 
Apt to be render’d, for fome one to fay, 

Breakc vp the Senate, till another time: 

When Cafars wife fhall meete with betterDreamcs. 
lfCaftr hide himfidfe, fhall they not whifper 
Loe Cafar is affraid ? 

Pardon me Cafar-, for my deerc deere loue 
To your proceeding, bids me tell you this :i 
And reafon to my loue is liable. 

faf.Hovi foolifh do your fears feeme now Calphurnial 
I am afhamed I did yeeld to them. 

Giuc me my Robe, for I will go. 

Enter Brutus, Ligarius , Mete’.lm,Casha, Trelo » 
nitts, Cynna,and Publius. 

And lookc where Publtus is come to fetch me. 

Pub. Good morrow Cafar. 

Caf. Welcome Publius. 

What Brutus,.xc you ftirr’d fo earely too ? 

Good morrow faska: Cattts Ligariw , 

Cafar was ne’re fo much your enemy, 

As that fame Ague which hath made you leane. 

What is’t a Clocke ? 

Bru. Cafar, ’tis ftiucken eight. 

Caf. I thanke you for your paines and curtefie. 

Enter rintony. 

See, Antony that Rcuels long a-nights 
Is notwithftanding vp. Good morrow Antony. 

Ant. So to moft Noble Cafar. 

Caf. Bid them prepare within: 

I am too blame to be thus waited for. • 

Now Cynna, now Metellus : what Trebonius, 

1 haue an houres talke in ftore for you: 

Remember that you call on me to day: 

Be neere me, that I may remember you. 

Treb. Cafar 1 will: and fo neere will I be. 

That your beft Friends fhall wiflvl had beene further, 
Caf.Gaod Friends go in,and tafte fome wine with me 
And we (likeFriends) will ftraight way go together. 

Bru. That euery like is not the famc.O Cafar , 

The heart of Brutus earnes to thinke vpon. Exeunt 

Enter Artemtdorue. 

Cafar , beware of Brutus, take heede of Cafsius j come not 
___ uet rel 
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nccre Caskaftaue an eye to Cynna, truftnotTrcbomus , marke 

wrllCMctelltis Cymber fDeems Brutus tones thee not : Thou 
baft wrong'd Caim Ligarms. There ty but one tn'mde in all 
thefe men,and it is bent agawft Cafar : If thou bceft not Im¬ 
mortally looke about you: Security gates way to Confpiracie. 
The mighty Gods defend thee. 

Thy Loner, Artemidorns. 
Heere will I ftand , till Cafar pafTe along. 

And as a Sucor will I giue him this : 

My heart laments, that Vertuc cannot liue 
Out of the teeth of Emulation. 

It thou reade this.O Cafar , thou mayefl liucj 
lfnot, the Faces with Traitors do contriue. Exit. 

Enter Portia and Lucius. 

For. I prythee Boy,run to the Senate-houfc, 

Stay not to anfvrer me, but get thee gone. 

Why doeft thou ftay ? 

Luc ♦ To know my errand Madam. 

For . I would haue had thee there and heere agen 
Ere I can cell thee what thou fhould’tt do there; 

O Conftancie, be ftrong vpon my fide. 

Set a huge Mountaine ’eweene my Heart and Tongue : 

I haue a mans minde, but a womans might: 

How.hard it is for women to keepc counfcH. 

Art thou heere yet ? 

Luc . Madam,what fhould I do ? 

Run Co theCapitoll,and nothing clfe ? 

And fo returne to you,and nothing elfe ? 

For . Yes,bring me word Bey, if thy Lord look well, 
For he went fitkly forth : and take good note 
What Cafar doth,what Sutors prefle to him. 

Hcarke Boy,what noyfc is that ? 

Luc* Ihcare none Madam. 

For . Prythee liften well: 

I heard a bufsling Rumor like a Fray, 

And the winde brings it from the Capitoll. 

Luc . Soocli Madam J heare nothing. 

Enter the Sooth fay er* 

Por. Come hither Fellow,which way halt thou bin ? 
Sooth . At mine owne houfe,good Lady. 

For. Whatis’caclocke? 

Sooth . About the ninth houre Lady. 

Por. Is Cafar yet gone to the Capitoll ? 

Sooth . Madam not yet, I go to take my ftand, 

J To fee himpafle on to the Capitoll. 

Per. Thou haft fome fuire toC^y^haft thou not? 

Sooth . That I haue Lady, if it will plcafe Cafar 
To be fo good ta£V/Jrr,as to heare me : * 
lihall bcfecch him to befriend himfelfe. 

Por. Why kuotv’ft thou any harme’s intended to-! 
wards . 

Sooth. None that I know will be. 

Much that I fearc may chance: 

Good morrow to you : heere the ftrect is narrow: 

The throng what followes Cafar at the heeles. 

Of Senators,ofPra*cors, common Sutors, 

Wii! crowd a feeble man (almoft) to death ; 
lie get me to aplacc more voyd, and there 
Spcakc Caftr as he comes along. Exit 

Vow ^JiTwft gb'in : 

t /H’dw wcakc a tiling 
Th^eart of^voman is/ O Brutus, 

Th e HeaiJ^ fpecdc thee in chine enterprise, 

Stt'fcthe.Ijoy heard me : Brutus hath a fuicc 
That Cafar will not grant. 0,1 grow faint: 

Run Lucius, opcl commend me to my Lord, 
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Say 1 am merry; Coriic to me ao 3 j ne 
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee 




V lour ip). 

enter Cefar^rutus C^us, Cask*, Decius, 

l>ompts > Cj/nna i u 4 ntouj .Lepidus, Artimedorut^r Prt 
iius y/tnd the Sootbfkyer. 

C<tf. The Ides of March are come. 

Sooth. J fifar, but not gone. 

-Art. Haile Ctjar: Read this Scedule 
Dec,. Trebontiu doth defire you to ore-read 
(At your beft leyfure) this his humble fuite 

Art. O C*/*r reade mine firft: for mine’s a f uite 
Thactouches C«far neerer. Read it great C*U 

C f' rl’r touchcs vs our fel Mull be laft fe r „u 
An. Delay not C<e/ar ,read it inftantly. d * 

Caf. What,is the fellow mad? 

Pub. Sirra^giue place. 

coSioTs;'fo t ,r y<,urPc,i,ionsinih '»''« 

Poptl. Fare you well. 

What faid Popillitu Lena ? 

Caffi, He wiflit to day our enterprize might thriue* 

I fearc our purpofc is difcoucred. 

r ™' Lookc how he makes to Ctfir: marke him. 
L4 M l > L <uky be fodaine/or we fearepreuention 
Brutm what lhall be done? If this be knownc, * 
Cajjiu) or fafkr neuer fhall turne backe 
For I will flay my ielfe. * 

Bm. Cajfuu be conftane: 

Pop ill tut l,enA fpeakes not of our pjirpo/es, 

I-or looke he fmiies, and Cafar doth not change. 

Cafi. Trcboniui knowes his time: for look you Brut, 
He drawes Mai f Antony out of the way. 

Deci. Where is Metellus Cimbcr,\ct him go. 

And prcfently preferre his fuite to C<efar. 

Bru, He is addreft : prefle neere,and fccond him. 
CiH. Catty, you are the firft that reares your hand. 
Caf. Arc we all ready? What is now arnifle. 

That Caftr and his Senate muft redrefle ? 

MetelMoft high,moft mighty,and moft puifant Cd 
Tiletelhu Cymber chrowes before thy Seate 
An humble heart. 

C<cf. I muft preuent thee Cymber: 

Thefe couchings,and thefe lowly couriefies 
Might fire the blood of ordinary men. 

And turne prc-Ordinance,and firft Decree] 
IntothelaneofChildren. Be not fond, 

To fhinke that Cafar bcares fttch Rebell blood 
That will be thaw’d from the true quality 

With that whichmclcech Foolcs, Imeanefweet wordi 

Low-crookcd-curtfies } and bafe Spanicll fawning: 

Thy Brother by decree is baniftied : 

If thou doeft bend, and pray,and fawne for him,' 

I fpurne thee like a Curre out of my way: 

Know, Cafir doth not wrong, nor without canfe 
Will hebefatisfied. 

Mttel. Is there no voyce more worthy then my owns 
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r^hundmwefvveetlyin great Ufars eate, 

I r the repealing of my banifti’d Brother? 

r ° $ rH , I kiffc thy hand, but not in flattery Cafar: 
Deliring thee, that Publius Cymber may 

M ' an immediate treedome ofrepcaie. 
fcr What Brutus? 
fyjfi. Pardon Cafar: Cafar pardon : 
a 5 lovvc as to thy foote doth ^m fall, 

Tobc^qe infranchifement for Vublius Cymber. 

C^Icould be well mou’d, if 1 were as you, 
ifl could pray to mooue. Prayers would mooue me: 
gut I am conftant as the Northernc Scarre, 

Of whofc true fixt, and refting quality, 

pherc is no fellow in the Firmament. 

fheSkies are painted with vnnumbred fparkes. 

They are all F:re> and euery one doth fhine : 

But^hcre’sbuconein all doth hold his place. 

$o,in the World; Tis furnifh’d well with Men, 

^ n dMcn are Flefli and Bloodjand spprehcnfiuc; 

Yet in the number, I do know but One 
That vnaflayleable holds on his Ranke, 

Vnlhak’d of Motion: and that 1 am he, 

Lctme a little Chew it, euen in this: 

That I was conftanc Cymber fhould be baniflTd, 

And conftant do remaine to keepe him lo. 

Cm** C C £ f ar - 

Caf Hence: Wilt thou life vp Olympus ? 

Decim* Great Cafar . 

Caf Doth not TZrutus bootlefle kneele ? 

Cask. Speakc hands for me. 

They ftab Cafar . 

Caf. Et Tu 'Brute ?—-Then fall Cafar . Dyes 

Cm. Liberty,Freedome; Tyranny is dead, 

Run hence, prochime, cry it about the Streets. 

CtjfL Some to the common Pulpit s,and cry out 
Liberty,Freedomc,andEnfranchifement. 

Bru. People and Senators, be not affrighted : 

Fly not, ftand ftill: Ambitions debt is paid. 

Cask. Go to the Pulpit Brutus. 

Dec . And Caffuu too. 

Tru. Where’s Publius ? 

Cin. ^Heere, quite confounded with this mutiny. 

Met. Stand faft togcther,leaft fome Friend of Cafars 
Should chance-— 

Bru . Talkenct offtanding. Publius good checre, 
There is no hormc intended to your perfon. 

Nor to no Roman clfe: fo cell them Publius. 

Cafft. And leaue vs Publius, leaft that the people 
Ruthing on vs, fliould do your Age fome mtfchiefc. 

Bru. Do fo, and let no man abide this deede. 

But we the Doers. 

Enter Tr ebonites* 

Cafft Where is Antony ? 

Treb. Fled to his Houfe amaz’d: 

Men, Wiues.and Ghildrcn/tare^ry out,and run. 

As it were Doomelday. 

Bm Fates,we wiliknow your pleafures: 

That we fliall dye x^ejenow., «*tis but the time 
And drawing dayAsrOUt, that men ftand vpon# 

Cask. Why Vie thac-cuts off twenty ycarcs of life, 
Ctits^ io many yeares of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is Death a Benefit: 

So are we Cafars Friends, that haue abridg'd 

His time of tearing deaxh. Scoope Ronaans 7 ftccpe, 

And let vs bathe our bands in Cafars blood 
Vp to the Elbowes, and befmeare our Swords: 


Then walke we forth, euen to the Market place. 

And wauing our red Weapons o’re our heads. 

Let’s all cry Peace, Frecdome,and Liberty. 

Cajft. Stoop then,and wafh. How many Ages hence 
Shall this our lofty Scene be a<fted ouer, 

In State vnborne, and Accents yct vnknowne? 

Bru. How many times (hall Cafar bleed in fport. 

That now on Pompeyes Bafis lye along. 

No worthier then che duft ? 

Cafft . So oft as that fliallbe. 

So often fhall the knot of vs be callM, • 

The Men that gaue their Country liberty. 

T)ec . Whac,fhall wcforth? 

Cafft. I.cuery man away. 

Brutus fhall Icadc, and we will grace his heeles 
With the moft boldcft>and beft hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Seruant. 

Bru. Soft,who comes heere? A friend of Antonies.. 

Ser. Thus Brutus Aid my Mafter bid me kneele; 

Thus did Afari ^ Antony bid me fall downe, 

And being proftrate, thus he bad me fay : 

Brut us is Noble, Wife, Valiant,and Honeft ; 

Cafar was Mighty, BoJd a Royall,and Louing: 

Say, I louc Brutus , and I honour him ; 

Say, I fear d Cafar , honour’d him,and lou’d him.’ 

If Brutus will vouchfafc,thac Antony 
May fafely come to him, and be refolu'd 
How Cafar hath deferu’d to lye in death, 

Mark^ntony, fhall not loue Cafar Ac^A 
So well as Brutus liuing; but will follow 
The Fortunes and Affayres of Noble Brutus , i 
Thorough the hazards of this vntrod Staie r 
With all true Faith. So fayes my Mafter simony. 

Bru* Thy Mafter is a Wife and Vaiiant Romane, 

I neuer thought him worfe : 

Tell him, fo pleafehim come vruo this place 
Hefl^U be iatisfied; and by my Honor 
Depart vntouch’d. 

Ser* He fetch him prefcntly. Exit SerttanU 

Bru. I know that we (hail haue him well to Friend* 
(fafti . I wj(h v;emay : But yet haue I a nrunde 
That feares him much : and my mifgiuing ftill 
Falles flircwdly to the purpofe. 

Enter Antony. 

Bru t But heere corues Antony : 

Welcome Mark^Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Cafa*\ Doft thou lye fo lowe ? 

Are all thy Conqucfts,Glories,Triumphcs,Spoilcs, 
Shrunke to this little Mealure ? Fare thee well. 

I know not Gentlemen whacyou intend, 

Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is ranke: 

]fl my fclfc, there is n(> houre fo fit 
As Cafars deaths houre; nor no Inftrumcnt 
Of haife that worth, as thole your Swords; made rich 
With the moft Noble blood of all this World. 

I do befeech yce, if you beare me hard, 

Now, whiTftyour purpled hands do reeke and fmoake, 
Fulfill your pleafurc. Liue a thoufand yeeres, 

I fhall not finde my felfe fo apt to dye. 

No place will pleafe me fo, no meane of death, 

As heere by Cafar , and by you cut off. 

The Choice and Mafter Spirits of this Age. 

Bru. O Antony | Begge not your death of ys: 

Though now we mult appearc bloody and crudl, 

As by our hands and this our prefent A&e 
You lee we do : Yet fee you but our hands, 

- - And/ 
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And this 3 the bleeding bufinefle they hauc dor e : 


Our hearts you fee not, they are pittifull: 

And piety to the generall vvrong of Rome, 

As fire driues out fire, io pkty> pitty 
Hath done this deed on Cdfar. For your part, 

To you, our Swords hauc leaden points Markc Antony : 
Our Armes In ftrength ofru3licc, and our Hearts 
Of Brothers temper, do rcceiueyou in, 

With all kindcloue, good thoughts, and reuercnce. 

CaJJi. Your voyce Hull bcasftrong as any mans. 

In the difpofing of new Dignities. 

Brtt . Oncly. be patient, till vve baue appeas’d 
The Multitude, befide chcmfelues with feare, 

And then, vve will dcliuer you the caufe. 

Why I, that did louc Ctfxr when I flrookc him, 

Hauc thus proceeded. 

Ant. I doubt not of your Wifcdome: 

Let each man render me his bloody hand. 

Flrft C Marcia Brutus will I fhake with you; 

Next Cuius Coffin* do I take your hand ; 

Now Decius Brtitns yours; now yours AfcteRns ; 

Yours Cinnu; and my valiant Cathay ours* 

Though laft, not leaft in loue, yours good Trebwitu, 
Gentlemen all: Alas,what fhall I fay. 

My credit now ftands on fuch flippery ground. 

That one of two bad W3yes you muft conceit me. 

Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. 

That I did loue thee Cafar ^ O ’cis true: 
if then thy Spirit lookc vpon vs now. 

Shall it not grccuc thee deerer then thy death. 

To fee thy Antony making his peace, 

Shaking the bloody fingers of thy Foes ? 

Moft Noble, in the prefence of chy Coarfe, 

Had I as many eycs,as thou hall wounds, 

[ Weeping as fall as they ftreame forth thy blood. 

It would become me better, then to dofc 
In tearmes of Friend/hip with thine enemies. 

Pardon me Jnlitn, hecre was 4 c thou bay’d brauc Hart, 
Heere did’ft thou faIJ,aucl hecre chy Hunters (land 
Sign'd in chy Spoylc^nd CrimfonM in thy Lechcc. 

O World! thou waft the Forrcft co this Hart, 

And this indeed,0 World, the Hare of chec. 

How like a Deere,ftrokcu by many Princes, 

Doft thou heere lye? 

Cuffi. TMark^dntcny. 

Avt % Pardon me Cuius Cujjltu: 

The Enemies of Cafar, fhall fay this: 

Then, in a Friend, it is cold Modeftic. 

Caffi . I blame you not for praifing Ca/ur{o , 

But what compact meane you to haue with vs ? 

Will you be prick’d in numberof our Friends, 

Or {hall we on,and not depend on you? 

Ant. Therefore I tookc your hands,but was indeed 
Sway’d from the point, by looking downe on Cofur. 
Friends a id I with you all, and loue you all, 

Vpon this hope, that you fhail giue me Reafons, 

Why,and wherein. Cofur was dangerous. 

Bm. Or clfc were this a fauage Spc&adc : 

Our Rcafons are fo ful l of good regard, 1 
That wci eyoa Antony, the Sonne pf Cofur , 

You (hould be fatisfie.ck 
Ant . That’s all I feeke. 

And am moreouer futor, that I may 
Produce his body to the Market-place, 
j And in the Pulpit as becomes a Friend, 

Speakc in the Order of his Funerall. 





y;. 




) 


Bw. YoU llisll 

CaJJi. Brutus,a. word with you": 

You knownotwhatyoudo; Donor conf cnt 

That Antony fpeakein hisFunerall* nt 

Bru By your pardon: 

I will my felfc into the Pulpit firtt 
And ffie w the reafon of our Cafars death 
What AntoMj fhall fpeake, I willproteft * 

He fpeakes by lcauc,and by permifsion; 

And that vie are contented Cafar fhall 
Haue all trueRitcs,andlawfull Ceremonies 
It fhall aduantage more, then do vs wrono * 

C*fi. I know not what may fall, j no. 

Brtt. <JMarkjtsfntony, heere takeyou C, f f * 

You (hall not in yourFunerall fpecch blarr.Vv* 

But fpeake all good you can deuife of CAjar ’ 

And fay you doo’c by our permifsion .• * 

Elle fhall you not haue any hand at all 
A bout his Funerall. And you fhall fpeake 
In the fame Pulpit whereto I am going, 

After my fpecch is ended. 

Ant. Beitfo: 

I do delire no more. 

Bm. Prepare the body then,and follow vs. 
Afanet Antony J 
O pardon me, thou bleeding pccce ofEarth: 

Thar I am meeke and gentle with thefe Butchers 
Thou art the Ruines of the Nobleft man 
That euerliued in the Tide of I inies. 

Woe to the hand that fhed this coflly Blood. 

Ouer thy wounds,now do I Prophefie, 

(Which like dumbe mouthes do ope their Rubyli |)S 
To begge the voyce and vttctance ofmy Tongue] ’ 
A Ctirfc fhall light vpon thelimbes of men j 
Domefticke Fury, and fierce Ciuill.'firifc, 

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 

Blood and dcflrudlion fiiall be fo in vfe, 

And drcadfull Obie£h fo familiar. 

That Mothers fiiall but fmile.'when they behold 
Their Infants quartered with the hands ofWarre: 

All piety choak’d with cufiome of fell deeds, 

And Cafars Spirit ranging forRcuenge, 

With Ate by his fide, come hot from Hell, 

Shall in thefe Confines,with a Monarkcs voyce, 

Cry hauocke, and let flip the Dogges of Warre,’ 
Thac this foule deedc, fhall fmell aboue the earth 
With Carrion men,groaning for Buriall. 

Enter Ottavio's Servant. 

You ferue Oflauius Cafar, do you not? 

Ser. I do Afarke Antony. 

Ant. f'afar did write for him to come to Rome. 

Ser. He did recciue his Lctters,and is comming, 

And bid me fay to you by word of mtuth-- 

O Ctefar! 

Ant. Thy heart is bjgge: get thee a-part and weept: 
Pafsion I fee is catching from mine eyes. 

Seeing thofe Beads offorrow (land in-thine. 

Began to water. Is thy Mafter comniing ? 

Ser. He lies to night within feuen Leagues of Rome. 
Ant. Poft backe with fpeede. 

And tell him what hath chanc’d : 

Heere is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rome of fafety for Oflavin* yet. 

Hie hcnce,and tell him fo. Yet flay a-while, 

Thou 


Mi 



-'T'Tn^knot backe, till I haue borne this coutfc 
wo the Market place: There fhall I try 
" ° Oration,how the People take 
] 1. ' rue ll iffue of thele bloody men, 
hLrding to the which, thou fhalt djfcourfe 
Mfoiie Oflauius,o fehe ftate ofthings. 

JySyou.b.nd. E* M 

Enter Brutus and goes into the Pulpit ,and CaJJi - 
us, with the Plebeians . 


Pie. We willbcfatisfied : let vs be fatisfied, 

'Brtt- Then follow me, and giue me Audience friends. 
.Alfa go you into the other ftreete. 

And part the Numbers: 

Tnofe that will hearc me fpeake, let ’em nay heere f 
fliofe that will follow Cajfius ,go with him, 

^ n d publike Reafons fliall be rendred 
Of Csftrs death. 

j ,ple. I will heare Brutu* fpeake. 

j. I will heare Cajfius y zn d compare their Reafons, 
When feueraliy we heare them rendred. 

j. The Noble Brutus is afeended: Silence. 

Brv. Bepatient till the laft. 

Romans, Countrey-men, and Louers, heare mee for my 
caufe, and be Client, that you may heare. Beleeue me for 
mine Honor, and hauc rclpcft to mine Honor, that you 
m,y beleeue. Cenlure me in your Wifedom, and awake 
yourSenfes, that you may the better Iudge. If there bee 
any in this Aflembly, any deerc Friend of Cafars, to him 
I fay, that Brutus loue to Cafar, was no leffe then his. If 
[hen, that Friend demand, why 'Brutus role againft Ca - 
fsr, this is my anfwer: Not that I lou’d Cafar leffe, but 
that I lou’d Rome more. Had you rather Cafar were fi¬ 
ning, and dye all 51aues; then that Cafar were dead, to 
lii^all Free-mcn ? As Cajar lou’d mee, I weepe for him; 
as he was Fortunate,I reioycc at it; as he was Valiant, I 
honour him: But, as he was Atnbitious,I flew him.There 
iiTeares, for his Loue : loy, for his Fortune: Honor, for 
his Valour: and Death, for his Ambition. Who is heere 
fobafc.that would beaBondman?lfailiy,fpeak,fbr him 
haue I offended. Who is heere fo rude, that would not 
bcaRoman? If any,fpeak, for him haue I offended. Who 
ishcerefovile, thac will not loue his Countrey ? If any, 
fpeake, for him haue I offended. I paufi? for a Reply. 

All. None Btutus, none. 

Brutus. Then none haue I offended. I haue done no 
more to Ca/ar, then you fhail do to 'Brutus. The Quefti- 
onofhisdeath,isinroll’dinthe Capitoll: his Glory noc 
extenuated, wherein he was worthy; nor his offences en¬ 
forc’d, for which he futfered death. 

Enter{Atarh'Antony, withCafarsbody. 

Heere comes his Body, mourn’d by Afarke Antony, who 
though he had no hand in his death, fhall receiuc the be¬ 
nefit ofhis dying, a place in the Comon wealth, as which 
ofyou fhall not. With this I depart, that as I flewe my 
bed Lotier for the good of Rome, I haue the fame Dag¬ 
ger for my fclfe,when it fliall plcafc my Country to need 
ray death, 

All. Liue2>>'#f«/,liue,liue. 

i. Bring him with Triumph home vnto his hotife. 

*. Giue him a Statue with his Anccflors. 

3. Let him be Cajar. 

4 Cafars better parts. 




Shall be Crown’d in Brutus. 

1. Wee’l bring him to his Houfe, j 

With Showts and Clamors. 

Bru. My Country-men. 

2, Peace,filence, Brutus fpeakes. 

1. Peace ho. 

Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone. 

And (for my f’ake)flay heere with Antony : 

Do grace to Cafars Corpes,and grace his Speech 
Tending to Cafars Glones,which Afarke Antony 
(By our permiflion) is allow’d to make. 

I do intreat you^not a man depart, 

Saue I alone, till Antony haue fpoke. Exit 

I Stay ho,and let vs heare Mark^Antory. 

5 Let him go vp into the publike Chaire, 

Wee’l heare him -• Noble Antony go vp. 

Ant. For 'Brutus fake, I am beholding to you, 

4 What does he fay of Brutus? 

7, He fayes.for Brutus fake 
He findes himfclfebcholdingto vs all. 

4 ’T were beft he fpeake no harme of Brutus heere ? 

1 This Cafsr was a Tyrant. 

5 Nay that’s certaine : 

We are bleft that Rome is rid of him. 

2 Peace, let vs heare what Antony can fay. 

Ant. You gentle Romans. 

All. Peace hoe, let vs heare him. 

v/«.Friends,Romans,Countrymen,lend me your ears: 

I come to bury (Jafitr,noz to praife him; 

The euill that men do, liues after them, - 
The good is oft enterred with their bones. 

So lec it be with Cafar. The Noble Brutus^ 

Hath told you Cafar was Arobitiout 
If it were fo, it was a greeuous Fault, 

And greeuoufiy hath Cafar anfwcr’d ir. 

Heere, vnderleaue of Brutus, and the reft 
(For Brutus is an Honourable man, 

So are they all; all Honourable mtn^ 

Come I to fpeake in Cafars Funeral!. 

He was my Friend, faithfull,and iuft to me; 

But Brutus fayes,he was Ambitious, 

And Brutus is an Honourable man. 

He hath brought many Capciues home to Rome, 

Whofe Ranfoines, did the generall Coffers fill: 

Did this in Cafar feeme Ambitious ? 

When that the poorc haue cry’de, Cafar hath Wept s 
Ambition fliould be made of fterner ftuffe, 
YetSmwfayes, he was Ambitious: 

And Brutus is an Honourable man.. 

You all did fee, that on the Lupercall , 

I thrice prefented him a Kingly Crowne, 

Which he did thrice refufe. Wasthis Ambition? 

Yet Brutus fayes, he was Ambitious i 
And fure he is an Honourable man. 

I fpeake not to difprooue what Brutus fpoke. 

But heere J am, to fpeake what I do know; 

You all did loue him once, not without caufe. 

What caufe with-holds you then,to mourne for him? 

O lodgement! thou are fled to brutifli Bcafts, 

And Men haue lofl their Reafon. Bearc with me. 

My heart is in the Coffin there with Ca/ar t 
And 1 muff pawfe.till it come backe to me. 

1 Me thinkes there is much reafon in his fayings. 

2 If thou confider rightly of the matter, 

Cafar ha’s had great wrong. (his place. 

3 Ha’s hec Matters ? 1 feare there will a woife come in 

11 4 Markejf 
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4. Mark’d yc his words? he would not take ^ Crown, 1 Markehow the blood of Ctfkr followed 7 ' 
herefore’eis certaine,hewasnoc Ambitious.i Asrufhingoutofdoores, to be refolu’d 


Therefore 

I. If it be found lo, fome will deerc abide it. 

3. Poore foule,his eyes are red as fire with weeping. 
3. There’s not a Nobler man in Rome then Antony . 

I 4. Now marke him, he begins againe to fpcake. 

Ant. But yefterday, the word of Ctfar might 1 
Haue ftood againft the World: Now lies he there. 

And none fo poorc to do him reuerence, 

OMaifters! If I were Jil'pos’d toftirre 
Your hearts and mindes to Mutiny and Rage, 

I fhould do Brutui wrong, and Cajfitu wrong: 

Who (you all know) are Honourable men. 

I will not do them wrong : I rather choofe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong my felfe and you. 

Then I will wrong fuch Honourable men 
Butheere’s a Parchment, with the Seale of Cafar, 

I found it in his Clbflec, *tis his Will: 

Let but the Commons hcare this Tcflament: 

(Which pardon me) I do not meane to reade. 

And they would go and kifle dead Cafars wounds. 

And dip their Napkins in his Sacred Blood j 
Yea, begge a haire of him for Memory, 

And dying, mention it within their Willcs, 

Bequeathing it as a rich Lcgacic 
Vnto their iflue. 

4 Wee’l heare the Will,rcade it Marke Antony. 

All. The Will,the Will; wcjwill heare Cafars Will* 
Ant. Haue patience gent!eFriends,l muft not read it. 
It is not meete you know how Cafar lou’d you: 

You are not Wood, you are not Stones, but men : 

And being men, hearing the Will of Cafar, 

It will inflame you, it will make you mad; 

Tisgood you know not that you are his Heires, 

For if you fhould, O what would cornc of it ? 

4 Read the Will,wce’l heare it Antony : 

You (hall reade vs the Will, Cafars Will. 

Ant, WillyoubePatienc? Will you flay a-while? 

I haue o’re-fhot my felfe to tell you of it, 

I feare I wrong the Honourable men, 

Whofe Daggers haue ftabb’d Cafar i I do feare ir. 

4 They wcreTraitors; Honourable men ? 

All. The WilljthcTeflamcnt. 

2 They were Villaines,Muiderers:the Will, read the 
Will. 

Ant. You will compell me then to read the Will: 
Then make a Ring about the Corpes of Cafar, 

And let me fhew you him that made the Will: 

Shall I defeend? And will you giue me leaue l 
All, Comedowne. 

3 Defeend. 

3 You fhall haue leaue. 

4 A Ring,ftandround, 

1 Stand from the Hearfe, ftand from the Body. 

2 Roome for Antony, mod Noble Antony, 

Ant. Nay prefle not fo vpon me, ftand farre off. 

All. Stand backe: roome,beare backe. 

Ant. ifyou haue teares,prepare coihed them now. 
You all do know this Mantle, 1 remember 
Thefirft timecuer Cafar put it on, 

’Twas on a Summers JEuening in his Tent, 

That day he ouercame the Neruiy. 

Lookcfin this place ran Caffius Dagger through: 

See what a rent the enuious Caska made: 

Through this,the wel-beloucd Brutus ftabb’d. 

And as lie pluck'd his curfed Steele away: 



If Bruttu fo vnkindely knock’d,or no : 

For Bruttu ,as you know.was Cafars An<, e j 
ludge,0 you Gods,how deerely Cafar lo/d him 
This was the mod vnkindeft cut ofall. A 

For when the Noble Cafar faw him ftab 
Ingratitude, more ftrong then Traitors armef 
Quite vanquilh’d him: then burft his MiohrVk. 

And in his Mantle, muffling vp his face * eart > 

Euen at the Bafe of Pompeyes Statue ‘ 

(Which all the while ran blood tgreat CaCirf 11 
O what a fall was there,my Countrymen ? f 
Then I,andyou,and all ofvs fell downc, 

VVhil’ft bloody Treafon flourifh’d ouer vs, 

O now you weepe, and I perccjtie you f cc i e 

The dint of piety : Thefe are gracious droppes 

Kinde Soules,what weepe you.when you but .. 

Our Cafars Vcfture wounded ? Lookeyouhen* 
Heere isHimfelfe.marr’d as you fee with Trait J 

1. O pittcous fpe<ftacle 1 

2. O Noble Cafar ! 

3. O wofullday l 

4 OTraitorijVillaines ] 

1. Omoft bloody fight* 

2. Wewillbereueng’d: Reucnge 
A bout, feeke, burne, fire, kill,flay, 

Let not a Traitor liue. 

Ant . Stay Country-men. 

1 . Peace therc,heare the Noble Antony, 

2. Wee’l heare him,wec’l follow him, wee’Idv^ 

him. / 1ID 

Ant. Good Friends.fweet Friends,let me not 
To fuch a iodaine Flood of Mutiny: 

They that haue done this Deede,are honourable, 
What priuatc greefes they haue, alas I know not, 
That madethem do it: They are Wile,and Honourabfc 
And will no doubt with Reafons anfwer you. 

I come not (Friends ) to fteale away your hearts 
I am no Orator, as Brutus is ; \ 

But (as you know me all) a plaine blunt man 
That loue my Friend, and that they know full well 
That gaue me publike leaue to Ipeake ofhim: * 

For I haueneythec writ nor words,nor worth, 
A<ftion,nor V iterance, nor the power of Speech, 

To flirre mens Blood. I oncly fpeakeright on; 

I tell you that,which you your feiues do know, 

Shew you fwcet Cafars wounds,poorpoor dummouths 
And bid them fpeake for me : But wetelBmus, 

And Bruttu Antony , there were an Antony 
Would ruffle vp your Spirits,and put a Tongue 
In cuery Wound of Cafar, that fliould meue 
The flones of Rome, to rife and Mutiny. 
tAll. Wee’l Mutiny, 
r W ee’l burne the houfe of Brum. 

3 Away then, come,fecke the Confpirators. 

Ant . Yet heare me Country men,yet heare me fpeake 
All. Peace hoe,heare Antony ,m oft Noble A»u»). 
Ant. Why Friends,you go to do you know not V?bst: 
Wherein hath Cafar thus deferu’d your loues? 

Alas you know not, I muft tell you then: 

You haue forgot the.Will I told you of, 

Ail. Moflt true/the Will,let’s flay and heare theWil. 
Ant. Heere is the Will,and vnder CaftrsStilc. 

To euery Roman Citizen he giues, 

Toeucry feuerall man,feuenty fiue Drachmae*. ^ 
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fjg 9 Moft Noble Cafar,wet l reuenge his death. 
.pie. O Royall Cafar. 

A„t. Hcare me with patience. 

AIL Peace hoe 

Ant. Moreouer/he hath left you all his Walkes, 
priuate Arbors, and new-planted Orchards, 

On this fide Tyber, he hath left them you, 

\nJ to your heyres for euer : common pleafures 
fo walke abroad,and recreate your fellies* 

Heere was a Cafar: when comes fuch another? 

1 p[e. Neuer,ncuer: come,away,away: 

\Vee’l t>urnc his body in the hoiy place. 

And with the Brands fire the Traitors houfes. 
fake vp the body* 
iTle. Go fetch fire. 

% t ple. Pluckcdowne Benches. 

^.Ple> Pluckedownc Formes, Windowes T any thing. 

Exit Plebeians. 

Ant. Now let ic werke; Mifcheefe thou art a-foot, 
fake thou what courfc thou wile. 

How now Fellow i 

Enter Seruant. 

Scr. S\ificlauim is already come to Rome. 

Ant . Where is hee? 

Ser. He 3nd Leprdus are 3t Cafars houfe. 

Ant . And thither will I firaightjto vifit him : 

He comes vpon a wifh. Fortune is merry, 

And in this mood will giue vs any thing. 

Ser . I heard him (*y,Brtitrts m&Cajjius 
Are rid like Madmen through the Gates of Rome. 

Ant. Belike they had lomc notice of the people 
How I had moued them. Bring me to Oclanim. Sxennt 

Enter (finna the Poet,and after him the Pltbeiavs. 

Cinna. I dreamt to night, that I did feaft with Cafar y 
And things vnluckily charge roy Fantafie: 
lhaueno will to wander foorch ofdoores. 

Yet fomething leads me foorth. 

1. Wnat is your name? 

2. Whether are you going ? 

3. Where do you dwell? 

4. Are you a married man,or a Batchcllor ? 

2. Anfwer euery man directly. 
i» I,and breefejy. 

4. I,and wifely. 

3. I,and truly,you werebeft. 

On, What is my name? Whether am I going?Where 
do ; Idwell ? Am I a married man^or a Batchellour ? Then 
to3nfwer euery man, dire&ly and brecfely, wifely and 
truly: wifely I fay, lama Barchcllor. 

2 That’s as much as to lay, they are fooles that mar- 
rie: you’I beare me a bang for chat I feare : procecde di- 
rcSly. 

Cwna. Directly I am going to Cafars Funerall. 

1. As a Friend, or an Enemy? 

Cinna. As a friend. 

2. That matter is a^vered dtrcftly. 

4. For your dwelling : breefely. 

Cinna. BreefclyJMwell by the Capitoll. 

V Your name fir,truly. 

Cinna. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

1. Teare him to peeces, hee’s a Confpirator. 

Cinna, I am Cinna the Poec.I am Cinna the Poet. 

4. Teare him tor his bad verfes 3 teare him for his bad 
erfes# 


Cin. I am not Cinna the Confpirator. 

4. It is no matter, his name’s Cinna, plucke but his 
name out of his heartland turnc him going. 

5. Teare him,tear him; Come Brands hoc,Firebrands: 
to TrraxS) to Caffius, burne all. Someto 7)tcita Houfe, 
and fome to Cask*'*; fomc to Ligarnt* : Away,go* 

Exeunt all the Plebeians. 


Alim Ornrtus . 


Enter jdntony fill au;w r and Lcpidw. 

Ant .Thefe many then fhail die,their names are prickt 
OHa. Your Brother too muft dyeicpnlcnc you Lepidiul 
Lep. I do content. 

Oita. Prickc him downt Antony. 

Lep. Vpon condition Pisblms (hall not Hue, 

Who is your Sifters {omc.Afarbe Antony. 

Ant. He fhall not liue; Iooke,wnh a ipot I dam him. 
But Lrpidfts, go you to Cafars houic : 

Fetch the Will hither,and wc fhall determine 
How to cut off fomc charge in Legacies. 

Lep. What? fhall Ifindeyou heere f 

Otla. Or hcerr^or at the Capitoll. Exit Lcpidiu 

Ant. Tiiis is a flt|6|hi:,Ynincntable man. 

Meet to be fent on Ervands: is it fit 

The three-fold World diuided, he fhould ftand , 

One of the three to fhare ic i 
OHa. So you thought him, 

And tookc his voyce who fhould bepriekt to dye 
In our blacke Sentence and Profcviption. 

Ant . OclauiWyl haue feenc more dayes then you. 
And though vve lay thefe Honours on .this man, 

T o eale our fclues of diners (land’rotis loarls^ 

He fhall but beare themes the Afie bcares Gold, 

To groane and fwee vnder the Bufincflc, 

Either led or driuen 5 as wc point the W3y: 

And hauing brought our Treafure,where we will, 

Then take vve dovvne his Load, and turnc hira off 
(Like co the empty A(Te)to iJhake his earcs. 

And graze inComn?ons. 

Oita. Y ou may do your will: 

But bee's a tried, and valiant Souldier. 

Ant. So is my Horfe and for that 

I do appoint him ftorc of Proucnder. 

It is a Creature that I teach to fight. 

To windc, to ftop, to run direftly on • 

His corporall Motion, gouern'd by my Spirit,’ 

And in lome tafte, is Lepidm but fo : 

He muft be taught, and train’d,and bid go forth ? 

A barren fpirited Fellow; one that feeds 
On Obie&s, Arts.and Imitations. 

Which out of v(e,and ftal’de by ocher men 
Begin his faihion. Do not ralke ofhim, 

But as a property: and now CtlaviHS, 

Liften great things. Br*tu* and Ca/fius 
Are leuying Powers; We muft ftraighc rtiakehead 
Therefore let our Alliance be combin’d. 

Our beft Friends made, our meanes ftrctcht ? 

And let vs prefently go fit inCouncell, 

How couert matters may be beft difclos’d. 

And open Perils fureft anfwered. 

Otta. Let vs do fo ? for wc arc at the ftake, 
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124. The Trag edie of J ulius fa far. 


And bayed about with many Enemi cs. 

And Tome that fmilc haue in their hearts I fesre 
Millions of Mifcheefes • Exeunt 

'Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucillius, and the Army, Titinm 
and Pindarm meete them. 

'Em. Stand ho. 

Lucil. Giuc the word ho, and Stand, 

Bru. What now LttdR/us, is Capus neere ? 

Lucil. He is at hand, and Pindar sts is come 
To do you falutation from his Matter. 

Bru. He greets me well. Your Mallei’ Pindar us 
In his owne change, or by ill Officers, 

Hath giuen me fome worthy caufe to wifia 
Things done, vndonc :But if he be at hand 
I (hall befacisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt 
But that my Noble Matter will appeare 
Such as he is, full of regard, and Honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. A word Lucillius 
How he receiu’d you: let me be refolu’d. 

Lucil. With courtcfic,and with refpe& enough. 

But not with fuch familiar inftances. 

Nor with fuch free and friendly Conference 
As he hath vs’d of old. 

Bru. Thou haft deferib’d 
A hot Friend, cooling :Euer note Lucillius, 

When Loue begins to fickcn and decay 
It vfeth an enforced Ceremony. 

There are no ttickes, in plaine and fimple Faith: 

But hollow men, like Horfes hot at hand. 

Make gallant (hew,and promife of their Mettle : 

Low March within. 

But when they (hould endure the bloody Spurre, 

They fall their Crcfts, and like deceitfull lades 
Sinke in the Triall. Comes his Army on ? 

Lucil. They meane this night in Sardis to be quarter'd: 
The greater part, theHorfe in generall 
Arc come with Cajfuu. 

Enter Cajfiut and his Powers ■ 

"Bru. Hearke.hc is arriu’d : 

March gently on to meete him. 

Cap. Stand ho. 

Bru. Stand ho, fpeake the word alongf 
Stand. 

Stand. 

Stand. 

Caffi. Moft Noble Brother .you haue done me wrong. 
Bru. Iudge me you Gods; wrong I mine Enemies? 
And ifnot lb, how fhould I wrong a Brother. 

Cap.Brutus, this fober forme ofyours,hides wrongs, 
And when you do them- ,— ——• 

Brut. Capus, be content, 

Speake your greefes fottly, I doknowyoU well. 

Before the eyes of both onr Armies heere 
(Which fhould percciue nothing but Loue from vs) 

Let vs not wrangle. Bid them moue away: 

Then in my Tent Capus enlarge your Greefes, 

And I will giuc you Audience. 

Caffi. Ptndarus, 

Bid our Commanders leade their Charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bra. Lucillius , do you the like, and let no man' 

Come to our Tent, till we haue done our Conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our doorc. Exeunt 

Manet Brutus and Capus. 


Cap. That you haue wrong'd me,doth 7 lh A r- r 
You haue condemn’d, and noted Lucius Pelf/ ' 51115 ^ 
For taking Bribes heere of the Sardians ; 

Wherein my Letters,praying on his fide 
Becaufe I knew the man was (lighted off. ‘ 

'Em. You wrong’d your fclfe to write in fa u 
Caff. In fuch a time as this, it is nor meet *" 3 ’^ c 
That euery nice offence fhould beare his Comm 
Bru. Let me tell you Caff us, you your f e if e - ’ 
Are much condemn’d to haue an itching Palme 
Tofell,and Mart your Offices for Gold 
To Vndeferucrs. 

Cap. I,anicchingPalme? 

You know that you arc Brutus that fpeakes this 
Or by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe yoQr I 3 ft’ 

Bru. The name of Capus Honors this eorru'pti 
And Chafti cement doth therefore hide his head * 
Cap. Chafticement? 

Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March reoiebe 

Did not great A///«rbleede for Iultice fake? 1 

What Villaine touch’d his body, that did (lab 
And not for Iuftice ? What? Shall one of Vs, * 

That flrucke the Formoft man of all this World 
But for fupporting Robbers: fhall we now, * 
Contaminate our fingers, with bafe Bribes ? 

And fell the mighty fpace of our large Honors 
For fomuch trafli,as maybe grafped thus? 

I had rather be a Dogge,and bay the Moone, 

Then fuch a Roman. 

Cap. Brutus , baite not me, 
lie not indurc it: you forget your fclfe 
To hedge me in. I am a Souldier,I, 

Older in pra&ice. Abler then your felfe 
To make Conditions. 

Bru. Go too : you are not Capus. 

Cap. I am, 

Bru. I fay, you arc not. 

Cap. Vrge me no more, I (hall forget my fclfe: 
Haue mindcvpon your health: Tempt meno farther, 
Bru. Away flight man. 

Cap. Is’tpoffible? 

Bru. Heare me, for I willrfpeake, 

Muft I giuc way,and roomefo yeurrafh Choller? 
Shall I be frighted, when a Madman flares ? 

Cap. O ye God» 'e Gods, Muft I endure all this? 
Bru. All this? It .e :Frct till your proud hart break 
Go fliew your Slam, now Chollericke you are, 

And make your Bondmen tremble. Muftlbouge? 
Muft I obferuc you ? Mutt I ftand and crouch 
Vnder your Teftie Humour ?By the Gods, 

You fhall digeft the Venom of your Spleene 
Though it do Split you. For,from this day forth, 
lie vfc you for my Mirth, yea for my Laughter 
When you are Wafpifh. 

Cap. Is it come to this ? 

Bru. You fay, you are a better Souldier: 

Let it appeare fo; make your v +unting true. 

And it (hall pleafe me well. ^ ¥*3, ae owne part, 

I fhall be glad to learnc ofN v 
Cap. You wrong me euery w y. 

You wrong me Brutus : 

I faidc, an Elder Souldier, not a Better. 

Did I fay Better t , 

Bru. Ifvoudid.lcarenot. v 

Cap. When Cupar liu’d,he durft not thus haue mou 
Peace,peace,you durft not fo haue tempted ' 
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?apt. I durft not. 

fbrU. NO. . . 

What? durft not tempc him ? 
for your life you durft not. 
r Hi Do not prefume too much vpon my Loue, 

Im3 y do that I fhall be lorry for. 

■Sr# You ^ 3UC ^ one t ^ at ? ou ^ ou ^ * or " 

, r£ ji no terror Capus in your threats e 

!IrI am Arm’d fo ttrong in Honefty, 

That they pafle by me,as the idle winde, 
Shichlrcfoeftnot. I did fend to you 
For certaine fummes of Gold, which you deny d me, 
l* 1 C3 n raife no money by vile meancs: 

Ltjeauen, I had rather Coinc my Heart, 

!nd drop my blood for Drachmae?, then to wring 
From the hard hands ofPcaz.ap.ts,their vile uafb 
Ryanyindire&ion. I did fend 
T oyou for Gold to pay my Legions, 

\Vhich you deny’d me :was that done like Capus? 

Should I haue anfwcr’d Cants Capus fo ? 

When Marcus Brutus growes fo Couerous, 
polockc fuch Rafcalf Counters from his Friends, 
g c ready Gods with all your Thunder-bolts, 

Dafhhim to peaces. 

Cap I deny’d you not. 

Jlnt. You did. 

Cap I did not. HewasbutaFoole 
That brought my anfwcr bzck.Brutus hath riu’d my hart: 
A Friend (hould beare his Friends infirmities; 

But Brutus makes mine greater then they are. 

Bru. I do not, till you practice them on me. 

Capt. You loue me not. 

Bru. I do not like your faults. 
fapi. A friendly eye could neuer fee fuch faults. 

Bru. A Flatterers would not, though they do appeare 
As huge as high Olympus. 

ftp. Come Antony, and yong Ottauitts come,: 
Rcuenge your felues alone on Capus, 

For Capus is a-weaty of the W orld : 

Hated by one he loues, brau’d by his Brother, 

Check’d like a bondman, all his faulcs obferu’d. 

Set in a Note-booke, learn’d,2nd con’d by roate 
To caft into my Teeth. OI could weepe 
My Spirit from mine eyes. There is my Dagger, 

And heere my naked Breatt: Within,a Heart 
Deerer then Pluto's Mine, Richer then Gold: 

If that thou bee’ft a Roman, cake it foorth. 

Ithat deny’d theeGold.will giuemyHeart: 

Sttikeas thou did’ft at Cafar: For 1 know. 

When thou did’ft hate him worft, f loued’ft him better 
Then eu?r thou loued’ft Capus. 

Bru. Sheath your Dagger: 

Be angry when you will, it (hall haue fcope: 

Do what you will, Difhonor, fhall be Humour. 

0 Capus. youareyoaked with a Lambe 
That carries Anger, as the Flint beares fire. 

Who much inforced,£hcwes a haftie Sparke, 

And ftraite is cold agen. 

C«pi. Hath Capuslmd 
Tobe but Mirth and Laughter to his Brutus, 

When greefe and blood ill temper’d, vexeth him ? 

Bru. When I fpoke that, I was ill remper’d too.s 
Cap, Do you confeffc fo much? Giuc me yout hand. 
Bru. And my heart coo. 

Cap. O Brutus ! 

Bru. What’s the matter? 


Cap. Haue not you loue enough to beare with me. 
When that raflh humour which my Mother gauc me 
Makes me forgetfull. 

Bru. Yes Cafstus,and from henceforth 
When you are oucr-earneft with your Brutus , 

Hee’l thinke your Mother chides,and!eaucyou fo; 

Enter a Poet. 

Poet. Let me go into fee the Generals, 

There is fome grudge betweenc ’em, tis not meete 
They be alone. j 

Ludl. You fhall not come to them. 

Peet. Nothing but death fhall ftay me. 

Caf. How now? What's the matter? 

Poet. For fhame you Generals; what do you me'ahy:? 
Loue,and be Friends,as two fuch men fhould bee. 

For i haue feene more yeeres l’me fure then yce. 

Caf. Ha,ha,how vildely doth this Cynicke rime ? 
Bru. Get you hence firra: Sawcy FeIlow,hencc. 

Caf. Beare wich him Brutus’ ris hiS fafhien. 

Brut, lie know his humor,when he knowes his time: 
What (hould the Warres do witluhefc liggingFoolcsj’ 
Companion,hcnce. 

Caf. A way,away be gone. Exit Poet 

Bru. Lucillius and Tstinius bid the Commanders 
Prepare to lodge thcirCompanies to night. 

Caf. And come your felues,& bring TtiePaU with you 1 
Immediately toys. 

Bru. Lucius ,abovt\t of Wine. 

Caf. I did not thinke you could haue bin fo angry. 
Bru. O Capius.l am licke of many greefes. 

Caf. Of your Philofophy you make no vfe, 

Ifyou giue place to accidental euils. 

Bru. No man beares forrow better. Portia is dead. 
Caf. Ha ?Portia? 

Bru. She is dead. 

Caf. How fcap’d I killing,when I croft you fo ? 

O infupporcable, and touching Ioffe j 
Vp on whatfickncffe ? 

Bru. I inpatient of tuyafafence. 

And greefe, that yong Ottauius with 7 Har £ Antonj 
Haue made themfelucs fo Itrong : For with her death 
That tydingseame. With this (he fell diftra#. 

And (her Attendants abfent) lvvallow’d fire. 

Caf, Anddy’dfo? 

Bru. Euenfo. 1 
Caf. OycimmortallGods! 

Enter Boy with IF me,and Tapert . 

Bru. Speak notnore ofher:Giuemea bowl ofwine, 
In this I bury all vnkindneffe Caftius. Drinkft 

Caf. My heart is thirfty for that Noble pledge; 

Fill Lftdtss,t\l\ the Wineorc-fwell the Cup: 

I cannot drinke toomuchofSmtsw loue. 


Enter Titinitu and Afepala. 

’Brutus. Come in Titinius: 

Welcome good (JWepila: 

Now fit we clofe about this Taper heere, 
And call in queftion our neceffities. 

Cap. Portia, art thou gone ? 

Bru. No more I pray you. 

Mspsla, I haue heere rcceiued Letters, 

That yong Ottautsts, and Marke Antony 
Come downevpon vs with a mighty power, 
Bending their Expedition toward Philippi . 
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The Tragedie of Julius fa far. 


Trle/f. My felfe haue Letters of the felfe-fame Tenure. 
Brtt. With what Addition. 

Mejf. Thatbyprofcription.andbillesofQutlaric, 
Ottauius, Antony, and Lepidus, 

Haue put to death,an hundred Senators. 

Brtt, Thetein our Letters donot well agree: 

Mine fpeake of feuenty Senators, that dy’dc 
By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 

Cap. Cicero one ? 

Afe£a.Ciceroisdend,nndby that order ofprofeription 
Had you your Letters from your wife, my Lord? 

Brtt. No TtlcffaU. 

Mejfa. Nor nothing in your Letters writ of her ? 

Brtt. Nothing Mefjaia. 

Mept- That me thinkes is flrange. 

Brtt, Whyaskcyou? 

Heare you. ou ght of her, in yours ? 

Mtffa. No my Lord. 

Brtt. Now as you arc a Roman tell me true. 
ejldejja. Then like a Roman, beare the truth I tell, 

Fog?<crtaifie (he is dead,and by ftrangc manner. 

Bru. Why farewell Portia: We muft di zMeffala: 
With meditating that fhc mull dye once, 

Ihaue the patience to endure it now. 

CMefflt. Euen fo great men,great Ioffes (hold indure. 
Cajft, Ihaue as much of this in Art as you. 

But yet my Nature could not beare it fo. 

Brtt. Well, to our worke aliue. What do you thinkc 
Of marching to Philippi prefencly. 

,C*J[t. I do not thinke it good^ 

Brtt, Yourreafon? 

Cap. This it is: 

Tis better that the Enemic feeke vs. 

So lhall he vvafte his meanes, weary his Souldiers, 

Doing himfelfe offence, whiTft we ly ing Bill, 

Are full of reft, defence,and nimblcncffc. 

'Brtt.G ood rcafons muff of force giue place to better: 
The people 'ewixt Philippi, and this ground 
Do ftand but in a forc’d affc&ion: 

For they haue grug’d vs Contribution^ 

The Enemy, marching along by them. 

By them lhall make a fuller number vp. 

Come on refrefht, new added, and encourag’d : 

From which aduantage fiball we cut him off 
.If at Philippi we do face him there, 

'Thefe people at ourbacke. 

Caffi. Heare me good Brother. 

Brtt. Vnder your pardon. You muft note befide, 
That we haue tride the vtmoft of our Friends: 

Our Legions 3 re brim full, our caufc is ripe, 

The Enemy encreafeth euery day, . . 

We a: the height,arcreadic ro decline. 

There is a Tide in the affayres of men. 

Which taken at thcFioodjeadcs on to Fortune : 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life. 

Is bound in Shallowes.and in Miferies. 

On fuch a full Sea are we now a-float. 

And wc muft take the current when it ferues. 

Or loofc our Ventures. 

Cap. Then with your will go on: wee’l along 
Our lelues, and meet them at Philippi. 

Brtt. The deepe of night is crept vpon our talke, 

And Nature muft obey Neceffitie, 

Which wc will niggard with a little reft: 

Thereis no more to fay. 

Cap. No more, goodnight, 



Early to morrow will we rife, and hence. 

Enter Lucius. 

Brtt. Lucitu my Gowne: farewell good ln.tr , 
Good night Titinitts : Noble,Noble Capm 
Good night,andgoodrepofe. 

Cap. O my deere Brother: 

This was an ill beginning of the night; 

Ncuer come fuch diuifion’cweene our foules: 

Let it not Brutus. 

Enter Lucius with the Gowne. 

Brn. Euery thing is well. 

Cap. Good night my Lord. ^ 

Bru. Good night good Brother. 

Tit. Ttfejfa. Goodnight Lord Brutus. 

Bru. Farwell euery one. - 

Giue me the Gowne. Where is thy Inftrument ? *** W 
Luc, Heere in the Tent. r ! 

Brtt. What, thou fpeak’ft drowfily? 

Poore knaue 1 blame thee not, thou art orc-watch’d 
Call Claudio, and fome other of my men, 
lie haue them fleepe on Culhions in my Tent, 

Luc. yarrusytnd Claudio. 

Enter Tarsus and Claudio, 

Far, Cals my Lord ? 

Bru. 1 pray you firs, lye in my Tent and fleepe" 

It may be I lhall raife you by and by 
On bufineffe to my Brother Capus. 

Var. So pleafeyou, we will ftand. 

And watch your pleafure. 

Bru. I will^nothaueicfo; Lye downe good firs 
It may |je I lhall otherwife bethinke me. & 

Looke Lucius, heerc’s the booke 1 fought for fo: 

I put it in the pocket of my Gowne. 

Luc. I was lure yojur Lordlhip did not giue it me. 
Bru. Beare with me good Boy,I am much forgetful! 
Canft thou hold vp thy heauie eyes a-whiie. 

And touch thy Inftrument a ftrainc or two. 

Luc. I my Lord, an’t pleafe you. 

Bru. It does my Boy : 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing, 

Luc. It is my duty Sir. 

Brut. I Ihculti not vrgetby duty paft thy might, 

I know yong bloods looke for a time of reft. 

Luc. I haue flept my Lord already. 

Bru . It was well done.and thou (halt fleepe againe: 
I will not hold thee long. JIT do liuc, 

I will be good to thee. 

Muftcke , and a Song. 

This is a fleepy Tune: O Murd’rous flumbler J 
Layeft thou thy Leaden Mace vpon my Boy, 

That playes thee Muficke ?Gentle knaue good night: 

I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee: 

If thou do’ft nod, thoubreak’ft thy Inftrument, 

He take it from thee, and (good Boy)good night. 

Let me fee, let me fee; is not the Lcafc turn’d downe 
Where I left reading ? Heere it is I thinke. 

Enter the Ghofl of Cafar. 

How ill this Taper burncs. Ha ! Who comes heere? 

1 thinke it is the weakeneffe of mine eyes 
That lhapes this monftrous Apparition. 

It comes vpon me: Art thou any thing ? 

Art thou fpme God, fome Angell, or fome Diuell, 
That rnak'ft my blood cold, and my hairc to Rate ? 
Speake to me, what thou art.. 

Gboft. Thy cuill Spirit Brutus ? 

Bru, Why cora’ftthou? 
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’~~6hoft. To tell thee thou fhalt fee me at Philippi. 

Brut. Well : then I (hall fee thee againe ? 

Ghoft. I,at Philippi. 

Britt. Why I will fe.e :hcc at Philippi then: 

^ 0 WI haue taken heart, thou vanilheft. 
lllSpitff I would hold more ralke with thee, 
goy, Lucitu,Farr us, Claudio, Sirs : Awake: 

Claudio. 

Luc. The firings my Lord,are falfe. 

Brtt. He thinkes be ftill is at his Inftrument. 

Lucius, awake. 

Luc. My Lord. 

Bru. Did’ft thou dreamt Lttcus, that thou fo cryedft 
out? 

Luc. My Lord, I dfe not know that I did cry. 

Bru . Yes that thou did’ft: Did’ft thou fee anything ? 
Luc. Nothingmy Lord. 

Bru. Slcepe againe Lucius'. Sirra Claudio, Fellow , 
Thou: Awake. 

Far. My Lord. 

Clau. My Lord. 

Bru. Whydidyou foervout firs,in yourficepe? 
Both. Did we my Lord ? 

Bru. I: faw you any thing? 

Far. No my Lord, I faw nothing, 
f,lau. Nor I my Lord. 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my Brother Capus : 
Bid him fetonhisPowres betimes before,. 

And wc will follow. 

Both- It lhall be done my Lord. Exeunt 


JBus Quint us. 


Enter Oitauius y Antony y and their Army . 

Otto* Now Antony ^ our hopes are anfwered , 

You faid the Enemy would not come downe. 

But kcepe the Hiltes and vpper Regions: 

Itprouesnot fo : their battailes are at hand. 

They meane to warne vs at Philippi heere: 

Anfwering before wedo demand of them. 

Ant. Tut I am in their bofome*,and I kpow 
Wherefore they do it; They could be content 
To vifit other places,and come downe 
With fearcfull brauery: thinking by this face 
To fatten in our thoughts that they haue Courage; 

But’tis not fo. 

Enter a Meftengcr. * 

Mef. Prepare you Generals, 

The Enemy comes on in gallant fhew: 

Their bloody figne of Batcell is hung out. 

And fomething to be done immediately. 

Oilauius, leade your Battaile foftly on 
Vpon the left hand of the euen Field, 

Oita . Vpon the right hand I,keepe thou the left. 

Ant. Why do you croffe me in this exigent. 

Ocla . I do not croflc you : but 1 will do fo. March. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, Caffius,& their Army. 

Brn. They ttand,and would haue parley. 
faffi* Stand faft Titiniw y we muft out and taljce. 

Oita, Mark Antony^On all we giue figne of Battaile ? 
Ant. No Cafar : we will anlwer on their Charge. 


Makcforth, theGencrals wouldhaus iome words. 

Oct. Stirre not vnrill the Signal!. 

Bru. Words beforeblowes: is it fo Countrymen? 
Oita. Not that wc loue words better,as you do. 

Bru .Good words arc better then bad lirokes Oitauiru. 
An .In your bad ftrokes TUrntm, you giue good words 
Witnefle the hole you made in Cafars heart, 

Crying long liuc, Haile Cafar, 

Cajft. Antony , 

The poflurc of your blowes are yet vnknowne; 

But for your words, they rob the Idfibla Bees, 

And leauc them Hony-leflfe. 

Ant . Not ttinglefle too.’ 

Trn. O yes, and foundleffc too : 

For yon haue ftolne their buzzing Antony , 

Ar>.d very wifely threat before yon fling. 

Ant. Villains: you did not fo,when your vile daggers 
Hackt one another io the fides of Cafar : 

You fliew’d your teethes like Apes, 

And fawn’d like Hounds, 

And bow’d like Bondmen, killing Cafarsfcz te ; 

Whil’ft damned faskfi, like a Curie, behinde 
Scrookc Ctfar on the necke. O you Flatterers# 

Cajji Flatterers?Now Brutus thanke your felfe, 

This tongue had not offended fo to day, 

If Cajft w might haue rul’d. 

Oita. Come, come,the caufe.Ifarguing make vs fwet. 
The proofe of it will turne to redder drops: 

Looke, l draw a Sword againfl Confpirators, 

When thinke you that the Sword goes vp againe ? 

Ncuer till Cafars three and thirtie wounds 
Be well £ueng’d; or till another Cajar 
Haueadded flaughtcr to the Sword ofTraitors. 

Brut. Cafar y thou canft not dye by Traitors hands, 
Vnleffe thou bring’ft them with thee. 

Oita. So I hope: 

I was not borne to dye on Brutus Sword. 

Bru. O iftnou wer’c the Nobleft of thy Straine, 

Yong-man, thou could’ft not dye more honourable# 

Cajft. A peeuifh SchooUboyjWorthles of fuch Honor 
Ioyn’d with a Masker,and a Reueller# 

Ant. Old Cajftus ftill# 

Ocla . Come vAntony : away: 

Defiance Traitors, hurle we inyour teeth. 

If you dare fight to day, come to the Field; 

Ifnot, when you haue ftomackes. 

Exit OllaHius, Antony , and Army 
Cajft. Why now blow winde, fwcll Billow* 

And i'wimme Barkc: 

The Storme is vp,and all is on the hazard. 

Bru. Ho Lualliusy hearke, a word with you. 

Lticilhm and Afejfalaftandforth, 

Luc. My Lord. 

Cajft Mefala. 

Me fa. What fayes my Generali? 

Cajft . cfliefalayhis is my Birth-day : as this very day 
Was Cafjhis borne. Giueme thy hand TrJeffaU: 

Be thou my witneffe, that againft my will j 
(As Pompey was) am I compelled to fee 
Vpo.i one Battell all our Liberties. 

You know, that I held Epicurus ftrong. 

And his Opinion : Now I change my minde ? 

And partly credit things that do prefage. 

Comming from Sardis y on our former Enfigne 
Two mighty Eaglesfell, and there they pearch’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our Soldiers hands. 
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Who to Philippihectc conforted vs: l 

This Morning arc they fled away,and gone, 

And inthei, fteeds,doRauens,Crowes,andKites 
Fly ore our heads,and downward lookc on vs 
As we were fickely prey; their fhadowes feeme 
A Canopy moft fatall, vnder which 
Our Army lies, ready to giue vp the Ghofl. 
iJWept. Belccuenot fo. 

Cap. I but belecuc it partly, 

For I am frefh of lpirit,and refolu’d 
To meete all perils, very conflanrly. 

Bra. Euen fo Lucillius. 

Cap. Now mod Noble Brutus, 

The Gods to day ftand friendly, that we m3y 
Loners in peace, leadc on our dayes to age. 

Buc flnee the affayres of men refts (fill incertaine. 

Let s reafon with the worft that may befall. 

If vve do lolc this Battaile, then is this 
The very lafl time wc fhall fpeakc together : 

What arc you then determined to do l 

Bru. Euen by the rule of that Phibfophy, 

By which I did blame Cato, for the death 
Which he did giuehimfelfe, I know not how : 

But 1 do findc it Cowardly, and vile. 

For fcare of what might fall, fo to preuent 
The time of life, arming my fclfe with patience. 

To flay the prouidence of fomc high Powers, 

That gouerne ys below. 

Cap, Then, if weloofe this Battaile, 

You arc contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorowthe Arcets of Rome. 

Ertt. No Capns, no : 

Thinkc not thou Noble Romane, 

That eucr Bratus will go bound to Rome, 

He beares too great a minde. But this fame day 
Muft end that worke, the Ides of March begun. 

And whether we flir.ll mectc againe, I know not: 
Therefore our eucrlafling farewell take: 

For cucr,and for eucr, farewell Captts, 

If we do meete againe, why wc (hall (mile; 

Ifnot.whv then this parting was well made. 

Cap. For eucr,and For euer, farewell Brutus : 

If we do meeje againe, wcc’l fmiie indeede ; 

If not/cis true, this parting was well made. 

Bru. Why then leadc on. O that a man might know 
The end of this dayes bufineflc, ere it come; 

But it lufficcch, that the day will end, 

And'then the end is knowne. Comc ho.away. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter Brutus and APeptla. 

'Bru. Ride,ride Mejfala, ride and giue rhefe Bilies 
Vmo the Legions,on the other fide. 

Lovod Alarum. 

Let them fet on at once : for I perceiue 
But cold demeanor in Otlauio’s wing : 

And fodaine pufli giucs them the ouerthrow : 

Ridc,ride Mejfala, let them all come downe. Exeunt 

Alarums* Enter Cdpus and Titinius. 

Cap. O looke Titinius, lookc, the Villainesflyc: 

My felfe haue co mine owne turn’d Enemy: 
ThisEnfignehecre of mine was turning backe, 

I flew the Coward, and did take it from him. 

Titin. O Capas, Brutus gaue the word too early, 
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Who hauing fome aduantage on Otlauius 
Tookc it too eagerly: his Soldiers fell to f POv t e 
Whil’ft wc by Antony are all inclos’d, ^ J 

Enter Pmdarsu, 

Pind. Fly further off my Lord : fiye further off 
Mark Antony is in your Tents my Lord : 

1 lye therefore Noble Captss,{\ ye farre off. 

Cap, This Hill is farre enough. Looke,look 7* • 

Arc thofe my Tents where I perceiue the fire? * 

Tit. They arc, my Lord. 

Cap. Titinius, if thou louefi me, 

Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurres in hi 
Till he haue brought thee vp to yonder Troopes 
And hecre againe, that I may reft affur’d 
Whether yond Troopes,are Friend or Enemy. 

Tit. I will be hcere againe,euen with a thought v 
Cap. Go Ptndarus, get higher on that hill ° W> 
My fight was euer thicke: regard Titinius, * 

And tell me what thou not’ft about the Field. 

This day I breathed fiirfl. Time is come round 
A.nd where I did bcgin.there fhall I end. 

My life is run his compaffe. Sirra,what newes ? 

Pind. tAboue. O my Lord. 

Cap. Whatncwcs? 

Pind. Titinius is cnclofed round about 
With Horfcmen,that make to him on theSpurre, 

Yet he fpurres on. Now they are almoftonhim: 
Now Titinius. Now fome light: O he lights too. 
Hee’s tane. Showt. 

And hearke, they fliout for ioy. 

Cap. Come downe-, behold no more : 

O Coward chat I am, to liue fo long, 

To fee my befl Friend tane before my face 
Enter Pindar us. 

Come hither firrah : In Parthia did I take theePrifoner, 
And then I fwore thee, failing of thy life. 

That whatfoeucr I did bid thee do, 

Thou (hould’ft attempt it. Come now.keepethineoatb, 
Now be a Frcc-man, and wich this good Sword 
Thar ran through C&fars bowels, fearch this bofome, 
Stand not to anfwer; Htere, take thou theHilts, 

And when my face is couer’d,as ’tis now, 

Guide thou the Sword - Cafar,thow art reueng’d, 

Euen with the Sword that kill’d thee. 

Pin. So, I am free, 

Ycc would not fo haue bcene 
Durft I haue done my will.O Cap us, 

Farre from this Country Pindarus fhall run, 

Where neucr Roman fhall take note of him. 


Enter Titinius and Mefiala. 

Mept. It is but change, Titinius : for Ochuiut 
Is ouerthrowne by Noble Brutus power. 

As Capas Legions are by Antony. 

Tttin . Thefe tydings will well comfort Cajpus. 
Mept. Where did you leaue him. 

Tttin. All difconlolate. 

With Ptndarus his Bondman,on this Hill. 

Mept. Is not that he that lyes vponthe ground? 
Titin. He lies not like the Lining. Oroy heart! 
Mefa. Is not that hee ? 

Titin. No,this was he Mejfala, 

But Capas is no more. O fetting Sunnc: 

As in thy red Raycs thou doeft finke to night 5 


So/ 
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, in his red blood Cafsius day is fet. 

The Sunne of Rome is fet. Our day is gone, 

*. wd*,Dewes,and Dangers come; our deeds are done: 
iftruft ofmy fucccffehath done this deed. 

Me fa. Miftruftof good fucccffehath done this deed. 
0 hatefuil Error, Melancholies Cbilde : 
ahy do’ft thou fhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The thing 5 that are not ? O Error foone conceyu’d. 

Thou neuer com’ft vnto a happy byrth. 

But kil’ft l b e Mother that engendred thee. 

° What Pindarus} Where art thou Pindarus} 
y/eft. Seeke him Titinius, whilfl I go to meet 
The Noble Brutus, thi ufling this report 
Into his eares; I may fay thrufting it: 
p or piercing Steele, and Darts inuenomed. 

Shill be as welcome to the eares of Brutus, 
fo tydings of this fight. 

Tit. Hye you Mejfala, 

And I will feeke for Pindarus the while : 

\Vhy did’ft thou fend me forth braue Cafsius ? 

Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
put on my Browes this wreath ofVi6torie, 

And bid me giue it thee > Did’ft thou not heare their 
Alas, thou haft mifeonftrued eucry thing. (fliovm? 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 

Thy Brutus bid me giue it thee, and l 
VViIl do his bidding. ! Brutus, come apace. 

And fee how I regarded Caius Cafsius : 

By your leaue Gods: This is a Romans part. 

Come Cafsius Sword, and finde Titinius hart. 


Dies 


Alarum. Enter Brutus,Mepata yong Cato, 

Strato, Volumnius, and Lucillius. 

Bru. Where, where Mejfala, doth his body lye ? 

Ttiept, Loe yonder,and Tnmm mourning it. 

Bru. Titinius face is vp ward. 

Cato. Heisflainc. 

Bru. O Julius Cafar, thou art mighty yet. 

Thy Spirit walkes abroad, and turnes our Swords 
In our owne proper Entrailes. Lew Alarums. 

Cato. Braue Titinius, 

Looke where he haue not crown'd dead Cafsius. 

Bru. Are yet two Romans liuing fuch as thefij? 

The laft of all the Romans, fat thee well: 

It is impoflible, that euer Rome 

Should breed thy fellow.Friends I owe mo teares 

To this dead man, then you fhall fee me pay. 

I (hall findc time, Cafsius: I fhall findc time. 

Come therefore, and to Tbarfus fend his body, 

His Funerals fhall not be in ourCampe, 

Leaft it difeomfort vs. Lucillius come. 

And come yong Cato ,let vs to the Field, 

Labio and Flauio fet our Battailes on : 

’Tis three a clocke,and Romans yet ere night, 

Wc fhall try Fortune in a fccond fight. Exeunt. 

Alarum . Enter Brutus , Ttiefala, Cato, Lucillius . 
andFlautus. 

Bru. Yet Country-men: O yet, hold vp your heads. 
Cdfe.What Baftard doth not ? Who will go with me? 
I will proclaimc my name about the Field. 

I am the Sonne of Marcus Cato,hoc. 

A Foe to Tyrants.and my Countries Friend. 

I am the Sonne of Marcus Cato, hoe. 

Enter Souldters .andfight. 

And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus , I, . 


Brutus my Countries Friend: Know me for Brutus. 

Luc. O yong and Noble Cato, art thou downe ? 

Why now thou dyeft, as brauely as Titinius, 

And may’ft be honour'd, being Cato’s Sonne. 

Sold. Yecld, or thou dyeft. 

Luc, Onely I yeeld tq dye: 

There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight: 

Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his death. 

Scld. Wc muft not: a Noble Prifoncr. 

Enter ^Antony. 

2.Sold. Roome hoc: tell Antony, Brutus is tane. 

1.Sold. He tell thee newes.Hccre comes the Generali, 
Brutus is t3ne, Brutus is tane my Lord. 

Ant. Where is hee? 

Luc. Safe Antony, Brutus is fafe enough: 

] dare affure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall euer take aliue the Noble Brutus : 

The Gods,defend him from fo great a lhame, 

When you do finde him,or aliue,or dead. 

He will be found like Brutus, like himlelfe. 

Ant. This is not Brutus friend, but 1 affurc you, 

A prize no Ieffein worth; keepe this man fafe, 
Giuehimall kindnefle. I had rather haue 
Suchtr.en my Friends, then Enemies. Go on. 

And fee where Brutus be aliue or dead. 

And bring vs word, vnto Otlauius Tent: 

How cuery thing is chanc’d. Exeunt. 


Enter Brutus, Dardanius , Clitus, Strato, 
and 'Volumnius. 

Brut. Come poore remaincs of friends, reft on this 
Rocke. 

Clit. Statillitu fliew’d the Torch-light,but my Lord 
Fie came noc backe: he is or tane,or flaine. 

Brut. Sit thee downe ,Clitus : flaying is the word, 

It is a deed in fafliton. Hearke thee, Clitus. 

CAf.Whatl.my Lord ? No,not for all the World, 

Brut, Peace then,no word*. 

Clit. lie rather kill my fclfe. 

Brut. Hearke ihcc,DardaKtus<, 

Dard. Shall I doe fuch a deed ? 

Clit. O Dardanius . 

Dard. O Clitus. 

Clit. What ill requeft did Brutus make to thee ? 

Dard. To kill h\mflitus: looke he meditates. 

Clit. Now is that Noble Veffcll full of griefc. 

That it runnes ouer euen at his eyes. 

Brut. !Come hither,good Volumnius, lift a word. 
Volume What fayes my Lord ? 

Brut. Why this, V dumnim : 

The Ghoft of Cafar hath appear’d to me 
Two feuerall times by Night: at Sardi*,once; 

And this laft Night,here in Philippi fields: 

I know my bourc is come. 

V :l um. Not fo,my Lord. 

Brut. Nay,I am fure it is, Volumnius. 

Thou feeft the World,T’’ olumnius,hovi\t goes. 

Our Enemies haue beat vs to the Pit: Low Alarums . 

It is more worthy,to leape in our felues. 

Then tarry till they pufli vs. Good Volumnius, 

Thou know’ft,that we two went to Schoole together: 
Euen for that our Iouc of old,I prethee 
Hold thou my Sword Hilts,whileft I runne on it. 

Vol. That’s not an Office for a friend,my Lord. 

Alarum fall. 
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Clr. Fly.flye my Lord, there is no tarrying heere. 
Bru, Farewell to you, and you,and you Volmnwt. 
Srtvtfo,thou haft bin all this while aflecpe; 

Farewell to thee, to Strata, Countrymen s 
My heart doth ioy, that yet in all my life, 

I found no man, but he was true to me. 

I fhail haue glory by this loofing day 
More then Ottauitu ,znd Marks lAntony, 

By this vile Conqucft fhail attainc vnto. 

So fare you well at once, for tongue* 

Hath almoft ended his liues Hiflory: 

Night hangs vpon mine eyes, my Bones would reft. 
That haue but labour’d, to attaine this houre. 

Alarum. Cry within , Flje,flje,flye. 

Cly. Fly my Lord, flye. 

Bru. Hence: I will follow: 

I prythee Strato f ftay thou by thy Lord, 

Thou art a Fellow of a good refpcd: 

Thy life hath had forne (match of Honor in it. 

Hold then my Sword,and turne away thy face, J 
While I do run vpon it. Wdt thou Strata ? 

Stra. Giue me your hand firft.Fareyou wel my lord. 

Bru. Farewell good Strata . — Cafar.novi be flill, 

I kill’d not thee with halfe l'o good a will. Dyes. 

Alarum. Retreat. inter Antony,Ottauiiu,MeffkU, 
LucilliMtyOnd the Army. 

Otta. What man is that ? 


The! ragedieoffulius Qafctr. 


LMeJJa. My Mafters man.J'/w < , jV vl ler ZTr 7 r'; '- 
Stra. Free from the Bondage you arc in 
1 ne Conquerors can but make a fire of him • 

For Brutus onely ouercame himfelfc. 

And no man elfe hath Honor by his death 
Lucil. So Brutus fiiould be found.I thank .? 

That thou haft prou'd Lucilltus faying true ' 

Ocla. All that feru’d Brutus will cntertaine \ 
FelloWjWilc thoubeftow thy time with me? then, « 
Stra. I,if Meffala will prefcrreme to you 
Ocla. Do fo,good Meffala. 

CMeff*. How dyed my Mafter Strata} 

Stra. I held the S word,and. he did run on it 
Neffd. Ottauitu, then take him to follow the 
That did thelateft fcruice to my Mafter. e * 
Am. This was the Nobleft Roman of them all • 

All the Confpirators faue onely hee. 

Did that they did, in enuy of great Cafar : 

He, onely in a generall honeft thought. 

And common good to all, made one of them. 

His life was gentle,and the Elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might (land vp 
And fay to all the world; This was a man. 

OCla. According to his Vertue, let vsvfehim 
Withall Refpc£l,and Rites ofBuriall. 

Within my Tent his bones to night fhail Iy 
Moll like a Souldier ordered Honourably; * 

So call the Field to reft, and let’s away. 

To pm the glories ofthisluppy day. ' 


FINIS. 
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MACBETH. 
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Hen (hall we three meet againe ? 

In Thunder,Lightning,or in Raine ? 

2, When the Hurley-burley’s done. 
When the Battaile’s loft.and wonne. 

3. That will be ere the fet of Sunne. 
i. Where the place ? 

j. Vpon the Heath. 

,, There to meet with Macbeth, 
j. I come,Gray-Malkin- , 

yill. Padock^ calls3non*.faireisfou!e,andfouleisfaire, 
Hoaer through the fogge and filthie ayre. Exeunt. 


Kin%. What bloody man is that ? he can report. 
As feemeth by his plight,of the Reuolt 
The neweft ftatc. 

Mai. This is the Sericant, 

Who like a good and hardie Souldier fought 
’Gainft my Captiuitic: Haile braue friend; 

Say to the King,the knowledge of the Broyle, 

As thou didft leauc it. 

Cap. Doubtfull it flood. 

As two fpent Swimmers.that do‘e cling together. 
And choake their Art: The mcrcileffc Macdonwald 
(Worthie to be a Rebcll,for to that 
The multiplying Villanies of Nature 
Doe fwarme vpon him) from the Wefterne Iflcs 
Of Kernes andGallowgroflcs is fupply’d. 

And Fortune on his damned Quarry fmiling, 

Shew’d like a Rebells Whore: but all's too weake: 
For braue Macbeth (well hee deferues that Name) 
DifdayningFortune.with hisbrandifhc Steele, 
Which fmoak’d with bloody execution 
(Like Valours Minion) earn'd out hispaflage, 

Till hee fac’d the Slaue: 

Which neu’r fhooke hands,nor bad farwell to him, 
Till he vnfeam’d him from the Naue toth’ Chops, 
And fix’d his Head vpon our Battlements, 


King. O valiant Ccufin,worthy Gentleman. 

Cap. As whence the Sunne 'gins his reflection, 
Shipwracking Stormes,and dircfull Thunders: 

So from that Spring,whence comfort feem d to come, • 

Difcomfort fwells: Markc King of Scotland,matke. 

No fooncr Iuftice had,with Valour arm’d, . j 

Compell’d thefe skipping Kernes to truft their heelcs. 

But theNorweyan Lord,furticying vantage, 

With furbuflat Armcs,and new fupplyes of men. 

Began afrefta aft’anlt. 

"King. Difmay’d not this our Captaines, Macbeth and 
Bamjttoh ? 

Cap. Yes,as Sparrowcs/Eagles; 

Or the Hare, the Lyon ,: 

if I fay footh, I muft report they were 

As Cannons ouer-charg’d with double Cracks, 

So they doubly redoubled ftroakes vpon the Foe: 

Except they meant to bathe in reeking Wounds. 

Or memorize another Golgotha , 

I cannot tell: but I am faint, 

My Gaflies cry for helpe. 

King. So well thy words become thee,as thy wounds, 
They imack of Honor both: Goe get him Surgeons. 

Enter Roffe and Angus, 

Who comes here ? 

Mai. The worthy Thane of Roflo. 

Lenox. What a hafte lookes through his eyes? 

So (hould he looke,that feemes to fpeakc things ftrangc, 
Roffe. God faue the King. 

King. Whence earn’d theu,worthy Thane ? 

Roffe. From Fiffe, great King, 

Where the Norwcyan Banners flowt the Skie 9 
And fanne our people cold. 

Norway himfelfc,with terrible numbers, 

A (filled by that moft difloyallTraytor, 

The Thane of Cawdor.began a difmall Conflict, 

Till that Bellona’s Bridegroomc,lapt in proofe. 
Confronted him with felfe-comparifons. 

Point againft Point,rebellious Arme ’gainft Artne* 
Curbing his lauifh fpirit: and to conclude. 

The ViCtorie fell on vs. 

King. Great happineffe. 

Rolfs. That now,A»'cw,theNorwayes King,' 

Craues compofition: 

Nor would we deigne him buriall of his men, 

Till he disburfed,at Saint (fttimes ynch. 

Ten thoufand Dollars,to our genetall vfe. 

King. N of 

- - ’ — —- .-- — — — * 



Sc end Secunda. 


Alarum within* Enter King (JWalcome y Doxat- 
baiiie y Ltiu>xjvith attendants, meeting 
a bleeding Caftaine. 
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King. No more that Thane of Cawdor (hall deceiue 
Our Bofome intcreft: Goe pronounce his prefent death. 
And with his former Title greet Macbeth, 

B»ffe. lie fee it done. 

King. What he hath loft,Noble Macbeth hath wonne. 

Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia, 


Thunder. Enter the three Pitches. 

1. Where haft thou beene,Sifter > 

2 . Killing Swiuc. 

3. Sifter, where thou ? 

1. A Saylors Wife had Cheftnuts in her Lappe 9 
And mouncht,& mouncht,and mouncht: 

Giue me, quoth I. 

Aroynt thee. Witch,the rumpe-fed Eonyon cryes. 

Her Husband’* to Aleppo gone,Matter o’th’ Tiger t 
But in a Syne lie thither fayle. 

And like a Rat without a tayle. 

He doe,lledoe,and lie doc. 

2. lie giue thee a Winde, 

I. Th*art kinde. 

3. And I another* 

1. 1 my felfe haue all the other,, 

And the very Ports they blow. 

All the Quarters that they know* 

I’th’ Ship-mans Card. 

lie dreyne him dric as Hay s 
Sleepe foall neyther Night nor Day 
Hang vpon his Penr-houfe Lid : 

He fliall Hue a man forbid: 

Wearie Seu’nights,nine times nine. 

Shall he dwindle,peake,and pine: 

Though his Barke cannot be loft. 

Vet it ftiallbe Tempeft-toft. 

Lookevvhat I haue. 

2. Shew me, ftiew me. 

1. Here I haue a Pilots Thumbc, 

Wrackt,as homeward he did come. Drum within. 

3. A Drumme.a Drumme: 

Macbeth doth come. 

All. The weyward Sifters,hand in hand, 

Pofters of the Sea and Land, 

Thus doe goe, about, about. 

Thrice to thtne.and thrice to mine. 

And thrice againe.to make vp ninc^ 

Peace,the Charme’s wound vp. 

Enter Macbeth and Banquc. 

Mach. So foule and faire a day I haue not feene. 

Tan quo. How farre 1st call’d to Soris? What are thefe. 
So wither'd, and fo wilde in their attyre. 

That looke not like th’Inhabitants o’th’Eartb, 

And yet are on’t ? Liue you,or are you aught 
That man may queftion ? you feeme to vndcrftand me. 
By each at once her choppie finger laying 
Vpon her skinnie Lips: you fliould be Women. 

And yet your Beards forbid me to interprets 
That you are fo» 


Mac. Speake if you can: what are you >- 

1. All haile Macbeth, haile to thee Th 

2. All haile Macbeth fate to thee Than* amil 

3. All haile Macbeth fax. (halt be Kine u C f W<l0 
Tanq. Good Sir,why doe you ftart.and 

Things that doe found fo faire ? i’th’ name of?*? fca ' 
Are ye fantafticall,or that indeed rUt ^ 

Which outwardly ye fhew ? My Noble Partne 
You greet with prefent Grace.and great predii 
Of Noble hauing,and of Royall hope, ” ° n 
That he feemes wrapt withall: to me you fn.-i. 

If you can looke into the Seedes of Time, ^ * not * 

And fay,which Graine will grow,and which will n 
Speake then to me, who neyther bcgge,oorfeare 
Yourfauors, nor your hate. 

1. Haylc. 

2. Hayle. 

3. Hayle. 

1. Letter then Macbeth,on6 greater. 

2. Not fo happy, yet much happyer* 

3. Thou Aialt get Kings,though thou be none: 

So all haile Macbeth, and Banquo. 
x. "Banquo, and Macbeth, all haile. 

Macb. Stay you imperfe& Speakers,tell me more 
By Sinells dcath,I know I am Thane of Glamij 
But how,of Cawdor? the Thant of Cawdor liurf* 

A profperous Gentleman: And to be King, 

Stands not within the profpeft of beleefe/ 

No more then to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this ft range Intelligence,or why 
Vpon this blafted Heath you Hop our way 
With fuch Prophetiquc greeting ? 

Speake, I charge you. Witches unijb. 

Banq. The Earth hath bubbles,as the Water ha’j, 
And thefe are of them: whither arc they vanilh’d? 

Macb. Into the Ayre: and what feem’d corporall 
Melted,as breath into the Winde. 

Would they had flay’d. 

"Banq. Were fuch things here,as we doe fpeake about! 
Or haue we eaten on the in fane Root, 

That takes the Reafon Prifoncr ? 

Macb. Your Children fhaU be Kings, 

Banq. You fhall be King. 

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too: went knot fo? 
Banq. Toth’felfe-fame tune,and words-.who’s here? 


Enter Ttyfft and Argue, 

Roffe, The King hath happily xttt\u’d,"Maclttb t 
The newes of thy fucceffe: and when hereades 
Thypcrfonall Venture in the Rebels fight. 

His Wonders and his Prayfes doe contend, 
Which fliould be thine,or his: filenc’d with thar. 
In viewing o’re the reft o’th’felfe-fame day. 

He findes thee in the flout Norweyan Rankes, 
Nothing afeard of what thy felfe didft make 
Strange Images of death,as thick as Talc 
Can poft with poft, and euery one did beare 
Thy prayfes in his Kingdomcs great defence. 

And powr’d them downe before him. 

Ang. Weearefent, 

To giue thee from our Royall Matter thanks, 
Onely to harrold thee into his fight. 

Not pay thee. 

Rojfe. And for an earneft of a greater Honor, 
He bad mc,from him,call thee Thane of Cawdor s 
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^hich^dditjon,haile mod worthy Thane t 
Cnt it thine. 

fyvtq. What,can the Deuiil fpeake true ? 
facb. The Thane of CawdorHues: 
iVhV doe y ou dreffe me in borrowed Robes ? 

’ fan. Who was the Thane, Wucs yet, 
gutvndcrhcauic lodgement hearts thac Life, 

\Vbich he deferues to loofe. 

\Vhcthcr he was combin’d with thofe of Norway, 

Or did lyne the Rcbell with hidden hclpe, 

. vantage or thac with both he labour’d 
In bis Countreyes wrackc, I know not: 
ButTreafonsCapitall.confefs*d,and prou’d, 
plaue ouerthrowne him. 

Macb. Glamys,and Thane of Cawdor; 
the greateft is behindc. Thankes for your panies. 
p 0 e you not hope your Children fhall be Kings, 

When thofe thac gaue the Thane ot Cawdor to me, 
promis’d no lefle to them. 

TSanq. That trufied home. 

Might yet enkindle you vnto the Crowne, 
gefides the Thane of Cawdor. But Vis ftrange: 

And oftentimes,to winne vs to our harme, 

The Inftruments of Darknefle tell vs T ruths, 

Winne vs with honefi Trifles,to betray’s 
In deepeft confequcncc. 

Coufins,a word, I pray you. 

Macb, Two Truths arc told, 

As happy Prologues to the fwelling A& 

Of the Impcriall Theame. I thankc you Gentlemen: 

This fupernaturall folliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good. 

If ill ? why hath it giuen me earneft of fucccfie. 
Commencing in a Truth ? I am Thane ot Cawdor. 

If good ? why doc I yeeld to that fuggeftion, 

Whofe horrid Jmage doth vnfixe my Heire, 

And make my feated Heart knock at my Ribbes, 

Againft the vfc of Nature ? Prefent Fcares 
Are lefle then horrible Imaginings: 

My Thought, whofe Murther yet is but fantafticall. 

Shakes fo my Angle ft3te of Man, 

That Fund ion is Another \i in furmife. 

And nothing is,but w r har is not. 

Bancj. Looke how our Partner’s rapt. 

A4ticb 4 If Chance will* haue rae King t 
Why Chance may Crowne me. 

Without myftirre. 

Eauc/. New Honors come vpon him 
Like our ftrange Garments,cleaue not to their mould, 

But with the aid of vfe. 

Macb . Come what come may. 

Time,and the Houre,runs through the rougheft Day. 

Banq . Worthy (Jifacbeth , wee ftay vpon your ley- 
jfure. 

Macb. Giue me your fauour: 

My dull Braine was wrought with things forgotten. 
Kinde Gentlemen,your paines arc regiftred’. 

Where euery day I turne the Lcafe, 

To readethem. 

Let vs toward the King: thinkevpon' 

What hath chanc’d: and at more time. 

The Interim hauing weigh'd ic,)et vs fpeake 
Our free Hearts each to other. 

Banq, Very gladly. 

Macb . Till then enough: 

Come friends. Exem . 


Scena Quarta, 


Flowtfr. Enter King , Lenox y Ad'alcolme, 
Donaibainey and Attendants • 

King, Is execution done on Cawdor ? 

Or nou thofe in Commiflion yet return’d ? 

MaL My Liege,they are not yet comeback. 

But I haue fpoke with oneihftf faw him die: 

Who did report,that very frankly hee 

Confef&’d hisTrcafons,imp!or’d your HighncflePardon, 

And fet forth a deepe'Repentance: 

Nothing in his Life became him. 

Like the leauing it. Hee dy’dc, 

As one that had beene ftudied in his death. 

To throw away the deareft thing he ow'd. 

As ’twerc a carelefle Trifle. 

King. There’s no Art, 

To finde the Mindes cohftru&ion in the Face: 

He was a Gentleman,on whom I built 
An abfoluteTruft. 

Enter AFacbetbyBanquo^Roffe^nd Angus. 

O worthyeft Coufin, 

The finne of my Ingratitude euen now 
Was heauie on me. Thou arc fo farre before. 

That fwif teft Wing of Recompencc is flow. 

To ouertake thee. Would thou hadft lefle deferu’d, 

Thac the proportion both of thanks,and payment. 

Might haue beene mine : onely 1 haue left to fay. 

More is thy due,then more then all can pay. 

Macb. The feruice,and the loyalcie I owe. 

In doing it,payes it felfe. 

Your Highnefle part,is to receiue our Duties: 

And our Duties are to your Throne,and State, 
Childrcn,and Seruants; which doc but what they fhould, 
By doing euery thing fafe toward your Louc 
And Honor. 

King. Welcome hither: 

I haue begun to plant thee,and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 

That haft no lefle deferu*d,nor muft be knowne 
No lefle to haue done foLet me enfold thee. 

And hold thee to my Heart. 

Tanq. There if 1 grow, 

TheHarueft isyourowne. 

King. My plenteous Ioyes, 

Wancon in fulnefle,feekc to hide themfelues 
In drops of forrow. Sonnes ,KmimcofThanety 
And you whofe places are the neareft, know. 

We will eftablifh our Efface vpon 

Our t\6t{\ y MaIcolmey whom we name hereafter. 

The Prince of Cumberland: which Honor muft 
Not vnaccompanied,inueft him onely. 

But fignes of Noblenefic,like Starre$,fliall (hine 
On all deferuers. From hence to Envcrnes, 

And binde vs further to you. 

Tvtacb, The Reft is Labor,which is not vs’d for you: 

He be my felfe the Herbeiiger,and make ioyfull 
The hearing of my Wife,withyour approach: 

So humbly take my leaue. 

King. My worthy Cawdor. 

7 >&*c£.The Prince of Cumberlandithat is a ftepj 
On which I muft fall downe,or elfe o’rc-lcape, 
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For in niy way it lyes. Starrcs hideyour fires. 

Let not Light fee my black and deepc defires: 

The Eye winke at the Hand; yet let that bee. 

Which the Eye feares, when it is done to fee. Exit. 

King. True,worthy Banquet he is full fo valiant. 

And in his commendations,! am fed: 

It is a Banquet tome. Let’s after him, 

Whofecareis gone before,to bid vs welcome : 

It is a peerclefl'e Kinfman. Fl&ttrijb. Exeunt. 


TheTragedie of cfMacbeth. 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Lftlacbeths Wife alone with a Letter . 

Lady, They met me in the day offucceffe : and I have 
learned by the perfect'ft report , they haue more in them , then 
mart all knowledge. When I burnt in deftre to qtieflion them 
farther , they made themfelues -Ayre, into which they vantfb'd . 
Whiles / flood rapt in the wonder of it, came Miffiues from 
the King) who all-h ail'd me Thane of Cawdor, by which Title 
before , thefe weyward Sifters fainted me 9 and referrd me to 
the comming on of time y with haile King thatfhalt be* This 
haue I thought good to deliver thee ( my dearcfl Partner of 
Greatnejfe) that thou might'ft not loofe the dues of reioycing 
by being ignorant of what Greatnejfe is promis'd thee . Lay 
it to thy heart and farewell. 

Glatnys thou art,and Cawdor,and (halt be 
What thou art promis’d yet doe I feare thy Nature, 

It is too full o’th* Milke of humane kmdneffe. 

To catch the ncereft way. Thou would’ft be great. 

Arc not without Ambition, but without 

The illneffc fhould attend it. What thou would’ft highly, 

That would’ft thou holily: would’ft not play falle. 

And yet would’ft wrongly winne. 

Thould’ft haue,great Glamys.tbat which cryes. 

Thus chou muft doe,if rhou haue it; 

And that which rather thou do’ft feare to doe. 

Then wifheft fhould be vndone.High thee hither. 

That I maypowre my Spirits in thine Eare, 

And chaftife with the valour of my Tongue 
All that impeides thee from the Golden Round, 

Which Fate and Mctaphy ficali ayde doth feemc 
To haue thee crown’d withall. Enter Mcffeugcr. 
What is your tidings? 

Afe(J'. The King comes here to Night. 

Lady . Thou’rt mad to fay it. 

Ts not thy Matter with him ? who,wer*c fo. 

Would haue inform’d for preparation. 

AfeJf.So plcaic you,it is true: our Thane is comming: 
One of my fellowes had the Ipecd of him; 

Who almoft dead for breath,had fcarcely more 
Then would make vp his Meflage. 

Lady. Giue him tending. 

He brings great nc wes. Exit Ateffenger. 

The Rauen himfelfc is hoarfe, 

That croakes the fatall entrance of Duncan 
Vndcr my Battlements. Come you Spirits, 

That tend on mortall thoughts,vnfex me here. 

And fill me from the Crown- to the Toe,top-full 
Of dirett Crucltie: make thick my blood. 

Stop vp th accefle.and paflage to Remorfe, 

That no compunctious vifitmgs of Nature 


Ecrs. 


Shake my fell purpofe, norkeepe peace between" 
Th’effe6f,and hit. Come to my Womans Brefts * 
And take my Milke for Gall,y ou murth’rine Minin 
Wherc-euer,in your fightlefle fubftanccs, ° * 

You wait on Natures Mifchiefe. Come thick Ni°l 
And pall thee in the dunneft fmoake of Hell ^ 

That my keene Knife fee not the Wound it make 
Nor Heauen peepe through the Blanket of the jA 
To cry, hold,hold. Enter Ma£S 

Great Glamys,worthy Cawdor, <th ' 

Greater then both,by the afl-haae hereafter 
Thy l etters haue tranfported me beyond * 

This ignorant prefent.and 1 feelcnow 
The future in the inftant. 

Mach. My deareft Loue, 

Duncan comes here to Night. 
r Lady. And when goes hence ? 

Macb. To morrow,as he purpofes. 

Lady. O neuer. 

Shall Sunncthat Morrow fee. 

Your Face, my Thane,is as a Booke,where men 
May teade ftrangc matters,to beguile the time. 
Lookc like the time,beare welcome in your Eye 
Your Hand,your Tongue:looke likech’innocent flow 
But be the Serpent vnder’t. He that’s comming, 
Mull be prouided for: and you fhall put 
This Nights great Btifinefle into my difpatch. 
Which fi-ull to all our Nights,and Dayes to come 
Giue ioleJy foueraigne fway.and Mafterdomc. * 

Macb. We will fpeake further, 

Lady . Onely looke vp cleare: 

To alter fauor,euer is to feare; 

Leauc all the reft tome. Exeunt. 


Scena S'ext a. 


Hoboyes, and Torches. Enter Kwg,Malctlmt, 
Donalbaine ,Banquo,Len»x, Macduff t 
Rojfe,Angtu,and Attendants . 

King. This Caftle hath a plcafant (eat. 

The ayre nimbly and fwectly recommends it felfe 
Vnto our gentle fence*. 

Banq. ThisGueft of Summer, 

The Temple-haunting Barlet docs approue, 

By his loued Manfonry,chat the Heauens breath 
Smells wooingly here: no Iutty frieze, 

Buttricc.nor Coigne of Vantage,but this Bird 
Hath made his pendant Bed,and procteant Cradle, 
Where they muft breed,and haunt: I haue obferu’d 
The ayre is delicate. Enter Ladj. 

King . See,fce,ourhonor’d Hoftefle: 

The Loue that followes vs, fametime is our trouble. 
Which ftill we thanke as Loue. Herein I teach you, 
How you (hall bid God-eyld vs foryourpaines. 

And thanke vs for your trouble. 

Lady. All our feruice, 

In euery point twice done,and then done double, 
Were pooreiand fingle Bufincffe,to contend 
Againft thofe Honors dccpe,and broad. 

Wherewith your Maieftie loades our Houle: 

For thofe of old, and the late Dignities, 

Heap’d vp to them,wc reft your Ermitcs. 

r r 7 Kfrg.Wherc’: 
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—^^T^Where’s the Thanedf Cawdor 
vVe courft him at the heelcs, and had a pUrpofe 
be^hi* purish'yorf Bift He tides \Vell, c 

l°d his^reac Loue((li3rpe as his Spurre)h3th holp him 
fo his home before vs: Fairc and Noble Hoftefle 

Jye are your gtieft to night. "' \ 

La. Your Scruarits e‘uer’~ 
pi^uetheir.SjthemfelueSjand what isthcjrs in compt, 
fo make their Audit at your Highnefle plcafure. 

Still to returne your owne.- : ...... 

ging. Giut me your hand : 

Condn<fti/>etominc Hoft we loue him highly, 
fliall continue, our Graces towards him. 
jjy your leaue Hoftefle. r ' Exeunt 

. -——r-— - r*rp ---' 

Scena Septima. 


Ho-boyes.'<Torches . 

Infer a Sewer y axddtuers Servants with Tifbes and Service 
’oiitr the Stage . Then enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Ific were done,when*tis done, then’ewer wellj 
Itvvcre done quickly ; Jfch’Afiaffination 
Could tr^mmell vp the Conleqi:ence,and catch 
With his furccafe, Succdlc: that but this blow 
Might be the be all,and the end all. Heerc, 

But heere, vpon this Bankc and Schoole of time, 

Wce’ld itunpe the life to come. But in thefe Cafes, 

We ftill haue iudgement heere, that vve but reach 
Bloody Inttrudtions,which being taughc, returne 
ToplaguetlVInuenter, Thiseuen-handedlufticc 
Commends thTngredicnce of our poy fon’d Challice 
To our owne lips. Hee’s heere in double trutt; 

Firft,ns I am bis Kir.fman, and his Subicdl, 

Strong both againtt the Deed : Then,as his Hoft, 

Who fhould againft his Murtherer fhut the doore. 

Not beare the knife my felfe. Befidcs^thisS^awe 
Hath borne his Faculties fo meeke; hath bin 
So decre in his great Office, that his Vercues 
Wfll pleade like Angels, Trumpet-tongu’d againft 
The deepc damnation of his taking off: 

And Pi tty, like a naked New-borne-Babe, 

Striding the blatt, or Heauens Cherubin, hors’d 
Vpon the fightleffe Curriors of the Ayre, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in euery eye. 

That teares fhall drowne the windc. I haue no Spurre 
To pricke the fides ofmy intent, but onely 
Vaulting Ambition,which Ore-lcapcs it felfe. 

And falles oirth'other. Enter Lady, 

How now ?VVhat Newes? 

La. He has almoft fnpt: why haue you left the chamber ? 
Mac, Hath he ask'd for me ? 

La. Know you not,he ha’s ** 

Mac* Wc will proceed no further in this Bufinefle : 

He hath Honour’d me of lateyand I haue bought 
Golden Opinions from all forts of people, 

Which would be worne now in their neweft gloflc, 

Not caft afide fo foonc. 

La. Was the hope drunkc, 

Wherein you dreft your felfe ? Hath it ttept fincc ? 

And wakes it now to lookc fo greene, and pale. 

At what it did fo frcelv ? From this time. 

Such I account thy loue. A’rt thou affear'd 
To be the fame irv thine owne Aft,and Valou^ 

As thou art in defuc ? Wotrlcfft thou haue that 


Which thoueft'eeffTtt the Ornament of Lift; * * 

And liuc a Coward in thine owne Efteeme? 

Letting I dare not,wait vpon I would. 

Like the poore Cat i'eh’Addage. 

Macb. Prytheepeace: 

I dare do all that may become a man, 

Who dares no more, is none. 

La, What Beaftwas’t then - 

That madeyou breake this encerprize to me ? 

When youdurft do it, then you were a tUah: 

And to be more then what you were, you would -- 

Be fo much rtiorc the man. Nor time, not place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both : 

They haue made themfelues^ and that their fictieffe now 
Do’s vnmakc you. I haue giuen Sucke, and know 
i* How tender 'tis to loue the Babe that nmlkesme, 

I would,while ic was fmyling in my Face, 

Haue pluckt my Nipple from his BonelcffeGummcs, 
And daflht the Braines out, had I id fworne' 

As you haue done to this. > • 

Macb. If we fhould faile ? 

Lady. Wc faile ? 

But ferew your courage to the flicking plaftey 
And wce’le not fayle: when Duncan is afleepe, 

(Whereto the rather fliall his dayes hard Iourney 
Soundly inuire him) his two Chambcrlaines 
Willi with Wine,and Waflell,foconuinCc, 

That Memorie^he Warder of the Braine, 

Shall be a Fumc,and the Rcceic of Reafon 
A Lymbeck onely: when i^ Swinifli fleepe. 

Their drenched Natures Iy<?s as in a Death, 

. What cannot you and I performe vpon 
Th’vnguarded Duncan ? What not put vpon 
His fpungie Officers? who fhall bcarc theguik 
Of our great quell, 

Aiacb. Bring forth Men-CHildren onely: 

For thy vndaunted Mettle fhould compofe 
Nothing but Males* Will it not bcreceiu'd. 

When wc haue mark’d With blood thofe fleepietvt'O 
Of his owne Chamber, and vs’d their very Daggers, 
That they haue don’t ? 

Lady. Who dares receuie it other, 

As wc fliall make our Gricfes and Clamor rore, 

Vpon his Death? 

A facb. I am fettled, and bend vp 
Each corporall Agent to this terrible Fear, 
t A way,and mock the time with faireftlhow, 

' Folfe Face muft hide what : the falfe Heart doth know. 

Exeunt. 


Mm Secundus. Scena Trim a. 


Enter Tanquo y and Flcance } with a Torch 
before him . 

Tavq. How goes the Night, Boy ? 

Flcance- The Moone is downc : I haue not he^rd the 
Clock* 

Banq. And £he goes downe at Twclue. 

Flcance . I cakc’rftis later, Sir. 

Banq. Hold, take my Sword : 

There's Husbandry in Heauen, 

Their Candles are all out: take thee that too, 
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A heauie S umnions lyts like Lead vpon me, 

[ And yet I would not fleepe: 

Mercifull Powers,reftraine in me the curfcd thought# 
j That Nature giues way to in repofe. 

Enter Macbeth ^and a Serum with a Torch. 

Giuc me my Sword: who’s there ? 

Mach. A Friend. 

•Banq. What Sir.not yet at reft? the King’s a bed* 

He hath beene in vnufuall Plcaiure, 

And Cent forth great Largefle to your Offices. 

This Diamond he greetes your Wife withall. 

By the name of moil kind Hofteflc, 

And fhutvp in meafurelefie content. 

Mac. Being vnprepar’d. 

Our will became the feruanc to defeil. 

Which elfe Ihould free haue wrought. 

"Banq. All * well. 

I dreamt laft Night of the three vveyward Sifters: 

To you they haue (bew’dfome truth. 

Mach. I thinke not of them : 

Yet when we <an entreat an houre to ferue, 

We would fpend it in fome words vpon that Bufinefic, 
If you would graunt the time. 

Banq. At yourkind’ft leyfure. 

Mach. If you (hall cleaue to my confent, 

When ’tis,it fhall make Honor for you. 

Banq. So I lofe none, 

In feeking to augment it, but ftill keepc 
My Bofome franchis?d,and Allegeance clejre, 

I (hall be counfail’d. 

Macb. Good repofe the while. 

Banq. Thankes Sir: the like to you. Exit Banqua. 
Macb. Goebid thy Miftreffe,when my drinke is ready, 
She ftrike vpon the Bell. Get thee to bed. Exit. 

Is this a Dagger.which I fee before me, 

The Handle to wand my Hand? Come,let me clutch thee: 
I haue thee not.and yet I fee thee ftill. 

Art thou not fatall Vifion,fenfible 
To feeling,as to light? or art thou but 
A Dagger of the Minde,a falle Creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppreffed Brame i 
I fee thee yet, in forme as palpable, 

As this which now I draw. 

Thoumarlhall’ft me the way that I was going. 

And fuch an Jnftrument I was to vfe. 

Mine Eyes are made the tooles o’ch other Scuccs, 

Or elfe worth all the reft: I fee thee ftill; 

And on thy Blade,and Dudgeon,Gouts ofBlood, 
Which was not l'o before.There’s no Inch thing: 

It is the bloody Eufmeffc,which informes 
Thus to mine Eyes. Nov; o’re the one halfe World 
Nature feemes dead,and wicked Dreames abufe 
The Curtain'd fleepe: Witchcraft celebrates 
Pale IEeccats Offrings: and wither'd Murtbe;, 

Alarum’d by his Cenr.inell,the W olle. ^ 

Whofe howle’s his Watch,thus with his fleakhy pace, 
With Tor quins raniftiing fides, towards his defigne 
ModeslikeaGhoft. Thoufowreandfume-let Earth 
Heare not my ftcps.which they may walkc,for fcarc 
Thy very ftones prate ot my vvhere-about, 

And take the prelent horror from the time. 

Which now lutes with ic. Whiles I threat,he liues: 
Words to the heat of decdcs too cold breath giues. 

Bell rings. 


TheTragedie oj cSMacbetb. 

I goe,and it is done: the Bell iniiites me. 
Heare it not ^Duncan, for it is a Knell, 

That fummons thee to Heaucn,or to Hell. 


Seem Secunda . 


Enter Lady. 

Xrf.That which hath made the drunk,hath made m 
What hath quench’d them,hath giuen me fire. 
Hearke,peace: it was the O wle that (hriek’d * 
The fatall Bell-man,which giues the ftern’ft good 
He is about it, the Doores are open: 

And the furfctcdGroomes doe mock their charge 
With Snores. I haue drugg’d their Poffets, S 
That Death and Nature doe contend about them. 
Whether they Iiue,or dye. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Who’s there? what hoa ? 

Lady , Alack,I am afraid they haue awak’d, 
And’tis not done* th’attempt.and not the deed 
Confounds vs: hearke: I lay’d their Daggers read 
He could not mifle ’em. Had he not refcmbled 
My Father as he flepc,I had don’t. 

My Husband ? 

Macb. 1 haue done the deed: 

Didft thou not heare a noyfe? 

Lady.I heard the O wle fchreame,and the Click 
Did not you fpeake? 

Macb. When? 

Lady. Now. 

Macb. As I defeended ? 

Lady. I. 

Macb. Hearke,who lyes i’th’fecond Chamber 

Lady. ‘Donalbaine. 

Mac. Thisis a forty fight. 

Lady. A foolifli thought,to fay a forty fight. 

Macb. There’s one did laugh in’s fleepe, 

And onecry'd Murther,thacthey did wakeeacho 
I flood,and heard them: But they did fay their Pn 
And addreft them againe to fleepe. 

Lady. There are two lodg’d together. 

Macb. One cry’d God bleffe vs,and Amen th< 
As they had fecnc me with thefe Hangmans hand: 
Liftning their feare,! could not fay Amen, 
When they did fay God bleffe vs. 

Lady. Confideritnotfqdeepely. 

Adas .But wherefore could not I pronounce Af 
I had moft need of Bleffing.and Amen ftuck in my 

Lady. Thefe deeds mull not be thought 
After thefe wayes: fo,it will make vs mad. 

Macb Me thought 1 heard a voyce cry,Sleep nc 
tJMacbeth does murther Sleepc, the innocent Sleej 
Sleepe that knits vp the rauel’d Slceue of Care, 
The death of each dayes Life,forc Labors Rath, 
Balme of hurt Mindes,great Natures fecond Coui 
Chiefc nou'rilher in Life's Feaft. 

Lady. What doe you meane? 

Macb. Still it cry’d, Sleepe no more to all the 
Clarnis hath murther’d Sieepe,and therefore Cxua 
Shall fleepe no more: Macbeth (ball fleepe no moi 

Lady. Who was ic.that thus cry’d?why worth) 
You doe vnbend your Noble ftrength,to thinke 
So braine-fickly of things: Goeget fome Watci 



.'^h^ftubisfiithie Wimeffe from your Hand. 

Whv did you bring thefe Daggers from the place ? 
lli muft lye A«e : g° e carf y them,and fmeare 
Tllffleepie Groomes viiith blood. 

Macb. lie goe no more: 
jam afraid, to thinke what I haue done: 

Looke on’t againe, I dare not. 

lady. Infirme of purpofe : 
riuc me the Daggers: the fleeping.and the dead, 
4 f cbutasPiftures: ’tisthe Eye of Child-hood, 

That feares a painted Deuill, If he doe bleed, 
j] f guild the Faces of the Groomes withall, 
for it muft feeme their Guile. Exit. 

Knocke within. 

Macb. Whence is that knocking? 

How is’t with me,when euery noyfe appalls me ? 
yyhat Hands are here? hah : they pluck out mine Eyes. 
iVill all great A feptuncs Ocean wafh this blood 
Cleane from my Hand? no:this my Hand will rather 
fhe multitudinous Seas incarnardme. 

Making the Greene one,Red. 

Enter Lady. 

lady. My Hands are of your colour: but 1 fliame 
To weare a Heart fo white, Knocke. 

I heare a knocking at the South entry : 

Recyrc we to our Chamber : v 

A little Water cleares vs of this deed. 

How eafie is it then ? your Conftancie 
Hach left you vnatcendcd. Knocke. 

Heatke,more knocking. 

Get on your Night-Gownejeaft occafion call vs, 

And (hew v» to be Watchers: be not loft 
So poorely in your thoughts. 

Macb. To know my deed, Knocke. 

Twere beft not know my felfe. 

Wake Drncan with thy knocking: 

I would thou conld’ft. Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter a Porter. 

Knocking within. 

Porter . Here’s a knocking indeede : if a man were 
Porter of Hell Gate, bee fhould haue old turning the 
Key* Knocks Knock,Knock,Knock. Who’s there 
i’tb’namc of Bclz,ebnb? Here’s a Farmer, that hang’d 
himfelfe on th’expecftation ofPlentie:Comc in time,haue 
Napkins enow about you,here you’le fweat for’e. Knocks 
iKnock,knock. Who's there in th’other Deu:ls Name ? 
Faith here’s an Equiuocator, that could fwcare in both 
the Scales againft eyther Scale, who committed Treafon 
enough for Gods fake,yet could not equiuocate to Hea- 
uen : oh come in, Equiuocator. Knock- Knock, 
Knock,Knock. Who’s there ? ’Faith here’s an Englifh 
Taylor come hither, for flealing out of a French Hofe: 
Come in Taylor, here you may roft yourGoofe. Knock. 
Knock,Knock. Neuer at quiet: What are you? but this 
place is too cold for Hell, lie DeuiU-Porter ic no further: 
1 had thought to haue let in fome of all Profcffions, that 
goe the Primrofe way to th’euerlafting Bonfire, Knock. 
Anon,anon,I pray you remember the Porter. 


Enter Macduff .and Lenox. 

Macd\ Was it fo Iate/ricnd^crc you went to Bed, 

That you doe lye fo late ? 

Parr.Faith Sit,we were carowfingtill the fecond Cock: 
And Drinke,Sir,is a great prouoker of three things. 

Macd. Whae three things does Drinke efpecially 
prouoke^ 

Port. Marry, Sir, Nofe-painting, Sleepe, and Vrine. 
Lecherie,Sir,if prouokes,and vnprouokcs : it prouokes 
the defirc,but it takes away the performance. Therefore 
much Drinke may be faid to be an Equiuocator with Le- 
cherie; ic makes him,and itmarres him; it lets him on 3 
and it takes him off; it perfwadcs him, and dil-heartens 
him; makes him Band too,and not (land too : in conclu- 
fion,equuiocates him in aflccpc,and giuing him the Lye, 
leaues him. 

Macd. I beleeueJDrinkc gaue thee the Lye laft Night. 
Port. That it didjSir/fthe very Throat on me: but I 
requited him for his Lye, and (I thinke)being too ftrong 
for him,though he tookc vp my Legges (ometiipe, yet I 
made a Shift to caft him. 

Enter Macbeth . 

Macd. Is thy Maftfcr ftirring ? 

Our knocking ha's awak’d him: here he comes, 

Lenox . Good morrow, Noble Sir. 

Macb. Good morrow both. 

Macd. Is the King ftirring,worthy Thane ? 

Macb. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him, 

I haue almoft flipt the houre. 

Ma b. lie bring you to him. 

Macd. I know this is a ioy full trouble to you: 

But yct’tisone. 

Macb . The labour we delight in,Phyficks painc: 

This is the Doorc. 

Macd . lie make fo bold to call, for’tistny Emitted 
feruice. Exit Macduff'e. 

Lenox . Goes the King hence to day ? 

Macb. He does: he did appoint lo. 

Lenox . The Night ha’s been vnruly: 

Where we hy,our Chimneys were blownc downe. 

And (as they fay) lamentings heard i’ch’Ayre; 

Strange Schreemes of Death, 

And Prophccying,with Accents terrible. 

Of dyre Combuftion,and confus’d Eucms, 

New hatch’d toth’ wofull time. 

The obfeure Bird clamor'd the liue-long Night. 

Some fay,the Earth was fcuorous, 

And did (hake. 

Macb. 'Twas a rough Night. 

Lencx. My young remembrance cannot paralell 
A fellow to it. 

Enter Lftfacdaff* 

Macd. O horror, horror, horror, 

Tongue nor Heart cannot concciuc,nor name thee# 

Macb. and Lenox. What's the matter ? 

Macd. Confufion now hath made his Mafter-pccce: 
Moft facrilegious Murther hath broke ope 
The Lords anoynted Temple,and ftolc thence 
The Life o’th’ Building* 

Macb . What is’t you fay,the Life? 

Lenox . Meane you his Maieftic ? 

Macd . Approch the Chambcr,and deftroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon. Doe not bid me fpeake: 

__ mm 3 _See,/ 
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See,and then fpeake your felues: awake,awake, 

.»■' Exeunt Macbeth and Lena 
Ring the Alarum Bell: Murthcr,and Treafon, 
Banquo.^vS Donalbaine: Atalcolme awake, j 
Shake off this Downey fleepe,Deaths counterfeit. 

And lookc on Death it felfe: vp,vp,and fee 
The great Doomes Image: Malcolme.Ban quo, 

.As fromyoucGraues rile vp,and walke like Sprights, 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell. 

Bell rings. Enter Lady. 

Lady, What’s the Bufineffe i 
That fuch ahideous Trumpet calls to parley 
The deeper* of the Houfe? ipcake,fpeake. 

Added. O gentle Lady, 

’Tis not for you to heare what I can fpeake: 

The repetition in a Womans care. 

Would murther as it fell. 

Enter 'Banquet. 

O BanquofBanquo, Our Royall Matter's murther’d. 

Lady. Woe, alas.: 

What,in our Houfe ? 

Ban. Too cruell,any where. 

Dcarc Duff pry thee contradict thy felfe. 

And fay,it is not fo. 

Enter Macbeth,.Lenox,and Rofe. 

Macb. Had I but dy’d an houre before this chance, 

I had liu’d a.bleffed time: for from this inttant. 

There’s nothing ferious in Mortalitie: 

All is but Toyes: Renownc and Grace is dead. 

The Wine of Life it drawne,and the mcere Lees 
Is left this Vault, to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm* and Denali atm. 

.Venal. What is amiffe > 

Atari. You are,and doe not know’t: 

The Spring,the Head.thc Fountaine of your Blood 
Is ftopt, the very Source of it is ftopt. 

Macd. Your Royall Father’s tnurthcr’d. 

Mai. Oh,by whom? 

Lenox. Thofc of his Chambcr,as it feem’d,had don’t: 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg’d with blood. 

So were their Daggers,whichvnwip’d,we found 
Vpon their Pillowcs: they ftar’d,and were diftra&ed, 

No mans L ife was to be trufted with them. 

Macb. 0,yet I doe repent me of my furie. 

That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you fo? 

Mari.Who can be wife, 3 maz’d,template,& furious, 
Loyalfand Neutral!,in a moment ? No man: 
Th’expedition of my violent Loue 
Out-run the pawfer,Reafon. Here lay £> uncan, 
HisSiluer skinne.lac’d with his Golden Blood, 

And his gafh’d Stabs,look’d like a Breach in Nature, 

For Ruines waftfull entrance: there the Murtherers, 
Steep’d in the Colours of their Trade; theirDaggers 
Vnmanncrly breech’d with gore: who could retraine. 
That had a heart to loue; and in that heart, 

Courage,to make’s loue knowne ? 

Lady. Helpe me hence >hoa. 

Macd. Lookc to the Lady, 

Mai. Why doe we hold our tongues, 

That moft may dayme this argument for ours ? 

2 Serial. VVbat ihould be fpoken here. 


Where out Fate hid in an augure hole^T^?^" 
. i May rufh,and feize vs? Let’s away, 

Our Tear*s are not yet brew’d. 

Mai. Nor our ftrong Sorrow 
Vpon the foot of Motion. 

Eanq. Looke to the Lady: 

And when we haue our naked Frailties hid 
That fuffer in expofure; let vs meet. 

And queftion this moft bloody piece of worke 
To know it further. Feares and fcruples fliake vs* 
In the great Hand of God I ftand,and thence 
Againft the vndivulg’d prctence,I fight 
Of Treasonous Mallice. 

Macd. Andfodoel. 

All. So all. 

Mari. Let’s briefely put on manly readintfl; 
And meet i’th’ Hall together. 1 

All. Well contented. Exeunt. 

Male. What will you doe ? 

Let’s not confort with them: 

To (hew an vnfelt Sorrow,is an Office 
Which the falfe man do’s eafic. 
lie to England. 

Don. To Ireland, I: 

Our feperated fortune fhall kcepevsboth the fafer: 
Where we are,there’s Daggers in mens Smiles • 
The neere in blood.the necrer bloody, 

Male. This murtherous Shaft that’s (hot, 

Hath not yet lightcd:and our fafeft way. 

Is to auoid tbeayme. Therefore to Horfe, 

And let vs not be daintie of leaue-taking. 

But fliift away: there’s warrant in that Theft, 
Which fteales it felfe,when there’s nomercie left. 

Exeunt. 



Enter Rofe,with an Old man. 

Old man. Threefcore and ten I can remember well, 
Within the Volume of which Time,I haue feene 
Houres dreadfull,and things ftrange: but this fore Nigh 
Hath trifled former knowings, 

Rejfe. Ha,good Father, 

Thou feeft the Heauens,as troubled with mans Aft, 
Threatens his bloody Stage: by th’ Clock ’tis Day, 
And yet darke Night ftrangles the trauailing Lampe: 
Is't Nights predominanee,or the Dayes fhame. 

That Datkneffc does the face of Earth intombe, 

When liuing Light (hould kiffe it ? 

Oldman. ’Tis vnnaturall, 

Euen like the deed that’s done: On Tuefday laft, 

A Faulcon towring in her pride of place, 

Was by a Mowfing O wle hawkt at,and kill’d. 

Rofe. And Duncans Horfes, 

(A thing moft ftrange, and certaine) 

Beauteoui.and fwift, the Minions of their Race, 
Turn’d wilde in nature,broke their ftalls,flong out, 
Contending 'gainft Obedience,as they would 
Make WarrewithMankinde. 

Oldman. ’Tis faid,they cate each other. 

Rofe. They did fo : 
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^i7amazement of mineeyes that look’d vpon't. 
T° thSm Enter Macdufe. 

tieete comes the good Macdseffe. 

L* goes the world Sir,now? 

^ Wed. Why fee you not? 

Rolf. Is’t known who did this more then bloody deed? 

jetted. Thofe that Macbeth hath flaine, 

Rolf- Alas the day, 

What good could they pretend ? 

Macd. They were fubborned, 

■\ulcclme, and Donalbaine the Kings two Sonnes 
^ re ftolne away and fled, which puts vpon them 
Sufpidon of the deed. 

Rojfe. ’Gainft Nature ftill, 
yhriftlcffe Ambition, that will rauen vp 
Thine owne liues meanues: Then ’tis moft like, 
yhe Soueraignty will fall vpon Afacbetb. 

ijMacd. He is already nam’d, and gone to Scone 
fobeinuefted. 

Rofe. Where is Duncans body ? 

Macd. Carried to Colmeki 11, 

The Sacred Store-houfe of his Predcccffors, 

And Guardian of their Bones. 

Rojfe. WiMyou to Scone? 

tjMaed. No Cofin, lie to Fife. 

'Rojfe' WeIl,I will thither. 

Macd. Well may you fee things wel done there:Adieu 
Leaft our old Robes fit eafier then our new. 

Rofe. Farewell, Father. 

Old M. Gods benyfon go with you,and with thofe 
That would make good ofbad,and Friends of Foes. 

Exeunt omnes 


Alius Tertius. Scena T rim a. 


Enter Banquo. 

Banq. Thou haft it now, King, Cawdor,Glamis,all, 
Ai the weyard Women promis’d, and I feare 
Thou playd’ft moft fowly for’t: yec it was faide 
It Ihould not ftand in thy Poflerity, 

But that my felfe (hould be the Roote,andFather 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them. 

As vpon thee c Macbeth , their Speeches (hinc. 

Why by the verities on thee made good. 

May they not be my Oracles as well, 

And fet me vp in hope. But hufti.no more. 

Sen it founded. Enter Macbeth as King , Lady Lenox, 
Rofe t Lords } and Attendants. 

Web. Hecre’sourchicfeGueft. 

La. If he had beenc forgotten, 

Ithadbcneas a gap in our great Feaft, 

And all-thingvnbeconiming. 

Web. To night we hold a folemne Supper fir. 

And He requeft your prcfencc. 

Banq. LetyourHighneffe 
Command vpon me, to the which my duties 
Are with a moft indiffoluble tye 
For euer knit. 

Macb. Ride you this afternoone? 

Ban, I, my good Lord. 

Macb. We Ihould haue clfe defir’d your good aduice 


(Which ftill hath been both graue.and profperous) 

In this dayes Councell: but wee’le take to morrow. 

Is’t farreyou ride? 

; Ban. As farre,my Lord,as will fill vp thd time 
’Twixt this,and Supper. Goe not my Horfe the better, 

I muft become a borrower of the Night, 

For a darke houte.or twaine. 

Web. Faile not our Feaft. 

Ban. MyLord,Iwil!not. 

Macb . Wc heare our bloody Cozens arc bellow’d 
In England,and in IreIand,not confefsing 
Their cruell Parricide,filling their hearers 
With ftrange inuention. But of that to morrow, 

When therewithall,we (hall haue caufe of State, 
Crauingvsioyntly. Hye you to Horfe; 

Adieu,till you returne at Night. 

Goes Fleance with you ? 

Ban. I,my good Lord: our time does call vpon's. 
Macb. I wifh your Horfes fwift, and fure of foot; 
And fo I doe commend you to their backs. 

Farwcll. Exit Banquo. 

Let euery man be matter of his time. 

Till feuen at Night,to make focietie 
The fweeter welcome: 

We will keepe our felfe till Supper time alone: 

While then,God be with you. Exeunt Lords. 

Sirrha,a word with you : Attend thofe men 
Ourpleafurc? 

Seruant. They are, my Lord, without the Pallace 
Gate. 

Macb. Bring them before vs. Exit Seruant. 

To be thus,is nothing, but to be fafely thus ; 

Our feares in Banquo fticke deepe. 

And in his Royaltie of Nature reignes that 
Which would be fear’d. ’Tis much he dares. 

And to that dauntleffe temper of his Minde, 

He hath a Wifdome,that doth guide hi* Valour, 

To atl in fafetie. There is none but he, 

Whofc being I doe feare: and vnder him, 

My Genitts is rebuk’d,as it is faid 
Mark^Anthonies was by Cafar. He chid the Sifters. 

When firft they put the Name of King vpon me. 

And bad them fpeake to him. Then Prophet-like, 

They hayl’d him Father to a Line of Kings. 

Vpon my Head they plac’d a fruitlcffe Crowne, 

And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 

Thence to be wrencht with an vnlineall Hand, 

No Sonne of mine fuccecding: if’t be fo. 

For Banquo's Iffue haue I fil’d my Miade, 

For them,the gracious Duncan haue I murther’d, 

Puc Rancours in the Veffell of my Peace 
Onely for them.and mine eternall Iewell 
Giuen to the common Enemie of Man, 

To make them Kings, the Scedes of Banquo Kings,. 
Rather then fo,come Fate into the Lyft, 

And champion me to th’viterance. 

Who’s there ? 

Enter Seruant , and two Murtherers. 

Now goe to theDoore, and flay there till we call. 

Exit Seruant, 

Was it not yefterday we fpoke together ? 

Murth, It was,fo pleafe your Highnefle. 

Macb. Well then. 

Now haue you confider’d of my (pccchcs s 

Know,! 
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Know, that it was he,in the times paft. 

Which held you fo vnder fortune. 

Which you thought had been our innocent felfe. 

This I made good to you,in our laft conference, 

Paft in probation with you: 

How you were borne in hand, how croft: 

The Inftruments: who wrought with them: 

And all things clfe,that might 
To halfe a Soule,and to a Notion craz’d. 

Say,Thus did Banquo. 

i. Murth. Youmadeitknownetovs. 

Mach. I did fo: 

And went further, which is now 
Our point of fecond meeting. 

Doe you finde your patience fo predominant. 

Id your nature,that you can let this goe ? 

Are you foGofpelTcLto pray for this good man, 

And for his Iffue, whofe heauie hand 
Hath bow'd you to the Graue, and begger’d 
Yours for euer? 

l. Murth. We are men, my Liege. 

Macb. I,in the Catalogue ye goc for men. 

As Hounds,and Greyhounds,Mungrcls,Spaniels,Curres, 
Showghes, Water-Rug$,and Demy-Wolues are dipt 
AllbytheNameofDogges: the valued file 
Diftinguifhes the fwiit,thc flow,the fubtle, 

The Houfe-keeper,the Hunter, cuery one 
According to the gift, which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos’d: whereby he docs receiue 
Particular addition.from the Bill, 

That writes them all alike: and fo of men. 

Now,if you houe a ftation in the file, 

Not i’th’ worft ranke of Manhood,fay’r, 

And I will put that BufindTe in your Bofomcs, 

Whofe execution takes your Enemie off, 

Grapples you to the hearc;and lone of vs. 

Who wearc out Health but fickly in his Life, 

Which in his Death were perfedt. 

a. Murth. I am one.my Liege, 

Whom the vile Blowes and Buffets of the World 
Hath fo incens’d,that I am rccklcfle what I doc. 

To fpight the World. 

I .Murth. And I another. 

So wearie with Difafterstugg’d with Fortune, 

That I would fet my Life on any Chance, 

To mend it,or be rid on’t. 

Mach. Both of you know Banquo was your Enemie. 
Murth . True,my Lord. 

Macb. So is he mine: and in fuch hloody diftance. 
That euery minute of his being,thrufts 
igainft my neer’ft of Life: and though I could 
Vich bare-fac’d powerfweepc him from my fight. 

Aid bid my will auouch it; yet I muft not, 

Forceicaine friends that are both his.and mine, 

Whoft loues I may not drop,but waylehis fall. 

Who I my felfe ftruck downe: and thence it is. 

That I to your afliSance doe make loue, 

Masking the BufindTe from the common Eye, 

For fundry weightie Reafons. 

a. Murth. We (hall,my Lord, 

Pcrforme what you command vs. 
i, Murth. Though our Liues— 

Macb. Your Spirits lliine through you. 

Within this houre, at moft, 

I will aduife you whete to plant yourTelues, 

Acquaint you with theperfedt Spy o’th’ time. 


i nc moment on t,tor t muft be done to Nieht ~~ 
And foraething from the Pallace: alwaves tl, ’ , 
That I require a clearenefle; and with him, ° U8 " C > 
To leaue no Rubs nor Botches in the Worke - 
Fleam ,his Sonne,that keepes him company 
Whofe abfence is no lefle materiall to me, ‘ 

Then is his Fathers,muft embrace the fare 
Of that darke houre: refolue your felues apart 
He come to you anon, ” ’ 

Murth. We arerefolu’d.my Lord. 

Macb. lie call vpon you flraight: abide within 
It is concluded: Banquo ,thy Soules flight, 

If it finde Heauen,rauft finde it out to Night. £ 


Scena Secmda. 


Enter CMacbeths Lady , and a Serum. 

Lady. Is Banquo gone from Court ? 

Seruant. I,Madamc,but rcturncsagainctoNight 
Lftdj. Say to the King, I would attend his Jcviuie * 
For a few words, ‘ 

Seruant. Madame, I will. Exit. 

Lady. Nought’s had, all’s fpent. 

Where our defire is got without content: 

’Tis fafer.to be that which we deftroy. 

Then by deftru&ion dwell in doubtfull ioy. 

Enter ^Macbeth. 

How now,my Lord,why doe you keepe alone? 

Of forryeft: Fancies your Companions making, 

Vfing thofe Thoughts,which fhould indeed hauedy’d 
With them they thinke on: things without all temedie 
Should be without regard: what’sidone.is done, 
Macb. We hauefcorcb’d the Snake,not kill’d it: 
Shee’le clofe,and be her felfe,whileft ourpoore Mallice 
Remaines in danger of her former Tooth, 

But let the frame of things dif-ioynr. 

Both the Worlds fuffer. 

Ere we will eate our Meale in feare,and fleepe 
In the affli&ion of thefe terrible Dreames, 

That Cbake vs Nightly: Better be with the dead, 
Whom we,to gayne our peace,haue fent to peace. 
Then on the torture of the Minde to lye 
In reftleffe extafie. 

'Duncans is in his Graue: 

After Lifes fitfull Fcucr,hc fleepes well, 

Treafon ha’s done his worft: nor Steele,nor Poyfon, 
Mallice domeftique, forraine Leuie, nothing. 

Can touch him further. 

Lady. Come on: 

Gentle my Lord.flceke o’re your rugged Lookes, 

Be bright and Iouiall among your Guefts to Night. 

7 Macb. So fhall I Loue,and fo I pray be you : 

Let your remembrance apply to Banquo, 

Prefent him Eminence,both with Eye and Tongue: 
Vnfafe the while, that wee muft laue 
Our Honors in thefe flattering ftreames. 

And make our Faces Vizards to our Hearts, 
Difguifing what they are. 

Lady. You muft leaue this. 

Macb. 0,full of Scorpions is my Minde, deare Wife: 
Thou know’ft-that Banquo and his Fleam liues. 

Lady. Bu 
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But in them, Natures Coppie’s not eterne. 

Macb. There’s comfort yet,they are affaileable, 
f. n t hou iocund : ere the Barhath flowne 
L doyfter’d flight, ere to black Heccats fummons 
The {hard-borne Beetle,with his drowfie hums, 
u«h rung Nights yawning Peale, 

There fball done a ^cd dreadful! note. 

Lady. What’s to be done? 

yiacb. Be innocent of the knowledge,deareft Chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed: Come,feeling Night, 

Skarfc vp the tender Eye of pittifull Day, 

An d with thy bloodic and inuifible Hand 
Cancell and teare to pieces that great Bond, 
vyhich keepes me pale. Light thickens, 

And the Crow makes Wing toth’ Rookie Wood: 

Good things of Day begin to droope.and drowfe. 

Whiles Nights black Agents to their Prey's doe rowic. 
Thou maruell’ft at my words: but hold thee (till. 

Things bad begun,make ftrong themfelucs by ill: 
Soprythee goe with me. Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia. 


— 


Scam Quart a. 



Banquet prepar’d. Enter (JMacbeth, Lady , Rojfe , Lenox, 
Lords, and attendants. 


Macb. You know your, o wne degrees ,fit downe: 

At fir ft and laft,the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thankes to your Maiefty. 

Macb. Our felfe will mingle with Society, 

And play the humble Hoft : 

Our Hofteffe keepes her State,but in beft time 
We will require her welcome. 

La. Pronounce it for me Sir, to all our Friends, 

For my heart fpeakes,they arc welcome. 

Enter firjl Cftlurtherer. 

J facb.Sec they encounter thee with their harts thanks 
Both fides arc euen: hecre lie fit i’ch’mid’ft. 

Be large in mirth,anon wee’l drinke a Meafute 
The Table round. There’s blood vpon thy face. 

Mur. 'Tis 'Banquo’s then. 

Macb. ’Tis better thee without, then he within. 


5 




Enter three Murtherers. 

> } 

!, But who did bid thee ioync with vs ? 

3. Macbeth. 

2, He needes not our miftruft.fince he dcliuers 
Our Offices, and what we haue to doe, 

Tothedire&ion iuft. 

x. Then ftand with vs: 

The Weft yet glimmers with fome ftreakes of D ay. 
Now fpurres the lated T rauellcr apace. 

To gayne the timely lnne, end neere approches 
The fubieft of our Watch. 

3. Hearkc,I heareHorfes. 

Banquo within. Giuc vs a Light there,hoa. 
a. Then'tis he e: 

The reft, that are within the note of cxpe&ation, 
Alreadie are i’ch’Court. 

1. His Hcrfes goe about. 

3. Almoft a mile: but he does vfually, 

So all men doc,from hence toth’ Pallace Gate 
Make it their Walke. 

Enter Banquo and Fleansyvith a Torch. 

2. A Light, a Light. 

3. 'Tis hee. 

1. Stand took. 

Ban. It will be Rayne to Night. 

1. Let it come downe. 

Ban. 0,Trecherie! 

Flye good Tleans, flye, five, flye. 

Thou may’ft reuenge. O Slauc! 

Who did ftrikeout the Light? 

1. Was’t not the way ? 

3. There’s but one downe: the Sonne is fled, 
a. We haue loft 
Bcft halfe of our Affaire. 

r. Well, let’s awry, and fay how much is done. 

Exeunt. 


ishedifpatch’d i 

Mur. My Lord his throat is cut, that I did for him. 
Mac. Thou art the befto’th’Cut-throats, 

Yet hr.e’s good that did the like for Fleans-. 

If thou did’ft it, thou art thcNon-pareill. 

Mur. MoftRoyallSir 
Fleans is fcap’d. 

CMacb. Then comes my Fit againe : 

I had elfe beene perfesft; 

Whole as the Marble, founded as the Rocke, 

As broad, and gcnerall, as the cafing Ayre: 

But now I am cabin d, crib'd, confin’d, bound in' 

To fawey doubts, and fcares. But Banquo’s fafe ? 

Mur. I,my good Lord : fafe in a ditch he bides. 

With twenty trenched gaftics on his head; 1 

The leaft a Death to Nature. 

Macb. Thankes for that: 

There the growne Serpent lyes, the worme that’s fled 
Hath Nature that in time will Venom breed. 

No teeth for th’prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow 
Wce’l heare our felues againe. Exit Murderer. 

Lady. MyRoyall Lord, 

You do not giue the Cheere, theFeaft is fold 
1 hat is not often vouch’d, while ’tis a making i 
’Tis giucn,with welcome: to feede were bcft at home: 
From thence, theiawce to meatc is Ceremony, 

Meeting were bare without it. 

Enter the Ghofi of Banquo , and Jits in Macbeths place. 

tJMacb. Sweet Remembrancer: 

Now good digeftion waite on Aypetite, 

And health on both. 

Lenox. May’t pleafe your Highneflc fic. 

"Macb. Here had we no w our Countries Honor,roof’d. 
Were the grac’d perfon ofour Banquo prefent: 

Who, may I rather challenge for vnkindnefle. 

Then pitty for Mifchance. 

Rojfe. Hisablcnce(Sir) 

Layes blame vpon his promife. Pleas’t your Highnefte 
To grace v s with y onr Roy all Company ? 

Mcab.[ 
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1 „jifi__ 

! Macb. The Table’s ful l, ^ 

) - -Lenox. Heerc is a placrrefcrn’d'Stf, 
j Macb. Where? 

Lenox. 1 Iccrc my godd 
hat is’c that moues your fflgkncfle? 
j ~ UlL’.cb. "WincfioTy6u fia’ue done this ? 

Lords, Wiijtj my good Lferft? 

Macb. Thou canft not fay ’f'diti it': ncucr (hake 
Thy goary lockcs at me. 

Roffei Gei^tiecnen tifeihisHighneffe is not well. 
Lady. Sit worthy Friends’.: my Lord is ofteii thus, 
And hath bceire from his youth. Pray you kecpe Seat, 
The fit is mpmenriry, vpon a thought 
He will ag3:ne be well. If much you note him 
s You (hall oftondhim, andestemi hisPaflion, 

Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man ? 

Macb. I , and a bold one, that dare looke on that 
Which might appall the Diuell. 
i La O proper ftufFe : 

'TBit is die visy painting of your feare : 

■This is the Ayte-drawho-Dagger which you faid 
Led you to TLancan. O, theft: flawes and flares 
j(Impoftors tcrrrueicare) would well become 
lA womans ftory, at a Winters fire : 

jAutliQrih'dby.lierGrandam: fhameit fclfe, 
jWhy do you make fuch faces ? When all’s done 
You looke but ©n>a floolc. * -a : . 

Mack P,ry thee fee there: 

Behold, looke, loe, how fay you : 

Why what care I , if thou canft nod, fpeake too. 
IfCharnellhoufes, and our Graucs muft fend 
Thofe that we bury, backe; our Monuments 
Shall be the Mawes of Kytes. 

La, What? quite vnmann’d in folly, 

Macb. Ifi (land heere,Tfaiv him. 

La. Fieforfbamc. 

Macb Biaodhath bene {Tied ere nowft’th’oldcn time 
•Ere humane Statute purg’d the gentle Wealc : 

I,and fince tod, Murthers haue bene perform’d 
Too terrible fpr the care. The times has bene, 

That when the Braines vvereour, the man would dye. 
And there an end: But now they rifeagaine 
With twenty mortoll murthers on their crownes,' 

And pufh vs fronrouc ftooles. This is more ftrange 
Then fuch a murther is. 

. La. My worthy Lord 
Your Noble Friends do lacke you. 

Macb. I do forget: 

Do not mufe at me my moft worthy Friends, 

I haue a ftrange infirmity,which is nothing 
To thofe thatknow me. Come,loue and health to all. 
Then lie fit downe : Giue me ferae Wine,fill full: 

Enter Chofi. 

I drinke to tb’gciieiall ioy o th’whpleTable, 

And to our decre Friend *Ba»qno t whomwemiffe: 

Would he were hecre:: to all,and him we thirft. 

And ail to all. . 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 

C Mac. Auant, & quit my fight.lex the earth hide thee: 
Thy bones are niartowlefle, thy blood is cold: 

Thou haft no fprcplation in thofe eyes 
Which thou drift glare with. 

La. Thinke of this good Peereji ■< 

j But as a thing of Cuftomc; ’Tjs-no ocher, 

Onely it fpoylcs the pleafure of the titpe. 

Ai.tcb, What man dare, I dare : 
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Approach thou like the fugged 
The arm’d Rhinoceros or th’Hircan Tiger 5 
Take any fhape but that, and my firme Ncrue- 
Shall neuer tremble. Or be aliue ayaine * 

And dareme to the Defart with thyS word • 

If trembling I inhabit then, proteft mee 
The Baby of a Girle. Hence horrible Ihadow 
Vnreallmock’ry hence. Why fo, being gone* 

I am a man againe: pray you fit flill. 

La, You haue displac’d the mirth. 

Broke the good meeting,with moft admir’d dir« a 

Macb. Can fuch things be, r cr * 

And ouercomc vs like a ‘Summers Clowd 
Without our fpeciall wonder? You make’me ft 
Euen to the d.fpofition that I owe, ftran §' 

When now I thinke you can behold luch fipi lts 
And keepe the naturall Ruble of your Checkes’ 
When mine is blanch'd with feare. ' 

Roffe. What fights,my Lord ? 

La. I pray you jpeake not: hegrowes worfe& uv , , 
C^ieflion enrages him : at once, goodnight. 0t * 
Stand not vpon the order of your going. 

But go at once. 

Len. Goodnight^and better health 
Attend his Maiefty. 

La A kinde goodnight to all. 

Macb. It will haue blood they fay- 
Blood will haue Blood : 

Stones haue beene knowne to moue,& Trees to (p ea fc c . 
Augures, and vnderftood Relations,haue 
By Maggot Pyes,& Choughes.&Rookesbrouphtfartl, 
The fccret’ft man of Blood. What is the night? 

La. Almoft at oddes with morning,which is which, 

Macb. How fay’ft thou that Macduff'denies his nerfon 
At our great bidding. 

La: Did you fend to him Sir? 

Macb. I heare it by the W3y : But I will fend; 
There’s not a one of them but in his houfe 
I keepe a Scruant Feed. I will to morrow 
(And betimes I will) to the weyaro Sifters. 

More {hail they fpeake: for no w I am bent to know 
By the wot ft meanes, the worft, for mine o wne good. 
All caufes fhall giue way, I am in blood 
Stept in fo farre, that fhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go ore: 

Strange things I haue in head, that will to hand. 
Which muft be adled, cte they may be fcand. 

La. You lacke the feafon of all Natures,fleepe. 

A/rfcACome.wec’l to fleepe: My ftrange & felf-abufe 
Is the initiate feare,that wants hard vfc: 

Wc are yet but ypng indeed. Exeunt. 


Seem Quinta . 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches , meting 
JJecat. 

I. Why how now Hecat, you looke angerly ? 
Hec. Haue I not reafon (Beldams) as you ate? 
Sawcy,and ouer-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Traffickc with Macbeth, 

In Riddlcs,and Affaires of death ; 


And 
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T^j’ftrtMiftris ofyour Charmes, 

Xhe clofe contriuer ofall harmes, 

{vas neuer call’d to bearc my part, 

0r ftew the glory of our Art? 
s n d which is worfe, all you haue done 
Hath bene but fora wayward Sonne, 
tpight full,and wrathful!, who (3s others do) 
koues for his owne ends, not for you. 
gut niak c amends now: Get you gon, 

^nd at the pit of Acheron 

|yj cf te me i’th’Momifig: thither he 

VVill come, to know his Deftinie. 

Your Vcffels, and your Spels prouide, 
y 0 urCharmes,and cuery thing befide; 
j am for th’Ay re : This night .1 le fpend 
y nt o a difmall, and a Fatall end. 

Great bufinefle muft be wrought ere Noone. 

Vpon the Corner of the Moonc 
There hangs a vap’rous drop, profound, 

5le catch it ere it come to ground; 

^d that diftill’d by Magicke flights. 

Shallraife fuch Artificial! Sprights, 

A$by the ftrength of their illufion, 

Shall draw him on to his Confufion. 

He (ball fpurne Pate, fcorne Death, and beare 
His hopes ’boue Wifedome,Grace,and Feare: 

And yon all know,Security 
Is Mortals cheefeft Enemie. 

Mu/icke,and a Song. 

Hearke, I am call’d • my little Spirit fee 
Sitsin a Foggy cloud,and ftaycsformc. 

Sing within. Conte away, come away jfrc. 
i Come, let’s make haft, (hec’lfoone be 
Backe againe. Exeunt. 


IM _ 

Where he beftowes himfelfe ? 

Lord . The Sonnes of Duncane 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth) 

Liues in the Englifh Command is receyu’d 
Of the moft Pious Edward , with fuch grace, 

That the maleuolen.ee ofForturie, nothing 
Takes from his high refpc#. Thither Macduffe 
Is gone, to pray the Holy King, vpon his ayd 
To wake Northumberland,and warlike Seyward, 

That by the hclpe of theft (with him abouc ) 

To ratifie the Worke) we may againe 

Giue to our Tables meate, fleepe to our Nights: 

Free from our Feafts^nd Banquets bloody kniues • 

Do faithfull Homage,and receiue free Honors, 

All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath fo exafperate their King, that hee 
Prepares for fome attempt of Warre. 

Len . Sent he to Afacdnffet 

Lord . He did : and with an abfoiutc Sir,not I 
The dowdy Mcffenger turnes me his backe. 

And hums; as who fhould lay, you*! rue the time 
That clogges me with this Anfwer. 

Lenox. And that well might 
Aduife him to a Caution, t hold what diftance 
His wifedome can prouide. Some holy Angcll 
Flye to the Court of England,and vnfold 
FlisMeflageerehe come, that a fwifi blefflng 
May fooric rerurne to this our fuffering Country, 
Vnderahand accurs'd. 

Lcrd , lie fend my Prayers with him. Exeunt 


Alius Qrnrtus . Seem Trim a. 


Selena Sexta . 


Enter Lenox^and another Lord. 

Lenox . Mv former Speeches, 

Haue but hit your Thoughts 

Which can interpret farther: Onely I fay 

Things haue bin ftrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 

Was pittied of Macbeth : marry he was dead: 

And the right valiant Banquo walk'd too late. 

Whom you may fay (if t pleafe you )Fleans kill'd, 

For Fleans fled : Men muft not walke too late. 

Who cannot want the thought,how monflrous 
It was for Malcolme , and for Donalbane 
To kill their gracious Father ? Damned Fa£F, 

How it did grecue Macbeth ? Did he not ftraight 
In pious rage, the two delinquents ccarc, 

That were the Slaues of drinke, and thrailcs of fleepe ? 
Was not that Nobly done? 1 , and wifely too : 

For ’twould haue anger’d any heart aliue 
To heare the men deny*t. So that I fay, 

He has borne all things well, and I do thinke, 

I hat had he Duncans Sonnes vndcr his Key, 

(As,and’c pleafe Heauen he fhall not) they fhould findc 
What ’twere to kill a Father: So fhould F/eans. 

But peace; for from broad words,and caufe he fayfd 
His prefence at the Tyrants Eeaft, I heare 
VMacdvfe liues in difgtace. Sir>can you tell 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 

i Thrice the brinded Cat hath mew’d, 
a Thricc,and once the Hedge-Pigge whin’d. 
3 Harpicr cries, ’tis time, 'tis time. 

1 Roundabout the Caldron go; 

In thepoyfond Encrailes throw 
Toad, that vnder cold ftene, 

Dayes and Nights, ha's thirty one: 

Swell red Venom fleeping got, 

Boyle thoufirft i’th’charmcdpot, 

jill. Double, double, coile and trouble j 
Fire burne, 3nd Cauldron bubble. 

2 Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 

In the Cauldron boyle and bake: 

Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frogge, 

Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge: 

Adders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
Lizards legge, and Howlets wing : 

For a Charme ofpovvrefull trouble. 

Like a Hell-broth, boyle and bubble. 

Double, double, toyle and trouble. 

Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

3 Scale ofDragon, Tooth of Wolfe, 
Witches Mummey, Mnw,and Gulfe 
CH the rauin’d fait Sea fharke: 

Rooce of Hemlocke, digg’d i th'daike; 

Liuer of Blalpheming Tew, 

GallofGoatc, andSlippes of Yew, 

Sliuer’d in the Mooncs Hcdipfe s 
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Nofe ofTurke,and Tartars lips : 

Finger ofBirrh-ftrangled Babe, 

Ditch-deliuer’d by a Drab, 

Make the Grevvell thickc, and flab. 

Adde thereto a Tigers Chawdron, 

For tb’lngrediencc of our Cawdron. 

All. Double, double, toyle and trouble. 

Fire burne,and Cauldron bubble. 

2 CoolckwithaBaboonesblood, 

Then the Charmc is firmc and good. 

Enter Hecat,and the other three [Pitcher. 

Hec. O well done: I commend your paines. 

And euery one lhall fharc i’ch'gaines: 

And now about the Cauldron fing 
Like Hues and Fairies in a Ring, 

Inchanting all that you put in. 

Afupekeanda Song, Tlache Spirits, (j?c. 
2 By the pricking of my Thumbes, 

Something wicked this way comes: 

Open Lockes, who euer knockes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. How now you fecret,black,8£ midnight Hags? 
What isYyou do? 

AH. A deed without a name. 

Macb. I coniure you, by that which yon Profcflc, 
(How ere you come to know it) aufwet me: 

Though you vntyc the Windes, and let them fight 
Againd the Churches: Though the yedy Wanes 
Confound and fwallow Nauigation vp : 

Though bladed Come be lodg’d,8c Trees blown downe, 
Though Cadies topple on their Warders heads : 
Though Pallaces, and Pyramids do dope 
Their heads to their Foundations: Though the treafure 
Of Natures Germaine,tumble altogether, 

Euen till dcftru<diou ficken : Aniwer roc 
To whatlaskeyou* 
i Speake. 
a Demand. 

3 Wee'lanfwer. 

i Say,if thhadft rather hearc it from our mout’nes. 

Or from our Mafters. 

Macb. CalTem : let roe fee ’em. 

I Powre in Sowcs blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine Farrow: Greaze that’s fweaten 
From the Murderers Gibbet, throw 
Into the Flame. 

All. Come high or low: 

Thy Selfe and Office deadly fhow. Thunder. 

x, Appar at ion,an Armed Head. 
Macb. Tell me, thou vnknownc power. 

I He knowes thy thought: 

Hcarc his fpeech, but fay thou nought. 

i Appar. Afacbeth,Macbeth, Macbeth: 

Beware Macduffe. 

Beware the Thane of Fife: difmifle me. Enough. 

Jh ''Depends . 

Macb.SSDnzt ere thou art,for thy good caution,thanks 
Thou haft harp’d my fcare aright. But one word more. 

1 He will not be commanded: heerc’s another 

More potent then the fird. . Thunder. 

2 Apparition , a Bloody Childe. 
ft Appar. CMacbeth , Macbeth , Afacbeth. 

Macb. Had 1 three cares, Il’d hearc thee. 

2 Appar. Be bloody, bo!d,8i refolute: 
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Laugh to fcorne ^ 

The powre of man : For none of woman born. 

Shall harme Macbeth. ® 

Mac. Then Hue Macduffe:vihn need I f 
But yet lie make aflurance: double fure eareo ^nce 
And take a Bond of Fate: thou fhalt notflue 

That I may tell pale-hearted Feare, it lies* * 

And fleepe in fpight of Thunder. * 

3 Apparation,a Childe frowned, with ay ret • 

What is this, that rifes like the iflue of 3 King 
And weares vpon his Baby-brow, the round 5 * 

And top of Soueraignty ? 

All. Liden, but ipeake not too’t. 

3 Appar. Be Lyon metled, proud,and take „« 

Who chafes, who frets, or where Confpirera a ° 
Macbeth (ball neuer vanquifh’d be, vntill 
Great Byrnam Wood, to high Dunimane Hill 
Shall come againd him. n 

Macb. That will neUer bee : Toni. 

Who can imprefle the Forreft, bid the Tree 
Vnfixc his earth-bound Root ? Sweet boadmenn „ , 
Rebellious dead, rife neuer till the Wood ^ 0o< ^ 
OfByrnan rife, and our high plac’d Macbeth 
Shall liue the Lcafc ofNature,pay his breath 
To time, and morcall Cudome. Yet my Hart 
Throbs to know one thing: Tell me, if your Art 
Can tell fo much : Shall Banquo's iflue euer 
Reigne in this Kingdome ? 

All. Seeke to know no more. 

Macb. I will befatisfied. Deny me this, 

And an etcrnall Curfe fall on you: Let me know.! 
Why finkes that Caldron { & what noife is this? HoU» 

1 Shew. )et 

2 Shew. 

3 Shew. 

All. Shew his Eyes,and greeuc hiiHart, 

Come like fhadowes, fo depart. 

A p.iew ofteight Kings, and Tan quo lafiyp'nh apnjfc 
in hie hand. 

Macb. Thou art too like the Spirit of Down: 

Thy Crowne do’s feare mine Eye-bals. And thy haive 
Thou other Gold-bound-brow, is like the fitft: 

A third, is like the former. Filthy Hagges, 

Why do you Ihew me this?-A fourth ? Start eyes \ 

What will the Line flrecch outto’th’crackeofDoorae? 
Another yet ? A feauench? He fee no more: 

And yer the eight appeares, who beares a glafle, 
Which fhewes me many more: and fome I fee, 

That two-fold Balks, and trebblc Scepters carry. 
Horrible fight: Now I fee’eis true. 

For the Blood-bolter’d Banquo fmilcs vpon me. 

And points at them for his. What? is this fo ? 

I I Sir,all this is fo. But why 
Stands cJAtacbeth thus amazcdly ? 

Come Sifters, cheere we vp his fprights, 

And (Lew the bed of our delights. 

He Charme the Ayre to giue a found. 

While you performe your Antique round: 

That this great King may kindly fay. 

Our duties, did his welcome pay. Mufscke. 

The Witches Dance, andvanijh. 

C Aiaeb. Where are they ? Gone f 
Let this pernitious houre. 

Stand aye accurfed in the Kaknder. 

Come in, without there. Enter Lenox. 

Lenox. What’s your Graces will. 

J n/.A 
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-^TTaw you the Weyard Sifters >^ 

Unox. No my Lord. 

Macb. Came they not by you? 

Unox. No indeed my Lord. 

Macb. Infe^ed be the Ayre whereon they ride, 

1 damn'd all chofe that trud them. I did heare 
The ^Hopping of Horfe. Who was’c came by ? 

len.'T\s two or three my Lord.that bring you word : 
Mucdufi* fled to England. 
jlLacb.t led to England? 

Lett. I,my good Lord. • , , 

Macb. Time, thou anticipat’d my dread exploits: 

The flighty purpofe neuer is o'rc-tooke 
Voleflc the deed go with it. From this moment. 

The very firftlings of my heart ftiall be 

The firdlings of my hand. And cucn now 

To Crown my thoughts with A&s.-be it thoght 8c done: 

ThcCadle of Macduff, , I will furprize. 

Seize vpon Fife; giue to th'edge o’th’Sword 
His Wife, his Babes.and all vnfortuoatc Soules 
That trace him in his Line. No boading like a Foole, 
This deed ile do, before this purpofe coolc, 

But no more fight*. Where arc theic Gentlemen ? 

Come bring me where tiicy are. Exeunt 


Seen ci Secunda, 


Enter Macdujfcs Wife,her Sen,and Reffe. 

Wife. What had he done.to make him fly the Land? 
Roffe. You mud haue patience Madam. 
wife. He had none : 

His flight was madnefle: when our A&ions do not. 

Our fearcs do make vs Traitors. 

Roffc. You know not 
Whether it was his wifedome,or his feare. 

Wife, Wifcdom? to leaue his wifc,to leaue his Babes, 
His Manflon,and his Titles, in a place 
From whence himfelfc do’s flye? He lours v* not. 

He wants the natural! touch. For the poors Wren 
(The mod diminitiue of Birds) will fight, 

Her yong ones in her Ned,againd the O w le : 

All is the Feare, and nothing is the Loue; 

As little is the Wifcdome, where the flight 
So runnes agatnfl all reafon, 

Roffe. My deered Cooz, 

I pray you fchoolcyour fclfe. But for your Husband, 

He is Noble, Wife, Iudictous.and bed knowes 
The fits o'th’Seafon. I dare not fpeake much further,* 

But cruellare the times, when we are Traitors 
.And do not know our lclties: when we hold Rumor 
'From what wc feare, yet know not what wo feare, - 
Butfiaatc vpon a wilde and violcnc Sea 
Eachway,and mouc. I take my leaue of you: 

Shall nctbclong but He be hecre againc: 

Things at the word will ceafe or she dirr.be vpward. 

To what they were before. My pretty Cofine, 

Blcfling vpon you. 

Wife, Father’d he is. 

And yet hec's Father-ldfc, 

‘Rpjfe. I am fo muclra Foole,flipuld I day longer 
It would be my diigracc, and yqur.4ifcomiort. . 

I take my leaue at oncc. i Exit Reffe. 


I 


IPift. Sirra, your Fathers dead. 

And what will you do now? How will you liue f 
Son . As Birds do Mother. 

Wife. What with Wormes,and Flyes ? 

Son. With what I get I meane,and fo do they, 

Wife. Poore Bird, 

Thou’dd neuer Feare the Net, nor Li me. 

The Pitfall, nor the Gin. 

Son. Why fhould I Mother ? 

Poore Birds they are nor fet for ; 

My Father is not dead for all your faying 
Wife. Ycs,heisdcad : 

How wilt thou do for a Father? 

Son. Nay ho w will you do for a Husband ? 

Wife. Why I can buy me twenty at any Market, 

Son. Then you’l by ’em to fell againc. 

Wife. Thou fpeak’d wit hail thy wit. 

And yet l’faith with wit enough for thee. 

Son. Wasimy Father a Traitor, Mother?! 

Wife. I, that he was. 

Son. Whac is a Traitor? 

Wife. Why one that fwcares,and lyes. 

Son. And be all Traitors,that do fo. 

Wife. Euery one that do’s fo, is aTrSttcr, 

And mud be hang’d. 

Son. And muft they all be hang’d, that fwear and lye ? 
Wife. Euery one. 

Son. Who mud hang theme 
Wife. Why ,the honed men. 

Sen. Then the Liars and Swearers arc Fools:for there 
arc Lyars and Swearers cnow» to bcatc the honed men, 
and hang vp them. 

Wife. Now God helpe thee, poore Monkie: 

Bui how wde thou do for a Father ? 

Son. if he were dead, youl’d wcepeforhim : if you 
would not, it were a good figne, that I fhould quickcly 
haue a new Father. 

Wife. Poore piatler,how thou talk’d ? 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

A/e/-Blefle you faire Dame: I am not to you known, 
Though in your date ofHonor lam perfedf j 
1 doubt fome danger do’s approach you neerely. 

If you will take a homely mans adu'ce, 

Be not found heere: Hence with your little onei 
To fright you thus. Me thinkes I am too fauage 
To do worfc to you. were fell Cruelty, 

Which is toonie yourperfon. Heauen priferue you, 

I dare abide no longer. Exit Meffcngtr 

Wife . Whether fhould I flye ? 

I haue done no harme. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world: where to do harme 
Is often laudable, to do good fometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then (alas) 

Do I put vp that womanly defence^ 

To fay [ haue done no harme? 

What arc thefe faces ? 

Enter Murthcrerr. 

Mur. Where is your Husband ? 

W-.fe. I hope in no place fo vnfan&ifiedj 
Where fuch asthoumay’Afindehimi 
Mur. He’s a Traitor. 

Son. 1 hou ly’ft thou thagge-car’d Villaifie/ 

Mur. What you Egge ? 

Yong fry of Treachery ? 

Son H • ha’s kill’d me Mother 
Run away 1 pray you. Exit crying Murther 

N n Scen 4 
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TheTra gedie of*HM.acbeth. 


Sc<ena Tenia. 


Enter. Malcolme and Macduff *• 


Mai. Let ys fcckc out fome defolatc (hade, & there 
Weepeour fad bolomcs empty* 

<JMacd. Lee vs rather 

Hold fall the mortall Sword: and like good men, 
Beftride our downfall Birthdome : each new Morne, 
New Widdowcs howle, new Orphans cry,new foroWcs 
Strike heauen on the face, that it rclbunds 
As it it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out 
Like Syllable of Dolour. 

Mai. What I beleeuCj He waile,* 

What know, beleeue; and what I can redrefle. 

As I fhall finde the time to friend : I wil. 

What you haue fpoke, it may be fo perchance. 

T his Tyrant, whofe Cole name bliflers our tongues, 

Was once thought honeft: you haue lou’d him well. 

He hath not touch'd you yet. 1 3m yong,but fomething 
You may difeerne of him through me, and wifedomc 
To offer vp a wcake,poore innocent Lambe 
T’appcafe an angry God. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Male . But Macbeth is* 

A good and vercuous Nature may rcccylc 
In an Imperial! charge. But I (hall crane your pardon: 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot cranfpofc; 
Angels arc bright Bill, though the brightert fell. 

Though all things foule,would wear the brows of grace 
Yet Grace muft Bill looke fo. 

Macd. I haue loB my Hopes. 

Male . Perchance cuen there 
Where I did finde my doubts. 

Why in that rawneffe left you Wifc,and ChiJde ? 

Tbofe precious Motiues, thofc Brong knots of Loue, 
Without lcauc-taking. Jpravyou, 

Let not my Iealoufies, be your Dishonors, 

But mine ownc Safeties :you may be rightly iuB, 

What euer I fhall thinke* 

Macd . Bleed, bleed poorc Country, 

Great Tyrrany,lay thou thy bafis furc. 

For goodnefle dare not check thee: wear ^ thy wrongs, 
The Title, is affear’d. Far thee well Lord, 

I would not be the Villaihc that thou think'B, 

For the wholeSpace that’s in the TyrantsGrafpe, 

And the rich EaB to boot. 

Tttal. Benoc offended: 

I fpeakenot as in abfolutc feare of you : 

I thinke our Country fiokes beneath the yoake. 

It vvcepcs, it bleeds,ande 3 ch new day a gafti 
Is added to her wounds. I thinke withal?. 

There would be hands vplifted in my right: 

And hecre from gracious England haue I offer 
Of goodly thouiands. -But for all tin s % 

When Jinail creade vpon the Tyrants head. 

Or wrarc it on my Sword; yet my poore Country* 

Shall haue more vices then it had before, 
ore fuffcr,and more iundry wayes then eucr,| 
y him that (ball fucceede.* 

Macd. What fhould he be ? 

Mol. It is my felfe I meane; in whom I know 
AH the particulars of Vice fo grafted, 


Eftceme him as a Lambe, being compare 
With my confineleflc harmes. 1 

Macd. Not in the'Legions 
Of horrid Hell, can come a Diuell more dan,... 

In euils, to top Macbeth. mn ^ 

Mai. I grant him Bloody, 

Luxurious, Auaricious, Falfe, Deceitfull 
Sodainc, Malicious, fmacking of euery finne 
That ha’s a name. But there’s no bottooie non 
In my Volupcuoufneffc : Your Wiues.you’rD,* . 

Your Matrons, and your Maidcs, could not fin gh " r 
The Ccftcrne of my Luft,and my Defire ^ 

All continent Impediments would ore*beare 
That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth 
Then fuch an one to reigne, * 

Macd. Boundlefle intemperance 
In Nature is a Tyranny :It hathbeene 
Th'vntimcly emptying of the happy Throne 
And fall of many Kings. But feare not y Ct 
To take vpon you what is yours: you may 
Conucyyour pleafures in a fpacious plenty, 

And yet feeme cold. The time you may fo’hoodvvint 
V\ e haue willing Dames enough:there cannot be 
That Vulture in you, to dcuoure lo many 
As will to Greatnefle dedicate themfclues, 

Finding it fo indinde. 

Mai. With this, there growes 
In mymofl ill-comprw d AfFe<ftion,fuch 
A ftanchlefle Auarice, that were I King, 

I iliould cut off the Nobles for their Lands, 

Defire his Iewcls, and this others Houfe, 

And my more-hauing, would be as a Sawce 
To make me hunger more, that I (hould forge 
Quarrels vmufl againft the Good and loyali, 
Dcftroymg them for wealth. 

Macd, This Auarice 

Bickes deeper: growes with more pernicious roote 
Then Summer-feeming Lufl: and it hath bin 
The Sword of our flaine Kings; yet Ho not feare, 
i Scotland hath Foy fons, to fill vp your will 
Ofyour meere Owne. All thefe arc portable, 

With other Graces weigh’d. 

Mai. But I haue none. The King-becoming Graces 
As Iuftice, Verity, Tcmp’rance, Stableneflc, 
Bounty, Pcrfeuerance, Mercy, Lowlinefle, 
Deuocion, Patience, Courage, Fortitude, 

I haue no rellifh of them, but abound 
In the diuifion ofeach leuerall Crime, 
Adlingitmany wayes. Nay.had I po\vre,I fliould 
Poure the fweet Milke ofConcord,into Hell, 

V prore the vniuerfall peace, confound 
All vnity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland, Scotland. 

Mai. If fuch a one befic to gouerne,fpeake: 

I am as I haue fpoken. 

Mdc.Fit to gouern?Nonot toIiue.ONatioroiferabli 
With an vntitled Tyrant, bloody Sceptred, 

When fhalt thou fee chy wholiome dayes againe? 
Since that the truefl Iffue of thy Throne 
By his owne InterdidTion Bands accuft, 

A nd do’s blafpheme his breed ? Thy Royall Father 
Was a mod Sainted-King: the Queene that bore thee, 
Oftner vpon her knees, then on her feet, 

Dy’de euery day fhcliu’d. Fare thee well, 
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X^EuiiTthou repeat’!! vpon thy felfe, 
uaih banilb’d me from Scotland. O my Breft, 

Thv hope ends heere. 

1 Otfal. Macdttjfy this Noble paflion 
Childe of integrity, lmh from my foule 
W f ip’d theblacke Scruples, reconcil’d my thoughts 
To thv g 00< * T tut ^» anc ^ Honor. Diucllifh t Jlfacbeth, 
°°f thefe traincs, hath fought to win me 
t to his power; and modeft Wifedomc pluckes me 
c'roni ouer-credulous haft: but God abouc 
D«lc betweenc thee and me; For euen now 
i put my felfe to thy Direction, and 
y n fpeake mine owne detrasClion. Heere abiure 
y|ie taints.and blames I Iaide vpon my felfe, 
p ot (bangers to my Nature. I am yet 
y n knowne to Woman, neuer wasforfvvorne, 

Scarfdy haue coueted what was mine owne; 

^ t no time broke my Faith, would not betra y 

XheDeuill to his Fellow, and delight 

f^oIclfc in truth then life. My firft falfe fpeaking 

\Vas this vpon my felfe. What I am truly 

[i thine, and my poore Countries to command : 

Whither indeed, before they heete appioa :h 
Old Sejreard with ten thoufand warlike men 
Already at a point, was fating footth: 

Mow wce’l together, and the chance of goodnefle 
Be like our warranted Quarrell. Why are you filent ? 

Macd. Such welcome, and vnwelcom things at once 
•Jis bard to reconcile. 

Enter a Doctor. 

Mai. Well, more anon. Comes the King forth 
I pray you ? 

Dolt. I Sir: there are a crew of wretched Soules 
That flay his Cure : their malady conuinccs 
The great aflay of Art. But at his touch. 

Such fanfttty hath Heauen giuen his hand. 

They prefently amend. Exit. 

Aial. I thankeyouDo&or. 

Macd. What’s the Difeafe he meanes ? 

Mai. Tis call’d theEuill. 

Amoft myracuk>us worke in this good King, 

Which often fince my heere remaine in England, 

I haue feene him do: How he folicites heauen 
Hirofelfe beft knowes; but ftrangely vifited people 
Allfwolneand Vlcerous.pittifull to the eye,, 

The meere difpaire of Surgery, he cures. 

Hanging a golden ftampe about their neckcs, 

Pat on with holy Prayers, and ’tis fpoken 

Tothefucceeding Royalty he leaues 

The healing BcnedhSUon. With this fttange vertue. 

He hath a heauenly guifrof Prophefie, 

And fundry Bleflings hang about his Throne, 

That fpeakc him full of Grace. 

Enter Rojfe. 

Macd. See who comes hecre. 

Male. My Countryman: but yet I knovvhim nor. 

Macd. My euer gentle Cozen.wclcome hither. 

Male. I know him now. Good God betimes remoue 
The meanes thac makes vs Strangers,- 

Rofe. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Rojfe. Alas poore Counttcy, 

Almoft affraid to know it felfe. It cannot 

Be call’d our Mother, but our Graue; where nothing 

But who knowes nothing, is once fcenc to fmilc: 

Where fighes,and groanes,and (bricks that rent the ayre 


Arc made, not mark’d: Where violent forrow feemes 
A Moderne extafie: TheDeadmans knell, 

Is there fearfe ask'd for who, and good mens liues 
Expire before the Flowers in their Caps, 

Dying, or ere they ficken. 

Macd. Oh Relation; too nice,and yet too true. 

Male. What’s the neweft grief e ? 
r B^§e. That of an houres age,doth hifle the fpcaker. 
Each minute teemes anew one. 

Macd. How do’s my Wife? 

Rofe. Why well. 

CMacd. And all roy Children ? 

Rofe. Well too. 

Macd. The Tyrant ha’s not batter’d at their peace ? 
Rofe. No.they were wel at pcacc,when ] didlea-uc ’em 
Macd, Be not a niggard of your fpcech : HovV gos’t ? 
Refe. When I came hither to tranfport the Ty dings 
Which I haue heauily borne, there ran a Rumour 
Of many worthy Fellowes, that were our. 

Which was to my belcefe witneft the rather. 

For that I law the Tyrants Power a-foot. 

Now is the timeof hclpc: your eye in Scotland 
Would createSoldiours, makeour women fight, 
TodofFe their dire diftrefles, 

Male. Bee’t their comfort 
We are camming thither : Gracious England hath 
Lent vs good Scyward, and ten thoufand men. 

An older, and a better Souldicr, none 
That Chriftendome giucs out. 

Rofe. Would 1 could anfwer 
This comfort with the like. But I haue words 
That would be howl’d out in the defert ayre. 

Where hearing (hould not latch them. 

c jdacd. What concernc they. 

The generall caufe, or is it a Fee-griefe 
Due to fome fingle breft ? 

Rofe. No mmde that’s honed 
But in it (hares lome woe, though the mainc part 
Pcrtaines to you alone. 

Macd. Ifiibcmine 

Kecpc it not from me. quickly let me haue it. 

Rojje. Let not yout cares difpife my tongue for euer, 
Which (hall pofleffc them with the heauieft found 
That euer yet they heard. 

Macd. Humh: I guefle at it. 

Rofe, Your Caftle is furpriz’d: your Wife,and Babes 
Sauagely flaughter’d : To relate the manner 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murtherd Deere 
To adde the death of you. 

Male. Mercifull Heauen: 

What man, nc’re pull your hat vpon your browes: 

Giue forrow words; the griefe that do’s not fpeake, 
Whifpers the o’re-fraught heart, and bids it breakc. 
Macd. My Children too? 

Ro. Wife,Children,Seruants,all that could be found. 
Macd. And I muft be from thencehMy wife kil’d too? 
Rofe. I haue (aid. 

Male. Be comforted. 

Let’s make vs Med’cines of our great Reucnge, 

To cure this deadly greefe. 

tJHacd. He ha’s rio Children. All my pretty ones ? 1 
Did you fay All ? Oh Hell-Kite! All ? 

What, All nsy pretty Chickens,and th^jr Damme 
At one fell fwoope ? 

Male. Difputeitiikearaan, 

Macd . I (hall do fo; 
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But I mult alfo fccle ic at a man; 

I cannot but remember fuch things were 

That were molt precious to me : Did heauen looke on, 

And would not taketheir part ? Sinfull Macduff, 

They were all (trooke for thee : Naught that I am. 

Not for their owns demerits, but for mine 

Fell flaughter on their foules: Heauen reft them now. 

Mat. Be this the Whecfloneofyour (word, let griefe 
Conuert to anger: blunt not rhe heart,enrage it. 

Ttiacd. OI could play the woman with mine eyes. 
And Braggart with my tongue. But gentle Heauens, 
Cut (hort all intermifTion: Front to Front, 

Bring thou this Fiend of Scotland, and my felfe 
Within my Swords length fee him, if he fcape 
Heauen forgiue him too. 

Mai . This time goes manly: 

Come go we to the King, our Power is ready. 

Our lackc is nothing but our leaue. {jMacbetb 

Is ripefor fhaking, and the Powrcs aboue 

Put on their Inftruments: Receiue what cheere you may. 

The Night is long, that ncuer findes the Day. Exeunt 


ABus Quintus . Scena Trima. 


TheTrag edie of <£\£acbeth. 


Enter a Doctor cfPhjJicke, tad a U^ayting 
Gentlewoman. 

DoB. I haue too Nights watch’d with you, but can 
pcrcciue no truth in your report. When wasitflieelaft 
walk’d f 

Gent. Since his Maicfty went into the Field, I hatie 
feene her rife from her bed, throw her Night-Gown vp- 
pon her, vulocke her ClofTct, take foorth paper, folde 1c, 
write vpon’t, read it, afterwards Seale it, and againe rc- 
turne to bed j yet all this while in a moft faftfleepe. 

*PoB. A great perturbation in Nature, toreccyue at 
once the benefit of deep, and do the cft'e&s of watching. 
In this Aumbry agitation, befides her walking,and other 
a&uall performances, what (at any time) haueyou heard 
her fay? 

Gent. ThatSir,whichI will not report after her, 

DoB. You may to me, and ’tis raoft meet you (hould. 

Gent. Neither to you, not any one,haumg nowitnefle 
to confirme my fpeech. Enter Lady,with a Taper. 

Lo you, heere Ate comes : This is her very ginfe,and vp~ 
on my hfefaft aAeepe: obferue her,fhnd clofe. 

DoB. How came ihe by that light? 

Gent. Why it Ptood by her: flic ha’s light by her con¬ 
tinually, ’cis her command. 

Dell. You fee her eyes are open. 

Gent. I but their fenfe are Amt. 

DoclJ What is it flic do’s now ? 

Looke how Ate rubbes her hands. 

Gent. It is anaccuftoro’d aftion with her, to feeme 
thus wafiling her hands: I haue knowne her continue in 
this a quarter of an houre. 

Lad. Yet heere’s a fpot. 

Deft. Heark,flie fpeaks, I will fet downc what comes 
from her, to fatisfie my remembrance the more ftrongly. 

La. Out damned ("pot: out I fay. One :Two: Why 
then ’cis time to doo’c: Hell is murky. Fye,my Lord,fie, 
a Souldier,and affear’d? what need we feare? who knowes 
it, when none can call our powrc to accompt: yet who 


would haue thought the olde man toTauelTlr - 
blood in him. lc * - 0 rtiu 

DoB. Doyoumarkethat? 

Lad.The Thane of Fife, had a wife :whe- e - n 

What will thefe hands ne’rc be cleanef fq 0 ls " 1en o« 

my Lord, no more o’that : you marre’ali w?.? 0 .* 
ting. this ft,, 

DoB. Go too, go too: 

You haue knowne what you fhould nor. 

Gent. She ha’s fpoke what Iheefliould not r 

of that: Heauen knowes what fhe ha’s known’ 1301 

La. Heerc’s the fmcll of the blood ftil[ ."'ij 

fumes of Arabia will not fweeten this little h V”* ? {r ' 
Oh, oh, oh. > ai,t1, 

Dett. What a figh is there? The hart is f ore ],, l 
Gent. I would not haue fuch a heart inmuk/ § ’ d 
for the dignity of the whole body. ^ clonic 

DoB. Well,well,well. 

Gent. Pray God it be fir. 

Dott, This difeafe is beyond my praftife. VetI , 
knowne thofc which haue walkt in their fleen Lui u 
dyed holily in their beds. °" ay 

Lad. WaAi your hands, put on your Night-Gown, 
ooke not fopale: I tell you yet againe Banjo's but J 
he cannot come out on s graue. “■ 

Doll. Eucn fo ? 

Lady. To bed, to bed: there’s knocking at the gatf 

Come,come, come, come,giuemeyourhand : Whais 
done, cannot be vndone, Tobcd,tobed,tobetj. 

DoB. Will flie go now to bed? 

Gent. Dirc6lly. 

DoB. Foule whifp’rings are abroad; vnnatural!deeds 
Do breed vnnaturall troubles: infeded mindes 
To their deafe pillowcs will difeharge their Secrets; 
More needs fhe thcDiuine, then the Phyfitian: 
God.God forgiue vs all. Looke after her, 

Remoue from her the meanes of all annoyance, 

And flillkeepc eyes vpon her: So goodnight, 

My minde fhe ha’s mated, and 3 maz’d my fight,* 

I thinke,but dare not fpeake. 

Gent. Good night good Dodor* Exeunt. 

Scena Secunda. 


Drum and Colours. Enter Menteth, Cathm, 
Angus, Lenox, Soldiers. 



Ment. The Englifh powre is neerejed on by Malcolm, 
His Vnkle Seyward, and the good Macduff. 

Reuengcs burne in them: for their deere caufes 
Would to the bleeding, and the grim Alarme 
Excite the mortified man. 

adng. NeercByrnanwood 
Shall we well meet them, that way are they comming. 
Cath. Who knowes if Donalbane be with his brother 
Lcn. ForcertaineSir,he is not: I haue a File 
Of all the Gentry ; there is Seywards Sonne, 

And many vnruffe youths, that euen now 
Protcft their firft of Manhood. 

Ment. What do’s the Tyrant. 

Cath. Great Dunfinane he ftrongly Fortifies: 
Some fay hee’s mad; Others, that lefler hate him. 

Do call it valiant Fury, but for certaine 



tj^m^tbuckkhU diften^r’dcaufe 

Within the belt ofRule. 

Now dos he fecle 

fccret Mutthers fticking on his hands, 

Lw minutely Reuolts vpbraid his Faith-breach : 
rkole he commands,moue onely in command, 

Mothin 0 in l° ue : Now do’s he t.eele his Title 
h. n2 loofe abouc him, like a Giants Robe 
Voon a dwarfiih Thcefe. 

'jyy'cr.t. Who then (hall blame 
His neftcr’d Senfcs to recoyle,3nd ftart, 

^ylien all that is within him, do’s condcmnc 
it felfe, for being there. 

Cath. Well, march we on, 

To giue Obedience, where ’cis truly ow’d : 

Mecc we the Mcd’cine of the fickly Weale, 

\nd with him pours we in our Countries purge, 
gichdrop of vs. 

Lenox. Or fo much as it needes, 
todewtheSoucraignc Flower,and drownetne Weeds: 
Make wc our March towards Birnan. Exeunt marching. 


Secena ITertia* 


Enter Macbeth , T>oBor,and Attendants. 

Macb. Bring me no more Rcports,let them Aye all: 
Till Byrnane wood remoue to Dunfinane, 

I cannot taint with Fcarc. What’s the Boy (JMalcclmel 
Was he not borne of woman ?The Spirits that know 
All mortallConfequcnccs, haue pronounc’d me thus: 
Feare not Macbeth, no man that’s borne of woman 
Shall ere haue power vpon thee. Then fly falfe.Thanes, 
And mingle with the Englifh Epicures, 

The minde I fway by, and the heart I beare. 

Shall neuer fagge with doubt, nor fhake with feare. 

Enter Seruant. 

Thediuell damne theeblacke.thou cream-fac’d Loonc.• 
Where got’ft thou that Goofe-looke. 

Ser. There is ten thoufand- 

Macb. Gecfe Villaine? 

Ser. Souldiers Sir. 

Macb. Go pricke thy face, and ouer-red thy feare 
Thou Lilly-liuer’d Boy. What Soldiers,Patch ? 

Death of thy Soule, thofe Linnen cheekes of thine 
Are Counfailers to feare. What Soldiers Whay-face ? 
Ser. The Engli fli Force,fo plcafe you, 

Macb. Take thy face hence. Seyton, lam Pick at hart, 
WhenI behold : Seyton,! fay, this pufh 
Will cheere mceuer, or dif-eate me now. 

1 haueliu’o long enough. my way of life 
Isfalncintothe Seare, che yellow Leafe, 

And that which Qionld accompany Old-Age, 

As Honor, Lone, Obedience, Troopes of Friends, 

Imuft not looke to haue : but in their deed, 

Curfes, notlowdbutdeepc, Mouth-honor,breath 
Which thepcove heart would faine dcny jdnd dare not. 
Seyton ? 

Enter Seyton . 

Sey. What’s your gracious pleafure ? 

C Macb. WhatNewesmore? 

* Sey. All is confirm’d my Lord,which was reported. 
Macb.l le fight,till from my boncs,my flefh be backt. 


Giuc me my Armor. 

Seyt. ’Tis not needed yet. 

Macb. lie put it on: 

Send out moe Horfes, skirre the Country round. 

Hang thofe that talkc of Feare. Giue me mine Armor: 
How do’s your Patient, Doftor ? 

T>oB. Notfofickemy Lord, # 

As fhe is troubled with thickc-comming Fancies 
That keepe her from her reft. 

Macb. Cure of that: 

Can’ft thou not Minifter to a minde difeas’d, 

Pluckc from the Memory a rooted Sorrow, 

Raze out,the written troubles ofthe Braine, 

And with fome fweet Obliuious Antidote 
Cleanfe the ftufft bofome, of that perillous flufle 
Which weighesvponthcheart? 

DoB , Therein the Patient 
Muft minifter to himfclfe. 

Macb. Throw Phyficke to the Dogs, Ilenoneofit. 
Come, put mine Armour on: giue me my StafFc : 

Seyton, fend out: Do&or, the Thanes flyefrom me: 
Come fir, difpatch. Ifthou could’ft Do£lor, caft 
The Water of my Land, finde her Difeafe^ 

And purge it to a found and priftiue Health, 

I would applaud thee to the very Eccho, 

That fhould applaud againe. Pull’t offlfay, 
WhatRubarb, Cyme,or what Purgatiuc drugge 
Would feowre thefe Englifh hence ihear’ft^ of them? 

DoB. I my good Lord : yourRoyall Preparation 
Makes ys hcare fomething. 

Macb. Bring it after me: 

I will not be affraid of Death and Bane, 

Till Birnane Forreft come to Dunfinane. 

T)oB. Were I from Dunfinane away,and cleere. 
Profit againe fbould hardly draw me heere. Exeunt 


Scena Quarta. 


Drum and Colours. Enter (JUalco/me,Sey ward, Alacdnjfe, 
Seywards Sonne, Menteth, Cathnes, Angus, 
and Soldiers Marching. 

Male. Cofins,! hope the dayes arcneere at hand 
That Chambers will be fafe. 

Ment. We doubt it nothing. 

Syerv. What wood is this before vs ? 

Ment, The wood of Birnane. 

Male,. Let euery Souldier hew him downc a BoUgli, 
And beai’c before him, thereby fliall we (hadow 
The numbers of our Hoaft,and make difeouery 
Errein report of vs. 

Sold. It fliall be done. 

Syw. We icarne no other, but the confident Tyrant 
Keepes ftill in Dunfinane,and will indufe 
Our Petting downe befor’t. 

Male. ’Tis his mainc hope: 

For where there is aduantage to be giuen, 

Both moro and leflc haue giuen him the Reuolt, 

And none ferue with him, but conftrained things, 

Whofe hearts are abfent too. 

tJMacd. Let our iuft Cenfures 
Attend the true euent, and put we on 

n n 3 InduftriousJ 
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Induftrious Souldicrfhip. 

Sey. The time approaches. 

That will with due decifion make vs know 
What we ftiall fay we haue.and what we owe: 
Thoughts fpeculatiue, their vnfure hopes relate, 

But certaine ifl'ue, ftroakes muft arbitrate, 

Towards which,aduancc the warre. Exeunt marching 


TheT ragedie of ^Macbeth. 


Scena 0 uinta. 


Comes toward Dunfinane. ArmeJW an 7 
If this which he auouchcs, do’s appeare, * ^ ° Ut i 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here 
I 'ginne to be a-weary of the Sun, ’ 

And wifli ch’ettatc oth’world werenow vn,l 
Ring the Alarum Bell, blow Winde, come w«’i 
At leaf! wce’l dye with Harneffcon ourbacke ^ 



Scena Sexta . 


Enter Macbeth , Scyton, dr Souldiers , with t 
Drum and Colours, 

I (JWacb. Hang out our Banners on the outward walls, 
I The Cry is ftill, they come: our Caftlcs ftrength 
I WilllatighaSiedgetofcorne: Heere let them lye, 
j Till Famine and the Ague eate them vp : 

I Were they not forc’d with thofethat ftiould be curs, 

I We might hauc met them darefull, beard to beard, 

I And bcate them backward home. What is that noyfe ? 

A Cry within of Women. 

Sej. It is the cry of women, my good Lord. 

Macb. I haue almoft forgot the tafte ofFeares: 

The time ha’s becnc, my fences would haue cool’d 
To heare a Nighc-fhrieke, and my Fell ofhairc 
Would at a difmall Treatife rowze, and ftirre 
As life were in’t. I haue fupc full with horrors, 
Direncfle familiar to my flaughterous thoughts 
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore was that ciy ? 

Sey - The Queene (my Lord) i» dead. 

Macb. She fhould haue dy’de heereafter; 

There would haue beene a time for fuch a word: 

To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 

Creepes in this petty pace from day to day. 

To the laft Syllable of Recorded time: 

And all our yefterdayes, haue lighted Fooles 
The way to dufty death. Out, out, breefe Candle, 

Life’s bur a walking Shadovv,a poore Player, 

That ttruts and frets his houre vpon the Stage, 

And then is heard no more. It is a Tale 
Told by an Ideot, full of found and fury 
Signifying nothing. Enter a CWeJfcnger, 

Thou coin’ll tovfethy Tongue : thy Story quickly. 

Mef. Gracious rry Loid, 

I fhould report that which I fay I faw. 

But know not how to doo’r, 

Macb. Well, fay fir. 

Mef As l did ftand my watch vpon the Hill 
I look’d toward Byrnane, and anon me thought 
The Wood began to moue. 

Macb. Lyar,and Slaue. 

Mef. Let me endure your wrath, if’t be nor fo : 
Within this three Mile may you fee it cou/ming. 

I fay, a mcuingGroue. 

Trlacb. Ifthou fpeak’fl fhlfe, 

Vpon the next Tice fhall thou hang aliue 
Till Famine cling thee: If thy fpecch be footb, 

I cate nat ifthou doft for me as much, 

I pull in Refolution, and begin 
To doubt th’Equiuocationof the Fiend, 

That lies like truth. Feare not.till Byrnane Wood 
Do come to Dunfinane,and now a Wood 


Drummc and Colours. 

Snter Malcolme, Seyward, Macduffe.andtb^ , 
with Hughes. 

Mai. Now neere enough: 

Your leauy Skreenes throw downe. 

And fhew like thofeyou are: You (worthy Vr.H \ 
Shall with my Cofin your right Noble Sonne * 
Leade our firfi Batcell. Worthy Macdufe, and 
Shall take vpon s what elfe remaines to do, 

According to our order. 

Sey. Fare you well: 

Do we but finde the Tyrants power to night, 

Let vs be beaten, ifwc cannot fight, * * 
7 Hacd.Make all our Trumpets I peak.giuc the all breath 
Thofe clamorous Harbingers ofBlood,& Death, Extm 

Alarums cammed. 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. They haue tied me to a flake, I cannot flye, 
But Beare-Iike 1 muft fight the courfe. What’s he 
That was not borne of Woman? Such a one 
Am I to feare, or none. 

Enter young Seyward. 

T.Sej, What is thy name? 

Macb. Thou’lt be affraid to heare it. 

T.Sey. No: though thou call’ll thy felfe ahotername 
Then any is in hell. 

Macb. My name’s C ftlacbefh. 

T.Sey.lhc diuell himfelfc could not pronounce a Title 
More hatefull to mine earc. 

Macb. No: nor more fcarefull. 

T.Sey. Thou lyeft abhorred Tyrant,with my Sword 
He proue the lye thou fpcak ft. 

Eight , and young Seyward flame. 

Adacb. Thou was’c borne of woman; 

But Swords I fmile at, Weapons laugh to fcome, 
Braudilh’d by man that’s of a Woman tome. Exit. 

Alarums. Enter Macdufe. 

Macd. That way the noife is: Tyrant fhew thy face, 
If thou beeft flainc, and with no ftroake of mine, 

My Wife and Childrens Ghofts will haunt me ftill: 

I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes, whofe arme* 

Ate hyr’d to beare their Scaues; either tboaMacbeth, 
Or eife my Sword with an vnbattered edge 
I fheath againe vndeeded. There thou ftiould’ft be, 

By this great clatter, one ofgreateft note 

Seemes 
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r^ s ~bruitcd- Let me fvidc him Fortune, 

^id more I begge not. Exit . Alarums. 

Enter (Jblalcolmc and Seyward. 
g e j. This way my Lord,thc Cattles gently rendred: 

The Tyrants people,on both fidcs do fight, 

The Noble Thanes do braueiy in the W 3 rre, 

The day almoft it felfe profeffes yours, J 
And little is to do. 

Male. We haue met with Foes 
That ftrike befidevs. 

gey* Enter Sir,the Cattle. Exeunt. Alarum 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Why fhould I play the Roman Foole.and dye 
On mine owne fword ? whiles I fee liues,the gafhes 
Do better vpon them. 

Enter TtUcdujfe. 

Macd. Turne Hell-hound, turne. 

‘Macb. Of ail men elfe I haue auoyded thee : 
gut get thee backc, my foulc is too much charg’d 
With blood of thine already. 

iJMacd. I haue no words, 

My voice is in my Sword, thou bloodier Villainc 
Then tearmescan giucthce out. Fight: Alarum 

Macb . ThouIoofcftlaboui\ 

Ascatie may’ft thou the intrenchant Ayre 

With thy kcene Sword impreffe.as make me bleed : 

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable Cretts, 

I beare a charmed Life, which muft not yseld 
To one of woman borne. 

Macd. Difpairc thy Charme, 

And let the Angell whom thou ftill haft feru’d 
Tell thee, Macdujfe was from his Mothers womb 
Vntimelyript. 

Macb. Accurfed be that tongue that tcls mccfo ; 

For it hath Cow’d my better part of man : 

And be thefc lugling Fiends no more belccu’d. 

That palter with vs in a double fence, 

That keepe the word ofpromife to our care, 

And breake it to our hope. He not fight with thee* 

Macd. Then yccld thee Coward, 

And liue to be the {hew, and gaze o’ch’time. 

Wee’lhaue thee,as our rarer Monfters are 
Painted vpon a pole,and vnder-writ, 

Heere may you fee the Tyrant. 

Macb. I will not yceld 

To kiffe the ground before young Malcolmes feet. 

And to be baited with the Rabbles curfe. 

Though Byrnane wood be come to Dunfinane, 

And thou oppos’d, being ofno woman borne. 

Yeti will try the laft. Before my body, 

I throw my warlike Shield : Lay on Macduffe , 

And damn’d be him, that firft cries hold,enough. 

Exeunt fighting. ' Alarums . 


Enter Fighting , and Macbeth flame. 

Retreat^tnd Fleuri[h» Enter with Drummc and Colou"s , 
Malcolm,Seyward, ReffefThanes^&Soldie* v. 

MaU 1 would the Friends wc miflfe, were fafearriu’d* 
Sey. Some muft gooff: and ye: by thefc I fee. 

So great a day as this i s cheapcly bought. 

MaL Adacduffe is miffing,and your Noble Sonne. 
Roffe t Your fon my Lord,ha’s paid aiouldiersdcb?. 

He onely liiTd but till he v.'as a man. 

The which no fooner had his Prowcffe confirm’d 
In the vnflhrinking ftation where he fought. 

But like a man he dy’de. 

Sey. Then he is dead? 

RoJfe.lyZnd brought off the field: your catffe of forrow 
Muft not be mcafur’d by his worth, for then 
khathnoend, 

Sey. Had he his hurts before > 

'Rgjje. I, on the Front. 

Sty. Why then, Gods Soldier be he : 

Had I as many Sonnes, as 1 haue haires, 

I would not wifh them to a fairer death: 

And fo his Knell is knoll’d. 

Md, Hee’s worth more forrow? 

And chatllcfpend for him. 

Sey. He’s worth no more, 

They fay he parted well,and paid his fcore, 

And fo God be with hi m. Here comes newer comfort. 
Enter Macduffe^with Macbeths head . 

Macd. Haile King, for io thou art. 

Behold where ftands 

Th’Vfurpers curfed head : the time is free: 

1 fee thee compaft with thy Kingdomes Pcaile, 

That fpcake my falutation in their minds : 

Whole voyces I defire alowd with mine. 

Haile King ofScotland, 

AIL Haile King ofScotland# Ftourifh, 

MaL W e (bail not fpend a large expence of time. 
Before we reckon with your leucrall loues. 

And make vs eueYi with you. My Thanes and Kinfmen 
Henceforth be Earles, the fir ft that euer Scotland 
In fuch an Honor nam’d: What’s more to do. 

Which would be planted newly with the time, 

As calling home our exil’d Friends abroad. 

That fled the Snares of watchfull Tyranny, 

Producing forth the cruell Miniften 

Of this dead Butcher,and his Fiend-like Queene; 

Who(a$ ’tis thought) by felfe and violent hands, 

T ooke off her life. This^and what needfull elfe 
That call’s vpor# vs, by the Grace of Grace, 

We will performe in meafurc^imejand place: 

So thankes to all at once, and to each one. 

Whom wt inuite, to fee vs Crown’d at Scone. 

Flottrijh • Exeunt Omneu 
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THE TRAGEDIE OF 

H A ML E T, Prince of Denmarke. 


<iAttus ‘Primus . Secern Primd. 



Enter Barnardo and Francifio two Cent inch. 

Barnardo, 

Ho’s thetes 1 

frati. Nay anfwcr me: Stand & vnfold 
your felfe. 

Bar. Longliue the King. 

Fran. Barnardo ? 

Bar, He. , 

Fran. You come moft carefully vpon your hom e. 
Bar.’Tis now ftrook twelue.get thee to bed Francifio. 
Fran. For this releefe much thankes: Tis bitter cold, 

And I am fickc at heart. 

Barn. Haue you had quiet Guard? 

-Not a Moufc ftirring. 

Barn. Well, goodnight, lfyou do meet Horatio and 
Marcellas, the Rivals of my Waccbjbid them make half. 
Enter Horatio and Marcellas. 

Fran. I thinke I hearc them. Stand: who’s there ? 
Hor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And Leige-men to the Dane. 

Fran. Giue you good night. 

Blar. O farwel honeft Soldier,who lutn rcheu d you? 
Fra. Barnardo ha’s my place: giue you goodnight. 

Exit Fran. 

Mar. Holla Barnardo. 

Bar. Say, what is If or atio there ? 

Hor. Apeeccof him. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcellas. 
Mar. What.ha’s this thing appear'd againe to night. 
Bar. I haue feenc nothing. 

Mar. Horatw foies,'tis but our Fantafie, 

And will not let belccfe take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded fight, twice feenc of vs, 
Therefore I haue intreated him along 
With vs, to watch the minutes of this Night, 

That ifagaine this Apparition come. 

He may approuc our eyes, and fpcake to it. 

Hor. Tufhjtufh, ’twill not appearc# 
j 3 ar, Sitdownca-while, 

And let vs once againe affaile your earcs, 

That arc fo fortified againft our Story, 

What we two Nights haue fcenc# 

Hor . Well, fit wc downe. 

And let vs hearc Barn&rdo fpcake of this. 

‘Barn. Laft night of all, 

Whcnyond fame Scarrcthat’s Weftward from the Pole 
Had made his courfe t’illumc that part of Hcaucn 


Where now it burnes, Marcelltu and my felfe 
The Bell then beating one. 

UWar. Pcace,brcake thee of: Enter\ 

Lookc where it comes againe. 

Barn. In the fame figure, like the King that's dead 
Afar. Thou art a Schollcr; fpcake to it Horatio . 
Barn. Lookcs it not like the King? Marke it Horatio 
Hor a. Moft like: It harrowes me with fear & yvondet 
Bam. It would be fpoke too. 

Mar. Qu eft ion it Horatio. 

Hor . What art thou that vfurp’ft this time of night. 
Together with that Faiirc and Warlike forme 
In which the Maicfty of buried Denmarke 
Did fometimes march: By Hcaucn I charge thee fpcake, 
Mar. It is offended. 

Barn , Sec,it ftalkes away. 

Hor . Stay: fpcake; fpeake : I Charge thee/pcakc. 

Exit the Ghofi, 

Mar . Tis gonc,and will no: anfwer. 

Barn. How now Horatio ? You tremble & look pale; 
Is not this fomething more then Fantafic ? 

What thinke you on*t i 

hor . Before my God, I might not this belecue 
Without the fenfible and true auouch 
Of mine owne eyes# 

Mar . Is It not like the King? 

Hor . As thou art to thy felfe, 

Such was the very Armour he had on, 

When th'Ambitious Norwey combatted: 

So frown’d he once, when in an angry parle 
He lYnoc the fledded Pollax on the Ice# 

Tis ftrangc. 

Mar. Thus twice beforehand iuft at this dead houre, 
With Marciall ftalkc, hath he gone by our Watch. 

Her *In what particular thought to work,I know not: 
But in the groffe and fcope of my Opinion, 

This boades feme ftrange erruption to our State. 

Mar # Good now fit downc,& tell me he that knowci 
Why this fame ftrift and moft obieruant Watch, 

So nightly toylcsthe fubie&of the Land, 

And why luch dayly Caft of Brazon Cannon 
And Forraigne Mart for Implements of warre: 

Why fuch imprefle of Ship-wrights,whole lore Taske 
Do's not diuidc the Sunday from the weeke, 

What might be toward, that this fwcaty haft 
Doth make the Night ioynt-Labourcr with the day : 
Who is’c that can informe me? 

Hor f That can I, 


✓ 
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, i ea ft the whifper goes fo: Our laft King. ' 

Wbofe Imag e euen but now appear’d to vs. 

Was (a* y ou know) by Fortinbras ofNorway, 

('Thereto prick'd on by a moft emulate Pride) 

rbr’d to the Combare. In which, our Valiant Hamlet , 

(For fo this fide of our knowne world efteem’d him) 

Pid flay this Fortinbras: who by a Seal’d Compact, 

Well ratified by Law, andHeraldtie, 

Pidfotfeite (with his life) all thofehis Lands 
yVhich he itood feiz’d on, to the Conqueror: 

Againft the which, a Moicy competent 
Was gaged by our King: which had return’d 
To the Inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he bin Vanquisher, as by the fame Cou’nanc 
And carriage of the Article defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet. Now fir, young Fortinbras, 
Ofvnimproued Mettle, hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts ofNorway, hecre and there. 

Shark’d vp a Lift of Landleile Rcfolutcs, 
forFoode and Diet, to fomc Enterprizc 
That hath a ftomacke in’c: which is no other 
(And it doth well appeare vnto our Stated 
gut to recoucr of vs by ftrong hand 
Aodtermes Compulfatiue,thofe forefaid Lands 
goby his Father loft: and this (I take it) 
IsthemaineMotiueof our Preparations, 

The Sourfe of this our Watch.and the checfe head 
Ofthis poft-haft, and Romage in the Land. 

Enter Ghofi againe. 

But foft, behold: Loe,where it comes againe :i 
He crofle it, though it biaft me. Stay lllufion: 

If thou baft any found, or vfc of Voyce, 

Speaketome. Ifthere be any good thing to be done. 
That may to thee do eafe, and grace to me; ipcak to me. 
Ifthou art priuy to thy Countries Fate 
(Which happily foreknowing may auoyd) Oh fpeake. 

Or, if thou haft vp-hoorded in thy life 
Extorted Treafure in the wombe of Earth, 

(For which, they fay,you Spirits oft walkein death^ 
Speake of it. Stay,and fpeake. Stop it Marcedus. 

Mar. Shall 1 ftrike at ir with my Partizan > 

Hot. Do,if it will not ftand. 

Barn, ’Tis hecre. 

Hor. 'Tisheere. 

Mar , 'Tis gone. Exit Ghofi. 

We do it wrong, being fo Maicfticall 
To offer it the fhew of Violence, 

For it is as the Ayre, invulnerable, 

And our vaine blowes,malicious Mockery. 

Barn. It W 3 s about to fpeake, when the Cocke crew. 

Hor. And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 
Vpon a fcarfull Summons. I haue heard, 

•The Cocke that is the Trumpet to the day. 

Doth with his lofty and fhvill-iounding T hroate 
Awake the God of Day: and at his warning. 

Whether in Sea,or Fire, in Earth,or Ayre, 

Th extrauagant, and erring Spirit, hyes 
To his Confine. And of the truth hecrein. 

This prefent Obieft made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the .Cocke, 

Some fayes, that cuer 'gainft that Seafon comes 
Wherein our Sauiours Birch is celebrated, 

The Bird of Dawning fingeth all night long: 

And then (they fay) no Spirit can walke abroad. 

The nights are wholfonie, then no Planets ftrike, 
NoFaiery talkes,nor Witch hath power to Charme : 


_ l 3_ _... 

So hallow’d, and fo gracious is the rime. 

Hor. So haue I heard, and do m part belceue it. 

But looke, the Morne in Ruffet mantle dad, 

Walkes o’re the dew of yon high Eafterne Hill, 

Brcake we our Watch vp, and bv my aduice 
Let vs impart what we haue feene to night 
Vnto yong Hamlet. For vpon my fife. 

This Spirit dumbe to vs, will fpeake to him : 

Do you confent we fliall acquainc him with it. 

As needfull in our Loues, fitting our Duty ? 

Mar. Let do’t I pray,and I this morning know 
Where we fhall finde him moft conuenicntly. Exeunt 


Scenti Secunda. 


Enter Claudius King of Denmarke, Cjcrtrudethe Queen e, 
Hamlet, Polonitu, Laertes, and his Sifier O- 
pbeiia, Lords attendant .1 

King .Though yet of Hamlet our deere Brothers death 
The memory be greene: and that it vs beficted 
To beare our hearts in greefe, and our whole Kingdoms 
To becontraded in one brow of woe : 

Yet fo farre hath Difcrction fought with Nature, 

That we with wifeft forrow thinke on him. 

Together with remembrance of our felues. 

Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen, 
Th’fmperiall loyntrefle of this warlike State, 

Haue we, as ’twere, with a defeated ioy. 

With one Aufpicious, and one Dropping eye. 

With mirth in Funcrall,and with Dirge in Marriage, 

In equall Scale weighing Delight and Dole 
Taken to Wife ; nor haue wc heerein barr’d 
Your better Wifedomes, which haue freely gone 
With th■ s affaire along, for all our Thankes. 

Now followes, that you know young Fortinbras,i 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth; 

Or thinking by our late deere Brothers death, 

Our State to be difioynt, and out of Frame, 

Colleagued with the dreame of his Aduantage $ 

He hath not fayl’d to pefter vs with MefTage, , 

Importingthe liirrcnder of thofe Lands 
Loft by bis Father: with all Bonds of Law 
To our moft valiant Brother. So much for him. 

Enter sltemand and Cornelius. 

Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting 
Thus much the bufineffe is. We haue hecre writ 
To Norway, Vncle of young Fortinbras , 

Who Impotent and Bedrid, fcarfely heares 
Of this his Nephewes purpofe, to fuppreffc 
His further gate heerein. In that the Lcuies, 

The Lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubie£t: and we hecre difpatch 
You good Cornelius , and you Voltemand , 

For bearing of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giuing to you no further pcrfonall power 
To bufineffe with the King, more then the fcope 
Of thefe dilated Articles allow s 
Farewell and let your haft commend your duty. 

Volt . In that,and all things,will wc (hew our duty. 
King. We doubt it nothing,heartily farewell. 

. Exit Voltemand and Cornelius. 
And now^ Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You / 

. -- - i 
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You told vs of feme fuite. What is’t Laertes ? 

[ You cannot fpeake ofReafon to the Dane, 

And loofe your voyce.What would’ft thou beg Lacrtes t 
I That flialinot be my Offer, not thy Asking ? 

| The Head is not more Natiue to the Heart, 

| The Hand more Inftrumentall totneMquth, 

Then is the Throne of Denmarke to thy Father. 

What would’ft thou bau c Laertes ? 

Laer. Dread my Lord, 

Your leaue and fauour to rcturne to France, i 
From whence, though willingly 1 came to Denmarke 
To (hew my duty in your Coronation, 

Yet now Imufl confeffe,that duty done. 

My thoughts and wifhes bend againe towards France, 
And bow them co your gracious leaue and pardon. 

King. Hauc you your Father* leaue ? 

What fayes Tolionttu ? 

Pel. He hath my Lord': 

I do befeech you giue him leaue to go. 

King. Take thy fairehourc Laertes , time be thine, 
And thy bed: graces l'pend it at thy will: 

But now my Cofin Hamlet, and my Sonne ? 

Ham. A little more then kin, and leffe then kindc. 
King. How is it that the Clouds flill hang on you { 
Ham. Not fomy Lord, 1 am too much i’ch’Sun. 
Ghteen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour ofl^ 

And let thine eye looke like s Friend on Denmarke. 

Do not for eucr with thy veyled lids 
Seeke for thy Noble Father in the duft; 

Thou know’ft’cis common,all that liues muft dye, 
Palling through Nature, to Eternity. 

Ham. IMadam,itiscommon. 

Queen. If it be; 

Why feemes ir fo particular with thee. 

Ham.Seemes Madam? Nay.it is : I know not Seemes: 
Tii not alone my 1 nky Cioake (good Mother ) 

Nor Cuftomary fuites of folemne Blacke, 

Nor windy lufpiration of forc’d breath, 

No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the Eve, 

Nor the dcic&ed hauiour of the V ilage. 

Together with all Formes, Moods, fliewes ofGriefe, 
That can denote me truly. Thefe indeed Seeme,- 
For they ate a&ions that a man might play : 

But I haue that Within, which paffeth (how; 

Thefe, but the Trappings ,and the Suites of woe. 

King. 'Tis fweet and commendable 
In your Nature Hamlet , 

To giue thefe mourning duties to your Father: 

But you muft know, your Father loft a Father, 

That Father loft, loft his, and the Suruitier bound 
In filiall Obligation, lor fome terme 
To doobfequious Sorrow. But toperfeucr 
In obftinate Condolement, is a courfc 
Ofimpiou* ftubbornnefie. ’Tis vnmanly greefe, 

It fliewes a will moft incorreift to Heauen, 

A Heart vnlortified, a Minde impatient. 

An Vnderftanding fimple, and vnlchool’d: 

For,what we know muft be, and is as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fence, 

Why fhould wc in our pccuifh Oppofitiou 
Takc it to heart ? Fyc, ’tis a fault to Heauen, 

A fault againft the Dead, a fault to Nature, 

Tolvcaionmoft abfurd, whofe common Theatric 
Is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cried. 

From the fitft Coarfe,till he that dyed to day. 

This muft be fo, Wc pray you throw to earth 
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This vnpreuayling woe, and thinke ofVj 
As of a Father; For let the world take note 
Y ou are the moft immediate to our Thr™ * 

And with nolefle Nobility ofLoue 

Then that which deereft Father bcares hi* c 
Do I impart towards you. Foryourm tC[ ,, ° l1ne > 
In going backe toSchooIein Wittcnbero 
it is moft retrograde to our defire: * b * 

And we befeech you, bend you to rcmainc 
Hcere in the cneere and comfort of 0Ur CVe 
Our chcefeft Courtier Cofin,and our Sonne' 

Q». Let not thy Mother Iofe her Prayer, u 
I prythee ftay with vs, go not to Witcenb«» ” /fl 
Ham. I (ball in all my beft 
Obey you Madam. 

King. Why’tisalouing,anda faireReplv 

Be as our felfe in Denmarke. Madam con* 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet * 

Sits f railing to my heart; in grace whereof 
No locond health that Denmarke drinkes todjv 
But the great Cannon to the Clowds fhall tell " 
And the Kings Roucc,the Heauens (hall bnifoL • 
Refpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away 

CManet Hamlet. txe 

Ham. Oh that this too too folidFlelh Wftll ij , 

Tliaw, and rafolue it felfe i mo , Dew: ’ W °" U 
Or that the Euerlafting had not fm 
His Cannon’gainftSelfe-flaughter. OGod 0 C n \ 
How weary,ftale,flat,and vnprofitablc 1 ^ ^ 
Seemes to me all the vfes of this world ? 

Fie on’t ? Oh fie, fie, ’tis an vn weeded Garden 
TnnBro»e, to Seed: Things „„ k , lnd gM(rti „ N 
Porte ffe it meercly. That it (hould come to this ■ 
But two months dead :Nay,not fo much; not two 
So excellent a King, that was to this * 

Hiper ion to a Satyre : fo louing to my Mother 
That he might not beteenc the windesofheauen 
v,<u her face too roughly. Heauen and Earth 
Miift I remember : why (hevvouldhangonhim, 

As- it cncreaie of Appetite had grownc 
By what it ted on 5 and yet within a month ? 

I ec me not thinke cn't: Frailty, thy name is woman. 
A Lttle Month, or ere thofe fhooes were old, 
ith which fhe followed my poorc Fathers body 
Like Ntobe , alt teares. Why fhe, euen (he. 

(O Heauen! A heart that wants difeourfe ofReafon 
Would haue mourn d longer) married with mine Vnkl 
My Fathers Brother: but no more like my Father, 
Then I to Hercules* Within a Moncch ? 

Ere yet the falc of moft vnrightcous Teares 
Had left the flufhing of her gauled eyes, 

She married. O moft wicked fpecd* to poft 
With fuch dexterity to Inceftuous fheets: 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breakc my heart, for I muft hold my tongue* 

Enter Horatio , ‘Barnard, and Mtrcclku. 

Hor. Haile to your Lordftiip. 

Ham. I am glad to fee you well: 

Horatio % o r I do forget my felfe. 

Hoy . The fame my Lord, 

And your poorc Seruant cucr. 

Ham* Sir my good friend. 

He change that name with you: 

And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio } 

Ma 
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JlfarceBui- 

Mar. My good Lord. 

mm. I am vcr y § lad to fee you: good euen Sir. 

Bu; vvhat in faith make you from tFittembergel 
“ pjgr. A truant difpoficion, good my Lord. 

r; m . 1 would not haue your Enemy fay fo; 

, f <^ a il you doe mine care that violence, 
t inake it trufter of your owne report 
, , a j n fl your felfe. I know you are no Truant: 

But what is your affaire in E/Jcnopir ? 

vVee’l teach you to driukc decpe,erc you depart, 

//or. My Lord,l came to lee your Fathers Funeral!. 
tfm. I pray ^ee doe not mock me (fellow Student) 

I thinke it was t o fee my Mothers Wedding. 

Pfor. Indeed my Lord.it followed hard vpoo. 
flam. Thrift.thrift Horatio: the Funeral! Bakt-meats 
Did coldly furnifti forth the Marriage Tables; 

\Vould 1 had met my deareft foe in heauen, 
p r , I had euer feene rhat day Horatio. 

My father, me thinkes 1 fee my f atiicr, 

Uor. Oh where my Lord? 
flam. In my minds eye (Horatio) 

Hor, I faw him once; he was a goodly King. 

Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all; 

J /hallnot look vpon his like againe. 

Hor. My Lord, I thinke I faw him yefternight. 

Ham- Saw? Who? 

Hor. My Lord,the King your Father, 

Ham. The King my Father? 

Hor. Seafon your admiration for a while 

With an attent eare; till I may dcliuer 

Vpon the witnefle of thefe Gentlemen, 

This maruell to you. 

Ham, For Heauens loue let me heare. 

Hor. T wo nights together, had thefe Gentlemen 
(Marcelhu and Barn art. a) on their Watch 

Inthedead waft and middle of the night 

Beene thus encountred. A figure like your Father, 

Arm’d at all points exa 611 y, Cap a Pe y 

Appeares before them, and with follemne march 

Goes flow and (lately: By them thrice he walfcc, 

B’che*r oppreft and feare-furprized eye*, 

Within his Truncheons length; whilft they beftil’d 

Almoft to Icily with the A £1 of feare, 

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him. This to me 

In dreadfull fecrccic impart they did, 

And I with them the third Night kept the Watch, 

Whereas they had deliuer'd both in time. 

Forme of the thing; each word made true and good. 

The Apparition comes. I knew your Father : 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar. My Lord.vpon the platforme where wcwatcht. 
Ham. Didyounocfpeaketoit? 

Hor. My Lord, I did; 

But anfwerc made it none: yet once me thought 

It lifted vp it hcad ,and did addrefle 

It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake: 

But euen then, the Morning Cocke crew lowd; 

And at the found it (hrunke in haft away, 

And vanifnt from our fight. 

Ham. Tis very ftrange. 

Hor. As I doe lius my honourd Lord ’tis true; 

And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 

To let you know of it. - v 

Ham. Indeed, indeed Sirs; but this troubles me. 

Hold you the watch to Night? 

'Both. We doc ray Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d, fay you? 

Both. Arm’d, my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

"Both, My Lord,from head to foote. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face? 

Hor. O yes, my Lord, hcworehisBeauervp.’ 

Ham. What, lookt he frowningly ? 

Hor. A countenance more in forrow then in anger. 
Ham. Pale,or red? 

Hor. Niy very pale. 

Ham. And fixe his eyes vpon you? 

Hor. Moftconftantly. 

Ham. I would I had beene there. 

Hor. It would haue much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like, very like: (laid it long? (dred. 

Hor. While one with moderate haft might tell a hun- 
eslll. Longer,longer. 

Hor. Not when I faw’t. 

Ham. His Beard was grifly? no. 

Hor. It was, as I haue l'ccne it in his life, 
ASableSiluer'd. (game 

Ham. He watch toNight; perchance ’twill wakea- 
Hor. I warrant you it will. 

Ham. If it afliime my noble Fathers perfon, 
lie fpeake to lt,though Hell it felfe fhould gape • 

And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 

Ifyou haue hitherto conceald this fight; 

Let it bee treble in your filcnce ftill: 

And whacfoeuerels (hall hap to night, 

Giue ic an vnderftanding but no tongue; 

I will requite your loues; fo, fare ye well t 

Vpon the Platforme twixt eleuen and twelue, 
lie vifit you. 

Our duty to your Honour^ Exeunt* 

Ham. Your loue.asmine coyou: farewell. 

My Fathers Spirit in Armes ? All is not well; 

I doubt fome foule play: would the Night were come; 
Till then fit ftill my foule; toulc deeds will rife, 

Though all the earth orewhelm them to mens eies. Exit. 

Scena Tertia . 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia . 

Laer . My ncccffariesare imhark’c; Farewell: 

And Sifter,as the Winds giue Benefit, 

And Conuoy is affiftant; doc not fleepe. 

But let me heare from you. 

Ophel. Doeyoudoubtchac? 

Laer . For Hamlet, and the trifling of bis fauours. 

Hold it a fafhion and a toy in Bloud; 

A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature; 

Froward,not permanent; fweer not lafting , 
Thefupplianceofaminute? No more. 

Ophel # No more but fo, 

Laer. Thinke it no more: 

For nature crefiant does not grow alone, 

Inthewes andBulke: but as his Temple waxes. 

The Inward feruice of the Minde and Soule 

Growes wide withall. Perhaps he loues you now, 

And now no foyle nor cautcll doth befmcrch 

The vertue of his feare : but you muft fearc 

His 
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His greatneffc weigh’d, his will is not his owncj 
For hee himfclfc is iubieft to his Birth; 

Hee may not, as vnualluedperfons doe, 

Carnc for himfelfe; for, on his choyce depends 
The fan#ity and health of the weole State, 

And therefore mutl his choyce be circumfcrib’d 
Vnto the voyce and y eelding of that Body, 

Whereof he is the Head, Then if hefaycs he louesyou. 
It fits your wiledomc fo farre to belceue it; 

As he in his peculiar Se& and force 
May giue his faying deed: which is no further. 

Then the maine voyce of Denmarke goes withall, 

Then weigh what lofic yout Honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent care yotilift his Songs ; 

Or lofe your Heart; or your chart Treafure open 
To his vnmaftred importunity. 

Fearc it Ophelia, feare it my deare Sifter, 

And keepe within the reare ofyour Affe&ion; 

Out of the (hot and danger of Dcfire, 

The charieft Maid is Prodigall enough. 

If (he vnmaske her beauty to the Moone : 

Vertue it felfc fcapes not calumnious flroakes. 

The Canker Galls, the Infants of the Spring 
Too oft before the buttons be difclos’d. 

And in the Morne and liquid dew of Youth, 

Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be wary then, beft fafety lies in feare; 

Youth to it fclfe rebels, though none elfe neere. 

Ophe. I (hall th’effeftof this good Leffon keepe. 

As watchmen to my heart: but good my Brother 
Doe not as fome vngracious Paftors doe, 

Shew me the ftcepe and thorny way to Hcauen; 

Whilft like a pufc and recklcfle Libertine 
Himfelfe,the Primrofe path of dalliance treads, 
Andreaksnochis ownereade. 

Laer. Oh, feare me not. 

Enter Poloniue. 

Iftaytoolong; but here my Father comes: 

A double bleffing is a double grace; 

Occalion fmites vpon a fccond lcaue. 

Psion. Yetbeere Laertes? Aboord,aboord for fliame, 
The winde fits in the ihoulder ofyour fade. 

And you are ftaid for there: my bleffing with you; 

And thefc few Precepts in thy memory. 

See thou Character. Giue thy thoughts no tongue. 

Nor any vnproporrion'd thought his A<ft: 

Be thou familiar; but by no meanes vulgar: 

The friends thou haft, and their adoption tridc, 

Grapple them to thy Soule, with hoopcs of Steele i 
But doc not dull rhypalme, with entertainment 
Of each viihatcb’c.vnfledg’d Comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell: but being in 
Bear’t that th’oppofed may beware of thee. 

Giue eucry man thine eare;but few thy voyce: 

Take each mans cenfure;but referue thy iudgement: 
Cortly thy habit as thy purfe can buy j 
But not expreft in fancie; rich,not gawdie: 

For the Apparell oft proclaimcs the man. 

And they in France of the bcftranck and Ration, 

Are of a moft fcleff and generous cheffin that. 

Neither 3 borrower,nor a lender be; 

For lone oft loics both it fclfe and friend: 

And borrowing dills the edge of Husbandry. 

This nboue all; to thine owne felfe be true: 

And it mu ft follow,as the Night the Day, 

Thou cand not then be falfe to any man. 


Farewell: my Bleffing feafon this in theP - 
Laer. Moft humbly doe I takcmylca’ue m 
Polon. The time inuites you, goe, Voi , r V ^ Lot ^ 
Liter. Farewell Ophelia, and remember 2 ,fl 
Whatlhauefaidtoyou. Wel1 

Ophe. Tis in my memory loekt. 

And you your felfe (hall keepe the key oft t 
Laer. Farewell. ' . 

Polon. What ift Ophelia he hath faid to y 0 ^! ^ 
Ophe. So pleafeyou,fomthing touching the f r, 
Polon. Marry, well bethought: 

Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Giucn priuate time to you; and you your felfe 
Haue ofyour audience becne moft free and bou 
If it be fo, as fo tis put on me; nte ouj, 

A nd that in way of caution: I muft tell you 
You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleerely 
As it behoues my Daughter, and your Honour 
What is betweene you,giue me vp the truth? * 

Ophe. He hath my Lord oflatc, made mam ,j 
O f his affeifion to me. 

felon. AfFe<5Hon,puh. You fpeake like a er een, r -1 

VnfiftedinfuchperillousCircumflance. ^ C ^' tc 

Doe you bcleeue his tendcrs,as you call them? 

Ophe. I do not know, my Lord.whatl fliould thint 
Polon. Many lie teach you; thinke your 
That you haue tane his tenders for true pay, Da ^ 
Which are not ftarling. Tender your felfe more d ca , u. 

Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phrafr 
Roaming it thus, you'l tender me a foole. * 

Ophe. My Lord,hc hath importun'd me with loue 
In honourable faflaion. ° Ue » 

Polon. I.faflsion you may call it,go too,go too, 
Ophe. And hath giucn countenance to his fpccch 
My Lord, with all the vowes of Hcaucn. 

Polon. I,Springes to catch Woodcocks. I doe know 
When the Bloud burnes,how Prodigall the Soule 
Giucs the tongue vowes: thefeblazcs,Daughter, 
Giuing more light then heate; extinainboth, 

Euen in their promife, as it is a making; 

You muft not take for fire. For this time Daughter, 
Be fomewhae fcanter of your Maiden prefcnce; 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 

Then a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet , 
Bcleeue fo much in him.that he is young, 

And with a larger tether may he walke, 

Then may be giucn you. I n few,Ophelia, 

Doe not bcleeue his vowes;forthey areBroakers, 

Not ofthe eye,which their Inueftments (how: 

But mcere implorators of vnholy Sutes, 

Breathing like fan&ified and pious bonds, 

The better to beguile. This is for all: 

I would not,in plaine cearmes, from this time forth, 
Haue you fo (lander any moment leifure, 

As to giue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet ; 
Looke t.oo’tJTcharge you; come your wayes. 

Ophe. I (hall obey my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet,Horatio, MarceUue. 

Ham. The Ayre bites (hrewdly: is it very coW? 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager ayre. 

Ham. What hower now? 

Hor. I thinke it lacks of twelue. 

Mar. No, it is ftrooke. (feawn, 

Hor. Indeed I heard it not : then it drawes necre the 
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to walke. 
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this meaner^ Lord i (roufc, 

UmVo The King doth wake to nighty and takes his 
foepes waflels and the fvwggering vpfpring redes, 
as ^ re,ncs draughts ofRet>i(h dovyne. 

The kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The. triumph of his Pi edge. 
jjorat. Isitscuftome? 

Jim* I marry.ift; 

to my mind, though I^rr, nar:ue hceie, 

^nd to the manner borne; vie is a Cuftome 
h ore honoin*d;in the breach,then the obferuance# 

\ ,Jbuer Chop:. 

jjor . Looke rry Lor^hir comeso . , . , 

ff a m. Angels and Minifters cf Grate defend vs: 
jjetheti a Spirit of health, or Goblin damn'd, 

Bring with thee ay res from l Jeau?n,or biafts from Hell, 

g c thy euents wicked or charitable, 

yhou corn’d in fuch a quefticnablc fhape 

That I will fpcake to thee. He call thee Hamlet, 

jiog.Fathev.RcyallDane: Oh,oh t anfwer me, 

Bet me not bunt in Ignorance y but cell 
Why thy Canoniz'd bones Hcarfed in death, 

Haue burft their cermcnts, why the Sepulcher 
Wherein we faw thee quietly cuutn’d. 

Hath op’d his pondcroirs and Miitble iawes, 
pocaft thee vp againep Whac may this meane? 

That thou dead Coarle aga me in complcat flcele, 

Reuifcs thus the glimpfJcf the Moone, 

Making Night hkiious? And v/c fooies of Nature, 

So horridly co fhake our difpodtion, 

With thoughts beyond thec;reachcs of our Soules, 
Say,why is this ? wherefore? wbacfhould we doe? 

Chcfi bzekens Hamlet. 

Vor. It beckons you to goc away with it. 

As if it fome impartment did defire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous adlion 
Icwaftayou toanioreremoued ground : 

But doc not goc with it. 

Hor . No,by no ircancs. 

Hnm. It will not fpcake; then will I follow ic* 

Hor. Doenot my Lord. 

Ham. Why, what fivould be the feare > 

I doc not fee my life at a pins fee; 

And for my SouIt,what can it doe to that ? 

Being a thing inimoru.il as it felfe: 

It wanes me forth againe;!iefoIlowir. 

Hor. What if it tempt you toward the Floud my Lord? 
Or to the dreadful! Sonnet of the Cliffc, 

That beetles o’re his bafe into the Sea, 

And there a flumes fome other horrible forme. 

Which might depriue your Soucrsignty of Reafon, 

And draw you into madnefie thinke of it? 

Ham. It wafts ir.c ftill: goe on. lie follow thee. 

Aiar % Ycu fiiall not gee my Lord* 

Ham. Hold offyeur hand. 

Hor. Be rufd,you (hall no: goe. 
ham. My fate cries out. 

And makes each petty Artire in this body, 

As hardy as the Ncmian Lions ncrue: 

Still am I caTd > Vnhand me Gentlemen : 

By HeaifnJIc make a Ghoft of him that lets me: 

I fayaway,go.eon,Ilcfollow thee. 

f.xettnt Cjkoft & Hamlet, 

Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Mar. Let’s followfcis net fit thus to obey him. 


Hor. Haue after, to what ifltie will this come ? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Dcnmarke. 
Hor. Heauen will dire&it. 

Mar. Nay,let’s follow him. Lxemt. 

Enter Ghoft and Hamlet. , (cher. 

Ham: Where wile thou lead mef lpcak;lle go no fur* 
Cho. Markcme 
Him. I will. 

Gho. My hower is almoft come, r : 

When Ho fulphurousand tormenting Flames 
Muft render vp my telfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Gho. Piuy me notjbui lend thy ferious hearing i 
To what I fhall vnfold. 

Ham. Speakc, I am bound toheare. 

Gho. So art thou to reuenge^vhen thou ftialc heate. f 
Ham. What? 

Gho. I am thy Fathers Spirit, 

Doom'd for a certainc terms to walke the night; 

And for the day confin’d to faft in Ficrs, 

Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Are burnt and purg'd sway ? But that I am forbid 
To telkbe fecrcts of my Prifon-Houfej 
l could a Tale vnfold,whofeiighicft word 
Would hsrrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young bicod. 
Make thy two eyes like Starred, fhrt from theit Spheres, 

( Thy knotty and combined locks to pare, ' 

And each particular hairc to Hand an end, 

Like Qail’cs vpon the fretful! Porpentine: 

But this eternall blafcn rmift not be 

To cares of fle/h and bloud; lift Hamlet, oh lift. 

If chou dtclft euer thy dcarei%^hcr loue. 

Ham. Oh Heauen l 

Che. Rcuenge his foulc and raeft vnnacurall Morrher, 
Ham. Murther? 

Ghoft. Murther moft fou!e,as in the beft it is ; 

1 But this moft foule k ftrange,and vnnarurail; 

Ham. Haftjhsft me to know it, 

T hat with wings as fwift 
As mcdication,or the thoughts of Loue, 

May fwccpe to my Reuenge, 

Ghoft. I finde thee apr, 

Amd duller fhould’ft thou be then chefiit weedc 
That rots it felfe in cafe,on Lethe Wharfc, 

Would’ft thou not ftfrre in this. Now Hamlet heare : 

It^ giucn puc,that fleepingin mine Orchard, 

A Serpent flung me : fo the whole care ofDenmarkc 
Is by a forged procefie ofmy death * 

Rankly abus’d : But know chou Noble youth. 

The Serpent that did fling thy Fathers life, 

Now weares his Crownc. 

Iiam. O my PfopheucJcc foule: mine Vncle ? 

Ghoft . a that inccftuous, that adulrerate Beaft: 

With witchcraft of his wits, hath Traitorous guifts. 

Oh wicked Wit,and Gifts,chat haue the power 
So to feduce£ Won to to this fliamefull Luft 
l The will cfnriy moft feeming vectuous Qncene: 

Oh Hamlet y w\\zt a falling off was there, 

From me,whofc loue was of that dignity, 

1 hat it went hand in hand, euen with the Vow 
I made co her in Marriage; and to decline 
Vpona wretch, whofcNacurali gifts were poore 
lothofcofmine. But Vertue,as it neuerwil bemoued. 
Though Lewdncfle com tit in a fhape of Hcauen : * 

So Luft, chough to a radiant Angell link’d, 

‘Will fate it fclfe in a Celeftiallbcd,& prey on Garbage. 
_____ 0 0 But 
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But foft/ne thinkcs I lent the Mornings Ayrc; 

Bricfc let me be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, 

My cuftotnc alwayes in the afternoone; 

Vpon my iecure hower thy Vnde ftole 
With iuyee of curfed Hebenon in a Violl, 

And in the Porches of mine cares did poure^ 

The leaperous Diftilment; whofe effe& 

Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of Man, 

That fwife as Q^ick-filuer,it courfes through 
The naturall Gates and Allies of the Body; 

And with a fodaine vigour it doth poflet 
And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milke, 

The thin and wholiome blood: fo did it mine 
And a nioft inftant Tetter bak'd about, 

Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loathfomc cruft, 

Alhmy fmooth Body. 

Thus was I, fleeping, by a Brothers hand. 

Of Life,of Crownc, and Queene at once difpatcht; 

Cut off euen in the Bloffomes of my Sinne, 

Vnhouzzled, dffappointed, vnnaneld. 

No reckoning madc,but Tent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head; 

Oh horrible,Oh horrible, moft horrible: 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not; 

Let not the RoyallBedof Denmarkebe 
A Couch for Luxury and damned Inccft. 

But howfoeuer thou purfueft this A6t, 

Taint not thy mind ; nor let thy Soule contriue 
Againft thy Mother ought; leaueherco heauen , 

And to thofe Thornes chat in her bofome lodge, 
Topricke&nd fting her. Fare thee well at once; 

The Glow-wormc fhowes the Matinc to he neere, 

And gins to pale his vneffeCtuall Fire: 
Adue,adue,//^/^.* remember me. Exit. 

Ham Oh all you hoft of Heauen ! Oh Earth: what els? 
And fhalM couple Hell ? Oh fie: hold my heart; 

And you my fihnewes,grow not inftant Old; 

But bearc me ftiffely vp: Remember thee ? 

I, thou poorc Ghoft, while memory holds a feate 
In this diftra&ed Globe: Remember thee ? 

Yea,from the Table of my Memory, 
lie wipe away ail tnuiall fond Records, 

All fawes of Bookes,all formes, all prefures paft. 

That youth and bbferuation coppied there; 

And thy Commandment all alone fhall hue 
Within the Bookc and Volume ofmy Braine, 

Vnmixt with bafer matrer; yes,yes, by Heauen : 

Oh moft pernicious woman! 

Oh Villaine,VHlairie, fmiling damned Villainc J 
My Tablcs^y Tablet; meet st is I fee it downe, 

That one may (mile,and fmile and be a Villainc; 

At leaft Tm fure it may be fo in Denmarke; 

So Vnckle there you are: now to my word; 

It is; Adue, Adue, Remember me: I haue fworn’t. 

Hor . & Maravtthin, My Lord,my Lord# 

Enter Horatio and Marcettns. 4 
Mar, Lor A Hamlet. 

Hor, Heauen fecurehim. 

Mar. So be it. 

Hor * Ulo, ho,ho, my Lord, 

Ham. Hillo, ho,ho,boy; come bird,come. 

Mar . How ift’c my Noble Lord? 

Hor . Whatnewcs, my Lord? 

Ham. Oh wonderfulll 
Hor* Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham . Noyou'ireuealeit. 


Hor> Not I, my Lord, by Heauen. 

Mar. Nor I, my Lord. 


Ham. How fay you then, would heart of ,J thin,t 

Itvon’lhpfrrrer? ‘ 01 


But you’l be fccret? 

'Both. I, byHeau’n, my Lord. 
Ham. There’s nere a villainc dwellin 
But hce’s an arrant knauc 


on Cc 


I in all D 


'enmarfc 


Hor. There needs no Ghoft my Lord c r 

Graue,to tell vs this. * ,COn,e from, 


Ham. Why right,you are i’th’ right; 

And fo, without more circumftancc at all 
I hold it fit that we (bake hands,and part/ 

You,as your bnfines and defires (ball point vo 

Foreuery man ha’s bufineffcand defirc, ^ U ** 

Such as it is: and for mine ownc poorc part 
Looke you, lie goc pray. ’ 

Hor. Thefe are but wild and hurling word-r 
Ham. I’m forry they offend you heartily; * ^° r< *’ 
Yes faith,heartily. • * 

Hor. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrtcke, but thereistnvLed 
And much offence too, touching this Vjfion hc« c ‘ 
It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you: 

For your defire to know what is betweene vs 
O'remaftet’c as you may. And now good friends 
As you are Fricods,Schollers and Soldiers, * 
Giue me one poorc requeft. 

Hor. What is’t my Lord? we will. 

Ham Neucr make known what you haue feen to niohr 
’Beth. My Lord,we will not. ° ' 

Ham Nay, but fwear’t. 

Hor. Jnfaithmy Lord, not I. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord : in faith. 

Ham. Vpoomy fword. 

Marcell. We haue fworne my Lord already. 

Ham. Indeed,vpon my fword,Indeed. 

Cho. Sweare. Ghoft cries vader the Stay. 

Ham. Ah ha boy.fayeft thou fo. Art thou there true- 
penny ? Come one you here this fellow in the fcllercdge 
Confenc to fweare. 

Hor. Propofe the Oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuertofpeakeofthis that you haue feene, 
Sweare by my fword. 

Gho, Sweare. 

Ham. Htc & vbique? Then wee’l fhift for gtownd, 
Come hither Gentlemen, 

And layyour hands againevpon my fword, 

Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue heard: 

Sweare by my Sword. 

Gho. Sweare. (fall? 

Ham. Well laid old MoIe,can’ft worke i’th’ ground fo 
A worthy Pioncr,once more remouc good friends. 
Hor. Oh day and night;but this is wondrous ftrange. 
Ham. And therefore as a flranger giue.it welcome. 
There are more things in Heauen and Earth, Horatio, 
Then are dream’c of in our Philofophy. But come, 

Here as before, neuer fo hclpe you mercy, 

How ftrange or oddc fo ere I bearc my fclfe; 

(As I perchance heercafter fball thinke meet 
To put an Anticke difpofition on:) 

That you at fuch time feeing me, neuer fball 
With Armes encombred thus, or thus, head fliakf; 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful! Phrafe; 

As well,we know,or we could and if we would. 

Or if we lift to fpeake; or there be and if there might, 
Or fuch ambiguous giuing out to note. 
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fj^Tvou know ought of m c > this not to doe: 

jj 0 grace and mercy at yo ur nioft neede helpe you : 

reare. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Reft, reft* perturbed Spirit : fo Gentlemen, 
\Vich all my loue 1 doe commend me to yon ; 

^nd wbac io poore a man as Hamlet ss, 

fvlay doe t'exprcffe his ioue and friending to you, 

Qadwilhng fhall not lackc: let vs goc in together, 

j\nd ftdl your fingers on your lippes I pray, 

fhe time is out of ioynt: Oh curfed foighr, 

|hnt euer I was borne to fet it right. 
fjay,ccwie let’s goe together. 8&eknt. 



Alins Seem ins. 


Enter Volotoiw ^and Reynold#* 
folon. Giuc him his moncy,and thefe notes Reynaldo. 
Hey not. 1 will my Lord. 

Polo*. You fhall docmaruels wifely: good Reyn&ldo , 
Before you vifite him you make inquiry 
Ofhis bchauiour. 

Heyvol. My Lord, I did intend it. 

Polon, Marry, well laid ; 

Very well fatd. Looke you Sir, 

Enquire me fir ft what Danskers arc in Paris; 

And how, and whojwhat meanes;and where they keepe: 
What compaoy,ac what expence : *nd finding 
By this cncompaffement and drift ofqueftion, 

That they doe know my forme: Come you moreneercr 
Then your particular demands will touch it. 

Take you as 'cwerc fome diftant knowledge of him. 

And thus 1 know his father and his friends, 

And in part him. Doe you marke this Rejnoldo? 

Reyvol. I, very wcli my Lord. 

Polon. And in part him,butyou may fay not well; 

Btic ift be hec I meane^hecs very vvilae; 

Addicted fo and fo; and there put on him 

What forgeries you pleafe: marry > none fo ranke. 

As may diflionour him ; take heed ofehat ; 

But Sir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall flips. 

As arc Companions noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

Reynol. As gaming my Lord. 
felon. I, or drinking, fcncing.fwearing, 
Quarelling.drabbiug. You may gee fo farre. 

RcynoL My Lord chat would difhonour him. 
felon* Faich'no, as you may feafon it in the charge; 
You muft not put another lcandall on him, 

That hee is opcu to Incontincncie; 

That’s not nay nieaning:but breath his faults-fo quaintly, 
That they may feemethc caints of liberty; 

The flafh and out-uieake ol a fiery minde, 

A fauagenes in vnredaimd bloud of gene rail affault. 
ReynoL But sny good Lord. 

Polon. Whcreloic ihould you doc this? 

Reyjjol. I my Lord y l would know that. 

Eolon. Marry Sir,heere’s my drift, 

And I belieue it is a fetch of warrant: 

You laying thfle flightfuilcyes on my Sonne, 
i As were a tiling a little ioii’d fth* working: (found, 
Matke you your party inrtonuerfe; him you would 
Hauing euer feene. In theprenominatceriines, ■- 


The youth you breath of guilty, be aftur’d 
He clofes with you in this conicqucnce: 

Good fir,or fo,or friend, or Gentleman. 

According to rhe PliTalc and the Addition* 

Of man and Country. 

Rcynol. Very good my Lord. 

Polon . And then Sir does he this? 

He does: what was I about to fay? 
i was about to fay fomthing : where did I Icaue ? 

Reynol* At doles in the confequence : 

At friend, or fo.and Gentleman, 

Polon* At doles in the confcqucnce, I marry, 

He clofes with you thus. I know the Gentleman, 

1 faw him ye(ierday,or cother day; 

O c then or then,With fuchand fuch;and as you fay. 

There was he gaming, there oYetooJkc irfs Roufe; 

There falling out at Tennis; or perchance, 

I faw him enter fuch a houfe of faile; 

Videlicet ,a Brothell,or fo forth. See you now; 

Y our bait of faUliood,takes this Cape of truth; 

And thus doe we of wife'dome and of reach 
With wmdlcffes,and with aflaies of Bias, 

By ir.diredions findc diredions out: 

So by my former Ledfure and aduicc 
Shall you my Sonne;you haue mc/naue you not ? 

SRgynol. My Lord I haue. 

Polon . God buy youffarcyon well. 

Reynold Good my Lord. 
folon. Obferuc his inclination in your felfit.l 
Reynold 1 (ball my Lord. 

Polon* And let him plye his Mufieke. 

ReyncL Well, my Lord. Exit. 

Enter Ophelia, 

Poion. Farewell: 

How now Ophelia, what’s the matter? 

Ophe . Atas my Lord,I haue beene fo affrighted. 

Polon . With what,in the name ofHeauen ? 

Ophe . My Lord, as i was fowing in my Chamber, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet ell vnbrac’d, 

No hat vpon his head, his ftockings foul'd, 

( Vngartred, and downe giued to his Anckle, 

| Pale as bis fhirt.his knees knocking eacbothef. 

And with alookefo pitious inpnrporc. 

As if he had been loafed out of hell, 

T o fpeake of horrors : he comes before me. 

Polon, Mad for thy Loue ? 

Ophe . My Lord,I doe not know: but truly I do feare it. 

Polon . What fa id he? 

Ophe. He tookeme by the wrift 3 pnd held me hard ; 
Then goeshc to the length of nil his arrcu; 

And with his other hand thus o*re his brow. 

He fals to fuch perufall of my face. 

As he would draw it. Long ftnid he fo^ 

S At laft,a little (baking of mine Arme: 

| And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downej 
j He rais’d a figh,fo pictious and profound, 
l That it did feemc to (batter all his bulke, 
j And end his being. Th3c done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head ouer his (boulders turn'd, 
Hefcem’dto finde his way without his eyes, 

For out adoreshc went w-ithout their helpe- 
And to the laft,bcnded their light on me. 

■j Polon* Gocwithme, I will goe fecke thcKlne, 

» This is the very extafie of Loue, 

| Whofe violent property foredocs it felfe^ 


And 
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And leads the will to dcfperate Vndertakings, 

As oft as any paflion vnder Heauen, 

T hat does affliftour Natures. I am forrie, 

Wuac haue you giuenhim any hard words oflate? 

Ophe. No my good Lord : but as you did command, 
I did repell his Letters,and deny Vie 
His arccile to me. 

Pci. Thac hath made him mad. 

I am forrie thac with bccter fpced and iudgement. 

I had not quoted him. I fcare he did but tnfle, 

And meant to wracke thee : but bdhrew my kaloufie: 

It fcemcs it is as proper to our Age, 

To caft beyond our felues in our Opinions, 

As it is common for the yonger fort 
Tolacke diicrcdon. Come,go we to the King, 

This mu(l be knowne, being kept clofe might moue 
More greefe to hide, then hate to vtter loue. Exeunt . 


Seem Sccunda. 


i 


Sr: ter King,Q^*cene x RoJincrane>and G widen* 

Jlerne Cum.ilijs. 

King* Welcome deere Fpfincrance and Guildererne. 
Moreoucr, that we much did long to fee you, 
Theneedc we haueto vfe you,did prouokc 
Ourhaftie fending. Something h3ue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation : to I call it. 

Since not th’excerior, nor the inward man 
Rcfembles that it was. What it ftiould bee 
More then his Fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much ft om th’vndei ftan ding ofhimfelfe, 

I cannot deemc of, I increat you both, 

That being of lo young dayes brought vp with him : 
And fincc lo Neighbour'd to his youth,and humour. 
That you vouchlafe your reft heere in out Court 
Some little time: fo by your Companies 
To draw him on to pleaiures,and to gather 
So much as from Occafions you rnay gleane, 

That open’d lies within our remedie. 

Qu. Good Gentlemcn,he hath much talk’d ofyou. 
And lure I am, two men there are not lining, 

To whom he more adheres. If it will pleafe you 
To fhew vsfo much Gentrie, and goodwill. 

As to expend your time with vs a-while, 

For the fupply and profit of our Hope, 

Your Vacation fhall receiue fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rcfin. Both your Maicfties 
Might by theSoueraigne power you haue ofvs, 

Put your dread pleafurcs, more into Command 
Then to Entreatie. 

Guil. Wc both obey, 

And here giuevp our felues, in thcfull bent. 

To lay our Sendees fi ec!y at your fecte. 

To be commanded. 

King. ] hankes Rofiwcrmee* and gentle Guildenfleme. 
Qn. T hankes Guilder.fit erne and gentle Rofincranec. 
And i befe.eeh you inftantly to vifit 
My too much changed Sonne. 

Gofomcofye, 

And bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guil. Hcaueos mike our prefence and our praffifes 
Plealantapd hdpfull to him. Exin 



Queenc. Amen. 

Enter Poloniw. 

Pol. Th Ambafladors from Norwev ,» 

Are joyfully return’d. y ‘ ^ ^ U, 

King. Thou ftill haft bin the Father ofo OQfl M 
Fol. Haue I, my Lord ? Allure you,rr.vp 0od ,^ Wti 
I hold my dutie,as! hold my Soule, ° ^^ ,c gc 
Both to tny God,one to my gracious King: 

And I do thinke, orelfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the traile of Policie,fo fore 
As I haue vs’d to do: that 1 haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets Lunacie. 

Ktng Oh fpcake of that,that 1 do long t0 |, e . 

Tel Giue firft admittance to th’Ambaffador ? 

My Newes lhall be the Newes to that greatp c . n 
King. Thy felfc do grace to them.and brineth, . 
He tels me my fweec Qjrcnc, that he hath f 0tl b n( j 
The head and lourlc of aii your Sonnes diftemper 

£>u. I doubt U is no other, but the maine ’ 

His bathers dcath,and our o’rc-hafty Marriage 
Enter PolouimfiJoltumand, and Cornelius' 

King. Well.we Hull fi ft him. Welcome good Frend 

Say Voltumand , what from out Brother Norwey \ ° 

Holt. Moll faire returne of Greetings,and Defir.. 

Vpon our firft, he fent out to fuppreffe 
His Nephewes Leuies,which to him appear’d 
1 o be a preparation ’gainft the Polcak : 

But better look’d into,he truly found 

It was againft your Highneffc, whereat greeued,] 

That fohis SickndTe,Age,and Impotence 

Was fallely borne in hand, fends out Arrefts 
On lortinbrai, which lie (in breefe)obtyes, 

Receiues rebuke from Norwey: and in tine 
Makes Vow before his Vnkle.neuer more 
To giue tb’aflay of Armes againft your Maieftie. 
Whereonold Norwey,ouercome with ioy, 

Giues him three thouland Crownes in AnnuallFee 
And his Commiflion to imp toy thole Soldiers 
So leuied as Defore, againft the Poleak : 

With an intreaty hecrein further Ihewne, 

That it might pleafeyou to giue quiet paiTe 
Through your Dominions.forhbEnterprize, 

On fuch regards ofiafety and allowance, 

As (herein are let downe. 

King. It likes vs well: 

And ac our more confider’d time vvee’lread, 
Anfwer,and thinke vpon chi r Bufincfle. 

Meane time we thanke you, for your well-tookeLabou 
Go to your reft, at night wce’l Fcaft together. 

Moft welcome home. £xit Amfojj 

Pol. This bufincfle is very well ended. 

My Liege.and Madam, to expoftulate 
What Maieftie ftiould be, what Dutie is, 

Why day is day; night.nigbt; and time is time, 

Were nothing but to wafleNight,Day andTime. 
Therefbre.fince Bt euitie is the Soule of Wit, 

And tedioufnefle the limbes and outward flourifties, 

I willbcbreefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad; 

Mad call i it; for to define true Madnefle, 

What is’t, but to be nothing clfe but mad. 

But let that go. 

Qu. More matter, with Jeffe Art. 

Pol. Madam,I fweare I vfe no Art at all t 
That he is mad, ’tis true: ’Tis true ’tis pittie, 

And pittie it is true: A foolifli figure. 

But farewell it: for I will vfe no Art. 


tjTjlet vs grant him then: and now remaines 
rjjt we finde out the caufe of this effc#, 

0t rather fay, the caufe of this dct'c<ft; 
for this effect defebtiue, comes by caufe. 

Thus it remaines,and the remainder thus. Perpend, 
j haue a daughter :h*ue,whil’ft fheismine, 

^ho in her Dutie and Obedience,isarkc, 

Fj a th gitien me this: now gather,and furmife. 

The Letter . 

fetkefelejliall^xd my Soules I doll-, the moft beautified O- 
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Jn the Lobby. 

Qh. So he ha’s indeed. 

Pol . At fuch a time lie loofc my Daughter to him. 
Be you and 1 bchinde an Artas then, 

Marke the encounter : If he louc her not, 

And be not from his reaion falne thereon; 

Let me be no A {lift ant for a State, 

And keepe a Farme $nd Carters. 

King. We will'try it. 

Enter Hamlet reading on a Booke . 


Xhat’s an ill Phrafr, a vildc Phrafe, beautified is a vildc 
phrafe: but you lhall hcare thefc in her excellent white 
bofonie, thefe. 

Qu. Came this from Hamlet to her, 

Pel. Good Madam ftavr awhile, I will be faithful!- 
Dtuht thou, the Starres are fire, 

Doubt, that the Stfrine doth moue : 

Doubt Truth to he a Lter , 
gut never Doubt , / lone. 

Oiecre Ophelia ? I am ill at the fie Numbers: I haue not Art to 
reckon my groves ; but that I loue thee bcjl y oh mofl Bejl be - 
leeucit. tsidiets. 

Thine evermore mofl deere Lady jwhtlft this 
Cdtachinc is tobim, Hamlet. 

This in Obedience hath my daughter rhew’d me: 

And more aboue hath his ioliciimg, 

As they fell out by Time, by Meanes > and Place, 

All giuen to mine care. 

King, But now hath fhe rcceiu’d his Loue? 

Pol. What do you thinke of me ? 

King. As of a man, faithfull and Honourable. 

Pol. I wold faine prone io.Buc what mighr you think ? 
When I had fecne this hoc louc on the wing. 

As 1 perceiued it, I muft tell you that 

Before my Daughter told me^har might you 

Or my deere Maieftie your Quecne heere, think. 

If J had playd the Deskc or Tablc-booke, 

Or giuen my heart a winking, mute and dumbe, 

Or look'd vpon this Loue,with idle fight. 

What might you thinke? No,I went round to worke. 
And (my yong Miftris)thus I did befpeake 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Starre, 

This muft not be : and then,] Precept* gaue her. 

That flic ftiould lpcke her felfe from his Refort, 

Admit no Mcflcngers, receiue no Tokens: 

Which done, (he tookc the Fruitcs of my Aduice, 

And he repulfcd. AftiortTalc to make, 

Fell into a Sadr.dfc, then into a F^ft, 
iThcncc to a Watch, thence into a Weaknefte, 

Thence to a Lightne(fe,3nd by this decicnfion 
^Into the Madnefle whereon now he raucs, 

/And all wc waile for. 

King. Do you thinke Tis this? 

Qu. It may be way likely. 

Pol. Hath there bene fuch a time, I de fain know that, 
Thac I hauepoflkiucly raid* Tis fn, 

When it prou’d ochcrwifc? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take thi 9 from this; if this be other wife, 
IfCircumftanccs lcade me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we r.ry it further ? 

Pol. You know fomeunies 
He walkes fourc hourps cogether, heere 


But looke where iadly the poore wretch 
Comes reading. 

Pol. Away I do befeech you, both away, 
lie boord him prefently. Exit King & Queen. 

Gfi giue me Jeaue. How does my good Lord Hamlet l 

Ham. Well,God-a-mcrcy. 

Pol. Do you know me,my Lord ? 

Ham. Escccl!cnt,excellcnt well : y’areaFifhmonger. 

Pol . Nod my Lord. 

Elam. Then I would you were fohoneft a man# 

fol. Honeft,my Lord? 

Ham. lfir,cobehoneft as this world goes, is to bee 
one man pick’d out of two choufand. 

fol. 1 hat\> very truc>my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sun breed Magots in a dead doege* 

being a good kiffing Carrion.-* 

Haue you a daughter ? 

Pci. I haue my Lord. 

Ham. Let her not walkei’th’Sunne : Conception is a 
blefsing, but not as your daughter may concciue.Fricnd 
looke too’c. 

Pol. How fay you by that?Sti!l harping on my daugh¬ 
ter: yet he knew me not at firft,* he faid 1 was a Fiflimon- 
gcr: he is farre gone,farre gone: and truly in my youth, 
I fujffred much cxtreamity for louc : very neere this. He 
fpeake to him againe. What do you read my Lord? 

Ham* Words,words,words. 

Prl. What is the matter,my Lord ? 

Ham. Retweenewho? 

Pol. I meane the matter you meanejmy Lord. 

Ham, Slanders Sir : for the Sacyricall flaue faies here, 
thac old rnen haue gray Beards; that their faces arc wrin¬ 
kled ; their eyes purging thicke Amber, or Plun*-T» ee 
Gumme : and that they haue a pientifull lockeof Wit, 
together with weake Hammcs. All which Sir, though I 
moft powerfully, and potently belceue ; ycclholdeit 
not Honetlie to haue it thus fet dewne; For you your 
felfe Sir, fiiculd be old as I am 3 if like z Crab you could 
go backward. 

Pol y Though this be madnefle. 

Yet there is Method in’r: will you walks 
Out of the ayre my Lord? 

Ham. IntomvGraue? 

Pol. Indeed that is out o’tlfAyrc: 

How pregnant (fometimcs)his Replies are ? 

A happinefle, 

That often Madnefle hits on, 

Which Rcafon 3nd Sanitie could not 
So prolperoufly be dcliuer’d of. 

I will leauehim, 

And fodainely contriue the mcanes of meeting 
Betwrene him,and my daughter. 

My Honourable Lord, I will moft humbly 
Takc my leaue of you. 
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Ham. You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that I 
will more willingly part withall, except my life, my 
life* 

felon. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old foolcs. 

felon. You goe to fecke my Lord Hamlet ; there 
hec is. 

Enter Refiner an and Guilder, (lerne, 

Rojtn. Godfaueyou Sir. 

Guild. Mine honour’d Lord? 

Rojtn. My moft deare Lord? 

Ham. My excellent good friends? How do’ll thou 
Gaildenjlerne ? Oh,Rojincrane, good Lads: How doc ye 
both? 

Rojtn. As the indifferent Children of the earth. 

Guild. Happy,in that vve are not oucr-happy: on For¬ 
tunes Cap.we are not the very Button. 

Ham. Nor thcSoalcs of her Shoo ? 

Rojtn. Neither my Lord, 

Ham. Then you liue about her wafte, orinthemid- 
dleofnei fauour? 

Cjuil. Faith,her priuates, we. 

Ham. In the fccret parts of Fortune? Oh, moll true i 
fhe is a Strumpet. What’s the newer ? 

Rojtn. None my Lord; but that the World’s growne 
honeft. 

Ham. Then is Doomefday necre: But your newes is 
not true. Let me queftion more in particular: what haue 
you my good friends, deferued at the hands of Fortune, 
that fhe lends you to Prifon hither ? 

Gail. Prifon,my Lord ? 

Ham. Denmark’s a Prifon. 

Rojtn. Then is the World one. 

Ham. A goodly one,in which there are many Con¬ 
fines, Wards, and Dungeons; Denmarke being one cub’ 
worft, 

Rojtn. We thinke not fo my Lord. 

Ham. Why then’tis none to you;for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: to me it is 
a pri on. 

Rojtn. Why then your Ambition makes it one: ’cis 
too narrow for your minde. 

Ham. OGod, I could be bounded inanutfhell, and 
count my felfe a King of infinite {pace; were it not that 
I haue bad dreames. 

Gtttl. Which dreames indeed are Ambition : for the 
very lubftanceofche Ambitious, is rocercly the lhadow 
otaDreame. 

Ham. A dreame it felfe is but a lhadow. 

Rojtn. Truely, and I hold Ambition of fo ayry and 
light a quality, that it is but a lhadowes lhadow. 

Ham. Then are our Beggers bodies; and our Mo* 
narchs and out-ftrctcht Heroes the Beggers Shadowes: 
lhall wee to th’Court: for, by my fey I cannot rea- 
fon ? 

'Botb. IVee’l wai t vp on you. 

Ham. No fuch matter. I twill not fortiyou with the 
reft of my feruants: fortofpeake to you like an honeft 
man: I am moil dreadfully attended; but in the beaten 
way oftriendlliip. What makeyouatf/ySwnw? 

Rpjin. To vifityou my Lord,no other occafion. 

Ham. Begger thac I am,I am euen pootc in thankes; 
but I thankc you : and fure dearc friends my thanks 
are toodcarea halfepeny; were you not fent for? Is it 
your owne inclining? Is it a free vifitation ? Come, 
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deale iullly with me : com^W e . nay v 

Gttil. Whatlhould we fay my Lord I? 

Ham. Why anything. But to thepurpof e . Vfll 
fent for; and there is a kinde confeflion in vou^ Wtri 
which your modefties haue not crafc enouok ° oi(Cs 
l°r,I know the good King & Queenc hau c fenVr'° c °- 

Rojtn. To what end my Lord ? fot Von, 

Ham. That you muft teach me: butl etm 
you by the rights of our fellowfhip,by the coni* C ° n ' Urt 
ouryouth,by the Obligation of our euer-preferu 11 ^ 0 
and by what more dcare, a better propoier could l° U '> 
you withall; be euen and direft with me ,r 8 c 

were lent for or no. * ^ Cr you 

Rojtn. What fay you? 

Ham. Nay then I haue an eye ofvou- if , 
hold not off. 7 you|01 * 

gnil. My Lord, we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why; fo (hall my antics 
preuent your difeouery of your fecricieto the K;„ 
Quecneimoult no feather, I haue of lace, but w h, g r" d 
I know not, loft all my mirth,forgone all C iift orae " f „ 
ercife; and indeed,it goes fo heauenly with mydi| D 2;' 

on;that this goodly frame the Earth,feemes ton.eafl ' 
rill Promontory; mis moll excellent Canopy t heA v 

look you,this braue ore-hanging,this Maiefticall R o y of ‘ 
fretted with goldenfire: why,it appeares no other thinS 
tomee, then a foule and peft.lent congregation 0 fv a b 
pours. What a piece of wotke is a man ! how Nob'e in 
Reafon? how infinite in faculty ? in forme and mom. 
how expreffeand admirable?in Aaion,howlikeanAn 

gel ? in apprehenfion, how like a God? the beauty 0 fthe 
world, the Parragon of Animals; and yet to me, what is 
this Qjjinreffcnce of Duft? Man delights not me> no 
nor Woman neither; though by your finding you feemt 
to fay fo. 

Rofm. My Lord, there was no fuch ftuffc in my 
thoughts. ; 

Ham. Why did you laugh,when I faid, Man delights 
not me > 

Ropn. To thinke, my Lord,ifyou delight not in Man, 
what Lcncon entercainmcnc the Players (hall recciuc 
from you: wee coared them on the way, and hither arc 
they comming co offer you Seruice. 

Ham. He that playes the King fhall be welcome; his 
Maicfty fhall haue Tribute of mee : the aduemurous 
Knight fhal vfe his Foyle and Target: the Louer fliali 
not figh gratis, the humorous man fliali end his part in 
peace : the Clowne fball make thofe laugh whofe lungs 
are tickled a’th* fere : and the Lady {hall lay her minde 
freely; or the blanke Verfe fhall halt for’c: what Players 
are they ? 

Rojtn* Euen thofe you were wont to take delight in 
the Tragedians of the City. 

Ham . How chances it they trauaile? their refi- 
dencc both in reputation and profit was better both 
wayes. 

Ropn. I thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes 
of the late Innouacion ? 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did 
when I was in the City ? Are they fo follow’d ? 

Rofln. Noindeed.theyarcnot. 

Ham How comes it ? doc they grow rufty ? 

Rofin. Nay, their indeauour keepcs in thewonte 
pace; But there is Sir an ayrie of Children, 
Yafes, thac crye out on the top of queftion> ^ 
are moft tyrannically clap’t for’t : thefe are no 7^! c 
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foforiu, and to be-ratled the common Stages (fo they 

all them) that many wearing Rapiers, are affraidc of 
Goofc*quil s ’ an< ^ dare fcarfe come thither. 

Ham. What are they Children? Who maintains ’em? 
How are they efcoted ? Will they putlue the Quality no 
longer then they can fing? Will they not fay afterwards 
jfthey Ihould grow themfelues co common Players (as 
it is like molt if their meanes are noi better) their Wri¬ 
tes do them wrong, to make them exclaim againft their 
ovvneSucceffion. 

Rojtn. Faith there ha’s bene much to do on both fides: 
and the Nation holds it nofinne, to tarre thenuo Con- 
trouerfie. There was tor a while, no mony bid for argu¬ 
ment, vnleffe the Poet and che Player went toCuffes in 
the Q^ftion. 

Ham. Is’cpofliblc? 

0 nild. Oh there ha’s beene much throwing about of 
Braines. 

Ham , Do the Boyes carry it away ? 

Rojtn. I that they do my Lord,Hercules & his load too. 

Ham. It is not ftrange: for mine Vnckle is King of 
Denmarke, and thofe chat would make mowes at him 
while my Father liued; giue twenty, forty, an hundred 
Ducaces a pcece, for his pnfturc in Little. There is fome- 
thingin this more then Natural!, if Philofophic could 
findcitout. 

tlounlhfor the Players. 

Cutl There are the Players. 

Ham. Gentlemen,you are welcom to Slfonotver: your 
hands, come: The appurtenance of Welcome, is Fafhion 
and Ceremony. Let me comply with you in the Garbe, 
left my extent to the Players(which I cell you muft fhew 
faircly oucward)(Tiould more appeate like entertainment 
thenyours. You ate welcome : but my Vnckle Father, 
and Aunt Mother are deceiu’d. 

Guil. In what my decre Lord ? 

Ham. Iambutm3dNorth,North-Weft : when the 
Winde is Southerly, I know a Hawke from a Handfaw. 

Enter Polo,, ins. 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham. Hcarke you Guildenjlerue , aod you too: at each 
eare a hearer : that great Baby you fee there, is not yet 

out of his fwathing clouts. 

Rojirt. Happily he’s the fecond time come to them: for 
they fay,an old man is twice a childc. 

Ham. I willprophcfie, Hee comes to tell me of the 
Players. Mark it, you fay right Sir : for a Monday mor¬ 
ning’twasfo indeed. 

Pol. My Lord,! haue Newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord, 1 haue Newes to tell you. 

When Roljltu an Aftor in Rome—* 

Pol. The AiSlors arc come hither my Lord. 

Ham. Buzze, buzze. 

Pol. Vpon mine Honor. 

Ham. Then can each Adlor on his Affe — 

Polon. The beft Aftors in the world, eicher for Trage- 
die, Comcdie.Hiftorie, Paftorall: Paftoricall-Comicall* 
Hiftoricall-Paftorall: Tragicall-Hiftoricall 5 Tragicall- 
Comicall-Hiftoricall-Paftorall: Scene indiuible, or Po- 
emvnlimited. Seneca cannot be too heauy, nor Plautus 
too light, for the law of Writ,and the Liberty.Thefc arc 
the oncly men. 

Ham. Olephta Iudge ofIfrael„whataTreafure had’ft 
thou ? 

Pel. What aTreafurehad he,my Lord ? 

Ham. Why one fairc Daughter,and no more, 
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The which he loued paffing well# 

PoL Still on my Daughter. 

Ham. Am I not t’th’righc old lephta ? 

Polon . If you call me lephta my Lord, I haue a daugh¬ 
ter that I louc pafling well. 

Ham. Nay that followes not. 

Polon . What followes then,my Lord ? 

Ha. Why, As by lot,God wot: and then you know,lt 
came to paffe, as moft like it was: The firft rowc of the 
PonsCbanfcn will fhew you more. Forlooke where my 
Abridgements come♦ 

Enter fourr or five Players. 

Y’arc welcome Mailers, welcome all. I am glad to fee 
thee well: Welcome good Friends. O my oldeFriend ? 
Thy face is valiant fince I faw thee laft : Com ftthouto 
beard me in Denmarke ? What, my yong I ady and Mi- 
ftrisPByrlady your Ladifhip is ncerer Heauen then when 
1 faw you laft, by che altitude of a Cboppine. Pray God 
your voice like a pecce of vneurrant GoJd be not crack'd 
within the ring. Mafters,you are a 11 welcome;wec*l c'ne 
to't like French Faulconcrs. fhe at any thing we fee: wee'l 
haue a Speech ftraight. Come giue ys a taft of your qua¬ 
lity : come,a pallionace fpeech. 
i .Play. What fpecch,my Lord ? 

Ham . I heard thee fpeakmea fpeech once,but it was 
neuer Afted : or if it was,not aboueonce, for the Play I 
remember pleas’d not the Million, ’twasC^/^r/eto the 
Generali: but it was (as I receiu’d it, and others, whofe 
iudgement in fuch matters, cried in the top of mine) an 
excellent Play ; well digefted in the Scocnes, fetdowne 
with as much modeftie,as cunning. I remember one {aid, 
there was no Sallees in the lines, to make the matter fa- 
uoury; nor no matter in che phrafe, that might indite the 
Author ofaffeftation,but cal’d it an honeft method.One 
cheefe Speech in it, I cheefely lou’d, ’twase^Ewe^ Tale 
to Dide y and thereabout of it efpecially, where he fpcaks 
of Priams (laughter. If it liue in your memory, begin a 
this Line, let me fee,let me fee : The rugged Pyrrhus like 
iWHyrcantan Beaft. It is not fo : it begins with Pyrrhus 
The rugged Pyrrhus J he whofe Sable Armcs * 

Blacke as his purpofe, did the night rcfemble 
When he lay couched in the Ominous Horfe, 

Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion fnjfcar'd 
With Heraldry more difmall: Head to foote 
Now is he to take Geulles, horridly Trick’d 
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes, 
Bak’d and imparted with the parching ftrects. 

That lend a tyrannous,and damned light 
To their vilde Murthers, roafted in Wrath and fire, 

And thus o’re^fiied with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like Carbuncles, the helhfh Pyrrhus 
Old Grand fire Prtam feekes. 

Pol. Fore God,my Lord,we]I fpoken, with good ac~ 
cent,and good diferecion* 

i .player . Anon he Andes him. 

Striking too fhort at Greekes. His anticke Sword, 
Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it failed 
Repugnant co command: vnequall match, 

Pyrrhus at Priam driucs, in Rage ftrikes wide i 
But with the whiffe and winde of his fell Sword, 
Th’vnnerued Father fals. Then fenfcleflc Illium p 
Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming cop 
Stoopcsto his Bace, and with a hideous crafli 
Takes Prifoner Pyrrhus eare. For Ioc,his S word 
Which was declining on the Milkic head 
OfRcucrend TVMtfijfecm’d iWAyre to fticke 
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So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrhus flood. 

And like a Newtrall to his will and matter, did nothing. 
But as we often fee again!! fome ftorme, 

A filence in the Heaueivs, the Racke ftand ftill. 

The bold windes fpccchlefie, and the Orbc below 
As hufh as death: Anon the dreadfull Thunder 
Doth rend the Region. So after Pyrrhus paufe, 

A ro wlied Vengeance fets him new a-worker 
And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall 
On Mars his Armours, forg’d for proofe Eterne, 

With I rife remorfe then Pyrrhus bleeding fword 
Now fallcs on Priam . 

Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you Gods, 

In generall Synod take away her power: 

Brcake all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele, 

Aud boule the round Nauc downc the hill of Hcauen, 
As low as to the Fiends. 

Pol. This is too long. 

Ham. 1 1 (hall co’th Barbars, with your beard. Pry- 
theefayon: He’s for a Iigge,or a tale ofBaudry, orhee 
Ueepes. Say on; come to Hecuba. 

i.PlayJ&at who,Q who,hadfeen theinobled Queen. 

Ham. The inobled Queene? 

Pol That’s good : Inobled Queene is good. 

l.TUt. Run bare-foot vp and downe, 
Threatningthe flame 

WitbBiflonRhcumc: A clout about that head. 

Where late the Diadem flood, and for a Robe 
About her lanke and all ore-teamed Loines, 

A blanket in th’Alamm offearc caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in Venome deep’d, 
’Gainfl Fortunes State,would Treafon haue pronounc’d? 
But if the Gods themfelues did fee her then, 

Whenfhc faw Pyrrhus make malicious fport 
in mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbes. 

The inftant Burft of Clamour that flie made 
(Vnleffe things mortall moue them not at all) 

Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Hcauen, 
And pafiion in the Gods, 

Pol. Looke where he ha’s not turn’d his colour, and 
ha’s tearesin’s eyes. Pray you no more. 

Ham. ’Tiswell, He haue thee fpeake out the reft, 
foone. Good my Lord, will you fee the Players wcl be- 
ftow’d, Doye heare, let them be well vs’d: for they are 
the Abftracb and breefe Chronicles of the time. After 
your death, you were better haue a bad Epitaph, then 
their ill report while you lined. 

Pol. My Lord, I will vfe them according to their de- 
lart. 

Ham. Goclsbodykins man, better. VTceuerieman 
after hss cefart, and who fhould fcape whipping: vfe 
them after your own Honor and Dignity. The leffe they 
delerue, the more merit is in your bountie. Take them 
iu. 

Pol. Come firs. ExitVolon. 

Ham. Follow him Fricndstwcc’l heare a play tomor¬ 
row. Doft thou heare me old Friend, can you play the 
murther of Cjo)iz.ago ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Wec’lhn’t to morrow night. You could for a 
i»eed Rudy a fpeech of fome dofen or lixteene lines,which 
I would lctdowne,and infert in’tfCould ye not ? 

Play. I my Lord, 

Ham. Very well. Follow that Lord, and looke you 
mock him not. My good Friends, lie lcaue you til night 
y on are welcome to Elfonowcr ? 


Rojin. Good my Lord. 

t-Manet Hamlet. 

Ham. I fo, God buy’ye : Now I am 
Oh what a Rogue and Pefant flauc am 13 " e * 

Is it not monftrous that this Player heere 
But in a Fixion,in a dreame of Pafflon * 

Could force his foule fo to his whole concur 
That from her working,all his vifage warmvi 
Teares in his eyes, diftra&ion in’s Afp e a 
A broken voyce.and his whole Fusion fuj t!r „ 

W ith Formes.to his Conceit ? And all for n 
For Hecuba l rorn °lhin g? 

What's Hecuba to him,or he to Hecuba 
That he fhould weepe for her ? What i 
Had he the Motiue and the Cue for pafflon ^ 

That I haue? He would drownethe Stao e ^;.K 
And clcaue the generall eare with horrid 
Make mad the guilty,and apale the free, ^ : 

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed 
The very faculty of Eyes and Eares. Yet l’ 

A dull and muddy-metled Rafcall,pcake * 

Like Iohn a-drcames,vnprcgnant of my caufe 

And can fay nothing: No,nct for a King ’ 

Vpon wholeproperty,and moll decre life, 

A damn’d defeate was made. Am 1 a Coward > 

Who calles me Villainc l hreakes mv patea.r^/r , 
Pluckcs off my Beard,and blowcs it in my fa C fj e ' 

Tweakes me by’ih’Nofe? giues me the Lye i’ch’TW, 
A, deep. >,to .he Lungs? Who does , TI ’ ro1 " 

Ha? Why f fhould take it: for it cannot be 

But I am P'gcon-Liuer’d,andlackcGall ' 

To make Oppreflion hitter, or ere this 
I fhould haue fatted all the Region Kites 
With this SlauesOffall, bloudy, a B*Wdy villafoe 

Remorfclcffc, rrcachcrous,Letcherbus, kindle, villaine 
Oh Vengeance: 

Who? What an Affc am I ? I fare,this is mofl braue 
That I, the Sonne of the Deere murthered, ’ 

Prompted to my Rcucnge by Heaucn,and Hell, 

Mull (like a Whore; vnpacke my heart with words, 
And fall a Curling like a very Drab, 

A Scullion?Fye vpon’t : Foh. Abo’ut my Brainc. 

I haue heard, that guilty Creatures fitting at a Play, 
Haue by the very cunning of the Sccene, 

Bene ftrooke fo t o the foule, thatprefcntly 
They haue proclaim’d their Malefe&ions. 

For Murther, though it haue no tongue,will fpeake 
With moft myraculouj Organ. lie hauethei'c Players, 
Play fomething like the murder of my Father, 

Before mine Vnkle. lie obferue his lookes. 

He tent him to the quicke: If he but blench 
I know mycourle. The Spirit that I ha'-ic icene 
May be the Diuell, and the Dittel bath power 
1 ’affume apleafing fbape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my Weaknefle, and my Melancholly, 

As he is very potent with Inch Spirits, 

Abufcs me to damneme. lie haue grounds 
More Relatiue then this: The Play’s the thing, 
Wherein He catch the Confciencc of the King. Exit 

Enter King, Qtteene , Polonius, Ophelia, 'Fg- 
Jincratice, Guildenflen. and Lords. 

King. And can you by no drift of circumflance 
Get flam him why he puts on this Confufion ;• 
Grating fo hariTiiy all his dayes of quiet 
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vy^iuurbulcnt and dangerous Lunacy 

Roftn. He docs confcffe he feelci himfdfe diftra&ed, 
gut from what caufe he will by no meanesfpeake. 

Cud. Nor do we finde him forward to be lounded* 
gut with a crafcy Madncffe keepcs aloofe^: 

\Vhen we would bring him on to fome Confdfion 
Of his true Bate. 
qh, Didherccen-’eyoiiwell? 

MoftlikeaGendcoiarit 

Qudd* But with much forcing of hi5 difpoficion. 

Rofin. Niggard afqueftioo, but of our demands 
^loft free in his reply. 

6 )Did you affay him to any pafiime ? 
fajin. Madanvc fo fell out, that ccrtaine Players 
\fjc ore-wrought on the way : ofchcfe we told him* 

^ n d there did feemc in him a kindc ofioy 
Xo heare of it: They arc about the Courc, 

/aid (as 1 thinkc) they haue already order 
Xhis night to play before him. 

Pot. Tismorttruc: 

d he befcech*d rr»c to intreace your Maiefties 
johearc^and fee the matter. 

King With all my heart, nnd ir doth much content me 
Xo heare him 10 inclin’d. Good Gentlemen, 

Giue him a further eugc, and driuc his purpofc on 
Xo chefe delights. 

Rojin. We fhall my Lord. Sxeunt« 

Kwg. Sweet Cjertrttdekauc vs too. 

For we haue clofely fent for Hamlet hither, 

Xhat he, as 'twerc by accident, may there 
Affront Ophelia. Her Father. and my fdfc(lawful efpials) 
Willfobeftow ourfclucs, that feeing vnfecne 
Wc may of their encounrer frankdy mdge. 

And gather by hin^as he is behaued, 

]f’cbe th’afftibhon of his loue,or no. 

That thus hcfuffersfor.F 

Qt^ 1 fl^all obey you. 

And tor your part Ophelia, I do wifh 
Th 3 t your good Beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildenefle; fo (liali I hope your Vermes 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe. 

To both your Honors. 

Ophe. Madam,I wifh it may. 

Pci. Ophelia , walkc you heere.Gracious fo pleafe ye 
We will beftow our lelues : Rcade o;i this booke, 

That fhew of fuch an cxcrcife may colour 
Your lonclinefl’e. V/e are oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much prou’d, that with Dcuotions yifage. 

And pious A£tion, we do lui ge o*rc 
The diuell liimlclfe* 

King. Oh’tistrue: 

How lmart a lafli that fpeech doth giue my Confciencc ? 
The Hailots Checke beautied with plaift’ring Art 
Is not more vgly to the thing that iiclpcsit. 

Then is my deede, to my molt painted word. 

Oh hf.auieburthf.n! 

Pol. 1 heare him commingjct’s withdraw'my Lord. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Hamleto 

Ham. Tobe,ornotto bejthatisrheQneftion: 
Whether Tis Nobler in the minde to fuffer 
The Slings and Arrowes ofoutragious Fortune, 

Or to take Armes againfl a Sea of troubles. 

And by oppofiog end them ; to dye,to fleepe 

No more; and by a fleepe, to fay we end 

The Hcaruake, and the thoufand Natural! fhockes 


That Flefhis heyre too? Tis a cbnfummation 
Deuoutly to be wifh’d. To dye to fleepe. 

To fleepe, perchance to Dreame 51, there’s the rub 5 
For in thac fleepe of death, what dreamrs may come. 
When we haue fbutflcLd Gff this mortall code. 

Mutt giue vs pawfe. There's the refpedi 
That makes Calamity offo lyng life : 

For who would beaie the W hip » and Scorncs of time. 

The Opprcflbrs wrong, thcpooremansContume y, 

The pangs of difprizVl Lone, the La vves delay. 

The infolence ofOftice,and the Spumes 
That patient merit of the vnworthy takes. 

When hchimfelfc might his Outetpu make 
With a bare Bodkin? Who would thcleFardlesbeare 
To grunt and fwcat vnder a weary life, 

But chat the dtcad of lomethhig after death* 

The vndilcouered Country, from whole Borne 
No Traueller rcturnes. Puzcls the will, 

And makes vs rather heare chcfe dies v> e haue. 

Then fl/c to others that we know not of. 

Thus Conlcience does make Cowards of vs all. 

And thus the Nstiuc hew of Refolution 
Isficklied o’re, with the pnlc call of Thought, 

And enterprizes of great pith and moment. 

With this regard their Currants tutneawav. 

And loofc the name of Addion. Soft you now, 

The fairc Ophelia f Nimph, in thy Onzons 
Be all my hnnes remembred. 

Ophe . Good my Lord, 

How does your Honor for this manv a day? 

Ham. I humbly thankc you : wel^well^well. 

Ophe. My Lord,I haue Remembrances of yours. 

That I haue longed long to rc-dehuer. 

I pray you now.receiuc them. 

Ham. No,no, 1 neuer gaucyou oughr. 

Ophe. My honor’d Lord, I know right well you cl it 1 . 
And with them words of fo fwcet breath compoao. 

As made the things move rich, then perfume left: 
Takethcfeagainejfl^rto the Noble minde 
Rich gifts wax poorc, when giuersproue vnkinde. 

There n>y Lord. 

Ham. HaJia : Are you honefij? 

Ophe « My Lord. 

Ham. Areyoufaire? 

Ophe. Whac meanesyour Lordflflp ? 

Ham That if you be honefl and fairc, your Honefty 
ft o .lid admit nodifeourfe to your Beautie. 

Ophe. Could Bcautie my Lord, haue better Gomerce 
then your Honei'tie ? 

Ham. 1 truiie : for the power of Besutie, will fooner 
transfor.nc Honcftic from whac it is^ to a Bawd, then tie 
force of Hcneftic can tranflare Beaucieinco his kkeneile. 
This was fometime a Paradox, but now the time giues it 
proofe* Ididloucyouonce. 

Ophe. Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeue fo. 

Ham. Youihouldnoc hauebeiecucd me. Forver f ue 
cannot fo innocculatc our old ftocke, but we flhall i ellifti 
of it. I louedyou not. 

Ophe. I was the more deceiucd. 

1 Ham. Get thee toaNunnerie Why wouid’ft thru 
be a breeder ofSinners ? I am my felfe indifferent hom fl, 
but yet I could accufj me offbeh things,that it were bet¬ 
ter my Mother hadnot borneme. 1 am very prowd, ie- 
uengefulL Ambitious, with more offences at my becl e r 
then I haue thoughts to put ibem in i maginar ; on. to giue 
them fhape,or time to atfte them in. What fhould fuch 
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Fellowes as I do* crawling betwccnc Heauen and Earth. 
Wc arc arrant Knaucs all, belecue none of vs. Goe thy 
wayes to a Nunnery. Where's your Father ? 

Ophe. At home, my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be (hut vpon him, that he may 
play the Foolc no way, but in’s owne ho life# Farewell. 

Ophe. O hclpe him : you hveet Heauens. 

Ham. Ifthoudocft Marry, lie giue thee this Plague 
for thy Dowric.Bc thou as chaft as Ice,as pure as Snow, 
thou (Laic not efcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery. 
Go, Farewell. Or ifthou wilt needs Marry,marry a fool: 
forWifemen know well enough, what mongers you 
makeof them. To aNunncry go,and quickly too. Far- 
well. 

Ophe. G heaucnly Powers jeftorc him. 

Ham. 1 hauc heard ofyour pratlings coo wcl enough. 
God has giuen you one pace,and you make your felfe an- 
other:you gidge,you amble,and youlifpc, and nickname 
Gods creatures, and make your Wantonnefle, yourIg- 
norancc.Go too, lie no morcon’c, it hath made me mad. 
I fay, wc will haue no more Marriages. Thofe that are 
married already, all but one fhallliue, the reft fhall keep 
as they are. To a Nunnery,go. Exit Hamlet 

Ophe . O whac a Noble trunde is heere o’re-thrownc ? 
The Courtier$,SoIdicrs>Scholicrs : Eye,tongue, iword, 
Th’expeitanfic a idRofe ofthefaire State, 

The glaflc of Fafbion, and the mould of Forme, 
Th’gbferu’J of all Obferucrs, quite,quite dovvne. 

Haue I of Ladies moft dciedl and wretched. 

That fuck’d cheHonic of his Muficke Vowes: 

Now fee that Noble,and moft Soueraigne Reafon. 

Like fw^ct Bels tangled out oftune,and harfli. 

That vnmatch’d Forme and Feature of blownc youth, 
Blafted with cxtafic. Oh woe is me, 

T’hauc feene wha: 1 hauc feene; fee what I fee. 


Enter King y andPolon'ms. 

King. Louc ? His affsfhons do not that way tend. 
Nor what he fpakc', chough it lack'd Forme a little, 

Was not like Madncfic. There’s fomethinginhis fouler 
O’re which his Melancholiy fits on brood," 

And I do doubt the hatch, and the difclofe 
Will bclome danger, which to preuenc 
I haue in quicke determination 
Thus fee it downc. He fhall with fpeed to England 
For the demand of our negleiled Tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countries different 
With variable Obietfs, ilxallexpell 
This femetning fctled matter in his heart: 

Whereon hisBraincs ftiii bearing,puts him thus 
Fromfafbion ofbimfelfe. What thinkeyou on’c? 

Vol, Ic&dldoyvdL Bu,tyet<ioIbcleeue 
The Orighrar^ Commencement of this greefe 
Sprung from ntgle&ed lone. How.ntfW Ophelia ? 

You needenot tell vs, what Lord Hamlet faide, 

Wc he^;d it all. My Lord, do-as you picafe^ 

But if you hold it fit after the Play, * 

Let his Queene Mother all alone intreat him 
To fliew hi? Greefcs: let her be round with him, 

( And Jie be plac'd fo,pfeafc you inthceare 
Of all their Conference. If ihefindehim not. 

To England fend him: Or confine him where 
Your wifedomc beft fh^il thinke. 

King. It fhall be lo: 

Madncffe in great Ones, muft not vn watch’d go. 

Exeunt* 



Enter Ham let,and vwc or three ofthe P l t 


layers. 


Ham. Spcakc the Speech I pray you a, 1 „ 
it to you trippingly on the Tongue: fiunfv„ P Pn ° 0Dc ’ 
as many of your Players do,I hadas liue thIZ ra ° Utbl 
had fpoke my Lines ; Nor do not faw the AvrT^' 
your hand thus, but vie all gently ; f onnt L t0on "*c 
rent, Tcmpeft, and (as I may fay; t h c WhirL?"'? 01 
1 affion, you muft acquire and bccec a Ten . VVln< ‘ e 0 
may giue ii Smoothncfle. Oiccffendsmeeto 1 ?' 1 '*^ 1 

to lee arobufliousPery-wig-patcd FellovvaearTrwr 

on to tatters, to yeric ragges, to fplit the ear cs 
Groundlings: who (for the moft parr) are „‘' ° L , th< 
no^ing.but inexplicable dumbe fliewes & n _r abie °i 
haue luch a Fellow whip: for o're-doine’Ttr * coult 
oui-Herod’s Herod. Pray you auoid it, * ; j| 

Playtr. 1 warrant ycur Honor. 

Ham. Be not too tame neyther : but let vm 
Difcretion be your Tutor. Sutc thc Afticn to the w, 
the \\ ord to the A&on, with this ipecnil obit™ ° f<l 
That ycuorc-ftop not tlicmodeftie of Nature • 
thing lo oucr-done, is fro the purp'ofe ofPhv.no °? n ! 
end both at the firft and now, was and is,to hold 
thc Mirrour vp to Nature; to fhew Vertue he $ 
Feature Scome her owne Image, and the verie A oZ 
Bodie of thc Tmre, his forme and preflure. * Jf 

oucr-done, or come cardie off.though it make the vn.kil 
full laugh, cannot but make the Judiciouserceue• Th 
ccnfurc of the which One, muft in your allowance o’r! 
way a whole Theater of Others. Oh, there bee PlaY 
that I haue feene Play, and heard others praife, and th i 
htghly (not tp fpeake it prophanely) that neytherhauin 
the accent of Chriftjans, nor Ac gat e of Chrifiian p a cJ 
or Norman, haue fo ftriuted and" bellowed, thacYw 

thought feme of Natures Iouerney-men had m.idemtn 

and not made them well, they imitated Humanity foab- 
hominaoly. ; 

I hope we haue reform’d that indifferently with 
vs, Sir. 3 

... Ham • O reform* it altogether. And let thofe that 
play your Clownes,fpeake no more then is fet downefot 
them. For there be of them, that will themfelues laugh, 
to let on fome quantitie of barren .Speffarors to laugh 
too, though in the meanetlfse, feme nectflary Qucflian 
of the Play be then to be confidercd: that’s Villanous, & 
fhewes a,moft pittifull Ambition in the Foolethat vfes 
it. Gomakeyourcadic. ExitPtytrs. 

Enter Volomm , 'Rojincreir.ee,and Guilder!ft me. 

How now my Lord, r 

Will the King hearc this peece of Worke? 

Pol. And the Queenc too,and thatprefently. 

Ham. Bid thc Players make haft. Exit Poloniut> 
Will you two hclpe to haften them ? 

'Bosh. Wc will my Lord. Exmt. 

Enter Horatio. 

Ham. What lioa, Horatio ? 

Horn. Heere fweec Lord, at your Seruice, 

Ham. Horatio, thou art ecnc as iufta man 
As ere my Conucrfation coap’d wichall. 

Plora, O my deerc Lord. 

Ham. Nay,do not thinke I flatter: 

For what aduancement may I hope from thee, 

That no fyeuehnew haft, but thy good fpirits 
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& claach thee.Why ftiold the poor be flatter’d ? 
Njo let thc Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe, 

And crooke the pregnane Hindges of the knee, 

VVherc thrift may follow faining ? Dolt chou heare, 

Since my deerc Soule wasMiftrisofmy choyfc. 

And could of men diftinguifti, her eledHon 
Hath fcal’d thee for her lelfe. For thou haft bene 
As one in fuffering all, that fuffers nothing* 

A man chat Fortunes buftecs.and Rewards 
Hath ’tane with equal! Thankcs. And bleft are thofe, 
yyhole Blood and judgement are fo well co-nunglcd, 
fhat they arc not a Pipe for Fortunes finger, 
fo found what ftop (lie pleafe. Giue me that man. 

That is not P affions Slaue, and 1 will wearc him 
j n niy hearts Core; I,in my Heartofhcarc, 

As I do thee. Something too much ol this. 

There is a Play to night before the King, 

OneScoeneof it comes necre the Circumftance 
\yhich I Laue told thee,of my Fathers death. 

I prythee, when thou fee’ft that'A&c a-foot, 

Eucn with the verie Comment of my Soule 
Obferucmine Vnkle: If his occulted guilt. 

Do not it felfe vnkenncll in one fpeech, 

Icis a damned Ghoft that we haue feene : 

And my Imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans Stythc. Giue him needful! note. 

For I mine eyes will riuet to his Face : 

And after we will both our iudgements ioyne, 

To cenfure of his feeming. 

tfora. Well my Lord. 

If he ftealc ought the whifft this Play is Playing, 

And fcape dece&ing, I will pay thc Theft. 

Enter King, Queenc, Poknins, Ophelia, Rofineranee } 
(jHtldenfterne .and other Lords attendant . with 
hts Guard carrying Torches. Dant/b 
March. Sound a Flottrifh . 

Ham. They are comming to the Play : I muft be idle. 
Get you a place. 

King . How fares our Cofin Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent Ifaith,ofcncCamelions difh :Ieatc 
the Ayrc promife-cramm’d, you cannot feed C:.pons fo. 

King. I haue nothing with this anfwer Hamlet t thefe 
words are not mine. 

Ham. No,nor mine. Now my Lord,you plaid once 
i’th’Vniuerfityjyou fay? 

Polon. That I did my Lord, and was accounted a good 
Aftor. 

Ham. And what did you ena<ft ? 

Pol . I did tazdilulirn ffafar^ I was kill’d fth’CapitoI: 
Brutus kill’d me. 

Ham. It wasabruitepartofhim, tokillfoCapitall a 
Calfe there. Be thc Players ready ? 

Rofn. I my Lord, they ftay vpon your patience. 

gu. Come hither my good Hamlet,in by me, 

Ha. No good Mother,here’s Mettle more atua&iue, 

Pol. Oh ho,doyoumarke that ? 

Ham 9 Ladie,fhall I lyc in your Lap ? 

Ophe. No my Lord. 

Ham. I meanc,my Head vpon your Lap ? 

Ophe. 1 my Lord. 

Ham. Do you thinke I meant Country matters ? 

Ophe. I thinke nothing, my Lord., 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to ly between Maids legs 

Ophe. What is my Lord ? 


Ham , Nothing. 

Ophe . You aremerrie,my Lord? 

Ham. Who I ? 

Ophe . I my Lord. 

Ham . Oh God, your onely Iigge-makcnwhat fihould 
a man do, but be merrie. Forlookcyou how chcercfuE 
ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed within’s two 
Hourcs. 

Ophe . Nay, ’tis twice two moneth$,my Lord. 

Ham . So long? Nay then let thc Diuel wearc fclacke, 
for lie haue a fime of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye two mo- 
neths ago and not forgotten yet .''Then there’s hope* a 
great mans Memorie, may ont-liue his life halteay care : 
But byrladyhe muft buildc Churches then : oreliefhall 
he fuffer not t hinking on, with the Hoby-horfte, whole 
Epitaph is. For o, For o, the Hoby-horle is forgot. 

Hobojes play. The dumbeJherv enters. 

Enter a King and jffueene, very loutngly ; the ffueene embra¬ 
cing him . She knee les and makes Jherv of P rot eft at ion vnto 
him . He takes her vp 3 and declines his head vpon her necl^ 
Lajes him dervne vpon a Banky of Flowers . She feeing h :m 
a-Jleepe } lean * htm. Anon comes in a Fellow, takes off his 
Crowne, kjjfcs it,andpwespoyfon in the Kings eares s and 
Exits. The ftJiteeneretmnes, findes the King dead, and 
makes p affion ate Action. The Poyfoner . with fome two or 
three CMutes comes tn agaivc^ feeming to lament with her. 
The dead body is carried away : 7ho Poyfoner Wooes * / he 
jQuecne with Giftsyfhe feemes loath and vnwillmg awhile, 
but in the end,accepts his lone. Exeunt 

Ophe. What me 3 nes this, my Lord ? 

Elam. Marry this is Miching CMaltcho J that meanes 
Mifchcefe. 

Ophe. Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the 

Play ? 

Ham , We fhall know by thefe Fcllowes: the Players 
cannot kcepe counfcll, they’l tell all. 

Ophe. Will they tell vs what this (Lew meant? 

Ham. I,or any (hew thatyou’l fhew him. Bee not 
you afham’d to fliew, hee'1 not fliame to tell you whac it 
meanes. 

Ophe. You are naught, you are naught, lie marke thc 
Play. 

Enter Prologue . 

Tor vs, and for our Tragedie , 

Heere/looping toy our Clemencie: 

We begge your hearing Pat tent lie. 

Ham. 1 s this a Prologue,or thc Poefie ofa Ring ? 
Ophe. ’Tisbrietemy Lord. 

Ham . As Womansloue* 

Enter King and his Queene . 

KT/>;£.Full thirtie times hath Phoebus Cart gon round, 
Neptunes falc Wafh, and Tellus Orbed ground : 

And thirtie dozen Mooncs with borrowed fheene. 

About thc World haue times twclue thirties becne, 

Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did otu hands 
Vnite comutualljin moft facrcd Bands. 

Tap* So many iourniesmay the SunneandMoonc 
Make vs againe count o’re^erc loue be done. 

But woe is me, you are fo ficke of late. 

So farre from cheere,and from your forme ftate. 

That I diftruft you: yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomforc you (my Lord) it nothing muft: 

For womens Feare and Loue, holds quantise, 
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In neither ought,or in extremity: 

Now what my louc is,proofc hath made you know. 

And as my Louc is fiz’d, my Feare is fo. 

King. Faith I muft Jcauc thee Loue,and ftiortly too : 
My operant Powers my Functions leaue to do: 

And thou (halt Hue in this faire world behinde. 
Honour’d, belcu’d, 3nd haply,onc as kinde. 

For Husband (halt thou - * 

Bap. Oh confound the reft: 

Such Loue, muftneedsbeTrcafoninmy breft: 
Infecond Husband, let mcbeaccurft. 

None wed the fecond, but who kill’d ch6 firft.! 

Ham. Wormwood, Wormwood. 

Tapt. The inftances that fecond Marriage moue. 

Are bafe refpe&s ofThrift, but none of Loue. 

A fecond time, I kill my Husband dead, 

When fecond Husban'd kifies me in Bed. 

King. I do bclceuc you. Think what now youfpeak: 
But what we do determine, oft webreake: 

Purpofe is but the ftaue to Memorie, 

Of violent Birth, but poore validitie; 

Which now like Fruite vnripe ftiekes on the Tree, 

But fall vnfhak en,when they mellow bee. 

Moft needfary ’tis, that we forget 

To pay our felues,w'nat to our femes is debt: 

What to our fclues in pafiion \ve propole. 

The paffion ending, doth tjie purpofe lole. 

The violence of other Greefc or ioy. 

Their owne cnna&ors with themfeJucs dc-ftroy: 

Where Ioy moft Rcuels, Grcefe doth moft lament; 
Greefe ioycs, Ioy greeucs on (lender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrafige 

That euen our Loues fliould with our Fortunes clnlifge. 

For Vis a queflion left vs yet to prone. 

Whether Loue lead Fortune,or eJfe Fortune Loue* 

The great man downe,you markc his fauourites flies, 
The poore aduanc’d, makes Friends ofEncmjes: 

And hitherto doth Loue on Fortune tend, 

For who not needs, (bail ncuer Iackc a Frend: 

And who in want a hollow Friend doth try, 

Dire&ly feafons him his Encmic. 

But orderly to end,vvhere I begun. 

Our Willes and Fates do fo contrary run. 

That our Dcuiccs ft ill arcouerthrowne. 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none ofour owne. 

So thinle thou wilt no fecond Husband wed. 

But die thy thoughts,when thy firft Lord is dead. 

'Bap. Nor Earth to giue me food, nor Heauen light. 
Sport and repofe iccke from me day and night: 

Each oppofitc that blankesthcfacedfioy,~ 

Mcecwhac I would hauc well,and itdeftroy; 

Both heere,cnd hence, purfuc me lading ftrife, 

If once a Widdow,eucrI be Wife. 

Ham , Iffhelhouldbreakcituow. 

King . ’Tisdeepely fwornc: 

Sweet, leaue me heerc a while, 

My (pities grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
Tiic tedious day with fleepe. 

Qg. Slceperockc thy Braine, Sleepes 

Ant) ncuer come mifchancebecweenc vs twaine. Exit 
J-Iam. Madasn,how like you thisplay? 

Q u . The Lady procefts to much me ihir.kes. 

Hast, Oh but ftiee’l keepc hrr word. 

King. Haue you heard chc Argument, is there no Of¬ 
fence ink? 

Ham. No.no, they do but ieft, poyfon in left, no Of- 



vnrun. 


'•He 


fence i’th’world. 

King. What do you calhhe Play? 

Ham The Moufe-trap: Marry ho W > Tffln . 

This Play is the Image of* murder done in^' C % : 
z-ago is the Dukes name, his wife Baptiff, 
anon: ’tis a knauifh peece ofworke • p ' 

Your Maicftie, and wee that haue free 'cul*" . °'>hat 
vs not: let the gail d iade winch.-our wit}-*,. n tot *ch ( 
Enter Lucianns . 15re 

This is one Lttcianm nephew to the Kinp 
Opbe. You are a good Chorus,my Lord 
Ham. I could interpret betweene you Ja 
if I could fee the Puppets dallying. * “ an ayou r j 
Ophe. You are kcene my Lord’you a re i. 

Ham. It would cott you a groaning, lC t T’ 
edge. ^ c o,t0cl Ke 0 ff & 

Opbe. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you miflake Husbands • 

Begin Murderer. Po* kau. ,by i amn , lb!cF 

begin. Come,the croaking Raucn doth bell? f an < 
uenge. UQVI R>rR e , 

Lucian. Thoughts blacke, hands apt 
Drtigges fit, and Fime agreeing : * 

Confederate feafon, elfe^no Creature feeirp. 

Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weeds coUcA a 
WUhHee a; ,B>„, t h,ieebl 1 fl4 thr J*^, 
Thy natural! Magickc.and direpropertie 
On wholfomc life, vfiirpe immediately. ’ 

„ tf r l • P ™ es * he P°yfi” Starts. 
Ham. He poyfonshim l’th’Garden fur's eftate- H 

name’s Gon^ago : the Story is extant and writ in JiS 

Italian. You (hall fecanon how chcMuuhcrergets ! 

louc of Gonz.agos wife. & ‘ inf 

Opbe. The King rifes. 

Ham. What, frighted with falftflre, 

Qig How fares my Lord? 

Pol. Giue o’tc the Play. 

King. Giue me fome Light. Away,' 

■Htf. Lights,Lights,Lights. 

Manet Hamlet & Horatio. 

Ham. Why let the ftruckcn Deere co weepe 
The Hart vngallcd play : 

For fome muft watch,while fome muft fleepe; 
Sorunnes the world away. 

Vv ouldnotthis Sir,and aForrcft ofFeathers,ifthercft 
my Fortunes tuene Tur ke with me; with two Prouinci: 
Rofcs on my rac dShooes, gctmcsFcllowfliipinact 
ofPIayers fir. 

Her. Halfeafharc, 

Ham. A whole one I, 

For thou deft know: Oh Damon deere, 

This Reaime difmsntled was oflouehitnfelfe. 

And now reignes heerc. 

A reric vericPajocke. 

Hora. You might hauc Rim’d, 

Ham. Oh good Horatio,We take the Ghofts word f( 
a thoufand pound. Did’ft percciuc ? 

Hora. Vcric well my Lord. 

Ham. Vponthe talke ofthepoyfoning? 

Hora. I did verie well note him. 

Enter Roftncrance and Guildenflernc. 

Ham. Oh,haf Come fome Mufick.Come^ Recorder 
For if the King like not the Comedie, 

Why then belikebelikes it notperdie. 

Come fome Muficke. 

Guild,G ood my Lord.vouchfafemc a word wichyo 

H*’- 


Exm 
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Hat#* 

gmld* 

(Jam. 

Guild* 


Sir,a whole Hiftory. 

The King, fir. 

I fir,what of him ? 

Is in his retyrement, marnelious diftemperd. 
With drinkeSir * 

Guild. No my Lord,racber with choller. 

[fa#. Your wifedoroe ftiould fbew itfelfc more ri¬ 
cher, to fignifie thi, to his Doctor: for for me to put him 
cohis Purgation, would perhaps plundgc him incotarre 
0jore Choller. 

Guild. Good my Lord put your difeonrfeinto feme 
fratne,and (tart not fo wildely from my offayre. 

JJcW, I am tame Sir,pronounce. 

Guild. The Qnccnc your Mother, in moft great affli- 
^jon of fpiric, hath lent me co you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guild, Nay, good my Lord, this courtefie is not of 
the right breed. If it fhal! pltafeyou to make me a whol¬ 
fomc anlwer, I will doe your Mothers command’ment : 
ifno^ your pardon, and my rcturne fliallbccthe endof 
myBufinefle. 

Ham. Sir^Icannor. 

Gxild. What,my Lord ? 

Ham. Make you a wholfomc anfwere: my wits dif- 
eas’d. But fir, Inch anfwcrs as 1 can make,yen fiul com* 
mand ; or rather you lay, my Mother: therfore no more 
but to the matter. My Mother you fay. 

Rofit?. Then thus file (ayes: your bchauior hath firoke 
herir.ro amazement^nd admirafion. 

ffam* Oh wonderfull Sonne, that can fo aftonifiia 
Mother. But is there no fcqucU at the hcelcs of this Mo¬ 
thers admiration r 

Rojiu. She defircs to fpeake with you inner Cloffec, 
ere you go to bed. 

Ham. Wefh.ili obey, were (Ik ten times our Mother. 
Haue you any further Trade with vs ? 

Rofw. My lord,youonccdidloneme. 

Ham. Soldo (till,by thefepickers and flealers. 

RaCix. Good my Lord, what is your caufe of diftem- 
per ? You do freely barre the doore of your owne Libcr- 
tic, if you deny your greefes to your Friend. 

Ham. Sir 1 Iackc Advancement. 

Rofin. How can that be,v/nen you haue the vcyceof 
the King himfelfe, for your Succcffion in Denmarke ? 

Hama I,but while the grafic growes, the Prouerbe is 
fomething mufly. 

Enter one with a Recorder. 

OtheRecorder. Let msfec,co withdraw with you/why 
do you go about to recoucr the winde of mce, as if you 
would driue me inroa toyle ? 

Guild i O my Lord, it my Ducie be top boldly loue 
is too vnmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well vnclcifiand that. Will you play 
vpon this pipe 

Guild. My Lcrdj I cannot* 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guild. Belccue me J cannot. 

Ham. I do bcfccch you, 

Cjnild . I know no touch of it,my Lord. 

Hf.m, lisas cafie as lying; gouernc th.efe Vcntiges 
with your finger and thumbe. giue it breath with your 
fflouth, and :ic will diicourfe moft excellent MuficLc. 
hooke you, thefe are the fioppes. 

Guild' Biiuthefe cannot I command to any vtcersnce 
ofhertnony^i haue not the skill. 

Ham M Why looke you now, how vnworthy a thing 


you make of roe : you would play vpon mce; you would 
feeme co know my flops: you would pluck out the heart 
of my Myftcric; you would found mee from roy lowcft 
Note^o the tep of my Compafle: and there is much Mu¬ 
ficke, excellent Voice, in this liccle Organe, yet cannot 
you make it. Why do you tbinke, that J am eaficr to bee 
plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what Inftrumcnt you will, 
though you can fret me, you cannot play vpon me. God 
bhdffe you Sir* 

Enter Folenites* 

Folon. My Lord-thc Qjeenc would (peak with you, 
and prefcotly. 

Ham* Do you fee that Clowd? that’s alrnofi in fbape 
like a Camell. 

Folovt, By’ch T Nfifle,and it’s like a Camell indeed. 

Ham. Methinkes it is like a IVcazell. 

PoIoh. It is back’d like a Wcazell* 

Ham* Or like a Whale t 

polra. Verit like a Whale. 

Ham. Then will I come to my Mother, by and by: 
They foole me to ihe cop of my bent. 

I will come by and by. 

Polort. I will fay fo. Exit. 

Ham. By and by, is enfily (aid. Leaue rnc Friends: 
’Tis now the verie witching time cf night. 

When Churchyards yavvne,and Hch it feife breaths out 
Contagion to this wcrld. Now could I drink hot blood, 
And do fuch bitter bufinefle as the day 
Would quake to looke on. Soft now,to my Mother : 
Oh Heart, loofe not thy Nature 5 k-c not cuer 
The Soule o£Nero t enter this firmebofome : 

Let me be cruell, not vnnaturall, 

I will fpeake Daggers to her, but vfe none: 

My Tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeuer fhe be fhent, 

To giue them Seales, ncuer my Soule confent. 

Enter King > R ofincrance Guilder:ft erne. 

King' Ilikehimnot, nor tiands it fafe with vs. 

To let his maejneffe range. Therefore prepare you, 

I your Commiflion will forthwith difpatch, 

And he to England (hall along with you: 

The cermes ot our eftate, may not endure 
Hazard fo dangerous as doth noureJy grow 
Out of his Lunacies. 

Guild. VVe will our felues prouide: 

Moft holie and Religious feare it is 
Tokecpe thofe many many bodies fafe 
Thar line and feede vpon your Maicflic. 

Roftn. The Angle 
And peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and Armour of the mindc. 

To keepe it felte from noyance ; but much more. 

That Spirit, vpon whofe fpiric depends and refts 
The lines of many, the ccaie of Maieftie 
Dies not alonej but like a Gulfe doth draw 
What’s neere it, with it. IcisamafiGewheele 
Pixt on the Somnct of the higheft Mount, 

To whofe huge Spoakcs, ten thoufand lcflcr things 
Arc mortiz’d and adioyn’d : which when it falles. 

Each fmallannexmcnt, pettie confcqucnce 
Attends the boyftrousRuine. Ncuer alone 
Did the King fighe, but with a gencrall grone# 

King. Armc you, I pray you to this fpeedie Voyage; 
For we will Fetters put vpon this feare, 
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Which now goes coo free-footed. 


Exeunt Cent • 


We will hade vs. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. My Lord,he’s going to his Mothers Cloffcc: 
Bchindc the Arras He conuey my felfc 
To heare the Proceflc. lie warrant fhcc’l tax him home, 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 

9 Tis meete that fome more audience then a Mother* 
Since'Nature makes them parciall, fhould o’re-hcarc 
The fpeech of vantage. Fareyou well my Liege, 
lie call vpon you ere you go to bed. 

And tell you what 1 know. 

King, Thankci decre my Lord. 

Oh my offence is rankc, it fmels to heauen. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe vpon’t, 

A Brothers murthcr. Pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will: 

My ftronger guilt,defeats my ftrong intent. 

And like a man to double bufineffe bound, 

I ftand in paufe where I fhall firft begin. 

And both negledl; what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with Brothers blood, 

Is there not Raine enough in the fweet Heauens 
To wafli it white as Snow ? Whereto ferues mercy. 

But to confront the vifage of Offence ? 

And what's in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 
Tobefore-ftallcd ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon’d beingdowne ? Then lie looke vp, 

My fault is paft. Byt oh,what forme of Prayer 
Can ferue my turtle ? Forgiue me my foule Murthcr: 
That cannot be, fince I am ftill poffeft 
Of thofe effects for which I did the Murthcr. 

My Crownc, mine owne Ambition, and my Q^ecnc: 
May one be pardon’d,and rccainc th’offcnce ? 

In the corrupted currants of chi s world, 

Offences gilded hand may fliouc by Iuftice, 

And oft ’cis feene, the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law; but > cis not fo aboue. 

There is no (Ruffling, there the Atticn lyes 
In his true Nature, and wc our felues compell’d 
Euen to the teeth and forehead ofour faults. 

To giue in euidcncc. What then ? What refts ? 

Try what Repentance can. What can it notf 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

Oh wretched (fate! Oh bofomc, blacke as death ! 

Oh limed foule, that ftrugling to he free. 

Art more ingag’d: Hclpe Angels, make affay: 

Bow ftubborne knees,and heart with firings ofSxeele, 

Be fofc as finewes of the new-borne Babe, 

All may be well. 

Enter Hamlet # 1 

Ham . Now might I do it pat,now he is praying. 

And now lie doo’r, and fo he goes to Heauen, 

And fo am I reueng'd : that would be fcann'd, 

A Villaine kilies my Father, and for that 
I his foule Sonne, do this lame Villaine fend 
Tc hesuen.Oh this is hyre and Sal!cry,:iot Reuenge. 

He tooke my Father groffely, full of bread. 

With all \m Crimes broad blowne.as frefh as May, 

And how his Audit ftands,who knowes,fauc Heauen : 

But in our circumftance and courfeof thought 
*Tis hcauie with him s and am I then reueng’d, 
Totakehim in the purging of his Soule, 

When he is fit and feafon’d for his paffage ? No. 

Vp Sword,and know thou a more horrid hent 


When he is drunke afleepe: or in his R 3 o e 

Orinch’inceftuousplcafureofhisbed b 

At gaming, i wearing,or about fome a£t e 
That ha’s no rell'fh ofSaluation in’t, 

Then trip him, tbathis hceles may kicke at P 
And that his Soule may be as damn’d aud black 3 ^" 1 
As Hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ft ayes ** 

1 hisPhyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes’ 

My words (lye vp,my thoughts remain 

Words without thoughts, ncuer toHeau cn o Q C 0y 

‘ ® * Exit 

Enter gueene and Polonius. 

Pci. He will conic ftraight: 

Looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to b 
And that your Grace hach fcree*nd,and VVittl 

Much heate.andhim. Hefilcnccmee’cneheere. C5VVCCD| 
Pray you be round with him. ‘ 

Ham.roitbin. Mother,mother, mother. 

Qu. lie warrant you/eare me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now Mother,what’s the matter* 

Hamlet , thou haft thy Father much offended 
Ham. Mother,you haue my Father much offended 
Come,come, you anfwcr with an idle ton 2ut ' 

Ham. Go,go,youqueflion with an idle toncue 

Why how now hamlet ? 6 

Ham, Whacs the matter now? 

Haue you forgot me f 
Ham. No by theRood,not fo: 

You ate the Quccne, your Husbands Brothers wife 
But would you were not fo. You arc my Mother. * 
On. Nay,then He fee thofe to you that can fpcakc. 

Ham, Come^ome^and fit you downe,you (hall not 

boudge: 

You go not till I fet you vpaglaflc, 

Where you may fee the inmoft part ofyou ? 

What wilt thou do? chou wile not murthcr me? 
Hclpe,he)pe,hoa. 

PoL What hoijhelpeffielpCa hclpe. 

Ham. How now,a Rat? dead for a Duca:e,dcad. 
Pol, Oh I am flame. Ktiles Polon 'm . 

Qh, Oh me 3 whac haft thou done ? 

Ham, Nay I know not, is it the King? 

Qji. Oh what arafh,and bloody deed is this? 

Ham. A bloody decd,almofi as bad good Mother, 
As kill a King, and marrie with his Brother. 

Qu, As kill a King? 

Ham. I Lady/twas my word# 

Thou wretched, rafli, intruding foole farewell, 

I cookc thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune, 

Thou find’ft to be too bufie,is fome danger. 

Leane wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downc, 
And let me wring your heart, for fo I flhall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuffc 5 
If damned Cuftome haue not braz’d it fo, 

That it is proofe and bulwarke againft Senfc. 

Qjf What haue 1 done, that thou dar’ft wag tny tong, 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an Aft 

That blurres the grace and blufti ofModeftie, 

Ca h Verrue Hypocrite, takes offrhcRofc 
From the faire forehead of an innocent loue, 

And makes a blifter there. Makes marriage voW£$ 

As falfcasDicers Oachcs. Ohfucha deed, 
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n the body of Contraction plucke« 

The very foole, and fwcctc Religion makes 
^rapfidie of words. Heauens lace doth glow* 

Yea this folidiry and compound mafic, 

With triftfull vifnge as againit chedoomej 
Is thought-ficke at the act. 

Qju Aye me ; what act. that roarcs fo lowd* & thun¬ 
ders in the Index. 

Ham. Looke hecrc vpon this Picture,ani on this* 
The counteract prefontenem oft wo Brothers : 

See what a grace was feaerd on his Brow. 

Hyperions curies, the front of loue himfclfe, 
frn eye like Mars, to threaten or command 
H Stauon, like the Herald Mercuric 
f^ew lighted on a heauen- killing hill: 

A Combination, an J a forme indeed, 

Where eucry God did feeme to fee hi* Scale ; 

To giuethe world affuranee of a man. 

This was your Husband. Looke you now v^hat followes. 
Heere is your Husband, like a Mildew’d care 
BUlting his wliolfom breath. Haue you eyes ? 

Could you ou this faire Mouotatnc leane ro feed. 

And batten on this Moore f Hs; Haue you eyes? 

You cannot call it Loue: Foratym.r age. 

The hey-day in the blood is came, it’s humble. 

And waites vpon the Judgement: and what Judgement 
Would flop from this, to this r What diucll was't. 

That thus hath coufend you ar hooch - ‘an-blinde ? 

0 Shame | where is thy Blufti ? Rebe-ltous Hell, 
if chou canft mutine in a Matrons bones. 

To flaming youth, let Vertnc be as wsxe. 

And melt in her owne fire. Proclaime no (hame, 

When the compuifitic Acdure giues the charge. 

SinceFroftit felfe, asa^iucly doth burne, 

AsReafonpanders Will* 

£u. O Hamlet , r peake no more. 

Thou turn’ft mine eyes into my very foule. 

And there I fee fuch blacke and grained fpots. 

As will not Icauc tbek Tindi. 

Ham. Nay, but to line 
In the ranke Iwcat of an enfeamed bed. 

Stew a in Corruption; honyiug ana making loue 
Ouer the nafly Stye. 

£it. Oh fpcake to me,no more, 

Thcfe words like Daggers enter in mine eares. 

No more fweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A Murderer,and a Villaine: 

A Slauc, that is not twentieth patt the tythe 
Gtyour precedent Lord. A viceofKings, 
ACotpurfeofrhc Empire and the Rule. 

That from s fhelrc.de precious Diadem ft ole, 

And put it in his Pocket. 

£tt. No more. 

Enter Chcft. 

Ham. A King of fhreds a no patches. 

Sane me : ana houcr o're me with your wings 
You heauenly Guerds.What would you gracious figure? 
£h. Alas lie’s mad. 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy Sonne to chide. 
That laps e in Time snd Pa(Iion,lecs go by 
Th important a£lng ofyour dread command ? Oh fay. 

Qboft. Do not forget; this Vifitacion 
Is but to whet thy affuoft blunted purpefe. 

But looke. Amazement on thy Mother fits; 

G dtp betwf ene her. anci her fighting Soule, 

Conceit in weak eft bodies, (irengeft workes* 


Speake to her Hamlet ; 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

£>u, Alas,how is 5 t with you ? 

That you bend you r eye on vacancie. 

And with their corporal! ayre do hold difeourfe. 

Forth at your eyes, your fpirits wildely peepe. 

And as the fteeping Soldiours in th’Aiarmc, 

Your bedded hairej like life in excrements. 

Start vp, and ftand an end . Oh gentle Sonne, 

Vpon thehcatc and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle code patience; Whereon do you looke ? 

Ham, On him>on him : look you how pale he glares, 
His forme and caufe conioyn'd, preaching to ftones. 
Would make them capeable. Do not looke vpon me, 

L ca ft with this piuecus adtion you conuert: 

| My fterne effects : then what I haue to do, 
j W ii\ wnr#t true colour; teare 5 perchance for blood# 

* Qu, To who do you fpeake this? 

Ham. Do you fee nothing there? 

Qh. Nothing at all, yet all that is I fee« 

Ham, Nor did you nothing heare? 

Qa. No,noching but our felues. 

Ham. Why look you there: looke how it fteals away: 
My Father in his habite, as he lined, 

Looke where he goes euen now out at the Portall. Exit, 
Qju. This is the very coynageofyom Braine, 

This bodileffe Creation cxtafic is very cunning ill. 

Ham. Extafie? 

My Pulfc as yours derh temperately keepe time. 

And makes as healthful! Muficke. j t is not madneffe 
That I haue vttcred ; bring me tc the Tfcft 
And I the matter will re-word . which madneffe 
Would gamboll from. Mother,for lone of Grace, 

Lay rot a flattering VnbTion to your foule, 

That not your tiefpaffe, but my madnefle fpcakes: 

It will but skin and fiime the Vlcerous place, 

Whil’ft ranke Corruption mining all within, 

]nfe<£h vnfeene. Confcffc your iclfc to Heauen, 

Repent what's paft, auoyd what is ro come. 

And do not fpred the Compoft or che Weedes, 

To make them ranke, Forgiue me this my Vemie 3 
For in the facncfle of this piirfie times, 

Vertue it fdfe, of Vice muft pardon beqne 3 
Yea courb,and woe, for leaue to do him good# 

JPu. Oh Hamlet, 

Thou haft elefe my heart in twainc. 

Ham. O throw away the worferpart ofir. 

And hue the purer with the other kalfe. 

Good night, but'go not to mine Vi-kles bed, 

Affume a V ertue, if you haue it not. refraine to nighty 

And diat fliall lend a kindc of eafineffe 

To cue nextabftincnce. Once more goodnight. 

And when vouate defiroustobe blcft,i 
He oiefting begge of you. For thn fame Lord, 

J do repent: but heauen hath pleas’d it fo# 

Topunifh rne with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their Scourge and Minifies 
I will beftow him, and will anfwer well 
; he deatn I gaue him : fo againc.good night. 

T muft be crucll, otiely ro be kiude ; 

Thus bad begins, and worle rematnes bchinde. 

Qn. What fliall I do ? 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you do : 

Let tne blunt King tempt you p^ainc to bed, 

Pinch Wanton on your cheeke. call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a pairc of rcechic kiifcs. 
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Or padlitig in your neckc with his damn'd Fingers, 
Make co raueli all this matter ouc. 

That I eflcntially am not in madneffe. 

But made in craft. Twerc good you let him know. 

For who that's but a Q^ccnc, fairc, fober, wife, 

Would from aPuddocke, from a Bat,aGibbe, 

Such deere concernings hide, W ho would do fo. 

No in defpight of Scnfc and Secrecie, 

Vnpegge the Basket on the houies top : 

Let the Birds flye, and like the famous Ape 
To trv Cpnclufion* in me Basket, crecpc 
And breakc your ownc necke downc. 

flu. Be thou afiur’d., if words be made of breath, 

And b eath of life ; 1 haue no life co breath 
What thou haft taidc to me. 

Ham. I muft to England you know that ? 

Oh. Alacke I hod forgot: Tis fo concluded on. 
Ham 1 hu man (hall let me packing s 
He Iugge the Guts into the Neighbor roome, 

Mother goodnight. Indeede this Counfellor 
Is now moft ftill, moft fccrec, and moft grauc. 

Who was in life, a foolifh prating Knauc, 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night Mother. 

Exit Hamlet tugging in Pol wins. 
Enter King. 

King. There’s matters in thefc fighes. 

Theie profound heaues 

You muft tranflate; Tisfitwe vnderftand them. 

Wbeie is yout Sonne ? 

fht. Ah my good Lord, whst haue I feene to night? 
King. What Gertrude} How do’s Hamlet ? 

Qu. Mad as the Scas.and windc,whcn both contend 
Which is the Mightier^ in his lawlcfie fit 
Behindc the Arras,hearing (omething ftirre. 

He whips his Rapier ouc,and cries a Rat, a Rat, 

And in hisbrainifliapprehenfion killcs 
The vnfeene good old man. 
y King. Onheauydeed; 

It had bin fo with vs had we becne there: 

His Liberty is full of threats to all, 

To you your feife* to vs, to cucry one. 

Alas,how fhall thisbloody deedc bcanfwered? 

It will bejaide to vs, whofe prouidence ~ 

Should haue kept fhort, rcftrain’d,and out of haunt* 
This mad yong man. But fo much was our loue, 
Wc/wouldnot vnderftand what was mottfir, * 

But like the Owner of a foule difeafe, 

To keepe it from divulging, let's ic feede 
Euen on the pith of life.. Where Vs he gone ? 

Qu. To dra w epart the body he hath kild, 

O re whom his very madneff: like fome Oare 

Among a Mineral! of Metcels bafe 

Shewes it feife pure. He weepes for what is done. 

King. Oh Gertrude, com^away : 

The Sun no fooner fhall'the Mountaines touch. 

But we will (hip him hence, 2 nd this vilde uced, 

Wc muft with all our M aiefty and Skill 

Both countenance,and cxcuic. Enter Rof& Guild . 

Ho Gnildeuftern: 

Friends both go ioync you with fome further ayde: 
Hamlet in matfnefle hath Poloniu # flame. 

And from his Mother Cloftecs hath hedrag'dhim. 

Go ieekehim out, fpeake faire,and bring the body 
Into the Chappell. I pray you haft in this. Exit (jent. 
Come Gertrude, wcc’l call vp our wifeft friends* 


Exeti* 


To let them know both what we meane todcT 
And what’s vncimely done. Oh come away ’ 

My foule is full of difeord and difmay. ' * 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely Rowed. 

Gentlemen wtthtn r Hamlet.Lovd Hamlet 
Ham. What ftoife? Who cals on Hamlet'} 

Oh heerc they come. Enter Rofanel Guilds 
ik.What haue you done my Lord with the deadh 
Ham. Compounded it withdutt,whcreto‘,icv 0d5, 

Ro/in. Tell V* where’tis. that we may talre,' lnne 
Ano beare it to the Chappell. 

Ham. Do not beleeue it. 

Ropn. Beleeue what? 

D<tm. That I can keepe your counfell, and not • 
owne. Bchdes, to be demanded of a Spundf 
plication fliould be made by the Sonne of aKin,/ 31 rc " 
Ropn. Takeyou me for a Spundge, my Lord? 
Ham. 1 fir.that fokes vp the Kmgs Countcnan v 
Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Officers do tK 
bell ferutce in the end. Hekeepes them like an A V* 8 
tlie corner of his-iaw, fit ft mom h’d to be laft f v ^ a n n 
when heneedes what you haue glean’d}, it is bui f 

zing you.andSpundge you fhall be dry againe/ ^ UCC * 
R'fn. I vndeiftandyou notmy Lord. 

Ham. 1 am glad of it : a knauifh fpeccbfWj in a 
roolifheare. r 

Rofi*. My Lord, you muft tel! vs where the Lodyi s 
and go with vs torheKing. * } 

Ham. The body is with the King.but the King is not 

with rhe body. ThcKing,is a thing _, 

Cjuild . A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him, hide Fox,and all 

afccr * ' tom 

Enter King. 

King I haue fent to fccke him, and co find thebodie: 
How dangerous is it chat this man goes loefe: 

Yet muft not we put theftrong Law on him; 

Hee’s lotted of the diftradled multitude, 

Who like not in the ir judgement, but their eyes: 

And where 9 ti< fo. ch’Offcnders fcourge is weigh’d 
B e nearer the offence ;co beare all fmooth,and cuen, 
This ioriair.c lending him away, muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe,difeaies dejperare gtowne, 

Bv defperare appliance are rclccued, 

Or not at 11. En'erFspfincrane. 

How nowr What hath befalne ? 

Roftrt. Where the dead body is bcftow’dmy Lord, 
We cannot gee from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rofm. Withouc my Lord,guarded to know your 
pleat me. 

Ktng. Bring him before vs. 

Rofm. Hoa ,Guildenfterne? Bring in my Lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guilder!ft erne. 

King* Now Hamlet^yjhetcsPoUnm} 

Ham. At Supper. 

King , At Supper? Where? 

Ham. Not where he eats.but where he if eaten, a ccr- 
taine conuocation of wormes are e'ne at him.Your worm 
is your oncly Emperor for diet. We fat all creatures die 
to fat vs.and we fit our feife for Magors. Your fat Kiogi 
and youv leane Begger is but variable feruice to diflici, 
but to one Table that’s the end. 

King. What doft thou meane by this ? 
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ffam. Nothing but to (hew you how a King may go 
jPcogrcfle through the guts of a Bcggcr, 

%ing. Where is Polontm. 

Ham. In heauen, fend thither to fee. If your Meflen- 
«finds him not there, feeke him i’ch other place your 
feife: but indeed, ifyoufinde him not thismoneth, you 
(hall nofe him as you go vp the ftaires into the Lobby, 
Ri»{r. Go feeke him there. 
jjant. He will ftay till ye come. 

K. Hamlet, this deed of thine,for thine efpecial fafety 
y^hich we do tender, as wc decrely grccue 
put that which thou haft done, muft (end thee hence 
$jth Berie Qjuckneffe. Therefore prepare thy feife, 

•pbeBarke is rcadic, and the winde at helpe, 
ph’Mfociates tend, and cuery thing at bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England? 

Kina. I Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. 

Ris*. So is it, if thou knew’ft our purpofes. 

Ham. IfccaCherubethatfce’s him: but come, for 
England. Farewell deere Mother. 

King. Thy louing Father Hamlet. 

Hamlet. My Mother: Father and Mother is man and 
wife: man & wife is one flefh, and fo my rnother.Come, 
for England. Exit 

King. Follow him at feoce, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboord : 

Delay it not, He haue him hence to night. 

Away,for euery thing is Seal’d and done 
Thatclfe leanes on th’Affaire,pray youmakehaft. 

And England,ifmy loue thouholdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may giue thee fenfe. 

Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danifb Sword, and thy free awe 
Payes homage to vs; thou maift not coldly fet 
Our SoueraigneProccfie, which imports at full 
By Letters coniuring to that effeft 
The prefent death of Hamlet. Do it England, 

For like the He&icke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cure me: Till I know 'tis done, 

How ere my happes»my ioyes were ne’re begun. Exit 


Enter Fort inbrae with an Armie. 

Tar. Go Captaine, from me greet the Daniflh King, 
Tell him that by his liccnfc, Tortinbras 
Claimes the conueyance of a promis’d March 
OuerhisKingdome. You know the Rendcuous % 
IfthathisMaicfty would ought with vs. 

We fhall exprefle our dutic in his eye, 

And let him know fo. 

Cap. I willdoo’r,my Lord. 

Fer. Gofafelyon. Exit. 

Enter Qteeene and Horatio. 

gtt. Iwillnot fpeake with her. 

Hot. She is importunate, indeed diftra&, ( her rooodc 
will needs be pittied. 

What would fbc haue? 

Hor. She fpeake* much of her Father; faies fbe heares 
There’s trickes i’th’world, and hems.and beats her heart. 
Spumes enuioufly at Strawcs, fpeakes things in doubt. 
That carry but halfe fenfe: Her fpeech is nothing. 

Yet thevnfhapcd vfcofitdothmoue 
The hearers to Colle&ion; they ayme at it. 

And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts,! 
Which as her winkes,and nods,and gefturesyecldthem. 


Indeed would make one thinkc there Would be thought. 
Though nothing furc, yet much vnhappily. 

Qm. 'Twere good (he were fpoken with. 

For The may ftrew dangerous conictftures 
In ill breeding minds. Let her come im 
To my ficke fou!e(as finnes true Nature is) 

Each toy feemes Prologue, to fome great amiffe, 

So full of Artlcfle iealoufie is guilt. 

It fpill’s it lelfe, in fearing to be fpilf. 

Enter Ophelia dijlracled, 

Ophe , Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark. 

How now Ophelia? 

Ophe. Howpyonld l jottr true loue know from another onel 
By his Cack[e hat and fraffe,and his Sandalfboone. 

Ala*fweetLady: wlrat imports this Song? 

Ophe. Say you? Nay pray you markc. 

He ts dead and gone Ladj,he is dead and gone. 

At his bead agraffe-greene Turfe , at his heeles aflont. 

Enter King . 

Qu. Nay but Ophe/ea. 

Ophe. Pray you marke. 

H'hitehis Shrow’d as the tJMcUritainc Snow. 

Qft. Alasjookeheeremy Lord. 

Ophe. Larded with fweetpowers : 

Which bewept to thegraue did not go. 

With true-lone fbowres. 

King. How do ye,pretty Lady ? 

Ophe. Weil,God dil’d you. They fay the Owlt was 
a Bakers daughter. Lord, wee know what wc are, but 
know not whac we may be. God be at yonr Table. 

Ktng. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Ophe. Pray you let’s haue no words of this: but W. n 
they aske you what it mcanes,fay you this : 

To morrow is S ,Hdentines day,ad in the morning betime. 
And /a UWaid at your Window to be) otir Valentine. 

Then vp he rofe.cr dondhis clothes,& dupt the chamber dare, 
Let in the Ai.nd, that out a (Jdiaidytttstr departed more, 

Ktng. Prett y Ophelia. 

<?/>6e.Indeed la ? without an oath lie make an end ont. 
’Ey gisjmdby S. Charity, 

Alacke ,andpefor fhame ; 

Tong men wil doo’t,if they come toot. 

By Cocke they are too blame. 

Quothpoe before you tumbled me. 

You promis'd me to Wed : 

So would l ha done by yonder Sfinne, 

And thou hadp not come to my bed. 

Id-ing. How long hath llic bin this? 

Ophe. I hope all will be well. We muft bee patient, 
but I cannot choofc ‘but weepe, to thinkc they fbould 
lay him i’th’cold ground : My brother fhall knowe of it, 
and fo I thanke you for your good counfell. Come, my 
Coach :Goodnight Ladies:Goodnight fweet Ladies : 
Goodnight.goodr.ight. Exit, 

King. Follow her clofe, 

Giue her good watch I pray you S 
Oh this is the poyfon ot deepc greefe, it fprtngs 
All from her Fathers death. Oh (fertrudt,Gertrude, 
When forrowes comes, they come not Angle fpies. 

But in Battaliaes. Firft,her Father flaine, 

Next your Sonne gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remoue : the people muddied, 

Thicke and vnwholforoe in their thoughts,and whifpers 
For good Polonius death; and We haue donebuc greenly 
In hugger mugger to interre him. Poore Ophelia 
Diuidcd from her feife, and her faire Iudgement, 
___PP3_ Without 
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Without the which wc arePidures.or meere Bcaft*. 

La ft. and as much containing as all thefe,' 

Her Brother is in fecret come from France, 

Keepes on his wonder, kecpes himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not Buzzers to infed his care 
Withpeftilcnc Speeches of his Fathers death. 

Where in neceflicie of matter Beggard, 

Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne 
In care and eare. O my deerc Gertrude, this. 

Like to a murdering Peece in many places, 

Giues me fuperfluous death. A Hoifewiihin* 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Jfht. Alacke,whatnoyfe isthis? 

King. Where are my Switzers} 

Let them guard the doore. What is the matter ? 

Mef. Saueyour felfe, my Lord. 

The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift) 

Eates not the Flats with more impittious hafte 
Then young Laertes, in a Riotous head, 

Orc-bcares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin. 

Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knownc, 

The Ratifies* and props of euery word. 

They cry choofc we ? Laertes (hall be King, 

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes fhall be King, Laertes King. 

How cheercfolly on the falfeTrade they cry. 
Oh this is Counter you falfe Danifh Dogges. 

Neife within. Enter Laertes. 

King. The doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is the King,firs ? Stand you all without, 

AH. No, let’s come in. 

Laer. Jprayyougiuemelcaue. 

&Al. We will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you: Keepe the doore. 1 
Oh thou vilde King, giuemc my Father. 

Qu. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood, that calmes 
Proclaimes me Baft ard : 

Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot 
Euen hecrebetwecncthechafte vnfmirchcd brow 
Of my true Mother. 

King. What is the caufe Laertes, 

That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-like? 

Let him go Gertrude : Do.not fearc out pcrlon i 
There’s fuch Diuinity doth hedge a King, 

That Treafon can butpeepe to what it would. 

Ads little of his will. Tell me Laertes , 

Why thou art thus Incenft ? Let him go Gertrude. 
Spcakeman. 

Laer. Where’s my Fathers' 

Ktng. Dead. 

jQn, But not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? He net be Iuggel’d with. 
To hell Allegeancc: Vowes.to the blackeft diueil. 
Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit. 

I dare Damnation : to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence. 

Let come what comes: onely lie be rcueng’d 
Moft throughly for my Father. 

King, Who {Rail flay you ? 

Laer. My Will, not all the world. 

And for my meanes,Ilc husband them fo well. 

They fhall go farre with little. 



King. Good Laertes\ 

If you defire to know the certaincie 
Of your deere Fathers death, if writ in your 
That Soop.ftake you will draw both Friend 3*’ 
Winner and Loolcr. an « Foe, 

Laer. None but his Enemies. 

King. Will you know them then. 

La. To his good Friends, thus wide lle on/ 

And like the kinde Life-rcndTing Politician ^^ rnif s 
Repaft them with my blood. * 

King. Whynowyoufpeake 
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman, 

That I am guiltleffeofyourFathers death \ 

And am moft fenfible in greefc for it H 
It Hull as Ieucll to your ludgemenc p’ierce 
As day do’s to your eye. 

Laer. How now? what noife is that? 

Oh heate dric vp my Braincs, teares feuen tim e . f.t. 
Burne out the Sencc and Vertueofroinecye * 
By Hcaucn.thy madnefle fliall be payed by waiehr 
Till our Scale curnes the beame. OhRofcofMjv * 
Deerc Ma:d,kinde Sifter, fwcet Ophelia: “ 

Oh Heauens, is’t poflible,a yong Maids wits 
Should be as mortall as an old mans life? * 

Nature is fine in Loue ; and where ’ris fine 
It fends fome precious inftance ofit felfe > 

After the thing it loues, 

Ophe. They bore him barefac'den the her 
Hey non nony ,nony,hey nony : 

And on his graue raines many a teare , 

Fare you well my Done. 

Laer. Had’ft thou thy wits, and did’ft pcrfwadeRc 
uenge,ic could not moue thus* 

Ophe. You muft fing downca-downc, andyoucal 
hima-downc-a. Oh, how the wheelebecomes it? hj, 
the falfc S teward that ftole his mafters daughter. 

Laer. This nothings more then matter. 

Ophe. There’s Rof'emary, that’s for Remembriunct 
Pray loue remember: and there is Paconcies, that’s fei 

Thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madneffe, thought* & remem- 
brance fitted. 

Ophe.There's Fennell for you, and Columbines: thcr’i 
Rew foryou,andheerc’sfomcforme. Weemaycallii 
Herbe-Grace a Sundaics: Oh you muff vyeare your Rev 
with a difference. There’s aDayfie, I Would giueyot 
fome Violets, but they wither’d all when my. Father dy¬ 
ed ; They fay, he made a good end; 

For bonny {meet Robin is all my ioy. 

Laer. Thought, and Affiliation, Paflion,Hell it felfe: 
She turnes to Fauour, and to prettinefle. 

Ophe . And mill he net come againe t 
And mill he not come stgaine : ‘ 

No.nojoeis dead,go to thy Death-bed, 

He neuer mil come againe. 

Fits 'Beard as white as Snow, 

AM Flaxen was his Pole : 

He is gone, he is gone,and me cafi away moue, 

Gramercy on his Soule, 

And of all Chriftian Soules, I pray God, 

God buy ye. ExemtOpheH* 

Laer. Do you fee thi*,you Gods? 

King, Laertes{l muft common with your greefc. 

Qr you deny roc right: go but apart, _ 


The Tragedie of.Hamlet 


cc choice of whom your wifeft Fiicnds you will, 

And they Ihall heare and iudge’twixt you and me; ' 

jfby dired or by Colatcrall hand 

They finde vs touch’d, we will our Kingdome giue, 

Our Ctowne, our Life,and all that wc call Ours 

Toyouinfatiafa&ion. But if not, 

g e you content to lend your patience to vs, 

^ud we fliall ioyntly labour with your fouls 
To giue it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo: 

His meancs of death, his obfeure buriall; 
MoTrophee,Sword,nor Hatchment o’re his bones, 

Ho Noble rite, nor formall oftentation. 

Cry ro be heard, as ’twere from Hcauen to Earth, 

That I muft call in queftion. 

King. So you fliall: 

And where th’offence is, let the great Axe fall. 

I pray you go with me. Exeunt 

Enter Horatioytitk an Attendant. 

Flora. What are they that would fpcake with me ? 

Ser. Saylors fir, they fay they hauc Letters for you. 

Hor. Let them come in, 

1 do not know from what part of the world 
I Ihould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 

Enter Saylor. 

Say. God blcfle you Sir. 

Hor. Let him blefle thee too. 

Say. HeefhallSir, and’tplcafehitn. There’s a Letter 
foryouSir: It comes from th’Ambafladours thatwas 
bound for England, ifyournamc be Horatio , as I am let 
to know it is. 

Reads the Letter. 

Oratio, Whentboufhalt hasteotscrlooltdthis,giuethefi 
Fe Homes fome meanes to the King: They haue Letters 
for him. Ere we mere two dayes old at Sea, a Pyrate of very 
Warltcke appointment gaue vs Chace. Finding our felues too 
flow of Saile, me put on a compelled yalottr. In the (frapple, I 
honied them : On theinflant they got cleare of our Shtppe, fo 
l alone became their Prifoner. They haue dealt with mee, like 
Theeucs ofrJMercy , but they knew what they did. I am to dee 
a good turnefor thenu. Let the King haue the Letters I haue 
[tut, andrepaire thou to me with as much hafl as thou mouldefl 
[je death. I haue words tojpeahe in your eare, will make thee 
dnmbc, yet are they much too light for the bore of the Matter, 
Thefe good Fellowes will bring thee where I am. Rofincrance 
and Guildcnfterne, hold their courfe for England. Of them 
l haue much to tell thee, Farewell. 

He that thou knowef thine , 
Hamlet. 

Comc‘, I will giue you way for thefe your Letters, 

And do’t the fpeedier, that you may direct me 

To him from whom you brought them. Exit. 

Enter King and Laertes, 

Kw^.Now muff your confcience my acquittance feal, 
And you muft put me in your heart for Friend, 

Sich you haue heard, and with a knowing eare, 

Thac he which hath your Noble Father flainc, 

Purfucd my life. 

Laer. It well appearcs. Buttellme, 

Why you proceeded not againft thefe fcates, 

So crimefull,and foCapitall in Nature, 

As by your Safety, WiledomCjall things clfe, 
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You mainly were ftirr’d vp? 

King. O for two fpeciall Reafons, 

Which may to you (perhaps) fecmemuch vnfinnowed, 
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother, 
Liucs almoft by his lookes -. and for my felfe. 

My Vertuc or m y Plague, be it either which. 

She’s fo coniun&iuc to my life and foule; 

That as the Starre moues not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her. The other Motiuc, 

Why to a publike count I might not go,‘ 

Is the great loue the generall gender beare him, 

Who dipping all his Faults in their affetflion. 

Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Stone, 
Conuert his Gynes to Graces. So that my Arrowes 
Too (lightly timbred for fo loud a Winde, 

Would haue reuevted to my Bow 3gaine, 

And not where I had arm’d them. 

Laer. And fo haue I a Noble Father loft, 

A Sifter driuen into defperate tearmes. 

Who wa$(>f praifes may go backcagaine) 

Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age 
For herperfetftions. But my reuenge will come. 

King. Breake not your fleepes for that. 

You muft not thinke 

That we arc made of ftuffe, fo flat, and dull. 

That we can let our Beard be fhooke with danger, 

And thinke it paftime. You fhortly fliall hcarc more, 

I lou’d your Father, and we loue our Selfe, 

And that 1 hope will teach you to imagine——— 

Enter a (Jftteffengcr. 

How now? What Ncwes? 

Mef. Letters my Lord from Flamlet. This to your 
Maicfty : this to the Queene. 

King. From Hamlet ? Who brought them t 
UWef Saylors my Lord they fay, I faw them not: 
They were giuen me by Claudio, he recciu’d them. 

King. Laertes you fliall heare them : 

Leauc rs. Exit Mejfen^er 

High and Mighty, you fhall know / am ft naked on your 
King dome. To morrow [hall I begge leaue to fee your Ktr.gly 
Eyes, when I/hall (firft askingyeur Pardon thereunto)' re¬ 
count th'Occafions ofmy fodaine^and more ft range returne. 

Hamlet. 

What flhould this meane? Are all the reft come backc ? 

Or is it fome abufe? Or no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

Kin, Tis | Hamlets Charader , naked and in a Poft- 
feript here he fayes alone: Can you aduifeme? 

Laer. I’m loft in it my Lord; but let him come. 

It warmes the very fickneffe in my heart. 

That I fhall Hue and tell him to his teeth; 

Thus diddeftthou. 

Kin. If it be fo Laertes, how fhould it be fo: 

How otherwise will you be rul’d by me? 

Laer. If fo y ouT not o’rcrule me to a peace. 

Kin. To thine owne peace: if he be now return’d. 

As checking at his Voyage,and that he meane* 

No more to vndertake it; I will workc him 
To an exploy t nowripe in my Deuice, 

Vnderthc whichhefhall not choofe but fall; 

And forhis death no winde ofblamc Ihall breath. 

But euen his Mother fhall vneharge thepradice. 

And call it accident: .Some two Monthes hence 
Here was a Gentleman o iNormandy, 

I’ue feene my felfe.and feru’d againft the'French, 

And they ran wcllonHorlcbacke; but this Gallant 

Had , 
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Hai' witchcraft in’t; he grew into his Seat, 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfc, 

A* had he bccneencorps’tand demy-Natur’d 
With the braue Beaft,fo farre he paft my thought, 

J That I in forgery offhapes and trickcs, 
Comefi-iortofwhathcdid. , 

L<ur. A Norman was’t? 

Kin, A Norman. 

Laer. Vponmyli ^cLutnound. 

Kin, The very fame. 

Laer. I know him well,he is the Brooch indeed. 

And Iemmeofall our Nation. 

Kin, Heemadconfeffionofyou, 

And gaue you foch a Mafterly report, 

I For Art and exercifc in your defence; 

And for your Rapier meft efpeciall^. 

That he cryed our,t’would be a fight indeed. 

If one could match you Sir.Tbis report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenom with his Enuy, 

That he could nothing doe but wi(h and begge, 

Your fodaine cotnming ore to play with him; 

Now out ofthis. 

Laer. Why out of this, my Lord ? 

Kin Laertes was your Father deare to you? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A Face without a heart ? 

Laer, Why askc you this? 

Kin, Not that I thinke you did not loue your Father, 
But that I know Loue is begun by Time: 

And that I fee in paffages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it; 

Hamlet comes backe: what would you vndertake. 

To fiiow your fclfe your Fathers fonne indeed. 

More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’ch’ Church. 

Kin. No place indeed fhould murder Sanfturizc; 
Reuenge fhould haue no bounds: but good Laertes 
Will you doe this,keepe dofe within your Chamber, 
Hamlet return’d, (ball know you are come home: 
Wee’lput on thofefhailpraife your excellence. 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 

The Frenchman gaue you,bring you in fine together. 

And wager on your heads,he being rcmifTc, 

Mod generous, and free from allcontriuing. 

Will not perufc the Foilcs ? So that with eale. 

Or with a little (Ruffling, you may choofe 
A Sword vnbaked, and in a pafTe ofpra&icc. 

Requit him for your Father. 

Laer.. Iwilldoo’c, 

And for that purpofe He annoint my Sword: 

I bought an Vnftion of a Mountebankc 
So mortail, I but dipt a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood,no Cataplafme fo rare. 

Collected from all Simples that haue Vcrtue 
Vndcr the Moone,can faue the thing from death, 

That is but fcratcht withall: lie touch my point. 

With this contagion,that if I gall him (lightly, 

11 may be death. 

Kin Let’s further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conuenicnee both of time and meanes 
May fit vs to our fhape,ifthis fhould fade; 

And that our drift lookc through our bad performance, 

*Twere better not affaid; therefore this Proieft 
Should haue a backe or fccond,that might hold. 

If this fhould blaft in proofe j Soft,let me fee 
Wee’l make a folemne wager on your commings. 


--* **■ j t,VJU y ou a *c hot and 

As make your bo wts more violent to the end 
And that he cals for drinke; lie haue preDar'H l 
A Challice for the noncc;whereon but fippj n „ 
If he by chance cfcapc yourvenom’d ftu c t 
Our purpofe may hold there; how fweet <^ e 


ewer g^ueene. 


Queen. One woe doth tread vpon another, k , 
Sofaftthey’l follow: your Sifter’s drown’d I\ ** e> 
Laer. Drown’d 1 O where ? ntes ' 

T fiST- * Willow raw, ,(!>„, a Broo , 

That Ihewes his horc leaucs m the glaflic firea m ° Ke » 
There with fantafticke Garlands did fhe come ! 

Of Crow-flowers,Nettles,Dayfies,and lone p.Li 

That hberall Shephcards giue a grofler name- ^ 

But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers /.n ,u 
There on the pendant boughes.hcr Coronet w ee <k : 
Clambring to hang; an enuious fliuer broke 
When downc the weedy Trophies,and her felf e 
Fell in the weeping Brooke, her cloathei fpred * jj. 

And Mermaid-Hke,a while they bore her vp 

Which time fhe chaunted fnatchcs of old tunes 
As one incapable of her owne diftrefie 
Or like a creatureNatiuc, andindued 
Vnto that Element: but long it could notte 
Till that her garments, heauy with her drinke 
Pul’d the poore wretch from her melodious bnv 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas then, is (he drown’d? 

Queen. Drown’d, drown’d. 


Laer. Too much ofwater haft thou poore Ophilia 
And therefore I forbid my tcares; but yet ' 
It is our tricke, Nature her cuflome holds, 

Let fhame fay what it will; when thefe are gone 
The woman will be out: Aduc my Lord, 

I haue a lpeech offire,thac faine would blaze, 

But that this folly doubts it. Exit. 

Kin. Let’s follow, Gertrude: 

How much I had to doe to calme his tage ? 

Now fcare I this will giuc it ftart againe; 

Therefore let’s follow. Exeunt. 


Enter two Clownes. 

Clown. Is fhe to bee buried in Chriftianburiall, that 
wilfully feekes her owne faluation ? 

Other. I tell thee (lie is,and therefore make her Graue 
ftraight, the Crowner hath fate on her, and finds itChri- 
ftian buriall. 

Clo, How can that be, vnlefle (he drowned her felfe in 
her owne defence? 

Other. Why ’tis found fo. 

Clo. Itmuft be Se offtndendo, it cannot bee tl(e: for 
heere lies the point;]fI drowne my felfe wittinglv, it ar¬ 
gues an A<St: and an Aft hath three branches, lt-is sn 
Aft to doe and to performe; argali (he drown’d hetlclfc 
wittingly. 

Other. Nay but heare you Goodman Deluer. 

Clown. Giue me leaue; heere lies the water, good: 
heere flands the man; good; Jf the roan goe to this wa¬ 
ter and drowne himfele; it is will he nill he, he goes; 
marke you that? But if the water come to him & drowne 
him; hec drownes not himfelfe. Argali, hee that is not 
guilty of his owne death,(hortens not his owne life. 

Other. But is this law? 

Clo. I marry ii’t, Crowners Queft Law, 
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- 'TCfor. Will you ha the truth ont: if this had not \ 

, ne a Gentlewoman, fheefiiould haue beene buried 
k C .rc>fChnft‘ an Burial!.. 

oU clo. Why there thou fay’ft. And the more pitty that 

3 t folke fhould haue countenance in this world to 
» rC vn c or hang chemlf.lues^ore then their cuen Chrifti- 
dt ° Come,my Spade; there is no ancient Gendemen, 

Gardiners,Ditchers and Grauc-makcrt; they ho.d vp 
jfrtns Protcfiicn. 

Other* Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clo. He was the fii ft that euer bore Armes. 

Other. Why hr had none. 

Cla. What,ar’t a Heathen? how do ft thou vnder- 
fljnd the Scripture? the Scn.pturcTtycs Mam dig’d ; 
c ouldheedigge without Armes? He put another que- 
H,on to theeuf thou anlwcreft me not to the purpolc,con- 
feffethy felfe —- 

Other. Go too. _ 

Clo. What is he that builds ftronger then e.tlicr the 
(dafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

Other. TheGallowes makerjfor that Frame outlines a 
t l,oufand Tenants. . 

Clo. I like thy wit well in good faith, the Gal.owes 
does well; buc how does it well ? ic does well to thofc 
that doe ill: now, thou doft ill to fay the Gallowes is 
built ftronger then the Church: Argali, the Gallowes 
fflaydoe well to thee. Too’t againe, Come. 

Other. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Ship¬ 
wright,or a Carpenter ? 

Clo. I, tell me thae,and vnyoake. 

Other. Marry,nowI can tell. 

Clo . Too’t. ‘ 

Other. Mafic,I caunot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farre off. 

Clo. Cudgcll thy brainesno more about ic; for your 
dull Afic will not meud his pace with beating; and when 
you arc ask’t this queftion next,lay a Graue-maker: the 
Houles that he makes,lafts till Doomefday: go, get thee 
toTaiighan fetch me a ftoupc of Liquor. 

Swgs* 

In youth when I did lent /lid loue y 
me thought it was very jweete : 

To contract O the time for a my he hone, 

O me thought there was nothing meete. 

Ham. Ha’s this fellow no feeling of his bufindTc^hat 
hefings at Graue-making ? 

Hor . Cuftoire hath made ic in him a property of ea- 
lincfle. 

Ham . Tis ee’n fo; the hand of little Imployment hath 
thedaintierfenfe* 

Clowne pngs. 

Hut Age with his fiealmg ftepf 
hath caught me in his clutch: 

*And hath [hipped me in till the Land, 
as if I hadneuer beene fuch . 

Ham . That Scull had a tongue in it, and could fing 
once2 how the knaue iowles ic to th 5 grownd 3 as if it 
were Glider law.bone, that did the firft murther: It 
might be the Parcof a Politician which this Affeo’re Of¬ 
fices :one that could circumuentGod, might it not ? 

Hor . Ic might, my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier 5 which could fay,Good Mor¬ 
row lweet Lord : how doli chou, good Lord ? this 
might be my Lotc! Inch a one, that prais'd try Lord fuch 
a ones Hor(e,when he meant co begge it; might it not ? 


Hor. I, my Lord. 

Ham. Why ec’n fo: and now my Lady Wormes, 
Chaplefie, and knockc about the M 22 .ard with a Sexcotis 
Spade*, hecre's fine Resolution, if wee had rhe tricke to 
fee't. Did ihefe bones cofi no more the breeding, but 
to play at Loggers *rdi ’em * mine ake to ebinke 
on’t. 

Clowne fugs* ~ 

A Pit khaxe and a Spade,a Spade, 
for and a fl?ron>cling-Sheete: 

O a Pit of Clay for to be made^ 
for fitch a Guefl ts meete. 

Ham* There's another : why might not that bcc the 
Scull of of a Lawyer ? where be his Qmddits now ? his 
Quillets? his Cafes? his Tenurcs^nd his Trick*? why 
doe’s he fuftcr this rude knaue now to knocke him about 
the Sconce with a dirty Shone!), and will nottfU him of 
his Adtion of Battery ? hum. This fellow might be in's 
time a great buyer of Land, with his Statutes,his Rccog- 
nizancesjhU Fines,his double Vouchers,his’ Reroceries; 
Is this the fine of his Fincs,and the reconcry of his Jleco- 
ueries, to haue his fine Pate full of fine Dirt? will hi& 
Vouchers vouch him no more of his pur chafes; and dou*- 
ble ones too, then the length and breadth of a pairc of 
Indentures? the very Conucyances of his Lands will 
hardly lyc in thisBoxe; andruuft the Inheritor himfbliv 
haue no more? ha? 

Hor. Not a ioc more.my Lord.# 

Ham. Is not Parchment made of Shcep-skrnnes?* 

Hor. 1 my Lord,and of Cafuc-skinnes too. 

Bam. They are Shcepc and Calues that feck out affu- 
rance in that. I will fpeake to this fellow: whofeGraue's 
this Sir ? 

Clo* Mine Sir: 

O a Pit of Clay for to be made, 
for fuch a G ueft is meete . 

Ham, 1 thinke ic be thine indeedrfor thou Heft in’e. 

Clo . You lyc out on’t Sir^and therefore it is not yours: 
for my parr,I doe not lye in’t; and yet it is mine. . 

Ham. Thou doft lye in’c, to be in’t and fay’tis thine : 
’tis for the dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou 
lyeft. 

Clo. ’Tis a quickc lye Sir, *twil! away againe from me 
to you. 

H im. What man doft thou digge it for ? 

C/o. For no man Sir. 

Ham. What woman then ? 

Clo, For none neither. 

Ham. Who i s co be buried in’c ? 

Clo. One that was a woman Sir; but reft her Soule, 
dice s dead. 

Ham. Hovvabfolute the knaue is? wee muft fpeake 
by chcCarde,or equiuocacion will vndoevs : by the 
Lord Horatio, thefe three yearcs I haue taken note of it, 
the Age is growne fo picked, thatthecoeof the Pefanc 
comes fo neercthc hcelesof our Courtier, hec galls his* 
Kibe. How long haft thou been a Graue-maker ? 

Clo. Orallthedayes i’th’yeare, I came too’c chat day 
that our laft King Hamlet oTecam zFortwbras. 

Ham. How long is that fince? 

Clo. Cannot you tell that ? euery foolc can tell that: 
It was the very day, that young Hamlet was borne, hee 
that ms mad # and lent into England. 

Ham. I marry, why was he fent into England ? 

Clo ♦ Why, bccaufe he was mad; hee (Hall recouer his 
wits there; or if he do not, it’s no great matter there. 

Ham. 
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Ham. Why? 

(io. Twill not befcene in him,there the men are as 
mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

Clo. Vtty rtrangely they lay. 

Ham. How (liangcly ?. 

Clo, Faith e'ene with ioofing his wits. 

Ham. Vpon whac ground ? 

(flo. Why heere in Denmarketl haue binfixeteene 
heerc,man and Boy thirty yeares. 

Ham. How long will a man lie ’ith’earth ere he rot? 
Clo. Ifait!i,ifhe be not rotter, before he die(as we bane 
many pocky Coarfes now adaic;, that will fcarcehold 
the laying in) he will laft you fomt eight yearc, or nine 
yei c. A Tannerwilllaftyounineyear c. 

Ham. Why he,more then another ?" 

Clo. Why fir, his hide is fo tail’d with his Trade, that 
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water, 
is a lore Decaycr ofyour horfon dead body.Heres a Scull 
nowithis Sol.has laine in the earth three & twenty years. 
ham. Whole vva3 it ? 

Clo. A whorefon mad Fcllowes it was; 

Whole doe you thinkc it was? 

Ham. Nay.I know not. 

Clo. A pcfllencc on him for a mad Rogue,a pou’rd a 
Flaggon ofRenilh on my bead once. I his fame Scull 
.Sir.this fame Scull fir, was Toricks Sculhthe Kings Icfler. 
Ham. This? 

Clot E’ene that. 

Ham. Let me fee. Alas poorc 2 V«-i^,I knew him IIo- 
ratios fellow of infinite left; of moll excellent fancy, he 
hiih borne me on hisbackca thoufand times.- And how 
abhorred my Imagination is,my gorge rifes at it, Heere 
hungth .-felipps, tiiati haue kill I know not how oft. 
Where be your libes now ? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs? Your flalhsiof Merriment that were went to 
fet the Table on a RorerNo one now to mock your own 
Icesing ? Quite chopfalne ? Now get you to rr.y Ladies 
Chamber .and tell her,let her paint an inch thicke, to this 
fauourfhc mult come. Make her laugh at that; pry. 
thee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hor. What’s that my Lord ? 

Ham. Doft thou tlunkc Alexander lookt o’this fa- 
fhion i’tV earth ? 

Hor. E’ene fo. 

Ham. And fmelt fo ? Puh. 

Hor. E’ene fo,my Lord. 

Ham, To Yvba: bafe vfes we may rmtrne Horatio. 
Why may not Imagination trace the Noble duft of A. 
lexander, till he find it topping a bungholc. 

Hor. ’Twcre to confider; tocurioufly to confider fo. 
Ham. No faith.not aior. But to follow him thether 
with roodefiic enough, & iikeliehood to lead it; as thus. 1 
Alexander <lied : Alexander was buried: Alexander re¬ 
turned) into dull; the duft is earth; of earth vve make 
Lomc,and why of that Lome (whereto be was concer¬ 
ted j might they not ftnpp a 3 ecre-barieII? 

Imperioll C.s:/4r,dcad and turn’d to clay. 

Might flop a hole to kccoe the winde away. 

Oh,chat that earth,which kept the world in awe. 

Should patch a Wa!I,t’cxpeil the winters flaw. 

But foftjbut foft, afide; heerc comes the King. 

Enter King,Queens,Laertes.and a Coffin, 
with Lords attendant. 

The Qneenc,the Couitiers. VVho is that they follow. 


And with fuch manned rites ? This doth hTr^ 
TheCoarfe they foliow,did with difpe ra ' J ken > 
Fore doit owne life; ’twas fome Eftate. ** h * nd ' 
Couch we a while,and mark. 

Laer. WhacCerimonyclfe? 

Ham. That is Laertes,a very Noble vourl, * 

Laer. WhatCerimony elfe? J ^ : Mari 

Prieft. Her Obfequies haue bin as f ar » ; n i 
As we haue warrants,her death was doubrni 8 '^ 
And but that great Command,o’re-i Wa j M !u * 
She Ihould in ground vnfanaified haue!o,Vj 0rdef i 
Till the laft Trumpet. For charitable prai & d > 
Shardes,Flints,and Peebles,fliould be t hr«’ 

Yet heere (he i3 allowed her Virgin R :tCs ° Wne ° n I’ 
Her Maiden Arcwmcnts,andthcbrin°m’„i 
Of Bell and Buriail, o m ghotne 

Laer. Muft there no morebedonc? 

Priefl. No more be done; ' 

W e Ihould prophane the feruice of the dead 
To fing fage and fuch reft to her' * 

As to peacc.parted Soules. 

Laer. Lay her i'th* earth. 

And from her faire arid vnpolluted flefn 
May Violets fpring. I tell thee(churIifhPr; f n\ 

A Miniftring Angcll (hall my Sifter be * 

When thou lieft howling ? 

Ham. What,thefaire Ophelia} 

gjieene. Sweets,to the fwcct farewell. 

I hop’d thou fhould’ft haue bin my Hamlets^. 

I thought thy Bride .bed to haue decktffwcetMihn 
And not t’haue ftrew’d thy Graue. * ' 

Laer. Oh terrible woer. 

Fall ten times trebble.on thpt curferi head 
Whole wicked deed,thy tnoftlngenioiisfence 
Depriu’d rhec of Hold off the earth a while 
Till I haue caught her once more in mine armes: 

Leaps in the trout 

Now pile your duft.vpon the quirkc.and dead. 

Till ofehis flat a Mountaineyou hauemade 
To o’re top old Pehon 3 o r the skyilh head 
Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he,whole gtirfes 
Beares fuch an Emphafis ? whofe phrale of Sorrow 
Coniure the wandring Starres.and makes them (land 
Like wonder-wounded heaters f This LI, 

Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The deuill take thy foule. 

Ham. Thou prai’ft not well, 

I prythee take thy fingers from my throat; 

Sir though I am not Splcenatiue.and rafh. 

Yet haue I fomething in roe dangerous, 

Which let thy wifencfTe fcare. Away thy hand. 

King. Pluck them afunder. 

Qyh Hamlet,Hamlet. 

Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him vppon this Thciro 
Vntill my eiclids will no longer wag. 

Q». Oh my Sonne, what Theanie ? 

Ham, I lou’d Ophelia ; fortie thoufand Brothers 
Could notf 7 with all there quantitie of Loue) 

Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou do for her ? 

King. Oh he is mad Laertes , 

Qu, For loue ofGodfotbeare him. 

Ham. Come (how me what thou’lt doe. 

Woo’t weepe ? Woo’t fight ? Woo’t teare thy fclfe? 
Woo’t drinke vp SjUffi *te a Crocodile ? 
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[jTdoo’c, Doft thou come heere to whine; 

po outface me with leaping in her Graue ? 
g c buried quicke with her,and fo will I. 

^nd ifthou prate of Mountaincs; let them throw 
Million* of Akers on vs; till our ground 
Sludging his pate againft the burning Zone, 

\Iake OJfa like a W2rr, Nay.and choui’t mouth, 
j|e rant as well as thou. 

Kin. This is meere Madnefle: 
frai thus awhile the fit will workeon iiinj: 

Mioo as patient as the female Doue, 

\yhen that her golden Cuplet are difclos’d 5 
Hisfilence will lit drooping. 

Ham. Heareyou Sir: 

What is the rcafon that you vfe me thus ? 
jloud’ youeucrjbutit is no matter: 

Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may. 

The Cat will Mew ,and Dogge will haue his doy. Exit. 

Kin. I pray you good Horatio wait vpon him. 
Strengthen you patience in our laft nights fpeech, 

Wee’l put the matter to the prelcnt pufh : 

Good Gertrude fee fome watch oucr your Sonne, 

This Graue (hall haue a liuing Monument; 

Kn houre of quiet (hortly (hall vve fee; 

pill then,in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. So much for this Sir; now let me fee the other, 
You doe remember all the Circumftance. 

Hor. Remember it my Lord ? 

Ham. Sir,in my heart there was a kinde of fighting. 
That would not let me fleepe; -me thought I lay 
Worfe then the mutines in the Bilboes, rafhly, 

(And praife be ralhncffe for it) let vs know. 

Our indiferetion fometimes ferues vs well. 

When our dcare plots do paule,and that Ihould teach vs, 
There’s 3 Diuinity that (hapes out ends. 

Rough-hew them how wc will. 

Hor. That is moft ccrtaine. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin 
Myfea-gowncfcarftaboutmcin the darke. 

Grop’d I to finde out them; bad my defire. 

Finger’d their Packet,and in fine, withdrew 
To mine owne roome againc, making fo bold, 

(My feares forgetting manners) to vnfeale 
Their grand Commiflion, where 1 found Horatio , 

Ohroyall knauery; An exadt command. 

Larded with many fcuerall forts of reafon; 

Importing Dcnmarks health,and Englands too, 

With hoo, fuch Bugges and Goblins in my life; 

That on the fupetuize no leafure bated. 

No not to flay the grinding of chc Axe, 

Myheadfhoud be (Truck off. 

Hor. Iftpoflible? 

Ham. Here’s the Comrniffion, read it at more leyfurct 
But wilt thouheareme how I did proceed ? 

Hor. I befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Villaines, 

Ere 1 could make a Prologue to. my braines, 

They had begun the Play. 1 fate me downe, 

Deuis’d a new Cotnmiflion, wrote it faire, 

I once did hold it as our Statifts doe, 

A bafenefle to write faire; and laboured much 
How to forget that learning : but Sir now, 
hdid me Yeomans feruice : wilt thou know 
The effetfs of what I wrote? 


Hor. I, good my Lord. 

Ham. An earned Conjuration from the King, 

As England was his faithful! Tributary, 

As loue betweene them.as the Palme (hould flouriflh, 

As Peace (hould (Till her wheaten Garland wcare, 

And (land a Comma ’eweene their amities, 

And many fuch like Aflis of great charge. 

That on the view and know of chefe Contents, 

Without debatement furthermore or lefie, 

He (hould the bearers put to fodaine death. 

Not fhrioing time allowed. 

Plor. How was this feal’d? 

Ham. Why.euen in that was Hcaucn ordinate; 

I had my fathers Signet in my Purfe, 

Which was the Model! of that Danifh Seale : 

Folded the Writ vp in forme of the other, 

S’ubfcrib’d it, gau’t th’ impreflion, plac’t it fafeJy, 

The changeling neuer knowne: Now, the next day 
Was our Sea Fight,and what to this was fiement. 

Thou know’ll already. 

Hor. So Guildenfiernt and Kofinerance, go too’t. 

Ham. Why man,they did make loue to this imploytnent 
They are not ncere my Confcience; their debate 
Doth by their owne iafinuation grow : 

’Tis dangerous,when the baler nature comes 
Betweene the pa(Te,and fell incenfcd points 
Of mighty oppofites. 

Hor. Why,what a King is this ? 

Ham. Docs it not, thinkft thee, (land me now vpon $ 
He that hath kil’d my King, and whor'd my Mother, 
Popt in betweene th’eletftion and my hopes, 

Throwneout his Angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch coozenage; is’c not perfecT confcience, 
Toquithimwich thisarroe?Andis’cnot tobcdamn’d 
To let this Canker of our nature come 
In further euill. 

Ilor. ] t muft be tbortly knowne to him from England 
Wh3t is the ifltie of the bufinefle there. 

Ham. It will be fliorr. 

The interim's mine,and a mans life’s no more 
Then to fay one: but I am very forry good Horatio , 

’Yhz.X.io Laertes I forgot my felfe; 

For by the image of my Caufe,l fee 
The Portraiture of bis; He count his fauours 
But fure the brauery of his griefe did put me 
Into a Towring paftion. 

Hor. Peace, who comes heere ? 

. Enter young Ofrjcke. (marke, 

Ojr. Your Lordfhip is right welcome back to Den- 
Plam, I humbly thank you Sir,doft know this waterflie? 
Hor. No my good Lord, 

Ham, Thy (late is the more gracious; for’tis a vice to 
know him: he hath much Land, and fertile; let a Bead 
be Lord of Beads, and his Crib Oral! (land at the Kings 
Mefle; ’tis a Chowgh; but as Ifawfpacious in the pof- 
feffion of dirt. r 

Ofr. Sweet Lord, if your friendlbip were atleyfure, 

I ihould impart a thing to you from his Maiefty. 

Ham. I will receiue it with ail diligence of fpirit;put 
your Bonet to his right vfe,’cis for the head. 

Ofr, Ithankeyour Lordfhip,’tis very hot. 

Ham. Nojbclecuc mee ’tis very cold, the winde is 

Northerly. 

Ofr. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. Mec thinkes it is very foul try, and hot for my 
Complexion. 
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Ofr . Exceedingly,my Lord^ic is very icultry,as ’ewere 
1 cannot tell how: but my Lord,his Maiefty bad mcjig- 
nifie co you, that he ha’s laid a great wager on your head: 
S*r, this is the matter. 

Ham. I be fee eh you remember. 

Ofr . Nay,in good faith, for mine cafe in good faith : 
Sir,you are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is at 
his weapon. 

Ham. What’s his weapon ? 

Ofr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two or his weapons; but well. 

Ofr. The fir King has wag’d with him fix Barbary Hor- 
fes, againft the which he impon’d as I rake it, fixe French 
Rapiers and Poniards, wrch their afllgncs, as Girdle, 
Hangers or fo: three of the Carriages iniaith are very 
dcare to fancy, very refponfuie to the hilts, moft delicate 
carriages, and ofvery liberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the Carriages ? 

Ofr . The Carriages Sir, are the hangers, 

Ha 7 *. Thephrafe would bee more Germaine to the 
matter: If we could carry Cannon by our (ides; 1 would 
it might be Hangers till then; but on fixe Barbary Hor- 
fes againfi fixe French Swords: their Aflignes,and three 
liberall conceited Carriages, that’s the French but a- 
gainft the Danifh ; why is this imporfd as you call it? 

Ofr . The King Sir,hath laid that in a dozen pafles be- 
tweeneyouand him, lice fhall not exceed you three hits; 
He hath one cwelue for mine, and that would come to 
imediatctryall, if your Lordfnip would vouchfafc the 
Anfwere. 

Ham. How if I anfwere no ? 

Ofr• Irneanemy Lord, the opponcion of your perfon 
in tryall. 

Ham. Sir, I will vvalkehecrc in the Hall; sfit pleafe 
his ’cis the breathing time of day with me; let 

the Foyles bee brought, the Gentleman willing, and the 
King hold his purpofe 5 I will win for him if I can : if 
not, He gaine nothing but my (name, and the odde hits. 

Ofr. Shall I redeliucryou ec’n fo? 

Ham. To this effefi Sir, after what flourish your na¬ 
ture will. 

Ofr. I commend my duty to your Lordfihip* 

Ham. Yours, you,vs; hec does well to commend it 
himfelfe, there arc no tongues clfe fors tongue. 

TIor. This tapwir.g runs away with the ihcli on his 
Head* 

Ham. He did Complie with his Dugge before hce 
jfuck’cit: thus had he and mine more of the fame Beauy 
that I knowjh.e droifie age dotes on^only got the tunc of 
the time, and outwardhabiteef encounter,akindcof 
yefty collection, which carries them through & through 
the moR fond and winnowed opimon$;and doe but blow 
rthem to their tryalls: the Bubbles arc out. 

Her. Yon will lofe this w?ger,my Lord* 

Ham. I clpcppt thinke lb, lince he went into France, 

I finue beenc in continual!pra&ice; I fliaU winne at the 
odd s : but thou wouldcR not thinks howall heere a- 
bcut my hqart; but it is no matter, 

Hor. May, good my Lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery 5 but it is fuch a kinde of 
gain-giuing as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor * If your mindc dilhkc.any thing,obcy.I will fore- 
ftall their repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defie Augury; there’s a fpcciall 
Prooidence in the fall of a fpavrow. If it be now,’cis not 
to come; ificbeenot co come, icwiil bcenow s if it 


be not now; yet it will comc;therca<linclTe U 


man ha’s ought of what he Icaues. Whan?’. n 

times? ctol catjcb; 

Enter King, Queene, Laertes and Lords, with ot> 

dants with Foyles, and Gauntlets, a Tab! ”?/**** 
Flagons of (Tint on it. * 

Kin. Come hlam/et, come,and take this hand f 
/Am«.Giuemeyourpardon Sir, l'“'do TO 
But pardon c as you are a Gentleman. y Wr 

This prefence knowes. 

And you muft needs haue heard how I am Dunifh. 
With forediftraefion ? What I haue done 
That might your nature honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I heere prodaime wasmadneff.. 
Was t Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Neuer Hamlet * 

If Hamlet from himtclfc be tane away: 

And when h?’s not himfelfe,do’* wrong Laertes 
Then hamlet A oes it not, Hamlet denies it: * 

Who does it then? His Madnefie ? If't be fo 
Hamlet is of the Fa< 9 ion that is wrong’d, * 

. His madneffc is poo: t Hamlets Enemy. 

Sir, in this Audience, 

Let my declaiming from a purpos’d euill 
Free me fo farre in your mofi generous thouphes 
That I haue fhot mine Arrow o’re the houfe * 

And hurt my Mother. 

Laer. I am facisfied in Nature, 

Whofemotinein this cafe fhould fiirremcmoft 
TomyReuenge. But in my termescfHonor 
I ftand aloofc, and wiil no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Mailers of knowne Honor 
1 haue a voycc, and prefident ofpeace , 

To keepe my name vngorg’d. But till that time, 

I do rccciuc your offer'd loue like loue. 

And wil not wrong it. 

Ham, I do embrace it freely. 

And will this Brothers wager frankcly play. 

Giuc vs the Foyles: Come on. 

Laer. Come one for me. 

Flam. I le be your foilc Laertes., in mine ignorance, 
Your Skill fhall "like a Starrefth’darkeft night, 

Sticke fiery off indeede. 

Laer, You mockc me Sir. 

Ham. No by this hand. 

King. Giue them the Foyles yongOfricke, 

Coufcn Hamlet, you know the wager. 

Ham. Vcrie well my Lord, 

Your Grace hath laide the oddf.s a’th’weakcr fide. 

King . I do not feare it, 

I haue fceneyou both: 

But fince be is better’d,we haue therefore oddes, 

Laer, This is too beauy. 

Let me fee another. 

Ham. This likes me well, 

Thefe Foyles haue all a length. Preparttoplay. 

Ofricke. I my good Lord. 

King . Set me the Scopes of wine vpon thatTable 
If Hamlet giuc the fitfi, or fecond. bit, 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let 3II the Battlements their Ordinance fire. 

The King fhal drinke to Hamlets better breath. 

And in the Cup an vnion fhal he throw 
Richer then that,which fpurc fuccefliue Kings 
InDenmarke* Crownehaue wornc. 


'ont 
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fiiue ®s tbc Cups* 

lid let the Kettle to the Trumpets fpeake, 
the Trumpet to the Cannoneer without. 

The Canons to the Heauens, the Hcauen to Earth, 

* t h e King drinkes to Hamlet. Come, begin, 
you the ludges beare a wary eye. 

Ham. Gome on fir. 

Iter. Come on fir. Tkcyplaj. 

Ham. One. 
laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

Ofr. A hit, a very palpable bir. 
laer. Well: againe. 
ging. Stay, giue me drinke. 

Hamlet, this Pearle is thine, 

Here’s to thy health. Giue him the cup. 

Trumpets found, and foot goes ojf. 

ffam. Ileplay this bout mftjfct by a-whilc. 

Come: Another hit; what fay you ? ^ 
latr. A touch, a touch, I do confeffc. 
gmg. Our Sonne fhall win. 

%. He’s fot.and fcar.t of breath. 

H«re’s a Napkin, rub thy browes, 

The QueeneCarowfes to thy fortune, Hamlet. 

JJam. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrude , d o not drinke. 

Qu. I will my Lord; 

I may you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfon’d Cop, it is too late* 

Ham. 1 dare not drinke yet Madam, 

By and by. . . . 

fu. Come, let me wipe thy face, 

Laer. My Lord, He hit him now. 

King. 1 do not thinke’t* 

laer. And yet ’cis almoft ’gainft my confcience. ' 
IFam. Come, for the third. 
laertes, you but dally, 

Ipray you pafie with your beft violence, 
lam affear’d you make a wancon ofme. 

Laer. S ay you fo? Come on. Pty* 

Ofr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haneatyounow. 

In feu fling they change Rapiers. 

King. Part them, they are.inccns’d* 

Ham. Nay come, againe. 

Ofr. Looke to the Queene there hoa. 

Her, They bleed on both fides. How is’t my Lord ? 
Ofr. How is’t Laertes} 

Laer. Why as a Woodcocke 
Tomine Sprindge, Ofricke, 

[amiuftly kill’d with mine owr.cTreachcrie. 

Ham. How does the Qiaecne? 

King. She founds to fee them bleede. 

£u. No,no, the drinke, the drinke. 

5 hmy deerc Hamlet, the drinke, the drinke, 
lam poyfon’d. 

Ham. Oh Villany | How? Let the doorebe lock’d, 
rreacherie, fecke it out. 

Laer. 1 1 is heere Hamlet. 

Jamiet.thou art fiaine, 

^0 Medicine in the world can do thee good, 
n thee, there is not halfe an hourc of life; 

The Treacherous Inftrument is in thy hand, 
f nbated and envenom’d: the foule pra&ifei 
lath turn’d it felfe on me. Loe, heere 1 lye, 

^euer to rife againe: Thy Mother* poyfon’d: 


I can no more, the King, the King’s too blame. 

Ham. The point envenom’d too. 

Then venomc to thy worke. 

Hurts the King. 

All. Treafon, Treafon. 

Kmg. O yet defend me Fricnds,I am but hurt. 

Ham. Heere thou inceftuous, murdrous. 

Damned Dane, 

Drinke off this Potion: Is thy Vnion heere ? 

Follow my Mother. hiing Tjes, 

Laer. He is iufily feru’d. 

It is a poy fon temp’red by himfelfe: 

Exchange forgiuenefle with me. Noble Hamlet ; 

Mine and my Fathers death come not vpon thee, 

Nor thine on me. Dyes. 

Ham- Heaucn make thee free of it, I follow thee. 

I am dead Horatio, wretched Queene adicw. 

You that looke p3ie, and tremble at this chance, 

That are but Mutes or audience to this adle : 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is (Trick'd in his Arrcft) oh I could tell you. 

But let it be: Horatio, I am dead, 

Thou liu’fi,report me and my caufes right 
To the vnfacisfied. 

Hor. Neuer beleeue it. 

I am more an Antike Roman then a Dane: 

Hccre’s yet fome Liquor left. 

Ham. As th’art a man, giue me the Cup. 

Let go, by Heauen I le haue’e. 

Oh good Horatio , what a wounded name, 

(Things (landing thus vnknowne) fhall liuebehind me. 
J f thou did’fi eucr hold me in thy heart, 

A'ofcnt thee from felieitie awhile. 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in paine, 

To tell myStoric. 

71 larch afar re off, andp?out within. 
What warlike noyfeis this ? 

Enter Ofricke. 

Ofr. Yong Fortinhras, with conqueft come fr 5 Poland 
To th’Amball'adors of England giues this warlike volly. 

Ham. OI dye Horatio e 
The potent poy (on quite ore-crowes my fpirit, 

I cannot liue to heare the Nc wes from England,’ 

But I do prophcfieth’eledHon lights 
On Fertinbras , he ha’s my dying voyce. 

So tell him with the occurrcnts more and Icfie, 

Which haue foheited. The reft is filence, 0 ,o^o,o, Dyes 
Hera. Now crackea Noble heart; 

Goodnight fweet Prince, 

And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft, 

Why do’s the Drummc come hither ? 

Enter Fortinlrai and Fnglijh Ambajfador ytith Drttmme, 
Colours .and Attendants. 

Fortin. Where is this fight ? 

Hor. What is it ye would fee; 

If ought of woe, or wonder, ceai'e your fearch. 

For. His quarry cries on nauocke. Oh proud death, 
What feaft is toward in thine etcrnall Cell. 

That thou fo many Princes, at a fboote. 

So bloodily haft Itrooke. 

Amb. The fight is difmali, 

And our affaires from England come too late. 

The eates are fenfclefle that fhould giue vs hearing, 

To tell him his comma nd’ment is fulfill’d. 
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That 1\pjincrance and Gmldenfteme arc dead ; 

Where ihould we hauc our thankei ? 

Hor . Noc from his mouth, 

Had it th’abiiitie oflifc to thankeyou : 

He neuer gaue command’ment for their death* 

But fince fo iumpe vpon this bloodic queftion, 

You from the Polakc warrcs a and you from England 
Are hecrc arriued. Giuc order that rhefe bodies 
High on a flage be placed to the view, 

And let me fpeake to th yet vnknowirig World, 

How thefe things came about. So Hull you hcare 
Of carnall, bloudie, and vnnaturall a&s. 

Of accidentall Judgements, cafuall (laughters 
Of death’s put on by cunning, and forc’d caufc. 
And in this vpfhot, purpofes miftooke, 

Falnc on the Inucntors heads. All this can I 
Truly deliucr. 

For. Let vs haft toheareit. 

And call the Nobleft to the Audience. 

For me, with forrow, I embrace my Fortune, 

I hauc fome Rites of memory in this Kingdomc, 



Which arc ro claimc, my vantage doth 
Inuite me, 

hor. Of that I fliall hauc alwaves caufi* » r 
And from his mouth 7 " t0 f peak e , 

Whofe voyce will draw on more ; 

But let this fame be prefently perform’d 

Euen whiles mens mindcs arc wildc * 

Left more mifchance 
On plots, and errors happen. 

For. LetfoureCaptaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Soldier to the Stage 
For he was likely, had he becneputon * 

To haue prou’d moft royally; 

And for his paflage. 

The Souldiours Muficke,and the rites ofW,.. 
Speake lowdly for him. e 

Take vp the body; Such a fight as this 
Becomes the Field, buit heere (Lewes much am;. 

Go, bid the Souldiers fhoote. ' 

Exeunt LMarching: after the wbicb, 

Ordettance arejhot off. *** 


FINIS. 





THE TRAGEDIE OF 


ICING LEAR. 


asftfas Trimus. Sccena Trim a. 


Enter Kent, Cloucefftr, And Edmond. 


Kent. 

ought the King had more a (reeled the 
f®|r W^Ouke of Albany, then Cornwell* 
v|r |y4 Clou* It did alwayes feenaefo to vs : But 
V|®| n °w inthediuifionofthcKingdomc, itap- 

^feJ«S^#peares not which of the Dukes hee valewes 
m0 ft } for qualities are fo weigh’d, thatcurioficy in nei¬ 
ther, can make choife of cithers moity. 

Kent, Is not this your Son, my Lord? 
glou. His breeding Sir,hath bin at my charge, I hauc 
foofeen blufh’d to acknowledge him, that now I am 
braz’d too t. 

Kent. I cannot conceiue you. * 1 
Glou . Sir,this yong Fcllowcs mother could; where- 
vpon (he grew round womb’d, and had indeede (Sir) a 
Sonne for her Cradle, ere Ihe had la; husband for her bed. 
Doyoufmellafauh? 

Kent. I cannot wilb the fault vndone, the ifiueofit, 
being fo proper. 

Clou, But 1 haue a Sonne, Sir, by order of Law,fome 
yeere elder then this ; who, yet is no deerer in tny ac¬ 
count, though this Knaue came fomthing faweily to the 
world before he was fcoc for: yet was his Mother fayre, 
there was good fport at his making, and the horfon muft 
be acknowledged. Doe you know this Noble Gentle¬ 
man, Edmond ? 

Edm. No, my Lord, 

Glou. My LordofKent: 

Remember him heereafter,as my Honourable Friend. 
Edm. My feruicestoyour lordibip. 

Kent, I muft loue you, and fuc to know you better. 
Sdm, Sir,I (ball ftudy deferuing. 

Clou. He hath bia out nine yearcs, and away he {ball 
againe. The King is comming. 

Sennet. Enter King Lear , Cornwall, Albany, C oner ill, Re¬ 
gan, Cordelia,'and attendants. 

Lear. Attend the Lords of France Sc Burgundy ,Glofter, 
Glou. 1 fball.my Lord. Exit. 

Lear. Meane time we (bal expretfeour darker purpofe. 
Giue me the Map there. Know, that we hauc diuided 
In three our Kingdome: and’tis our faft intent, 

To {hakeall Cares-and Bufinefle from our Age, 
Conferring them on yonger (Lengths, while we 
Vnburthen’d crawle toward death. Our fon of Cornwal, 
And you our no lefle louing Sonne of Albany, 


We haue this hourc a conftant will to publifb 
Cm daughters feuerall Dowers, that tuture ilrife 
May bepreuented now.Thc Princes Jr .nee Si Burgundy, 
Great Riuals in our yongeft daughters loue. 

Long in our Court, haue made their amorous foiourne, 
And heere are to he anfwer’d. Tell me my daughters 
(Since now we will diueft vs both ofllule, 

Inccreft of Territory, Cares ofState) 

Which ofyou fliall we fay doth loue vs moft. 

That we, our largeft bountie may extend 
Where Nature doth with merit challenge. Goncrill , 

Our deleft borne, fpeake firft. 

(? 0 «.Sir, I loue you more then word can weild ^matter, 
Deerer then eye-fight, fpace, and libertie. 

Beyond what can be valcwed, rich or rare, 

No lefle then life, with grace, health,beauty, honor: 

As much as Child® ere lou’d, or Father found. 

A loue that makes breathpoore,and fpeech vnable^ 
Beyond all manner of fo much I lone you. 

Cor. What fhall Cordelia fpeake ? Louc,and be filent. 
Lear.QizW thefe bounds euen from this Linc,to this, 
With (hadowic Forrefts,and with Champains riclEd 
With plenteous Riucrs,and widc-skirred Meades 
We make thee Lady. To thine and Aibanies iffues 
Be this perpstuall. What fayes our fecond Daughter ? 
Our deereft Regan, wife of Cornwall ? 

'Rgg. I am made of that felfe-mcttie as my Sifter, 

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart, 

I finde fhc names my very deedc of loue: 

Onely fhe comes too (bort, that I profeffe 
My felfe an enemy to all other ioyes, 

Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe prefefles. 

And finde I am alone felicitate 
In your dccrc Highnefic loue. 

for. Then poore Cordelia, 

And yet not fo, fince I am fure my Iouc’s 
More ponderous i hen my tongue. 

Lear. To thee,and thine hereditarie cuer, 

Remainc this ample third of our faire Kingdom?* 

No lefle in {pace, validitie, and pleafurc 
Then that confetr’d on Generill■ Now our Ioy, 

Although our laft and leaft; to whofe yong louejf 
The Vines of France, and Milke of Burgundie, 

Scriue to he intereft. What can you fay, to draw 
A third, more opilent then your Sifters? fpeake, 

Cor, Nothing tny Lord. 

Lear. Nothing? 

qq > . Cor, j 
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The Tragedie ofKing Lear. 


Cor. Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing will come of nothing,fpeakc againe. 
Cor. Vnhappic chat I am,I cannot hcauc 
My heart into my mouth.I loue your Maiefty 
According to my bond,no more nor Icffe. 

Lear . How,how (ordelta }Mend your Ipccch a little, 
Lcaft you may marre your Fortunes, 

Cor . Good my Lord, 

You haue begot me,bred me,lou’d me. 

1 returne thofe duties baeke as arc right fit. 

Obey you,Loue you,and moll Honour you. 

Why haue my Sifters Husbands,if they fay 
They loue you all ?Happily when I fhall wed, 

That Lord,whofc hand muft take my plight,fhall carry 
H*lfe my loue with him, halfc my Care,and Dutie, 

Sure I fhall ncuer marry like my Sifters. 

Lear . But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor. I my good Lord. 

Lear. So young, and fovntender? 

Cor. So young my Lord,and true. 

Lear. Let it be fo,thy truth then be thy dowre: 

For by the facred radience of the Sunnc, 

The miferies of Heccat and the night .• 

By all the operation of the O. bes. 

From whom wc do ex 1 ft,and ceafc to be, 

Heere I difeiaime all my Patcrnall care. 

Propinquity and property of blood, 

And as a ftranger to my heart and me. 

Hold thee from this for euer. The barbarous Scythian y 
Or he that makes his generation mefles 
To gorge his appetite,(hall to my bofomc 
Be as well neighbour’d^pitcied^and rclceu’d. 

As thou my fometime D lughcer. 

Kent. Good my Liege. 

Lear. Peace Kent, 

Come not bet weene the Dragon and his wrath, 

1 lou’d her moft,and thought to let my reft 
Oil her kind nurfery. Hence and avoid my fight: 

So be my graue my peace, as here I giue 

Her Fat hers heart from her ; call France > who ftirres ? 

Call ^BurgundyCornwall ,and Albanie , 

With my two Daughters Dowrcs,digeft the third. 

Let pride,which flic cals plainnefle,marry her: 

I doe inueft you ioyntly with my power, 
Preheminencc,and all the large effc&s 
That troope with Maiefty Our felfe by Monthly courfe. 
With referuation of an hundred Knights, 

By you to be iuftain’d,fhall our abode 
Make with you by due turne,oncly we fhall recaine 
The name, and all ch’addition to a King :thc Sway, 
Rcuennew Execution of the reft, 

Beloucd Sonnes be yours,which to confirme, 

This Coronet part betweene you. 

Kent. Roy all Lear, 

Whom I haue cuer honor’d as my King, 

Lou'd as my Father,as.my Mafter follow'd. 

As my great Patron thought on in my praiers. 

Le. The bow is bent & drawne,make from the fhafe. 
Kent. Let it fall racher,though the forke inuade 
The region of my heart,b£/f**r vnmanncrly, 
WhenZ^^isrnad,vvhat vv.Quldeft thou do old man? 
Thinl -• chat dutic fhall haue dread to fpeakc. 

When ppwer to flattery bpwes ? 

To plair|ng(ic honour s bound, 

When Maiefty falls to folly,referuc thy ftatc, 

And in thy beft confederation chccke 


This hideous rafhneffe,anfwerc my 
Thy yongett Daughter do's not loue thee Lft gCnitn| 
Nor are thofe empty hearted, whole low fouJ 
Rcuerbe no hollownefie. °“ nds 

Lear. Kent,on thy life no more. 

Kent. My life 1 ncuer held but as pawne 
To wage againft thine encmies,ncre fearc to 1 ■ 

Thy fafety being motiue. 

Lear. Out of my fight. 

Kent. See better Lear, and let me ftill remain. 

The true blanke ofthine eie. 

Kear. Now by -Apollo, 

Lent. Now by Apollo ,King 
Thou lwear.fi thv Gods in vaine. 

Lear, O Vaffall 1 Mifcreant. 
uilb. Car, DeareSirforbeare. 

Kent. Kill thy Pbyfuion,and thy feebeflow 
Vpon the foule difeafe,reuoke thy guift, 

Or vthil’ft I can vent clamour from my throate 
lie tell thee thou doft cuill, 

< -f** 1H Tn n r e rcc / cant » OI 1 1 thin L e ^geancehearem, 

1 bat thou hafi fought to make vs breakc our vowe s 
Which we durltneuer yet; and with drain’d pride ’ 

To come betwixt our fentences,and our power, * 
Which,nor our nature,nor oar place can beare* * 

Our potcncie made good,take thy reward. * 

Fine dayes we do allot thee for prouifion 
To (Lucid thee from difallers of the world, 

And on the fixt to turne thy hated backe 
Vpon our kingdome: if on the tenth day following, 
Thy banifhc trunke be found in our Dominions ** 
The moment is thy death,away. B )Imiter, 

This fhall not be reuok’d, 

Kent. Fare thee well King,fith thus thou wilt appeare 
Freedomc hues hence.and bamfhment is here; 

The Gods to their decre ftielter take thee Maid, 

That iufily think lt,and haft meft rightly ^id : 

And your large fpceches.may your deeds approue, 
Tnat good effects may fpring from words oflouej 
Thus Kent, O Princes,bids you all adew, 

Hce’i lhape his old courfe, in & Country new. Exit 

Flourish, enter Cjlofterxvitb France,and Bur- 
gundy .J)tt enaants. 

Cor. Heere’s France and Burgundy, my Noble Lord. 

Lear. Mv Lord of Bngundie, 

We firft addrefle toward you, who with this King 
Hath riuald for our Laughter; what in the leaft 
Will you require in (ffelcm Dower with her, 

Or ccafeyour quell of Loue? 

“Bur. Mott Royall Maiefty, 

I craueno more then hath your Highneflc offer’d. 

Nor will you tender leflc ? 

Lear. Right Noble Burgundy, 

When Hie was deare to vs. we did hold herfo. 

But now her price is fallen : Sir,therr fhe (lands. 

If ought within that little feeming fubftance, 

Or all of it with our difpie&furepiec’d, 

And nothing more may fitly like your Grace, 

Shee’s there,and (he is yours. 

Bur. Iknow no anfwer. 

Lear. . Will you with thofe infirmities (he owes, 
Vnfricnded,new adopted to our hate 5 
Dow’rd with our curfe,and ftrangcr’dwicb our oath. 
Take her or.leaucher. 

Bur. P» r * 
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^TterTPardon me Royall Sir, 

Eleilion makes not vp in luch conditions. 

le. Then leauc her fir,for by the powre that made me, 
. te ]lyou ail her wealth. For you great King, 

1 ^ould not from your loue make fuch a ftray, 
foinacch you where I hate,thcrefore befccchyou 
■pauert your liking a more worthier way, 
fhen on a wretch whom Nature is afiiam’d 
t acknowledge hers. 
fra. This is moft ftrangc. 

That (lie whom euen but now,was your obie&. 

The argument of your prade^hne of your age. 

The beft,the deereft,(hould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing fo monftrous,to difniantlc 
So many folds of fauourilure her offence 
jduftbeoffuch vnr.aturall degree, 

That monfters it : Or your forc-voucht affeftion 
fall into taint,which to beleeue of her 
Mufi be a faith that reafon without miracle 
Should neuer plant in me. 

Cor. I yet bcfecch your Maiefty. 

]ffor I want that glib and oylic Art, 

To fpeakc and purpofc not,fincc what I will intend. 

He do’t before I fpcakc,thatyou make knownc 
Itis no vicious blot,murther,or foulenelfe, 
fjovnchafteailion or dilhonoured ftep 
That hath depriu’d me of your Grace and fauour, 
Buteucnfor wantofthat,fcr which I am richer, 

A Bill foliciting eye,and fuch a tongue. 

That I am glad I haue nor,though not to haue it. 

Hath loft me in your liking. 
lear. Better thou had’ft ’ 

Not beenc borne,then not t haue pleas'd me better, 
fra. Is it but this / A tardineffc in nature. 

Which often leaucs the hiftory vnfpokc 
That it intends to do : my Lord of Burgundy, 

What fay yon to the Lady ? Lone’s not loue 
When it is mingled with regards.that (lands 
Aloofe from th’intire point,will you haue her ? 

She is hcrfelfe a Dowrie, 

Bur. RoyailKing, 

Giue but that portion which your felfe propos’d. 

And here I take firdclia by the hand, 

Dutchcffe of Burgundie. 

Lear, Nothing,! haue fworne,I amfirme. 

Bur. I am forry then you haue fo loft a Father, 

That you muft loofc a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundie , 

Since that refpeR and Fortunes arc his loue, 

I (hall not be his wife. 

w . 

Fra. Faireft Cordelia^ that art moft rich being poore, 
Moft choifc forfaken,and moft lou’d defpis’d, 

Thee and thy vertues here I feize vpon, 

Be it lawfull I rake vp what’s caft away. 

Goc^Gods! Tis ftrangc,that from their cold’ft negle$ 
My Loue fhould kindle to enflam’d rcfpcdl. 

Thy dowrclf.flc Daughter King, throwne to my chance. 
Is Quecnc ot vs,ofours,and our (i\zeFrar,ce: 

Not all the Dukes of watiifli Burgundy , 

Can buy this vnpriz’d precious Maid of me. 

Bid them farewell Cordelia^hou^tx vnkindc, 

Thou loolcft here a better where to finde. 

Lear. Thou haft her France\\tt her be thinCjfor wc 
Haue no fuch Daughter,nor (hall euer fee 
That face of hers againe, ihcrforc be gone, 

Without our Grace,our Loue,our Benizon: 


mi. 


Come N oblc Tnrgmdte^ l lourtfb* Exeunt. 

l u Fra. Bid farwdl to your Sifters. 

Cor 9 The Jewels ot our Father,with wafh’d eic s 
Cordelia lcaues you,1 know you what you arc* 

And like a Sifter am moft loth to call 

Your faults as they arc named# Loue well our Father: 

To your profefled bolomes 1 commit him* 

But yet ala$,ftood I within his Grace, 
i would prefer him to a better place. 

So farewell to you both. 

Regn. Prefcribe not vs cur dutie. 

Con. Let your ftudy 

Be to content your Lord,who hath receiu’d you 
At Fortunes aimes 3 you haue obedience (canted. 

And well 3 re worth the want chat you haue wanted. 

Cor . Time (hall vnfold what plighted cunning bides, 
Who couers faults,ac lait with Ihamc derides; 

Well may you prolper. 

Fra. Come my faire Cordelia. Exit France and Cor. 
Gon. Sifter,it is not little I haue to fay. 

Of what moft nccreiy appercaincs to vs both, 

] chinkc our Father will hence to night. (with vs. 

Reg. That's moft certaine,and withyou: next moncth 
Gen* You fee how full of changes his a^c is, the ob- 
feru3tion we haue made of it hath becne licUe^hc alw aies 
lou d our Sifter moft,and with what poorc iudgeinent he 
hath now caft her off,appeares too groflely. 

Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age,yet he hath euer but 
flenderly knowne himfelfe. 

Gon. The beft and founded of his time hath bin but 
rafb^henmuft we looke from his age, toieceiuenot a- 
lone the impcrfe£hon$ of long ingiaffed condition, but 
therewithal! the vnruly way-vvardueflc,that infirmc and 
cnolericke yeares bring with them. 

Reg. Such vneonftant ftartsarewe like to haue from 
him,as this of Kents banishment. 

Cjon. There is further complement of leaue-taking be¬ 
tweene France and hinx,pray you let vs lit together, it our 
Father carry authority with fuch difpofition as he bearca* 
thisjaft furrender of his will but offend vs. 

^^.Weftvall further chinke of it. 

Gon. VVe muft do fomething,and i'ch* hcatc. Exeunt. 


Seem Secnnda. 


Enter Bafiard, 

Baft. Thou Nature art my Goddeffe.to thy Law 
My fcruices are bound,whereforc fhould I 
Stand in the plague ofcuftome,and permit 
The curiofity of Nations, to depriue nae? 

For that I am fome twelue.or fourteenc MoonChines 
Lag of a Brother ? Why Baftard ? Wherefore bale ? 
Whcnjpiy Dimenfions are as v/ell compa<9t. 

My mindc as gcnerous.and my fhape as true 
As honeft Madams iflue ? Why brand they vs 
With Bafe ? With baicnes Batftadic ? Baft, Bafc? 

Who in the ltiftie ftealth ofNature,take 
More conipofition.and fierce qualitic, 

Tlien doth within 3 dull flalc tyred bed 
Goe to th creating a whole tribeef Fops 
Goe’eweene a {leepe, a nd wake ? Well then* 

Legitimate Bdgar,1 muft haue yoorland. 

Our Fathers loue,is to the Baftard Sdmovd, 

As to th’legitima^e: fine word ; Legitimate. 

. .Well 
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Well, my Legitimate, if this Letter fpeed, 

And my inuention thriue, Edmond the bale 
Shall to’ch’Legirimatc: I grow,l profper: 

Now Gods,ftand vp for Baftards. 

Enter Clonceficr. 

CJ/o.Kent banilh’d thus? and France in choller parted ? 
And the King gone to night ? Prcicrib d his powrc. 
Confin’d to exhibition? All this done 
Vpon the gad ? Edmond, how now? What newes ? 

Baft, So pleafe your Lordthip, none. 

Clou. Why fo earneftly fecke you to put vp j Letter ? 

"Baft, I know no ncvves,my Lord. 

Cjlou. What Paper were you reading? 

Bafi. Nothing my Lord. 

Clou. No ? what needed then that terrible difpatch of 
it into your Pocket ? The quality ofnothing, hath nor 
fuch neede to hide it felfe. Let’s fee : come, if it bee no¬ 
thing, I (hah not neede Spectacles. 

Bafi. I befeech you Sir, pardon mee; it is a Letter 
from my Brother, that 1 hauc not all ore-read; and for fo 
much as I haue perus’d, 1 findc it not fit for your ore-loo¬ 
king. 

Clou. Giue me the Lctter,Str. 

'Bafi. I fliall offend, either to detaine, or giue it: 

The Concents, as in part I vnderftand them. 

Are too blame. 

Clou. Let’s fee, let’s fee. 

Bafi. I hope for my Brothers iufiificacion, hee wrote 
this but as an eBay,or ufte of my Vertuc. 

Cjlou.reads. This pohcie, andrtuerence of Age,makes the 
world bitter to the befi of our times: hespes our Fortunes font 
VS, till our oldnejfc cannot relltfb them. 1 begin to fnde an idle 
and fond bondage, in the oppreffion of aged tyranny,who fwayes 
not as it hath power , but as itis fitjfer'd. Come to me, that of 
this l may fjeake more. If our Father wouldJleepe till I walfid 
htrn t youjhouldenioy halfe his l{euennew for cuer, and Hue the 
beloued pfyour Brother . Edgar. 

Hum ? Confpiracy ? Sleepe till 1 wake him, you fhould 
enioy halfe his Reuennew : my Sonne Edgar, had hee a 
hand to write this ? A heart and braine to breede it in ? 
When came you to this ? Who brought it ? 

Bafi. It was nor. brought mee, my Lord; there’s the 
cunning of it. I found it chrowne in t ac the Cafemcnt of 
my Cloffer. 

Clou. You know the character to be your Brothers ? 

“Baft. If the matter were good my Lord, Idurft fwear 
it were his: but in refpeft of chat, l would faine thinke it 
wcenot. • 

Clou. Jt is his. 

Bafi. It is his hand,my Lord: but I hope his heart is 
not in the Contents. 

Cjlo. Has he ncuer before founded you in this bufines? 

Bafi. Neuermy Lord.But I haue heard him ofr main- 
taine it to be fit,that Sonnes at perfect age, and Fathers 
declin’d, the Father ilioulU bee as Ward to the Son, and 
the Sonne manage his Reuennew. 

Clou. O Villain, villain : his very opinion in the Let¬ 
ter. Abhorred Villainc, vnnaturall, detefted, brutifia 
Villaine; worfc then brutifb: Go firrah, fecke him: He 
apprehend him. Abhominable Villaine,where is he ? 

&«y?.Idonotwell know my L.Ifitfhall pleafe you to 
fufpend your indignation againft my Brother,til you can 
dertue from him better teflimony of his intent, you fhold 
run a certaine courfe : where, ifyou violently proceed a- 
gainft him, miftaking his purpofe, it would make a great 
gap in your owne Honor,and (hake in pccces.thc heart of 
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his obedience. I dare p awnc dow^emy lifTr?,. ^ 
he hath writ this to feele my affeflion to yevrf^ 

to no other pi etcnce of danger. 3 ‘Ootior, { 

Glou. Thinke you fo? 

Bafi. If your Honor iudge it mceie, 1 w ;n 
where you {hall hearc vs conferre of this and b C ' - v ° 11 
cular afiurance haue your fatisfa&ion arid th Auti ' 
any further delay, then this very Eueninp.' atvvitll oiit 

Clou. He cannot bee fuch aMonfler. FJ 
him out: windemc into him.I pray y ou *f r9 W , k'ltc 
fineflc after your owne wifedome. I w'onl a ** n 
felfe, to be in a due refolution. Uldvnft «e„, 

Bafi. 1 will feeke him Sir, prcfently • conn*, l , 
fineficas 1 {hall find meancs.and acquaint vm 
Thcfc late Eclipfc.in 

tend no good to vs : though the wifedomeofN P ° r 
reafon it thus, and thus, yet Nature finds it r,if»f!“ rc 
by the fequent efFcds I.oue cooles, fSendlhip 
Brothers d.uide. In Cities, mutinies; in Countr! 
cord ; in Pallaces, Treafon; and the Bond crack’d >’ 
Sonne and Father. This villaine of mine conies vnd?? 
prediction; there’s Son againft Father, the Kinpfil r 
byas of Nature, there’s Father againft Child'e.^^g^j* 
{eene the heft of our time. Machinations, hollow?.? 
treacherie, and all ruinous diforders follow v, dif„, 
to our Graues. Find out this Vilh^Edmnd i c 
thee nothing, do it carefully ; and the Noble & m lf a 
ted Kent banilh’d; his oftence.honefty.’Tisftf,..,, 

Bafi. This is the excellent foppery of the world ;*£ 
when we are fickc rn fortune,often the furfetsofoiif own 
behauiour, we make guilty of our difafter M he Sun the 
Moone,and Srarres,as if we were villainescn neceffine 
Foolcs by heaucnly compulficn, Knaues, Theeues and 
Treachers by Sphcricall predominance. Drunkards,Ly- 
ars,and Adulterers by an inforc'd obedience ofPlanaurv 
influence; and all that we are euiU in, by a diuinc dim. 
ftmgon. An admirable euafion of Whore-mallcr-m^ 
to lay his Goatifii difpofition on the charge ofaStarre! 
My father compounded with thy mother vndcr the Dra¬ 
gons taile, and my Natiuitywas vnder Frfa Maw, f 0 
that it followes, lam rough and Lcacherous. I ihoukl 
haue bin that I am, had rhe maidenlcft Starreinthc Fir. 
mament twinkled on my laftardizing. 

Enter Ecigar. 

Pat: he comes like the Catattrophe oftheoIdComedie: 
myCueis villanousMelancholly, withafighelikeTw* 

o’BedUm.-Othefe Eclipfes do portend thefediui. 

fions. Fa. Sol, La, Me. 

Edg. How now Brother Edmond, what ferious con¬ 
templation are you in? 

Bali. 1 am thinking Brother ofaprcdiflionlreadthis 
other day, what fhould follow thefc Eclipfes. 
idg. Do you bufie your felfe with that? 

Bafi. I promife you, the effe&s he writes of,fucceedc 
vnhappily. 

When faw you my Father laft? 

Sdg. The night gone by. 

Bafi. Spake you with him i 
cdg. I, two houres together. 

Bafi. Parted youingoodtermes ? Found you no dif* 
pleafure in him, by word, nor countenance ? 

Edg. None at all, 

Bafi. Bethink your felfe wherein you may haue offen¬ 
ded him : and at my entreaty forbearc his prclence,vmill 
fome little timehath qualified the heat of his difpJeafure, 
which at this inftanc fo rageth in him, that with ibewd- 
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cTueteofyourperfon.it wouldlcarfelyalay. 

Edg. Some Villain e hsthdone me wrong. 

Edt». That’s my feare, I pray you haue a continent 
forbearance till the fpeed of his rage goes flower: and as 
j^retirewith me to my lodging, from whence I will 
fitly bring you tohearemy Lord fpcake : pray ye goe, 
there’* any key : if you do ftirre abroad,goc arm’d. 

Edg. Arm’d,Brother ? 

Edm. Brother, 1 aduiit you co the beft,I am no honeft 
man.ifther be any good meaning toward you-.l haue cold 
V ou what I haue fecne.and heard : Buffaintly, Nothing 
IjJjc the im3ge,and horror of it, pray you away. 

Edg. Shall I hearc from you anon ? Exit. 

Edm. 1 do ferue you in this bufinefle: 

A Credulous Father, and a Brother Noble, 

Whofe nature is fo farre'from doing harmes, 

That he fufpeCfs none.- on whcfefoolifii honeflic 
My praCiifes ride eafie :I fee the bufinefle. 

Let me,if not by birth.haue lands by wit. 

All with me’s meete,that I can fafluoti fit, Ex't. 


Scena "fertia. 


Enter Gonerill, and Steward. 

Gott. Did my Father ftrike my Gentleman for chi¬ 
ding of his Foolc? 

Ste . 1 Madam* 

Gon. By day and night,he wrongs me^euery howre 
He flaflies into one grofle crime a or other. 

That fees vs all at odi»: lie not endure it; 

His Knights grow riotous,and himfclfc vpbraides vs 
On eucry trifle. When he recurnes fromhuncing, 

I will not fpeake with him, fay I am ficke, 

If you come flackc of former feruices, 

You (hall do well, the fault of it lleanfwer. 

Ste. He’s comming Madam,I hearehim. 

Cjott. Put on what weary negligence you pleafe, 

You and your Fellowes: l*de haue it come to queftionj 
If he diftafte it,let him to my Sifter, 

Whole mind and mmel know in that are one. 

Remember what I hauefaid. 

Ste. Well Madam. 

(jon. And let his Knights hauc colder lookes among 
you : what growes of it no matter, 3 duife your fellowes 
io, He write ftraight to my Sifter to hold my courfe?pre- 
pare for dinner* Exeunt. 



Enter Kent* 


Kent* If but as will I other accents borrow. 

That can my fpeech dcfufe,rriy good i ntenc 
May carry through it felfe to that full ifluc 
For which I raiVd my hkeneffe. Nowbanifht Kent, 
Ifchou canftleruewhere thou doft ftahdcondemn'd. 
So may it*comc,thy Matter whom thou IdU'ft, 

Shall find thee full of labours. 


Hemes within. Enter hear and-d f ttffd*nts s 

Lear. Let me not ftay a ioc tor dinner^ go get It rea- 
dy;hownow,what arc thou ? 

Kent. A man Sir. 

Lear. What doft thou profefle ? What would’ft thou 
with vs> 

Kent. I do profeffe to be no lefle then I feeme; o ferue 
him truely that will put n»e in cruft, tolouc him that is 
\ honeft,to conuerle with hini chat is w i(c and iaies iTttlc,co 
feare iudgementjto fight when I cannot thooie/ahd to 
eatenofifh. 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honeft hearted Fellow, and as poorc as 
the King. 

Lear, ifthoubc’ft aspooie for a fubic^as hee’s fdra 
King,thou arc poore enough. What wouldft thou ? 

Kent . Sciuice. 

Lear . Who wouldft thou ferue? 

Kent . You. 

Lear. Do’ft thou know me fellow ? 

Kent. No Sir 7 but you hauc that in your countenance, 
which I would faine call Maftcr. 

Lear. What's that? 

Kent* Authority. 

Lear ♦ What feruiccs canft thou do ? 

Kent. I can keepe honeft connfaile, ride, nm,marre a 
curious tale in telling it, and dcliuera plaine meflage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men arc fit for, I am qual- 
lified in,and the beft of me/is Dilligence. 

I Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. NocfoybungSir to lone a woman for finging, 
nor fo old to dote on her for any thing. 1 haue yeares on 
my backe forty eight. 

Lear. Follow mCjthou fhalt ferue me ,ifl like thee no 
worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. Dinner 
hojdinr.crvwhcrc’s my knaue?myFoolc ?tGoyr»u and ca l l 
my Foolc hither. You you Sirrah,where’s my Daughter? 

Enter Steward. 

Ste. So pleafe you-— - Exit. 

Lear. What faics the Feilow there ? Calf the Clot- 
pole backe: wher's my Foble? Ho, I thinke the world’s 
afleepe,how now f Where's that Mungrell ? 

Kntgb. He faies my Lord, your Daughters is not well. 

Lear. Why came not the (hue backc to me when I 
call’d him ? 

Knigh. Sir,heanfweredmcin theroundcft manner,he 
would not. 

Lear. He would not ? 

Knight. My Lord, 1 know not what the matter is, 
but to my lodgement your Highneflc is not entertain'd 
with that Ceremonious affeftion as you were wont, 
theres a great abatement ofkindneffe appeares as well iti 
the generall dependants^s in the uke himlelfc alfo,and 
your Daughter. 

Lear. Ha i Said thou fo> 

Knigh. I befcech you pardon me my Lord, if I bee 
miftaken, for my duty cannot befilcnc, when I thinke 
your Hi ghnefle wing’d. 

Lear . Thou but remembreft me of mine owne Con¬ 
ception, I hauepcrcciued a moft faint negleA of late, 
which I haue rather blamed as mine owne icalous curio- 
(itie,then as a very pretence and purpofe of vnkindneffe; 

I will looke further intoo’c*: but where’s my Foolc ? I 
haoeoot feenc him this two daies, 

Knight . Since my young Ladies going into France 
u. .. , . Sir, 
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S 'r,the Foole hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that, J haue noted it well, goe you 
and tell my Daughter,I would fpeakc with her. Goe you 
call hither my Foolej Oh you Sir,you, come you hither 
Sir, who ami Sir? 

Enter Stewards 

Ste, My Ladies Father. 

Lear. My Ladies Father ?my Lords knaue,you whor- 
fondog.you flaue,you curre. 

Ste. 1 am none of thefc my Lord, 

I belecch your pardon. 

tear. Do you bandy lookes with me,youRafcall? 

Ste. Ilenotbcftruckenmy Lord, 

Kent. Nor tript neither,you bale Foot-ballplaicr. 

Lear. 1 thanke thee fellow. 

Thou feru’ft me,and lie loue thee. 

Kent. Come fir,arife,away,lle teach you differences: 
away, away, if you will mcafure your lubbers length a- 
gaine,tarry,but away.goe tco,hauc you wifcdome,fo. 

Leer. Now my friendly knauc I thanke thee, there's 
earned of thy leruice. 

Enter Foole. 

Foole. Let me hire him too,here's my Coxcombe. 

Lear. How now my ptetty knaue,how doft thou ? 

Foole. Sirrah,you were belt take my Coxcombe. 

Lear. Why my Boy? 

Foole. Why?for taking ones part that’s out of fauour, 
nay, & thou canft not fmile as the wind fits,thou’ic catch 
colde fhortly,there take my Coxcombe* why this fellow 
ha’s banifh'd two on’s Daughters, and did the third a 
blcflingagainfthis will,if thou follow him, thou mult 
needs weare my Coxcombe. How now Nunckle? would 
I had two Coxcombe*.and two Daughters. 

Lear. Why my B oy ? 

Fool. If I gaue them all my liuingd’ldkcepe my Cox- 
combes my lelfe, there’s mine, beg another of thy 
Daughters. 

Lear. Take heed Sirrah,the whip. 

Foole. Truth’s a dog mart to kennel!, hee mud bee 
whipt out, when theLady Brach..may fiand by’th’fire 
and ftinke. - 


Swethec 


and 


Lear. A peftilent gall to me. 

Foole. Sirha.Ue teach thee a (peech. 

Lear. Do. 

Foole. Marke it Nuncle; 

Haue more then thou Ihoweft, 

Speake leffe then thou knoweft. 

Lend leffe then thou owed, 

Ride more then thou goed, 

Learne more then thou trowed, 

Set leffe then thou throwed ; 

Lcaue thy drinke and thy whore. 

Andkeepein adore. 

And thou fhalc haue qiore, 

Then two tens toafeore. 

Kent. This is nothing Foole, 

Foole. Then’cis like the breath of an vnfeed Lawyer, 
you gaue me nothing fot’c,can you make no vfe of no¬ 
thing Nuncle l 

Lear. Why no Boy, 

Nothingcan be made our of nothing. 

Foole. Pry uiee tell him, fo much therein of his land 
come* to,he will not belccue a Foole. 

Lear. A bitter Foole. 

Foole. Do’ft thou know the difference my Boy, be¬ 
tween e a bitter Foole,and a fweetonc. 


Lear, No Lad, teach ms.. 

Foole. Nunckle, giue mp^ egge, and li c 
two Crown es. 

Lear. What two Crownes/hall they be? 

Foole. Why after 1 haue axt the eg ge i’th’middb 
cate vp the mcacc.the two Crowncs of theeo 2e . - 

thou cloueft thy Crownesi’thTniddle, and Wll cn 
both parts, thou boat’ft thine Affe on thy back- 
durt,thou had’ft little wit in thy bald crowne vsh ** ^ 
gau’tt thy golden one away ; if] fpeakc like mv far* 
this, let him be whiptthatfirftfindcsitfo. * ** C|il 
Foolcs had nere leffe grace in a yecre. 

For wifemen are growne foppifh. 

And know not how their wits to weare. 

Their manners are foapifia. 
le. When were you wont to be fo full cfSonot C 
Foole. I haue v fed it Nunckle, ereftnee rkl, j ^ 
thy Daughters thy Mothers, for when ihotmtfa!* 
the rod,and put’fl downc thine owne breeches th,„ l 
F or fodaine ioy did weepc, ) l ” c y 

And 1 for forrow fung, 

That fuch a King fhould play bo-peepc. 

And goe the Foole among. 

Pry’thy Nunckle keepe a Schoolemafterthat can teach 
thy Foole to lic,l would faine learne to lie. 

Lear. And you lie firrah,wee’l haue you whipt, 
Foole. I marucll whatkin thou and thy daughters a re 
they’l haue me whipt for fpeaking trnc: thoult haue me 
whipt for lying, and fometimes 1 am whipt for holding 
my peace. I had rather be any kind o’thing then a foole 
and yet I would not be thee Nunckle,thou haft pared thy 
wit o’both fidcs, and left nothing i’th’middle; hccre 
comes one o’the parings. 

Enter ConeriS, 

Lear. How now Daughter? what makes that Frontlet 
on t You arc too much oflatei’th’frowne. 

Foole. Thou waft a pretty fellow when thou hadft no 
need to care for her frowning, now thou art anO with, 
out a figurc,I am better then thou art now,I am a Foole. 
thou art nothing. Yes forfooth I will hold my tongue, fo 
your face bids me,though you fay nothing, 
Mum,mum,he that kcepes nor cruft,not ctutn, 

Weary of all^fhall want fomc. That’* a (heal’d Pefcod. 

Con. Not only Sir this.your all-lycenc’dFoole, 

But other ofyourinlolencretinue 
Do hourcly Carpe and Qjarrell,breaking forth 
In ranke,aniL not to be endur’d) riots Sir. 

I had thought by making this well kr.owne vntoyoo. 
To haue found 3 fafe redreffc.bat now grow feaiefull 
By wh3t your felfe too late haue fpoke and done, 

That you prote«5f this courfe,and put It on 
By your allowance.which ifyou fhould, the fault 
W ouid not fcape cenfure,nor the redreffes fleepe. 
Which in the tender of a wholefome wcale, 

Might in theit working do you that offence, 

Which elfe were fhame.that then neceftitie 
Will call di/creet proceeding. 

Foele. For you know Nunckle, the Hedge-Sparrow 
fed the Cuckoo fo long, that it’s had it head bit offby it 
young,fo out went the Candle,and wc were left dark¬ 
ling. 

Lear. A re you our Daughter > (d°^ e 

Con. I would you would make vfe of your good w “ c * 
(WhereofI know you are fraught),and put away 
Thltfe difpoficiooSjWhich of late cranfport you 
From what you rightly are. 

feel*. 
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'^feole. May not an Affe know, when the Cart drawes 

the Horfe ? 

^hoop Iuggc I loue cnee. 

Icar. Do’s any hcerc know me ? 

This * s Lew t 

p 0 * s Lear walke thus ? Speake thus ? Where are his cies? 
Either his Notion weakens, his Difcernings 
^rc Lcchargied. Hal Waking ? Tis not fo? 

\Vho is it that can tell me who lam? 
foole. Lears fhadovv. 

Lear. Your name, faire Gentlewoman ? 

Gon, This admiration Sir, is much o’tnTauour 
Of other your new prankes. I do befccch you 
po vnderfhnd my purpofes aright: 

you are Old^nd Reuercnd,fliouIci be Wife* 

Hcere do you keepe a hundred Knights and Squires, 
jVlen fo diforder’d, lo debofh’d, and bold. 

That this our Court infe&cd with their manners, 

Shcwcs like a riotous Inne; Epicurifme and Luft 
jyfakeslt morclikcaTaucrnc,ora Biothell, 

Then a grac’d Pallace. The fliame it felfe doth fpcake 

For inftanc remedy. Be then defir’d 

By her, chat clfc will cake the thing fhebegges* 

A little ro difquantity yourTrainc, 

And the remainders that fliatl ftill depend. 

To be fuch men as may befort your Age, 

Which know thcmfelues, and you # 

Lear. Darkneffc,and Diucls# 

Saddle my horfes : call my Trainc together. 

Degenerate Baftard, lie not trouble thee ; 

Yrt haue I left a daughter. 

Gon o You ftrike my people,and your difordcrM rable, 
makeSeruants of their Betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear. Woe, that too late repents 2 
Is it your will, fpcake Sir ? Prepare ny Horfes, 
Ingratitude! thou Marble-hearted Fiend, 

More hideous when thou fhew’ft thee in a Child, 

Then the Sea-monfter. 

Alb. Pray Sir be patient. 

Lear. Dctefted Kite, thou Iyeft. 

MyTraine are men ofchoice, and rareft parts. 

That all particulars ofdutieknow. 

And in the moll exa£l regard, fupporc 

The worfhips of their name. O’moft fmall fault, 

How vgly did’ft thou in Cordelia (he w ? 

Which like an Engine, wrencht my frame ofNaturc 
From the fixt place; drew from my heart all loue. 

And added to the gall. O Lear 9 Lear J 

Bcatc at this gate that let thy Folly in. 

And thy dcercludgemcnt out. Go,go,my people. 

Alb. My Lord, I am guilclcITe, as I am ignorant 
Ofwhat hath moued you. 

Lear . It may be fo,my Lord. 

Heare Nature, hearc deerc Goddcfle, heare: 

Sufpend thy purpole, if thou didTt intend 
1 0 make this Creature fruitfull: 

Into her Wombe conue.y ftirrility, 

Dric vp in her the Organs of incrcafe. 

And from h^r derogate body t neucr fpring 
A Babe to honor her. It (lie muft teeme, 

Creace her chilcle ofSpleene, that it may Hue 
And be a thwart difnacur’d torment to her. 

Let icftampe wrinkles in her brow ofyouth, 

With cadent i cares tret Channels in her cheekc$ f 


2 8p 

Turnc all her Mothers paines } and benefits 
To laug’nter,and contempt: That Ibc may fecle. 

How ftarper then a Serpents tooth it i*, 
TohaueathankleffcChilde. Away, away. Exit. 

Alb. Now Gods that we adore. 

Whereofcomes this ? 

Con. Neucr alfluft your felfe to know more ofit: 

But let his difpofition haue that fcopc 
As dotage giues it. 

Enter Lear. 

Lear. What fiftie of my Followers at a clap ? 

Within a fortnight? 

Alb What’s the matter Sir ? 

Lear. He tell thee: 

Life and death, I am afliam’d 

That thou haft power to fliake tny manhood thus. 

That thefe hot teares, which breake from me perforce 
Should make thee worth them. 

Blaftes and Fogges vpon thee : 

Th’vntcnted woundings ofa Fathers curfe 
Pierce euerie fenfe about thee. Old fond eye*, 

Beweepe this caufe againc, Ilcpluckeye out. 

And caft you with the waters that you ioofc 
To temper Clay. Ha? Let it be fo. 

1 haue another daughter, 

Woo I am fure is kinde and comfortable : 

When fhe (ball heare this of thee, with her naile* 

Shee’J flea thy Woiuifh vilage. Thou {halt finrte. 

That lic refume the flrape which thou doft thmke 
I haue caft oft* for euer. g x jt 

Gen. Do you marke that ? 

Aib. 1 cannot be fo parriall Goner ill. 

To the great loue 1 bearc you. 

Con. Pray you content. What Ofrald.hoz} 

You Sir.more Knaue then Foole.aftcryour Mafter. 

Foole. Nunkle Lear, Nunklc Z.e 4 r, 

Tarry, teke ihe Foole with thee: 

A F < x. when one has caught her. 

And fuch a Daughter, 

Should fure to the Slaughter, 

If my C.ip would buy a Halter, 

So the Foole follower after. % x jt 

Gon. This man hath had good Coitnfell, 

A hundred Knights ? 

’Tis politike, and fafe to let him keepe 

At’point a hundred Knights : yes, that on euerie dreamc. 

Each buz, each fancie, each complaint, d:fl>ke t 

He may enguard hu dotage with their powres. 

And ho <3 our Hues in mercy. OJioald ,I fay. 

/4lb. Well,you may fcare too farre. 

Gon. Safer then trufl too fane ; 

Let me ftill take away the harmes I feare. 

Not featc ftill to be taken. I know h»s heart. 

What he hath vtter'd I haue writ my Sifter: * 

If ibe fuftaine him, and his hundred Knight* 

When I haue fhew’d th’Ynfuncffc. 

Enter Steward, 

FTow novtOfwald} 

W n «• haue you writ that Letter to my Sifter ? 

Sieve. I Madam. 

Con, Take you iome company, and away to horfe, 

Inforrae her full of my particular fcare. 

And thereto adde fuch rcafons ofyour owne. 

As may compact nn»orc. Get you gone, 

__ _ And 
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And haften your returne; no,no,my Lord, 

This milky genclcneflc,and courfe of your* 

Though I condemnc not,yet vndcr pardon 
Your are much more at task for want ofwifedome, 

Then prai’sd for harmefull mildnefle. 

Alb . How farce your eies may pierce I cannot tell; 
Striuiug to better, oft we marre what’s well. 

Cm. Nay then - — — 

Alb. Well,well,the uent. Exeunt 
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Scena Quinta. 


Enter Lear, Kent,<ftntleman,and Foole. 

Le.ir. Go you before to GUfter with thefe Letters; 
acquaint my Daughter no further with any thing you 
know, then comes from her demand out of the Letter, 
if your Dilligcnce be notfpeedy, I {hall be there afore 
you. 

Kent. I will not fleepe 'my Lord, till I haue deliuered 
your Letter. Exit. 

Toole. If a mans braincs were in's hceles, wert not in 
danger ofkybes? 

Lear. I Boy. 

Foole. Then I prythec be merry, thy wit {hall not go 
flip-fliod. 

Lear. Ha,ha,ha. 

Tool. Shalt fee thy other Daughter will vfe thee kind¬ 
ly, for though fire’s as like this, as a Crabbc’s like an 
Apple,yet I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. What can’ft tell Boy ? 

Foole. She will tafte as like this as, a Crabbc do’s to a 
Crab: thou canft>tell why ones nofe ftands i’th'middle 
on’s face ? 

Lear. No. 

Toole. Why to keepe ones eyes of either fide ’$ nofe, 
that what a man cannot fmell out,he may fpy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong,. 

. Foole. Can’ft tell how an Oyftcr makes his fhell? 

Lear. No. 

Toole. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snailc ha’s 
a houfe. 

Lear. Why? 

Foole. Why to put’s head in,not to giuc it away to his 
daughters,and leaue his homes without a cafe. 

Lear. I will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father f Be 
my Hordes ready? 

Foole. Thy Affes are gene about ’em; the reafon why 
the feuen Starres are no mo then feuen,is a pretty reafon, 
Lear. Becaufd they are noteight. 

Toole. Yes indccd,thou would’ftmake a good Foole. 
Leivr. Toeak’c again? perforce; Monfterlngraticudc l 
Toole. Ifchou wert my Foole Nunckle, Ii’dhauc thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How’s that? 

Foole. Thou fhouldft net haue bin old, till thou hadft 
bin wife. r , . 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad fweet Heauen > 
keepe me in temper,I would not be mad. How now arc 
, the Horfcs ready f 

Cjent. Ready my Lord. 

Lear. Conje Boy. 


FW.Shc that’s a Maid now,& laughs at “ 

Shall not be a Maid long, vnlcffc things be cut fif*” 111 



Enter Baftard,and Cter an,fetter ally. 


'Baft. SauetheeCVmw, 

Cur. And your Sir,I haue bin 
Withyour Father,and giuen him notice 
That the Duke of CV*w*tf,and Began hisDurJi.ir 
Will behere withhim this night. c 

Baft. How comes that ? 

Cm. Nay I know not, you haue heard ofthe new, 
broad,I mcane the whifper’d ones, for they arev K 
car*kifllng arguments. 'ttbu 

Baft. Noth pray you what are they? 

Cur. Haue you heard of no likely Warres towsrrl 
’Tvvixt the Dukes of Cornwall, and Albany { } 

Baft. Not a word. 

Cur. You may do then in time. 

Fare you well Sir. g. 

Ball. The Duke behere to night i The better bell 
This weaues it felfe perforce into my bufineffe * 
My Father hath fet guard to take my Brother,* 

And I haue one thing of a queazie queftion 
Which I muft a<ft,Briefcneffc,and Fortune worke. 

Enter Edgar. 

Brother, a word, difcend; Brother I fay. 

My Father watches: O Sir,fly this place, 
Intelligence is giuen where you are hid; 

You haue now the good aduantage of the night, 

Haue you not fpoken’gainft the Duke of Corxemll] 
Hee’s comming hither,now i’th’night,i*th’haftc, 

And Regan with him,haue you nothing laid 
Vpon his partie’gainft the Duke of Albany ? 
Aduifeyour felfe. 

Edg. I amfurcon’t,notaword. 

Baft. 1 hcarc my Father comming,pardon me; 
Incunning,Imtift draw my Sword vpon you; 
DraWjfec.ue to defend your felfe. 

Now quit you well. 

Yeeld,come before my F3ther,lighthoa,here, 

Fly Brochcr,Torchrs;T otches.fo Farewell. 

Exit Eiger, 

Some blood drawne on me,would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce enrfeauour. lhaucfecne drunkards 
Do more then this in fport; Father,Father, 
Stop,ftop,no hclpc? 

Enter GUjfer/ndStrttants with Torches. 

(fie. Now Edmm d, where’s the villaine? 

Baft. Here (food he in the dark,his (harpe Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked charmcs,coniuringthc Moone 
To ftand aufpicious Miftris. 

< fto . But where is he/ 

Baft. Locke Sir,I bleed. 

Glo. Where is the YiUaine,£<fewwd? . 

Baft, Fled this way Sir, when by no meanes he coulu. 
Glo. Purfuc him,ho;go after. By no meanes, what. 
Baft. Pcrfwadc me to the number ofyourLordlh>p< 
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gut that I told him the reuengingGods/ 

'Gainft Paricides did allthe thunder bend. 

Spoke with how manifoId,and ftrong aBond 
The Child was bound to’th’ Father; Sir in fine, 

Seeing how lothly oppofite I flood 
jo his vnnaturall purpofe,in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword,hc charges home 
Idy vnprouided body,latch’d mine arm:; 

^r.d when he fa w my beft alarum’d fpirits 

quarrels right,rouz'd to th'encounter, 
'irwhethej gafted by the no.yfe I made, 
bullfodaiflly he fled. , 

Gicpi LetJ*i fly farre: 

Not in this LaWnhall he remaine vneaught 
And found; difpatch,tMKjble Duke my Matter, 

My worthy Arch and PWon comes to night. 

By his authoricie I will proclaime it, 

that he which finds him (hall deferue our thankes, 

Bringing the murderous Coward to the ftake: 

He that conceales him death. 

Baft. When I diffwaded him from his intent. 

And found himpight to doe ic,withcurftfpeech 
I threaten’d to difeouer him; he replied. 

Thou vnpoffeffmg Bafiard,doft thou thinke, 
ifl would ftand againft thee.would the rcpofali 
Ofany trutt,vertue,or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith’d i No,what fhoold I denie, 

(As this I would, though thou didft produce 

My very Character) lTd turne it all 

To thy fuggeftion,plot,and damned pradife: 

And thou muft make a dullard ofthe world. 

If they not thought the profits of my death 

Were very pregnant and potential! fpirits 

To make tlicc fcckc it. Tucket wit hits. 

Glo. Oftrange and faftned Villaine,’ 

Would he deny hi* Letter,faid he? 

Harke,the Dukes Trumpcts, I know not wher he comes; 
All Ports lie barre,the villaine fhall not fespe. 

The Duke muS grant me that: befides,his pidure 
I will lend farre and neere,that all the kingdome 
May haue due note of him,and of my land, 

(Loyall and naturall Boy) lie worke the meanes 
To make thee capable. 


Enter Cor now all,Regan, and Attendants. 

Corn. How now my Noble friend,fincc I came hither 
(Which I can call but now,)I hatfe heard ftrangeneffe. 

Reg. If it be true ,all vengeance comes too Chore 
Which can purfuc th’offender; how doft my Lord i 
Glo. O Madam,my old heart is crack’d,it’s crack'd. 
Reg. Whar,did my Fathers Godfonnefeeke your life? 
He whom my Father nam’d,your Edgarf 
Glo. O Lady,Lady,ftume would haue it hid. 
^tg-.Washenot companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended vpon my Father ? 

Glo I know not Madam, ’tis too bad,too bad. 

Baft . Y es Madam,hc was of that confort. 

( %• No maruaile then,though he were ill affected, 
’Tis they haue put him on the old mans death. 

To haue th’expencc and waft of his Reuenucs; 

I haue this prefent euening from my Sifter 
Beene well inform'd of them,and with fuch cautions. 

That if they come to foiourne at my houfe, 
lie not be there. 

Cor. Nor J,aflure thee Regan; 


Edmund, I heare that you haue fihcwuc yout Father 
A Child-like Office, 

Ball. It was my duty Sir. 

Glo, He did bewray his pra£Kfe,and receiu’d 
This hurt you fee,ftriuing to apprehend him. 

Cor. Is he purified? 

Glo. I my good Lord. 

Cor. If he be taken,hc fhall neuer more 
Be fear’d of doing harme,rrske your owne purpofe. 
Hew in my ftrength you pleafe: for you Edmund, 

Whofe vertucand obedience doth this inftant 
So much commend it fclfe,you fhall be ours. 

Nature’s of fuch deepe truft,we (hall much need ; 

You we firft feize on. 

Baft. I {hall ferue you Sir truely,how eucr elfe. 

Glo. For him I thanke your Grace. 

Cor. You know not why weeametovifityou? 

Reg. Thus our of feafon,thredding darke ey’d night, 
Occasions Noble Glofter of fome prize. 

Wherein we muft haue vfe of your aduile. 

Our Father he hath wric/o hath our Sifter, 

I Of differences, which I beft though it fit 
j To anfwcre from our home : the ieuerall Meffengers 
| From hence attend difpacch,our gq»d old Friend, 
j Lay comforts to your bofome,and beftow 
; Your needful! counfaile to our bufineffes, 

Which craues the inftant vfe. 

Glo, I ferue you Madam, 

Your Graces arc right welcome. Exeunt. Tlourijh, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Kent.and Steward feuerallj. 

Stew. Good dawning to thee Friend.art of this houfe? 

Kent. j. 

Stew. Wheremay we fet our horlcs ? 

Kent. 1’tb’myre. 

Stew. Prythee.if thou lou’ft me,tell me. 

Kent. 1 lone thee not. • 

Ste. W hy then I care not for thcc. ; 

Kent. Ifl had thee in Lifsbury Pinfold,I would make 
thee care for me. 

Ste. Why do’ft thou vfe me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Ste. What do’ft thou knew me for? 

Kent. AKnaue,a Rafcall, an eater ofbroken meates,a 
bafe, proud, {hallow, beggcrly, three-fuited-hundred 
pound, filthy woofted-ftocking knaue,a Lilly-liuered, 
a6F:on-taking,whorcfon glaffe-gazing fuper-feruiccable 
fir.icall Rogue, one Trunkc-inheriting (laue, one that 
would’ftbea Baud in way of good feruice, and art no- 
thing but the compofition of a Knauc, Begger, Cowardj 
Pandar, and the Sonne and Heire of a Mungrill Bitch, 
one whom I will bcate into clamours whining, if thou 
deny’ft the leaft fill able of thy addition. 

Stew. Why,what a mor.ftrous Fellow art thou, thus 
to raile on one, that is neither knowne of thee # nor 
knowes thee ? 

Kent. Whatabrazen-fac’d Varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knoweft me ? Is it two dayes finceltriptvpthy 
heeles,and beate thee before the King?Draw you roeuc, 
__ ' _for 









































































for chough it be night,yet the Moone fhmesjle make a 
fop oth’ Moonfliinc of you, you whorefon Culiyenjy 
Barbei:-monger, cl raw. 

Stew. A way, I hauc nothing to go with thee. 

Kent. Dravvyou Rafcall, you come with Letter* a~ 
gainft the King.and take Vanitie the puppets parr, a- 
gainfl the Royaltie of her Father: draw you Rogue, or 
lie fo carbojiado your /hank*, draw you Rafcali, come 
your waies, 

Ste. HelpejhOjinurtlierjhclpe, 

Kent. Strike youflaue tftarid rogue, ftandyou neat 
flaue,ftrike. 

Stew. Helpe hoa,mutther,inurthcr. 

Enter E xfiArd } Cornewall, ReganfGlofter y Sertiants„ 

How now,what s the matter ?Part. 

Kent. With yod goodman Boy, if you pleafc,come, 
lie flefh yc,come on yong Mafter. 

G!o. Weapons? Armcs ? what’s the matter here ? 

Cor, Keepe peace vpon your liucs, he dies that ftiikes 
againc,what is the matter? 

Reg. The Meflenger* from our Sifter, and the King ? 

Cor. What is y<^r difference, fpeake ? 

Stew. 1 am fcarce in breath my Lord. 

Kent, No Maruell,you haue fo beftir’d your valour, 
you cowardly Rafcall,nature difclaimes in thee:a Taylor 
made thee. 

Car. Thou art a ftrange fellow,a Taylor make a man? 

Kent. A Taylor Sir,a Stone-cutter,or a Paintcr,could 
not hauc made him fo ill, though they had bin but two 
yeares oth’trade. 

Cor. Speake yet,how grew your quarrell ? 

Ste, This ancient Ruffian Sir, whole life I hauc lpar’d 
atfuteofhis gray-bcard. 

Kent. Thou whorefon Zed, thou vnneccflary letter: 
my Lord,if you willgiue mcleaue, I will tread tbisvn- 
boulted villaine into morter, and daube the wall of a 
lakes with him. Spare my gray.beard,you wagtaile ? 

Cor. Peace firrai). 

You beaftly knaue,know you no rcuercnce ? 

Kent. Yes Sir,but anger hath a priuiledge. 

Cor, Why art thou angrie ? 

Kent, That fuch a flaue as this fhould wcarc a Sword, 
Who weares no honefty : fuch fmiling rogues as thefe, 
Like Rats oft bite the holy cords ■ a twaine. 

Which arc t’intrince, t’vnloofe ; fmooth euery paffion 
That in the naturesof their Lords rebell, 

Being oils to fire,fnow to the colder moodes, 
Rcuengc,affirme,and turne ciieir Ha’.cion beakes 
With cuery gall,and variy of their Mafters, 

Knowing naught (like dogges) but following: 

A plague vpon your Epilcpticke vifage, 

Smoilcyou my fpecchcs,as I were a Foole? 

Goofe,if 1 had you vpon Sarttm Plaine, 

I'ld driue yc cackling home to Camelot. 

Corn. What art thou mad old Fellow ? 

Clofi. How fell you out,fay that? 

Kent, No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Then Rand fuch a knaue. 

Com. Why do’ft thou call him Knaue ? 
Whatishisfaulc? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Cor. No more perchance do’s minc,nor his,nor hers, 

Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plaine, 

I haue feenc better faces in my time. 
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Then ftands on any (lioulder that I fee 
Before mc.at this inftant. 

Com. This is fome Fellow, 

Who hauing bcene prais’d for bluntne{Te,dcffi , ff A 
A faucy roughnes,and conftraines the o sr {, v attc « 
Quite from his Nature. He cannot flatter he 
An honeft mind and plaine,hc tnuft fp Ca v c ’ , 

And they will take it fo.ifnot, hce’s plaine. 

Thefe kind ofKnaues I know,which in this pl a * 
Harbour more craft,3nd more corrupter ends ^ 

Then twenty filly, ducking obferaants. 

That ftrecch their duties nicely. 

^ Kent. Sir.in goodfaith,in fincerev^^ 

Vndcr th’allowance ofyour great afp^jf ’ 

Whofe influence like the wr% ofradientfire 
On flicking Pkcebns front. 

Corn. What mean’ft by this ? 

Kent. To go out of my dialea, which you difcom 
mendfo much; I know Sir,I am no flatterer hethlk 
guild you in a plaine accent, was a plaine Knaue Z 
for my part 1 will not be, thoughl fhould wC 
difplcafurc to entreat me too’t. 

Corn. What was th’offcnce you gaue him? 

Ste. Incucrgauehimany: 

It pleas’d the King his Mafter very late 
To ftiikc at me vpon hismifconftruSion 
When he comparand flattering his difpleafurc 
Tript diebehind:bcing do wnc,infulted,rail’d. 

And put vpon him fuch a dcale ofMan, 

That worthied him,got praifes of the King, 

For him attempting ,who was fdfe-fubdued, 

And in the fldhment of this dead exploit. 

Drew on me hercagaine. 

Kent. None of thefe Rogues > and Cowards 
But jiiax is there Foole- 

Corn. Fccch forth the Stocks ? 

You ftubborne ancient Knaue,you reuerent Braeart, 
Wcc’l teach you. 

Kent, Sir.Iam too old tolcarne: 

Call not your Stocks for me,I ferue the King. 

On whofe imployment I was fent to you. 

You fhall doe fmall refpc<fts,fhow too bold malice 
Againft theGrace,and Pcrfon of m/ Mafter, 

Stocking his Meflenger. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks; 

As I bau« life and Honour,there (hall he fit till Noonei 

Reg. Tiilnoone? till night my Loid.and all night too. 

Kent. Why Madam,ifl wereyoui Fathers dog, 
You fhould not vfe me 1b. 

7\eg. Sir,being his Knaue,I will. Stocks brought m, 

Cor. This is a Fellow of the felfe fame colour, 

Our Sifter fpeakes of. Come,bring away the Stocks. 

(jlo. Letmebefecch your Grace,not to do fo, 

The King his Mafter,needs rouft take it ill 
That he fo {lightly valued in his Meflenger, 

Should haue hirn thus reftraiiied. 

Cor. Jleanfwcrethar. 

Reg. My Sifter may rccieue it much moreworffe. 

To hauc herGeatleman abus’d,affaulted. 

Corn. Come my Lord,away. Exit, 

Clo. I am forry for thee friend,’tis the Duke pleaiure, 
Whofe dilpofition all the world well knowes 
Will not be rub’d nor ftopt,He entreat for thee. 

Jtew.Pray do notSir,I haue watch’d and trauaii’dhard. 
Some timelfliallfleepcout,thereftIlewhiftle: 

A good mans fortune may grow out at heeles: 


Giue 
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GlueVoUg^od morrow. 

Clo. The Duke's too blamcin this, 

?Tvvill be iil taken. Exit. 

Kent.Good King^that muft approue the common faw, 
Thou out of Heauens benediction com’ft 
jothewarme Sun, 

S oach thou Beacon :o this vndcr Globe, 
by thy comfortable Beamcs Irnay 
perufethis Letter. Nothing aluioft fees miracles 
gutiniieirie I know’cis from Cordelia, 

VVho hath molt fortunately bcene inform'd 

Or my obfeured courfe. And fhall findc time 

c r0 ;ntms enormous State,feeking to giuc 

Lodes their remedies .All we^ry and o’rc-vvatch p d ? 

fakevantage heauie cyesmoi to behold 

j; r . fh mdi. edging. Fortune goodnight, 

Suiue once morc,curnc thy vvheelc. 


Enter Edgar. 

o 


Edgo I heard my felfe proclaim'd. 

And by the happy hollo w of a Ti ce, 

JfcapM the bunt. No Pert is free,rioplace 
That guard, and moft vnufali vigilance 
Do’s not attend my taking. Wlr.les i may feape 
I will preferue my felfe: and am bethought 
To take the bafcft,and moft pooreft flhape 
That euer penury in contempt of man. 

Brought neere to beift; my face lie grime with filth* 
gianket my loines ? elfeall my haires in knots. 

And with prefented nakednefte out-face 
The Windes,and pcrfccutions of the sk»e; 

The Country giucs me proofe^and prefident 
Of Bedlam beggers, who with roaring voices, 

Strike in their num'd and mortified Armcs, 
PinSjVVodden-pnckeSjNayles,Sprigs ofRoiemarie : 

And with this horrible obieft/rom low Farmes, 
poorepclting V / ilLges,Shecps-Coa:es,and Md!es 4 
Sometime? with Lunatickebans, fometime with Piaicrs 
Inforce their charicie: poore Ttirfygod ,?oorc , 

That’s femething yet: Edgar I nothing am. Exit, 

E>*ter LearfFoole^and Gentleman. 

Lea.’ Tis ftrange that they fhould fo depart from home. 
And not fend backe my Meflengers* 

Gent. As I learn'd, 

he night bcforc,cherc was no purp'ofc in them 
Ofthis remoue. 

Kent. Haile to rhec Noble Mafter. 

Lear. Ha?Mak’ft thou this fhamcahy paftime? 

Kent. No my Lord. 

Toole. Hah,ha, he wearesCrucll Garters Horfes are 
ride by the heads, Dogges and Bcarcs. by^h’necke^ 
Monkies by’th’toynes, and Men by’th* legs: when a man 
oucrluftie at legs,thca he weares wodden ncther-ftocks, 
Lear, What's he, 

That hath fo much thy place miftooke 
Tofet thceheere? 

Kent^ it is both he and flic, 

Tour Son ,and Daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No I fay. 
lent, I fay yea. 

Lear . By Inf iter I fweare no. 




Kent. By lnno % I fweare I# 
hear . They durft not do*t: 

They could not, would not do*c: ’tis worfe then murther. 
To do vpon relpeft fuch violent outrage: . 

Rciolue me with all modeft hafte.which way 
Thou might’ft deferuc,or they impofe this vfage P 
Conaming from vs. 

Kent . My Lord,when at their home 
I did commend your Highneflc Letters to them, 

Fre I was rifen from the place,thac (hewed 
My dutic kneeling^cafne there a reeking Pofte, 

S-cw'd inhis haftcjhalfebrcaihleflcjpainting forth 
From Goneri!l\\\s Miftris/alutatioiH; 

Deliucr'd Le:ters fpight ofintermiflion. 

Which prefcntly they read; on thole contents 
They fuminon’d vp their memey*ftraight tooke Ho^fe, 
Cot^mandecl me to folIow,and attend 
The leifurc of their anfwer,gaue me cold lookes. 

And meeting hecre the other Mcflenger, 

Whofe welcome 1 perceiu'd had poifon'd mine. 

Being the very fellow which of late 
DTpiaid lo fawcily againft your Highncfle, 

Hauing more man then wit about mc,drew; 

He rais’d she houfe, with loud and coward cries. 

Your Sonne and Daughter found this trcfpafle worth 
The fhame which heere it fufFers. (way, 

Facie. Winters not gon yet,if the wil’d Geefe fly that 
Fathers that wcare rags, do make their Children blind, 
But Fathers that bearebags,fliall fee their,children kind. 
Fortune that arrant whore 5 nere turns the key toth’ poore. 
But for all this thou *fhalc haue as many Dolors for thy 
Daugh ters,as thou canft tell in a yeare. 

Lear. Oh how this Mother fwels vp toward my heart! 
Thflorica pajjio 0 do wne thou climing forrow. 

Thy Elements below where is this Daughter? 

Kevt. Wirh the Earle Sir,here within. 

Lear. Follow me noc,fiay here. Exit. 

Gen. Made you no more offence. 

But what you fpeake of? 

Kent. None? 

Hi w chance the the ICing comes with fo fmall a number? 

Foole. And thou hadft becne fet i'th* Stockes for that 
qucftion,thoud’ft well deferu’d ir. 

Kent. Why Foole ? 

Fools Wee'! fee thee to fchoole to an Ant, to teach 
thcc chcr's no labouring i'th* winter, AH that follow their 
nofes.are led by their eyes, but bhndemcn, and therc*s 
not a oofe among twenty,but can imellhim that's flink- 
ing; let go thy hold,when a greacviheeleruns dowriea 
hirl, leaft itbreake thy neckc with following. But the 
great one that goes vpward, let him drawthee after * 
when a wifeman giues thee better counfellgiue me mine 
againc,I wouldhausc nonebut knaues follow it, finceii 
Foole giues it. 

That Sir,wh ich ferues and feekes for gaine* 

And folio wes but for forme; 

Will packe*when it begins torainc^ 

And leaue thee in the ftorme, 

ButI will tarry,the Foole will ftay, 

And let the wifeman flic: 

The knaue ttirncs Foole that runnes av/ay^ 

The Foole no^knaue perdie# 

Enter Lear,and Cjlofttt: 

Kent . Where learn’d you this Foole? 

Feolt. Not i a th 9 Stocks Foolej 
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Lear. Deny to fpeake with me? 

They are ficke,they are weary, 

They hauc trauail’d all the night ? mcere fetches, 

The images ofreuolc and flying off. 

Fetch me a better anfwer. 

Glo. My deere Lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the Duke, 

How vnremoueable and fixt he is 
In his owne courfe. 

Lear. Vengeance,Plague,Death,Confufion : 

Fiery? What quality ? Why Glcfler.CjloJler, 
l’ld fpeake with the Duke of Cornewall, and his wife. 

Glo. Well my good Lord;I hauc inform’d them fo. 
Lear, Inform’d them ? Do’ft thou vnderrtand me man. 
Glo. I my good Lord. 

Lear The King would fpeake with Cornwall, 

The deere Father 

Would with his Daughter fpeake,commands,tcnds,fer- 
Are they inform’d of this? My breath and blood: (uice, 
Fiery? The fiery Duke,tcll the hot Duke that - 
No,but notyet,may be he is not well. 

Infirmity doth ftill neglcdl all office, 

| Whereto our health is bound,we are not our felues 
When Nature being oppreft,commands the mind * 

To fuffer with the body; lie forbeare. 

And am fallen out with my more headier will. 

To cake the indifpos’d and fickly fir. 

For the found man. Death on my (late : wherefore 
Should he fit heere i This a& perfwades me, 

That this temotion of the Duke and her 
Is pra&ife only, Giue me my Seruant forth; 

Goe tel! the Duke, and’s wife,!l’d fpeake with them 
Now,prefcntly: bid them come forth and hcare me, 

Or at their Chamber doore He beate the Drum, 

Till it cr:e fleepc to death. 

Glo. I would haue all well berwixt you. Exit. 

Lear. Oh me my heart! My rifi'ng heart! But downe. 

Foole. Cry co it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the 
Eelcs,when fte put ’em i’th’ PaGcaliue, file knapi’em 
o’th’coxcombs with a flicke,and cryed downe wantons, 
downe;’twas her Brother, that in pure kindneffe to his 
Horfc buttered his Hay, 

£nter Cornewall , I \egan t GloJler,Seruants. 

Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

Corn. Haile to your Grace. Kent here fet at liberty. 

Reg I am glad to fee your Higbneffie. 

Lear. Regan,V thinke your are . I know what reafon 
Iihaue to thjnke fo,iftlrou Ihould’ft not be glad, 

I would djuorce me from thy Mother Tombe, 
Sepulchring an Adultreffe. O are you free? 

Some other time for that. Beloucd Regan, 

Thy Sifters naught: oh Regan, fte hath tied 
Sharpe-tooth’d vnkind'nefl'e,likc a vulture heere, 

I can fcarce fpeake to thee ,thou’ltnorbelecue 
With how deprau’d a quality. Oh Regan. 

Reg- I pray you Sir,take patience,! hauc hope 
You lefleknow how to value her defers. 

Then file to fcant her dutic, 

Lear, Say ? How is that ? 

Reg. I cannot thinke my Sifter in theleaft 
Would fade her Obligation. If Sir perchance 
She hauc reflrained the Riots of your Followres, 

Tison fuch ground,and to fuch whdlefomecnd. 

As cleeres her froni all blame. 

Lear. My curie* on her. 
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Reg. O Sir,you are old. 

Nature in you Hands on the very Verp 
Ofhis confine: you fhould be rul’d an H i » 

By foroe diferetion, thatdifeemes iour ftf 

Better then you your felfe : therefore 1 Dr * 

That to our Sifter, you do make retun* ^ y0U » 
Say you haue wrong’d her. J 

Lear. Aske her forgiuenefle ? 

Do you but markc how this becomes ft, l „ 
Deere daughter, I confelTe that I am old • ? 

Age is vnneceflary: on my knees 1 beep/ 

That you’l vouchfafemeRayment, Bed anJ E . 

Reg. Good Sir,no more :thefe are vnfol ,°°^ 

Returneyou to my Sifter. 011 gotly tricke 

Lear. Neuer Regan : 

She hath abated me of haife'my Traffic- 
Look’d blacke vpon me, ftrooke me with h v 
Moft Serpent-hke, vpon the very Heart. H T ° n 

All.theftord Vengeances of Heauen fall 

On h«r tagnttcROl <op > ft,ike he, b 

You t,king Ayres, with Latnencffe. 

Com. Fycfir.fic. 

Reg* O the blefl Gods ! 

So wdl you wift on me, when the raft moodeison 
Lear. Ko Rcgan.thou ftaltneucrhauemy curfi 
Thy tender-hefted Nature ft all not eiue y * 

Thee o’re to harftnefle: Her eves l <. 

Do comfort, and not burnc. ’Tis not in thee Ut,hui< 

To grudge my pleafures, to cut offmy Ttaine 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fi zes * 

And in conciufion,tooppofe the bolt * 
Againftmy comm.ng in. Thou better know’ft 
I he Offices of Nature, bond of Childhood 
Effects of Curtefie, dues ofGratjtude: * 

! Thy halfc o’th’Kingdome haft thou not foreor 
• Wherein I thee endow’d. ° ’ 

Reg. Good Sir. to’th’purpofe. Tackett 
Lear. Who puemy man i’ch Stockcs ? 

Enter Stewards 

Corn. What Trumpet’s that?. 

Reg■ I know’t.my Sifters : this approues her Letter 
That fte would foonebcheere. Jsyour Lady come? 

Lear. This is a Slauc, whofc cafic borrowed pride 
Dwels in the fickly graceofherhefollowes. 

Our Varlet t fromimy fight. 

Corn. Whacmcanc? your Grace? 

Enter Goner ill. 

Lear.W ho flockt my Seruant? Reran\ hauc cood hot 
1 hou did’ft not know on’t. 

Who comes here ? O Heauens J 
If you do louc old men , ifyour fwcct fway 
Allow Obedience; if you your felues are old, 

Make it your caufe: Send downe,and take my parr. 
Art not aflham'd to looke vpon this Beard ? 

O Regan , will you take her by the hand ? 

Gon. Why not by’th’hand Sir? How hauel offended 
All's not offence that indiferetion findes. 

And dotage termesfo. 

Lear. O fide*,you are too tough! 

Will you yet hold? 

How came my man i’ch’Scockes ? 

Corn» I fee him there a Sir: but his owne Diforders 

Defirfu* 
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peferu’d tnuchlcfleaduancement. 

Lear. You? Didyou? 

Reg. I pray you Father being weake,feeme (o', 
jftill the expiration ofyour Moneth 
y 0 u will teturne and foiourne with my Sifter, 
piftniffing halfc your trains, come then to me, 
lam now from home,and ouc of that prouifion 
\Vhichftall be necdfull for your entertainement. 

Lear. Recutne to her? and fifty men difmiU’d ? 

|«lo, rather labiure ail roofes,and chufe 
To againft the enmity oth’ayre, 

pobe fComrade with the Wolfc,and Owle, 

^cceffities fliarpe pinch. Rcturne with her ? 

Why the hot-bloodied France, that dowerleffe tookc 
Ouryongeft borne,I could as well be brought 
p 0 knee his Throne,and Squirc-hkc penfion beg, 
p 0 keepe bafe life a fooce; rcturnc with her ? 
petfwade me rather to be flaue and fump ter 
po this deteftrd groome, 

Qm. At your choice Sir. 

Le.tr. 1 pry thee Daughter do not make me mad, 

I will not trouble thee my Childftarc well: 

Wec’l no more mccte.no more fee one another, 
gut yet thou art my flcft.iiiy blooa.my Daughter, 

Or rather a dilcale that’s in my flefh. 

Which 1 mull needs call mine. Thou art a Byle, 

A plague forc,°r imbofled Carbuncle 

In mv corrupted blood. But 11c not chide thee, 

Let ftame come when it will,I do not call it, 

I do not bid the Thunder-bearer fhoote. 

Not tell talcs ofthce to high-iudging hue. 

Mend when thou can’ft,be better at thy leifure, 

I can be pfitient, I can ftay with Regan, 
land tny hundred Knights. 

Reg. Not altogether fo, 

I look’d not for you yet, nor am prouided 
Foryour fit welcome,giuc cate Sir to my Sifter, 

For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion, 

Muft be content to thinke you old,and fo. 

But ftc knowes what flic doc’s. 

Lear. Is this well fpoken ? 

Reg. 1 dare auouch it Sir,what fifty Followers ? 

Is it not well? What fhould you need of more i 
Yci.or fo many ? Sith that both charge and danger, 
Speake ’gainft fo great a number ? How in one houfe 
Should many people,voder two commands 
Told amity ? ’Tis hard,almoft impoffible. 

Cw.Why might notyou my Lord,recciuc attendance 
: iom thofe that fte cals Seruants.or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not my Lord ? 

Ifthen they chanc’d to flackcye. 

We could comptroll them; ifyouwill come to me, 

(For now I fpieadangcr)! cntrcatcyou 
fo bring but flue and twcntic,to no more 
Will I giuc place or notice. 

Lear. Igaucyouall. 

Reg. And in good time you gatie it, 

Lear, Madcyou my Guardians,my Depcfitaries, 

But kept a refernation to be followed 

With fuch a number ? What,muft I come to you 

With fine and twenty ? Regan, fad you fo ? 

Reg. And fpcak’t agamc my Lord, no more with me. 

Lea. Thofe wicked Creatures vet do look wcl fauor’d 
When others are more wicked,not being the worft 
Stands in fomc ranke ofpraife,lle go with thee. 

Thy fifty yet doth double flue and twenty. 


And thou art twice her Louc. 

Con. Heareenemy Lord; 

W hat need you flue and twenty ? Ten ? Ot flue ? 

To follow in a houfe, where twice fo many 
Haue a command to tend you ? 

Reg. What need one? 

Lear, O reafon not the need ; otir bafeft Bcggcrs 
Are in the pooreft thing fupei fluous. 

Allow not Nature,more then Nature needs: 

Mans life is cheape as B?aftes. Thou arc a Lady; 

] f onely jk> go warme were gorgeous. 

Why Narute needs not what thou gorgeous wear’ft, 
Which fcarcely keepes thee warme, but for ttueinced: 
You Heauens,giue me thatpaticnce.patience 1 need. 
You lee me heere (you Gods)a poore old man, 

A* full of griefeas age,wretched in both, 

I fit be you that flirres thefe Daughters hearts 
Againft their Father,foole me not fo much. 

To beareit tamelyuouch me with Noble anger. 

And let not womens weapons, water drops, 

Staine my mans cheekes-No you vnnactirall Hags, 

I will haue fuchreuenges on you both. 

That all the world ftall--1 will do fuch things, 

What they are yet,I know not,but they ftalbe 
The terrors of the earth? you thinke He wc epe, 

No,lIe not wcepe,I haue full caufe of weeping. 

' Ft or me and Tempeft. 

But this heart ftal break into a hundred thoufand flawes 
Orercjie weepe; OFoole.lfliall go mad, | Exeunt. 

Corn, Let vs withdraw, ’twill be a Scornie. 

Reg. This houfe is little,the old man an’ds people, 
Cannot be well beftow’d. 

Gon. Tis his owne blame hath put himfelfe fr cm reft. 
And muft needs taftc his folly. 

Reg. For his particular,!le recciuc him gladly, 
8'jtmotonc follower. 

Gon. Soam 1 purpos’d. 

Where is my Lord ofG/oficr ? 

Enter Cjlufier. 

Corn. Followed the old man forth,hc is return’d. 

Cjlo. The King is in high rage. 

Corn. Whether is he going ? 

Glo. He cals co Horfe,but will 1 know not whether: 

Com. ’Tis beft to giuc him way,he leads himfelfe. 

Gon. My Lord.entrcate him by no mcanes to ftay. 

Glo. Alacke the night comes on,and the high windes 
Do forely ruffie,for many Miles about 
There’s fcarce a Buft. 

Reg. O Sir,to wilfull men. 

The iniuries that they themfelues procure, 

Muft be their Schoolc-Mafters: fliut vpyour doores. 

He is attended with a defperate traine, 

And what they may incenfe him too,being apt. 

To haue his eateabus’d,wifcdomc bids feare. 

Cor. Shut vp your doores my Lord, ’tis a wil’d night, 
My Regan cpunl'els wellf: come out oth’ftorme. Exeunt. 


Jclus Tertius. Seem Trim a. 


Stortne fall. Enter Kent^ni d Gentleman, feuerallj* 

Kenti Who’s there befldes foule weather ? 

Gen. One minded like the weather,moft vnquictly 
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Kent . 1 know you: Where’s the King? 

Cjent . Contending with the fretfull Elements; 

Bids the winde blow the Earth into the Sea, 

Or (well the curled Waters 'boue the Maine, 

That things might changc,or ccafc. 

Kent. But who is with him? 

Gent. None but the Foole,who labours to out-ieft 
His heart-ftrooke injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you. 

And dare vpon the warrant of my note 
Commend a deerc thing to you. There is diuifion 
(Although as yet the face of it is coucr’d 
With mutuall cunningJ ’twixe Albany,and Cornwall 2 
Who haue, a? who haue not, that their great Starres 
Thron’d and let high; Seruants,who feeme no lefle. 
Which are to France the Spies and Speculations 
Intelligent of our State. What hath bin feene. 

Either in fnuflfes, and packings of the Dukes, 

Or the hard Reine which both of them hath borne 
Againft the old kindeKing ; or fomcching deeper, 
Whereof (perchance) thefe are but furnifhings. 

Gent . I will falke further with you. 

Kent . No,donot: 

For confirmation that I api much more 
Then my out-wall; open this Purfe,and take 
What it containes. If you (ball fee firdeLa, 

(As feare not but you (ball) (bew her this Ring, 

And (be will tell you who that Fellow is 
That yet you do not know, Fyc on this Storme, 

I will go feeke the King. 

Gent . Giue me your hand, 

Haue you no more to fay ? 

Kent. Few words, but to effcdl more then all yet; 
That when we haue found the King, in which your pain 
That way, lie this : He that firftlighcs on him. 

Holla the other. Exeunt. 
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Scena Secuncta. 


Stormefiill. £nter Lear.,and Took, 

hear. Blow windes,& crack your cheek*; Rage,blow 
Y ou Cataracts, and Hyrricano’s fpout. 

Till you hiuedrench’d our Steeples,’drown the Caches. 
You Sulph’rousand Thought-executing Fires, 
Vaunt-curriors ofOake-cIeauing Thunder-bolt*, 

Sindgemy whitehead. And thou all-fluking Thunder, 
Strike flat chc thicke Rotundity o’th’world, 

Cracke Natures moulds, all germaines fpill at once 
That makes ingratcfull Man. 

Foele. O Nunkle, Court holy-water in a dry houfe, is 
better then this Rain-water out o’dooie. Good Nunkle. 
in, askechy Daughters blcfling, hecre’s a night pieties 
neither Wifemen,nor Fooles. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full: fpit Fire, fpowt Raine; 
Nor Raine, Winde,Thunder,Firc arc my Daughters j 
I taxc not you, you Elements with vnkindneife. 

I ncucrgauc you Kingdomc, call’d you Children,* 

You owe me no fubfeription. Then let fall 
Your horrible nleafure. HeercJ Hand your Shue, 

A poore, infirme, weake, and difpis'd old man : 

But yet I call you Scruile Minifters, 

That will with two pernicious Daughters ioyne 
Yourhigh-engender’d Battail;s,’gainft a head 


So old, and white as this. 6^hoT*tiTf^ij 
Foele. He that has a houfe to put’s hpa^" • , 
Head-peece: PU ' 4headln ^s ag0e 

The Codpiece that will houfe,before the he ,A l 
T he Head,and he (hall Lowfe: foBeeper, ° ^ any. 
The man y make* his Toe, what he hfs HarMk^ mjn 5 
Shall of a Come cry woe, and turne his fl c ‘ 6old '"a!c ( 
For there was neuer yet faire woman hJ? Wi *e, 
mouthes in a glafle. * ut 'bee ma <j ( 

Enter Kent. 

Lear No I willbethcpattcrneofal|p at i_ 

I will fay nothing. * Cnc f» 

Kent. Who’s there? 

Toole. Marry here’s Grace, and a Codpiece t , . 
Wifeman, and a Foole. ” cc » «>at j j 

Kent. Alas Sir areyou here? Things that lo 
Loue not fuch nights as thefe: The wrathful! a ni 8 h '> 
Gallow the very wanderers of the darkc 
And make them keepe their Caues: Since T 
Such lhccts ofFire, fuch burfts of horrid ThuJ n ' a!) * 
Such groanes of roaring Winde, and Raine !„ 
Remember to haue heard. Mans Nature calm 
Th’afflia.on, nor the feare. ca »notc a „y 

Lear. Let the great Goddes 
That keepe this dreadfull pudder c’re our heads 
Fmde out their enemies now. Tremble thou w„.. 
That haft within thee vndivulged Crimes c ”* 
Vnwhiptofluft.ee. Hide tbee,thou Bloudvhand. 
Thou Periur’d, and thou Simular of Vertue ? ’ 

That art Jnceftuous. Cayciffe, topecces fluke 
That vnder couert, and conuenient lecming 
Ha’s, practis'd on mans life. Clofe pent-vpguih, 
Rmeyour concealing Continems, and cry 5 * 

Thefe dreadfull Summoncrs grace. lama man 
More ftnn’d againft,then finning, 

Kent. Alacke, bare-headed ? 

Gracious my Lord, hard by hccrc is a Houell, 

Some friendfliip will.it lend you ’gainft he Tempefl: 
Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe, * 
(More harder then the ftones whereof’tisrais’d 
Whi,ch euen butnow, demanding after you, 

Deny’d me to come ui) returnc,and force 
Their fcanted curtefie. 

Lear. My wits begin to turne. 

Come on my boy . How doft my boy ? Art cold ? 

I am cold my ielfe. Where is this ftraw, my Fellow? 
The Arr of our Ncceflitics is ftrangc, 

And can make vilde things preciour.Come,your Houe 
Poore Foole, and Knauc,l haue one part in my heart 
That’s lorry yet for thee. 

Foole. He that has and a little-tyne wit, 

With heigh-ho, the Winde and the Raine, 

Muft make content with his Fortunes fit, 
Though the Raine itraineth etery day. 

Le. True Boy: Come bring vs to this Houell. Ixi 
Foole. This is a braue night to code a CurtiBan: 
UefpeakeaProphefie ere I go: 

When Priefts are more in word, then matter; 

When Brewers marre their M alt with water; 

When Nobles arc their Taylors Tutors, 

No Hcretiques burn'dbut wenches Sutors; 

When euery Cafe in Law,is right; 

No Squire in debt, nor no poor* Knight; 

When Slanders do not Hue in Tongues; 

Nor Cut-purfes come not to throngs; 

When Vfurers tell their Gold i'th’Field, 



Trjiaudes.ar.d whores, do Churches build, 
fhenlh*! theRealmeof Albion t c omc to great confufion: 
iu e0 comes the time,who hues to fee’e. 

That eoi°g ^ aI!je v *’ d wittl f eet *. (time, 

this p'roph'ecic Merlin ftullmake, forTliuebeforehts 
An ^ Exit. 
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E^;cr djlcfrer 3 and r £M9tdf$\ 

Glo. Alacke,alacke Edmund, TTIke not this vnnaturall 
dtf^liog;when I defired their Icanethat • might pi:y him* 
t hey tooke from me the vfe ofmineowne houie, charg’d 
(neon paine of perpetuall difpleafure, neither to fpcake 
ofhim entreat for him ,or any way fuftainehim. 

Mod fauage and vnnatursll, 

Glo< Go too; fay you nothing. There is diuifion be- 
twcenctheDukcs^nda worlfe matter then that: I haue 
received a Letter this night, ’cis dangerous to be fpoken, 
j haue lock’d the Letter in mvCIoffet, thefe inturics the 
King now beares^viil bereuenged home; ther is part of 
aPower already footed, weraufi incline to the King, I 
willlooke him, and primly relieve him $ goe you 3tul 
maintaine ealke with the Duke^hat my charity be not of 
him pcrcciuedf If he askc for me, I am ill^ and gone to 
bed, if I die for ir, (as no leflfe is thrcacned me) the King 
roy old Mafter nnilt be reUcued. There is flrange things 
toward EdmwnLyxiy you be carcfull. Exit , 

"Safi. This Curtefie forbid thee,(hall the Duke 
Inftantly know^and ofthac Letter coo; 

This feemes a faire deferuing,and molt draw me 
That which my Father loofes-no leffe then ai!. 

The yonger rifesjwhen the old doth fall. Exit. 


Scena Quarta . 


Enter Lear JKent f and foole. 

Kent a Here is the place my Eord, good my Lord enter. 
The tirrany of the open night's too rough 
For Nature to endure. Storme flill 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Rente Good my Lord enter hcere. 

Lear. Wilt breakemy heart i 
Kent. I had rather breake mine owne. 

Good my Lord enter. 

Lear. ’Thou tbink’ft *cis much that this cornentious 
Inwadcs vs to the skinfo :’:i$ to thee, (ftorme 

But where the greater malady ii fixe, 

Thcleflcr isfcarcefelt. Thou’dft (lmn aBeare, 

But if they flight lay toward the roaring Sea, 

Thou’dtt tneecc the'B^are i’th’ mouth,when the mind’* 
The bodies delicate j .the tempeft in my mind, tree. 
Doth from my fences take all feeling elfe, 
Sauewhatbeateschere,F»lliall ingratitude* • 

Is it not as this mouth fhouldteare this hand * 1 % 

For lifting tood too’c i But I willpunifih home; 

No,I will weepe no more; in fuch a night, 


TofiiucmeoucPPoureonJ will endure: 

In fuch a night as this ? O Rcgmffoncrttl y 
Your old kind Father/whofe franke heart gaue 
O that way madneffe lies,let rr*e (Bun that: 

No more ofehat. 

Kent. Good my Lord enter here. 

Lear. Prythee go in thy felfeJeeke thine ow£c eafe. 
This teenpea will not giue me leaue to ponder 
On things would hurt me mnre^buc He goe in. 

In Boy, go fir ft. You boufclefle pouertie, - Exit. 
Nay get thee in; He pray,and ihen Ucflrepe. 

Poore naked wretches,where fo ere you are 
That bide the pelting of this pitlilefie ftorme. 

How (hall your Houfe-lcHchead^,and vnfed (kfcsj 
Your lop’d>and window’d raggedneftc defend you 
From feafons fuch as thefe ? olhaue thnq 
Too little care of chis: Take Phyfieke, Pompe^ 

Expofe thy felfe ro feele what'wrcrchesrfccle, • 

That thou maift Shake the feperflux cd them. 

And fj\ew the Hcaucns mote U\W. 

Enter Edgar and Foole. 

Edg. Far.hom > andhalfe > F^th^rri and Tom. 

Toole. Come not in heere Nuhcle^cre^a lp!ric,*helpe 
mc,helpe me- 

Rent. Giue me thy hand,who’s there f 

tocle. Aipirite, afpirite, he fayes his- name’s poore 

T*m. t 

Kent. What art thou that doft grumble there i’th 
ftraw f'Comc forth. 

Edg. Away,chc foule Ficndfollowcs n^e,through the 
fturpe Hauthorne blow the winder Humh, jocto thy 
bed and warm? thcr* 

Lear. Did’ft thou giue all to rhy Daughters ? And art 
thou come to this** *•' - 

Edgar* Who giues any thing to poore Tom ? Whom 
the foole fiend hath led chough Fire, and through Flame, 
through Sword,and Whirlc^poole^’rc Bog,and Quag¬ 
mire,rhsr. hath laid Kniucs vnder his Pillow, znd Hahtrs 
inhisPuc, fee Rats-bane by his Porredge, made him 
Proud of hcarr,co ride on a Bay trotting Hode,oucr fourc 
tncht BridgeSjto courfe his owne fhadow for a Traitor# 
Bliflc thy fiyc Wits y To?m\ cold. O do.dejdo^dejdc de, 
blifl'c thee from Whirle-Windcs,StaiTe^blafting,and ta¬ 
king,do poore Tom fome charitue, whom the ioulc Fiend 
vexc*. There could 1 haue him now,and thei c,and thcic 
ag as ne,and there. Stormefiill. 

Lear. Ha’s his Daughters brought him to chh pafle ? 
Could’ftthou faue nothing? Would’ft thou giue ’em all? 

Foote. N3y,he referu’d a Blanker, eife we had bin all 
fham’d. 

Lea. Nowall the plagues that in the pendulous ayre 
Hang fated o’remcns faults,light on thy Daughters. 

Kent . He hath no Daughters Sir. 

hear* Death Traitor, nothing could haue fubdu’d 
To fuch a iowncffc,but his vnkind Daughters. (Nature* 
Is it the fafhi6n,that difcardedFathers^ 

Should haue thus little mercy on their fldfti: 
ludicious punifhmeot, ’cwai this fte(h begot 
Tnofe Pelicane Daughters. 

Edg Pillicock fat on Piilicock hill,alow:alow s loo,loo. 

Toole. This cold mghc will turne vs all to Fooles, aoid 
Madmen. 

Edgar. Take heed o’th’foale Fiend, obey thy Pa¬ 
rents, keepe thy words luftice, fwcare net, commit not, 
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witiimans fworne Spaufe ; Cet not thy Swect-hcart on 
proudarray. 7«wV acol<L , ....... 

Lear. What hdft thou bin ? 

Edg. A Seruingman ? Proud in heartland mindej that 
curl’d my hairc, worcGloucs in my cap j feru’d the Luft 
of my Miftns heart, and did thea&eof daikeneffe yvrith 
her. S wore as many Oachcs, as I fpake.words, Si broke 
them in the fwcct face of Hcaiien. One, that fleptin the 
contrioing of Luft, and wait’d to doeit; Winclou’dI 
deerely, Dice deerely; and in Woman, out-Paramour'd 
the T urke. Faife of heart, light of care, bloody ofhand ; 
Hog in flothjFoxe in ftealt-li, Wolfe in greedineffe,Dog 
in madnes, Ly on in prey,Let npt the creaking of fhoocs, 
Nor the milling of Silkcs, betray thy poore heart to wo¬ 
man.. Kcepe thy foo{c out of Brothels, thy hand out of 
Plackets, thy pqn from Lenders Bookcs, and defye the 
foulc Fiend. Still through theHauthorne blowesthe 
cold winde r Saycs fuurh, mun,nonny,Dolphin my Boy, 
Boy Sefey /let him trot by. Stormefttll. 

Lear. Thou wertbptterin a Graue, then to anfwcre 
with thy vneouer’d body, this extremitie of the Skies. Is 
man no more then this ? Confider him well. Thou ow’d 
the Worme no Silke; the Beaft, no Hide; the Sheepe.no 
WoolljtheCat, no perfume. Ha? Here’s three on’s are 
fophifticated. Thop .^rtthe thing it iclfe; vnaccommo- 
dated man, is no more but fuch a poore, bare, forked A- 
nimall as thou art. Off, off you Lendrogs : Come, vn- 
buttonbeerc. 

Eater Gloucefter, with a Torch. 

Toole. Prythce Nuncklc be contented, ’tis a naughtje 
nighttofivimmein. Nowa littlefireina wildcField, 
werelike art old Letchers heart, a fmall fpark, all the reft 
on’s body,cold : Looke, heere comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foule Flibbertigibbet; hee begins at 
Curfew, and walkes at firft Cocke : Hec giucs the Web 
and the Pin, fquints the eye, and makes the Hare-hppe; 
Mildewes the white Whcate, and hurts the poore Crea¬ 
ture ofearth. 

Stvitbold footed thrice the old. 

He met the Night-Mare,and her nine-fold; 

Bid her a-lighc.atu! her troth-plight. 

And aroync thee Witch,aroynt thee. 

Kent. How fares your Grace ? 

Lear- What’s he ? 

Kent. Who's there ? Whatis’t you feeke? 

Glott. What are you there ? Your Names ? 

Edg. Poore Tom, that eates the fwimming Frog, the 
Toad, the Tod-polc, the wali-Neut, and the water: that 
in the ftirie o fhis heart, when the foule Fiend rages, eats 
Cow-dung for Sallets; fwallctvcs the old Rat, and the 
ditch-Dogge; drinkes the green Mantle of the (landing 
Poole: whoiswbiptfrem Tythingto Tything, and 
ftockt,pumfh’d,and imprifon’d : who hath three Suites 
to his t ackc, fixe (hires to his body : 

Horie to ride, and weapon to weare ; 

Buc Mice, and Rats,and fuch fmall Dearc, 

Hauc bin Toms food, for feuen long yeare: 

Beware my Follower. Peace Sroulkin,peace thou Fiend. 
Clou. What, hath your Grace no better company ? 

Edg. The Prince of Darkenefle is a Gentleman. Modo 
he’s call’d, and tJVlabtt. 

Cjhti. Our flefh and blood, my Lord, isgrownefo 
vilde,thatitdoth hate what gets it. 

Edgi Poore Toro’s a cold. 

Glott. Go in with me 5 my duty cannot fuffer 




Tobey in aU your daughter, hard^^C 
1 hough thpir Imun&ion be to barremy d 0o ' 

And let this Tyrannous night take hol/vnon^’ 

Yet hauc I ventured to come feeke you out y0U * 

And bring you where both fire, and food h rM( fi ' 

Lear. Firft let me talke with this Phii 0 (-, 0 ^ 
What is the caufe of Thunder? ^" Cr > 

Kent. Good my Lord take his offer *- 

Go into th’houfe. * 

Lear. He talke a word with this fame lernedTu r 
What is your ftudy ? Miheb, 

Edg. How to preuent the Fiend, and to kill V., • 

Lear. Let me aske you one word in priuate 
Kent. Importune him once more to go L 1 ' a 
His wits begin t vnfettlc. 0 y^ or d, 

gio». Canft thou blame him? 

Hi. Daughter. f«ke his death: Ah,th„ good £ 

He la,d tt would be thus : poute bani(h d m .„. 

Thou fayeft the King growes mad, I]c tell thee P • , 

I am almoft mad my felfe. I had a Sonne ■* Dd 

Now out-law’d from my blood: hcW, mv)i( . 
But lately: very late: I lou’d him (Friend) 1 ' 

No Father his Sonne deerer: true to tell thee 
The greefe hath craz’d my wits. What a night’s t hj s > 
Idobefeechyourgracc. b ,5> 

Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: 

Noble Philofopher, your company, 

Edg, Tom’s a cold. 

Glott. In fellow there,into th’Houeljkeep thee war, 
Lear. Come, let sin all. 

Kent. This way,my Lord# 

Lear, With.him; 

1 w ill kcepe ftill with my Philofopher, 

Kent. Gooa my Lord, footh him: 

Let him take the Fellow. 

Glaa. Take him you on. 

Kent . Sirrai come on: go along with vs# 

Lear. Come, good Athenian# 

Cjloti. No words* no words,hufh. 

Sdg. Childe Rowland to the darke Tower came, 

His word was ftill, fic, foh, and fumme, 

I fcneil the blood of a Brutifh man. Exem 




Scena Quinta . 


Enter Cornwall.and Edmund. 

Corn. I will hauc my reuenge, ere I depart,hishoufe. 

'Baft. Howmy L> rd.J may becenfured, tbatNacure 
thus giues way to Loyaltie, fomethiug fearcs mec to 
thinke of. 

Cornvo. I nowpcrceiue, it was not altogether your 
Brothers euill difpofition made him feeke his death: but 
a prouoking merit let a-worke by a reprouable badnefle 
in himfclfe. 

"Baft. How malicious is roy fortune, that I muft re¬ 
pent to be iuft? This is the Letter which heefpoakeof; 
which approues him an intelligent partie to the aduama- 
gesofFrance. O Heauens]that thisTicafon werenot; 
or not I the detc&or. 

Corn* GowithmetotheDutchefle, 

Baft. If the matter of this Paper be certain, you hauc 
mighty bufineffe in hand. 



Corn. True or faife, it hath made thee Earle of Glou- 
ceftcr : feeke out where thy Father is, that hee may bee 

ready for our apprehenfion, ; 

Baft, if 1 fiode him comforting the King, it wilt ftufre 
his fuipition more fully. I will perfeuer in my courfc of 
Loyalty* though the confliift be fore betweene that, and 
jpyblood.- 

r 0 m Twill lay truft vpon thee: and thou (halt finde 
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Glott. Good friend-, I pry thee take him in thy ar'rtitfs; 
I hauc ore-heard a plot of death vpon him: 
ThercisaLicterready,layhimin’e, ' ' 

And driue toward Douet friend, where thou fh-alt roeetc 
Both welcome, and protetftion. Take vp thy Maftcr, 

If thou fhould’rt dally halfe an houre, his life 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him. 

Stand in affured Ioffe. Take vp, take vp, 

And follow me, that will to fomeproujfion • 
Giuethcequickecondmft. Come,come,aw ay. Exeunt 


Scena Sexta . 


Enter Kent , and Gfottcefter. 

Clou. Heere is becter then the open ayre.takc it thank¬ 
fully: I will peece out the comfort with what addition I 
can: I will not belong from you. . Exit 

Kent. All the po wre of his wits,hauc giuen way to his 
impatience : the Gods reward your kindnefle. 

Enter Lear , Edgar, and Toole. 

Edg. Traterrctto cals me, and tells me Nero is an Ang¬ 
ler in'thc Lake ofDarkncffe .-pray Innocent, and beware 
the foule Fiend. 

Boole. Prythee Nunkie tell me,whether a madman be 
3 Gentleman,or a Yeoman. 

Lear. A King,a King. 

Toole. No, lie’s a Yeoman, that ha’s 3 Gentleman to 
his Sonne: for hee’s a mad Yeoman that fees his Sonne a 
Gentleman before him. 

Lear. To hauc a thoufand with red burning fpits 
Come hizzing in vpon ’em. 

Edg. Bleffe thy fiue wits. 

Kent. Opitty :Sir,where is the patience now 
That you fo oft haue boafted to retainc ? 

Edg. My teares begin to take his part fo much, 

They marre my countcrfetting. 

Lear. The little dogges, and all) 

Trey, Blanch,and Swcec-Tiearc: fee, they batke at me. 

Edg. Tom, will throw his head at them: Auauncyou 
Curres, be thy mouth or blacke or white ; 

Tooth that poyfons if it bite: 

Maftiffe,Grey-hound, Mongrill,Griro, 

Hound or Spaniell, Brache,or Hym: 

OrBobtaile tight, orTroudle taile„, 

Tom will make him weepe and waile. 

For with throwing thus my head; 

Dags leapt the hatch, and all arc fled. 

Do,de,de,de: fcferComc, march to Wakes and Fayrcs, 
And Market Townes : poote Tom thy home is dry, 

Leer. Then let them Anatomize 'Efgan : Sec what 
breeds about herheart. Is there any caufe in Nature that 
make thefehard-hearts. You fir, I entertainefor one of 

I my hundred; only,I do not like the fafhion ofyour gar¬ 
ments. You will fay they are Pcrfian ; but let them bee 
chang’d. 

Enter Glofter. 

Kent. Now good my Lord,lye heere, and reftawhile. 

I Lear. Makenonoife,makcnonoife, draw theCur- 
taines: fo.fo.wee’l go to Supper i’ch’morning. 

Foole. And lie go to bed at noone. ■. 

Glon. Come hither Friend: 

Where is the King my Maftcr ? 

Kent. Here Sir,buc trouble him not,his wits are gon. 


'■■■■■ i 

Scena Soptima. 


Enter Cornwall, Regan , Goner ill , Baftard, ' » 

and Struant t. i ^ 

Corn. Pofte fpcedily to my Lord your husband,’ ftiew 
bin this Letter, the Army of France is landed: feeke out 
the Traitor Gloufter. V 

Reg. Hang him inftantly. •' 

Con. Plucke out his eyes. 

Com. Leaue him to my difplcafure. Edmond, keepe 
you our Sifter company : the reuenges weearc bound to 
take vppon your Traitorous Father, are not fit for your 
beholding. Aduicc the Duke where vou are going, to a 
moft feftiuate preparation : we ate bound to thelike.Our 
Poftes.fhall bcfwift,and intelligent betwixt vs. Fare¬ 
well deere Sifter, farewell my Lord of Gloufter. 

Enter Steward. 

HoWnow ? Where’s cheKing l 

Stew. My Lord ofGloufterhath conuey’d him hence 
Some fiue or fix and thirty of his Knights 
Hot Quefttlfts after him, met him at gate, 

Who, with fome ocher of the Lords, dependants, 

Are gone with him toward Douerj where they boaft 
To hauc well armed Friends. 

Corn. Get horfes for your Miftris. 

Gon. Farewell fweet Lord,and Sifter. Exit 

Corn. Edmund farewell :go fcck the Traitor Glofter, 
Pinnion him like a Theefc, bring him before vs; 

Though well we may not paffc vpon his life 
Without the forme ofluftice: yet our power 
Shall do 3ciiri’fietoourwrath,whichmen 
May blame, but not compcroU. 

Enter Gloucefter } and Servants. 

Who’s there? the Traitor? 

Reg. IngratefulIFox/tishe. 

Corn. Binde faft his corky armes. 

CIon. What mcanes your Graces ? 

Good my Friends confider you are my Ghefts; 

Do me no foule play,Friends, 

Com. Binue him I fay. 

Reg. Hard ,hard: O filthy Traitor. 

Glott. Vnmevcifull Lady,asyotrare,l*me UOne« 

Corn, To this Chaire binde him, 

Villainc, thou (halt finde. 

&ou. By the kinde Gods, ’tis moft ignobly 4 qiC 
To plucke me by the Beard. 

Reg. So white, and fuch a Traitor ? 

Cj’.ott. Naughty Ladie, 

Thefe haires which thou deft rauifh from my chia 
Will quicken and accufe thee. I am your Hoft, 

With Robbers hands, my hofpuable fauours 

You 
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You Hiotild no truffle thut. What will you do? Corn. I haue rccciu’d a hurt; Folio-,v 


Com. Come Sir. 

What Letter* had you late from France ? 

Reg. Be Ample anfwee’d, for we know the truth. 
Corn. And what confederate haue you with the Trai¬ 
tors, late footed in the Kingdoms ? 

Reg. To whofe hands 
You haue fent the LunatickeKing: Speakc. 

Glou, I haue a Letter gueffingly fetdowne 
Which came from one that’s of a newtrall heart. 

And not from one oppos’d. 

Corn. Cunning; 

Reg. And falfe. 

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King ? 

Chu. ToDouer. 

Regg Wherefore to Douer ? 

Was’t thou not charg’d atperill. 

Corn. Wherefore to Douer? Iethimanfwer that. 
CIoh. I am ryed to'th’Srakc, 

And I mull ftand the Courfe. 

Reg. Wherefore to Douer ? 

Cjlott. Bccaufc 1 would not fee thy crnell Nailes 
Plucke out his poore old eyes : nor thy fierce Sifter, 

In his Annointed flefh, ftickeboarifli phangs. 

The St^with fuch a ftormc as his bare head. 

In Hcll-blackc-nightindur’d, would haue buoy’d vp 
And quench’d the Stclied fires: 

Yet poore old heart, he holpe the Hcaucns to raine. 

If Wolucs’nad at thy Gate howl’d that flerne time, 
Thou ftiould!ft haue laid, good Porter turnc thc-Key : 
All Cruels eife fubferibe: but I fhall fee 
The winged Vengeance ouercake fuch Children^ 

Corn, See’t {halt thou neucr.FeilowesholdyChaire, 
Vpoathefe eyes ofithine,Uc fenny foote. 

Cjloft. He that will chinketaliuc,tillhebeold, ' 

Giue me fome help-.——»Ocrucll! OyottGods. 

Reg. One fide will roocke another; Th’othei too. 
Corn. If you fee vengeance. 

Seru. Hold your hand,my Lord: 

I haue i'eru’d you etier fince I was a Childe: 

But better feruice haue I neu?r done you. 

Then now to bid you hold. 

Reg. How now, you dogge ? 

Ser. If you did weare a beard vpon your chin, 

I’ld (hake it on this quarrcll. What do you mcanc l 
Corn. My Villaine? 

J'snv.Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 
Reg. Giue nae thy Sword. A praant ftand vp thus? 

Etiles him. 

Ser. Oh I amflaine? my Lord,you haue one eye left 
To feefome mifehefe on him. Oh* 

Corn. Left it fecmore,preucnt it jOutyildcgelly: 
Where is chy.luftcr now ? 

Cion. AlldaTkeandcomfcrtleffe? 

Where’s my Sonne Edmund} 

Edmrnd, enkindle all the l'parkcs of Nature 
To quit this horrid afte< 

Reg. Out treacherous Villaine, 

Thou call H on him, that hates thee. It was be 
T’natmadelhc culture of thy Trcafonstovs ; 

Who is too good to pitty thee. 

Cjloti. O my Follies! then Edgar was abus’d, 

Kinde Gods, forgitie me that,and profper him. 

Reg;. Go tfbrufi hirii out at gates,and let him fmell 
His way to Douer. " ' Exit with Gloufter. 

How is’c my-Lord? Flow lookeyou ? < If 


tr.e 


Lady. 


Turne out that cyelcffe Villaine .-throw this si, 
Vpon the Dunghill : Regan t 1 bleed apace 
Vntimely comes this hurt. Giucmeyoura rine £ 


tun 


Jttus Quartus. Scena Trii 


m. 


Enter Edgar. 

Sdg. Yet better thus.andknowne to become >. 

Then ft til contemn’d and flatter’d, to be worfl 
The Weft, and moft deiefted thing of Fortune 
Stands fiill in efperance, liues not in feare; * 

The lamentable change is from the bed, 

The worft returnes to laughter. Welcome then 
Thou vnfubftantiall ayre that I embrace: * 

The Wretch that thou haft blowne vnto the yiorft 
Owes nothing to thy blafts. ™» 

Enter Gloufter .and an Oldman. 

But who comes heere ? My Father poorclv led > 
World, World, O world I 
But that thy ftrange mutations make vs hate thee 
Life would not ycclde to age. 

Oldm. O my good Lord, I haue bene your Tenant 
And your Fathers Tcnant, thefe foa rcfccre yeares ’ 
’ den. Away,get thre away: good Friend be gone 

Thy comforts can do me no good at all ’ 

Thee, they may hurt. 

Oldm. You cannot fee your way. 

Glou. I haue no way. amt therefore want no eyes s 
I Bumbled when I law. Full oft ’tis fecne. 

Our meaner lecure vs, and our mcere defers 
Proue our Commodities. Oh deeic Sonne Ede.tr 
The food of thy abufed Fathers wrath : 

Mig t I butliue to ice thcc in my touch, 

JTci lay 1 bad eyes againe. 

Oldm. How now ? who’s there ? 

Edg. O Gods! Who is’t can fay I am at the will? 
I am worfc then ere i was. 

Old ., Tis poore noad Tom. 

idg. And worfe l may be yet: the worfl is not, 

So long as we can fay this is the worft. 

Oldm . Fellow,where goeft cf 
Gloua Is it a Beggar-man ? 

Oldm. Madman^and beggar too, 

Glou. He has fome rcafon., clfc he could not beg, 
Tth'laft nights ftorme, I fuch a fellow faw; 

Which made me thinkea Man,a Worme. MySennc 
Came then into my mince, and yet my minde 
Was then fcarfeFriends with him. 

I haue heard more fince; 

As Flics to wanton Boyes, are we to th'Gods, 

They kill vs for their fport. 

Edg . Howftiouldthisbe? 

Bad is the Trade that muft play Foole to forrow, 
Angering it felfe,and others. Bleffe thcc Maftcr. 

Glou. Is that the naked Fellow? 

Oldm . I y my Lord. 

Glou . Get thee away : If for my fake 
Thou wilt ore-take vs hence a mile or ewaine ■ 
I ? th f way toward Douer, doit for ancientloue. 

And bring fome coucring for this naked Soule, 
Which lie intreace to leade me. 

Old* Alackcfir, he ismad. 



■T V , -- * 1 u U. - 


hektjws,:...5«:** 




Exit 


Clttt. ’Tis the times plague, 

VVhen Madmen leade the blinde: 

as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure: 

Aboue the reft, be gone. 

A Oldm. He bring him the beft Partcll that I uauc 
Cotne on c,what will. 

Glou. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

£dg. poore Tom’s a cold. I cannot daub it funner. 
Cleft. Come hither fellow. 

Edg. And yet I muft '• 

Rleffc thy fwectc eyes, they bleede. 

Clou. Know’ft thou che.way to Douer 
Edg. Both ftyle,and gate; Horlcway,andfoot-path : 
0 oreTom hath bin fcari’d out of his good wits. Blcflfe 
[i, ec good mans fonne. from the foule Fiend. 

Gh *.Here take this purfe,^ whom the heao’ns plagues 
Haue humbled to all ftrokes: that I arn wretched 
Makes thee the happier: Heauens de3lc fo ftill: 

the fupetfluous, and Luft-dieted man, 
ifbatflaues your ordinance, that will not fee 
gseaufe he do’s not fcele,feele your powie quiekly : 
Sodiftribution fbould vndoocxceffe, 

A nd each man haue enough. Doft chou know Douer? 
Edg. I Mailer. 

Glou. There is a Cliffe, whofe high and bending head 
Lookes fearfully in the confined Dcepe: 

Bring me but to the very brimme of it, 

And lie repayre the mifery thou do’ft beare 
With fomething rich about me: from that place, 

I (hall no leading ncede. 

Edg. Giucmethyarme; 

Poore Tom (hall leade thee. Exeunt. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Cj oner ill, Raft or d, and Steward. 

Gon. Welcome my Lord.I mcrucll our miid husband 
Not met vs on the way. Now,where’* your M after ? 

Stew. Madam within, but neuer man fo chang’d ; 

I told him of the Army that was Landed: 

He fmil’d at it. I told him you were comming. 

His anfwer was, the worfc. OfGiofters Treachery, 

And of the loyall Scruice of his Sonne 
When I inform’d him, then he call’d me Sot> 

And told me I had turn’d the wrong fide out: 

What moft he ihoulddiflike, feemes pleafant to him; 
What like, offenfiue* 

Gon. Then (hall you go no further. 

It is the Cowifh terror of his fpirit 

That dares not vndertake : Hee’l not feele wrong* 

Which rye him to an anfwer: our wifhes on the way 
May proue effects. YSitke Edmond to my Brother, / 
Haften his Mufters,and conduct his powrc*. 

I muft change names at home, and giue the Diflafte 
Intomy Husbands hands. This truftieScruant 
Shall pafle betweene vs: ere long you are like to hearc 
(If you dare venture in your owne bchalfe^ 

A MiftrefTes command. Wcare this; fpare fpeech. 
Decline your head. This kifle, if it durft fpeake 
Would ftretch thy Spirits vp intothc ayre: 

Conceiue, and fare thee well. 

Baft. V ours in the rankes of death. Exit. 

Gon. My moft decreGloftcr. 


Oh, the difference of man.and man. 

To theea Womans feruices are due. 

My Foole vfurpes my body. 

Stew. Madam, here come’s my Lord. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I haue been* worth the whittle. 

Alb. Oh Goner til, 

You arc r.ot worth the duft which the rude windc 
Bio wes in your face; 

Gen. Milke-Liuei’d man. 

That bear’ft a cheekc for bio wes, a head for wrongs. 
Who haft not in thy browes an eye-difeerning 
Thine Honor, from thy differing. 

Alb. See thy lelfe diucli; 

Proper deformitie feemes not in the Fiend 
So horrid as in woman. 

Gon. Oh vaine Foole. 

Enter 4 UHeftenger. 

Mef. Oh my good Lord,the Duke of Cornwals dead, 
Slaine by his Seruant, going to put out 
The other eye ofGloufler, 

Alb. Gloufters eye*. 

7Mef. A Seruant that he bred, thrill’d withremorfe. 
Oppos’d againft the aft: bending his Sword 
To his great Matter, who, threat-enrag’d 
Flew on him, and among’ft them fell’d him dead, 

But not without that harmcfull ftroke,which fince 
Hath pluckt him after. 

Alb , This ftiewes you are aboue 
You Iuftices, that thefe our neather crime* 

So fpcedily can venge. But (O poore Glouftcr) 

Loft he his other eye ? 

Afef Both, both, my Lord. 

This Letcr Madam, craucs a fpcedy anfwer: 

’Tis from your Sifter, 

Gon. One way llike this well. 

But being widdow, and my Gloufter with her, ] 

May all ihebuilding in my fancieplucke 
Vpon my hatcfull Fife, Another way 
ThcNewe*isnot fourt. I le read, and anfwer. 

Alb. Where was his Sonne, 

When they did take his eyes? 

Afef, Come with my Lady hither. 

Alb. He is not heere. 

7Hef. No my good Lord,Imethimbacke againe. 
Alb. Knoweshethe wickedncffe? 

Mef. I my good Lordi’twas he inform’d againft him 
And quit the houfe on purpofe, that theirpiinifhmeut 
Might haue the freer courfe. 

Alb. Gloufter,I Hue 

To thanke thee for the loue thou (bew’dft the King, 

And toreuenge thine eyes. Comehithet Friend, 

Tell me what more thou know’ft. Exeunt. 


Scena Tertia, 


Enter with Drum and Colours, Cordelia, QontUmn, 
and Souldiours. 

Cor. Alacke, ’tis he: why he was met cuen now 
As mad as the vext Sea, finging alowd. 

Crown’d with ranke Fenitar, and furrow Weeds, 

With Hardokcs, Hemlock?, Nettles, Cuckoo flowresi 
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Darnell, and all the idle wecdcs that grow 
In our fuftainingCornc. A Ccntcry fend forth; 

Search euery Acre in the high-growne field. 

And bring him to our eye. What can mans wifedome 
In the reftoring his bereaued Senle; he that helpcs him. 
Take all my outward worth. 

Cent. There is meanes Madam: 

Onr fofter Nurfe of Nature, it repofe. 

The which he lackcs: that to prouoke in him 
Are many Simples operajtiue, whofe power 
Will clofetheeyeofAnguifh. 

Cord. All bleft Secrets, 

All you vnpublilh’d Vertues of the earth 
Spring with.my tcares; be 3ydant,and remediate 
In the Goodmans defires: l'ceke, fecke for him, 

Leaft his vngouern’d r3ge,diflblue the life 
That wants the meanes to leadc it. 

Enter tJHejfcxger. 

Mtf Ncwcs Madam, 

ThcBrittifh Powres are marching hitherward. 

Cor. Tis knownc before. Our preparation ftands 
In expectation of them. O deere Father, 

It is thy bufineffe that I go about:Therfore great France 
My mourning, and irnpori un’d teares hath pittied : 

No hlownc Ambition doth our Armes incite. 

But loue, deere louc, and our ag’d Fathers Rite: 

Soone may I hearc, and fee him. Exctsnt. 


Scena Quart*. 


Enter Regan,and Steward. 

Reg. But are my Brothers Powres fet forth ? 

Stew. i Madam, 

Reg. Himfclfein perfon there? 

Stew. Madamwithmuch ado: 

Your Sifter is the better Souldier, 

ICejr.Lord Edmund fpakc not with your Lord at home? 
Stew. No Madam. 

Reg. What n ight import my Sifters Letter to him ? 
Stew, I know not. Lady. 

Reg. Faith he is poafted hence on ferious matter: 

It was great ignorance, Gloufters eyes being out 
To let him liue. Where he arriuer, hemoues 
AH hearts againft vs: Edmund y 1 thinke is gone 
In pitty ofhis mifery, to difpatch 
His nighte d life: Morcouer to defery 
The ftrengtlr o’th’Enccny. 

Stew. I traift needs after him, Madamjwith my Letter. 
"R^g, Our croopes fet forth to morrow, ftay with vs: 
The wayc3 arc dangerous. 

Stew. I may not Maflam: 

My Lady charg’d my ducie m thisbufines. 

Reg. Why H ion lei ftie write to Edmund ? 

Might not ycu tranfport her purpolcsby ward ? Belike, 
Some things, I know not what, ile louc thee much 
Let me vnfeale the Letter. 

Stew. MV<!am,l had rather—— 

Reg. I knowyour Lady do’s not loue her Husband, 
lam lure of that: and' at her 1 ate being heere. 

She gaue flrange Eliads, and moft fpeaking lookes 
To Noble Edmund. I know you arc of her bofome. 

Stew. I,Madam? 


Reg. I Ipeake in vnderftanding: 

1 nercforeldo aduifeyou take this note; ” C| 
My Lord is dead : Edmond, and 1 haue talk’d 
And more conuenient is he for my hand * 

Then for your Ladies : You may gather mere • 
Ifyou do finde him, pray you giue him thi* ; 

And when your Mittris hearts thus much from vou 

I pray defire her call her wifedome to her. ‘ U * 

So fare you well: 

I f you do chance to heare of that blinde Traitor 
Preferment fals on him, that cuts him off. * 

Stew. Would I could meet Madam,I Ihouldfhe* 
What party I do follow. " 

Reg* Fare thee well. - 

cm 


Scena Quinta. 


Enter Gleucejfer, and Edgar. 

Glou. When fhalll come to th’top of that f ame hill? 
£dg. You do climoe vp it now. Look how we labor 
Clou. Me thinkes the ground i$ ceucn. 

Edg. Horrible lieepe. 

Hearke, do you heare the Sea ? 

Cjlon. No truly. 

Edg. Why then your other Senfcs grew imperfeft 
By your eyes anguifli. r 

Glou, So may it be indeed. 

Me thinkes thy voyce is alter’d, ar.d thou fpcak’ft 
In better phrafe, and matter then thou did'ft. 

Edg. Vare much deceiu’d :1a nothing am I chang’d 
But in my Garments. b 

Clou. Me thinkes y’are better fpoken. 

Edg. Come on Sir, 

Heerc’s the place : fiaud Hill: howfearcfufl 
And dizie ’tis,to call ones eyes fo low, 

The Crowes and Choughes, that wingthe midway avre 
Shew fearfe fo groflc as Beetles. Halfe way downe ' 
Hangs one that gathers Sampire: dreadful] Trade: 

Me thinkes he feemes no bigger then his head. 
TheFifiiermen, that walk’d vpon the beach 
Appeare like Mice: and yond tall AnchoringBarke, 
Diminifh’d to her Cocke: her Cocke,aBuoy 
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring Surge, 
That on th’vnnumbred idle Pebble chafes 
Cannot be heard fo high. lie lookc no more, 

Leaft my braine tume, andjthe deficient fight 
Topple downe headlong. 

Glou. Set me where you ftatrd. 

Edg. Giue me your hand.* 

You are now within a foote of th’extreme Verge: 

For all beneath the Moone would I notleape vpiight. 

Glou. Let go my hand: 

Heere Friend’s another purfe: in it, a Jewell 
Well worth a poore mans taking. Fayries, and Gods 
Profpcr it with thee. Go thou further off. 

Bid me farewell, and let me heare thee going. 

Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. 

Clou. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his difpaire. 

Is done to cure it. 

Glou. O you mighty Gods! 

This world I do renounce,and in your fights 

Shake 
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Shake patiently my great affliftion off: 
jfl could beare it longer, and not fall 
To quarrcll with your great oppofclelTe willey, 
f^yfnuffe, and loathed part of Nature flhould 
gunie it felfe out. If Edgar Hue, O blefic him: 
tfow Fellow, fare thee well. 

Edg # Gone Sir, farewell: 

And yet 1 know not how conceit may rob 

phe Treafury of life, when life it felfe 

Yeelds to the Theft. Had he bin where he thought. 

By this had thought bin paft. Aiiue.or dead? 

Hoa,you Sir: Fricnd,heare you Sir, Ipeake: 

Thus might he paffe indeed : yet he reuiucs o 
\Vhat arc you Sir ? 

Glon. Away,and let me dye. 

Edg. Had’ft thou beene ought 
gut Gozemorc, Feathers, Ayic* 

(So many fathome downe precipitating) 

Thou’dft ifhiuer’d like an Eg^c : but thou do’ft breath; 
Haft hcauy fubftance, bleed’ft not, fpcak’fl,art found, 
pen Malts at each, make not the altitude 
vVhich thou haft perpendicularly fell, 

Thy life’* a Myraclc. Speake yet againe# 
glou. But haue I falne,or no? 

Edg. From the dread Somnet of this Chalkie Bourne 
Lookc vp a height, the (brill gorg’d Larkc lotarre 
Canon* be feene,or heard : Do but lookc vp, 

Glou . Alacke, 1 haue no eyes: 

Is vvretchcdncffe depriu’dthat benefit 

To end it felfe by death ? Twas yet fome comfort,) 

When mifery could beguile the Tyranrs rage, 
Andfruftrate his proud will. 

Edg . Giue me your arme. 

Vp, fo: How is’t ? Fecle you your Lcgges? You ftand. 
Glou . Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is aboucall (irangendfr, 

Vpon the crowne oWC hflfe. What thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

glou. A poore vnfortunatc Beggar. 

Edg. hi J flood heere below, me thought his eyes 
Were two full Mooncs: he had a thoufand Notes, 
Hornes wealk’d, and waued like the enraged Sea: 

It was fome Fiend: Therefore thou happy Father, 

Thinke that the cleereft Gods, who make them Honors 
Of mens Impolfibilities, haue preferued thee, 

Glou. I do remember now: henceforth He beare 
Affli&ion, till it do cry out it felfe 
Enough, enough,and dye. That thing you fpeake of, 

I tooke it for a man: often’twould lay 
The Fiend, the Fiend, he led me to that place. 

Edgar. Beare free and patient thoughts. 

Enter Lear. 

But who comes heere ? 

The fafer linfe will ne're accommodate 

His Mafter thus. 

Lear . No, they cannot touch me for crying. I am the 
King nimfelfe. 

Edg. O thou fide-piercing fight! 

Lear. Nature’s aboue Art, in that rcfpe£hTher*s your 
Preffe-money.That fellow handies his bowdike a Crow- 
keeper: draw mee ajCloathiers yard. Lookc, looke, a 
Moulc : peace, peace, thispeece of toafted Chcefcwill 
doo't. There's my Gauntlet, lleproue it on a Gyatit. 
Bring vp the browne Bdlcs. O well flownc Bird: i’th’ 
clout, i’th’clout: Hcwgh. Giue the word. 

Edg. Sweet Mariorum. 


Lear. Pafie. * 

Glou. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha f Gonerill with a white beard ? They flatter'd 
me like a Dogge, and told mee 1 had the white hayres in 
my Beard, ere the blackc ones were there. To lay 1, and 
no, to euery thing that I faid : I,and no too,was no good 
Diuinity. When the raine came to wet me once, and the 
winde to make me chatter: when the Thunder would not 
peace at my bidding, there I found ’em^hcre I (melt ’em 
out. Go too, they are not men o’cheir words; they cold 
me, I was euery thing: Tis a Lye, i am not Agu-proofe. 

Glou. Thctrickeofthat voyce, I do well remember: 
Is’tnot the King? 

Lear. I, euery inch a King. 

When I do flare, fee how the Subic# quakes. 

1 pardon that mans life. What was thy caufe ? 

Adultery ? thou (halt not dye: dye for Adultery ? 

No, the Wren goes too’t, and the fmall gilded Fly 
Do'sletcher in my fight. Let Copulation thriue: 

For Gloufters baflard Son was kinder to hi« Father, 

Then my Daughters got ’tweenc the lawfoll ibeets. 

Too’c Luxury pell-melL for I lacke Souldicrs. 

Behold yond fimpring Dame, whofe face becwccne. her 
Forkes prefages Snow; that minces Vemic\& do s (hake 
the head to heare ofpleafures name. The Firchcw, nor 
thefoyled Horfcgoes too’twith a more riorousappe- 
tirc ? Downe from the wafte they are Centaures, though 
Women all aboue: but to the Girdle do the Gods inhe¬ 
rit, beneath is all the Fiends. There’s hell, there’s darke- 
ncs,thereis the fulphurouspi:; burning, fcalding-ftench, 
confumpeion: Fye,fie, fie; pah, pah : Giue me an Ounce 
of Ciuet; good Apothecary fweeten my immaginacion: 
Therc\ money for thee # 

Glou. O let me kifle chat hand, 

Lear. Lee me wipe it fii fl, 

It fmelles of Mortality. 

Cleu. O ruin'd peecc of Nature, this great world; 

Shall fo weare out to naught. 

Do'ft thou know me 4 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough: doft thou 
fquiny acme? No, doethv woift bhndeCupid, lie not 
loue. Rcade thou thi»challenge, markc but the penning 
ofit. 

Glou . Were all thy Letters Sunnes, I could not (ec. 

Edg. I would not take this from report. 

It is, and my heart breaker at ir. 

Lear. Read. 

Glou. What with the Cafe ofeyes? 

Lear. Oh ho, arc you there wirh me? No eies in your 
head, nor no mony in your purfe ? Your eyes arc in a hca¬ 
uy cafe, your purfe in a light, yet you fee how this world 
goes. 

Clou. I fee it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ? A man may fee how this world 
gocs,with no eyes. Lookc with thine cares : Sec how 
yond lufticerailes vp^n yond fimple theefe. Hearke m 
thine eare: Change places- and handy-dandy, which is | 
the luflice,which is the theefe ; Thou haft, leene a Far-* ‘ 
mers dogge barke at a Beggar ? 

Cjloti. iSir. 

Lear. And the Creature run from the Cur : there thou 
might’ft behold the great imageof Authorise, a Dogg’s 
obey’d in Office. Thou 4 Rafcaii Beadle,hold thy bloody 
hand: why doft thou la fh that Whore ? Strip thy ownc 
backe, thou hotly lufts to vie her in that kind* For which 
thou whip’ft her. The Vfurer hangs the Cozener, Tho¬ 
rough 
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rough tacterMcloathcs great Vices doiappeare: Robes, 
and Furr’d gownes hide all. Place fiones with Gold, and 
the ftrong Lance ©f lufticc.hurtleffe breakcs: Arme it in 
ragges, a Pigmies ftraw do’s pierce it* None do’s offend, 
none, I fay none, lie able ’em; take that ofme my Friend, 
who haue the power to fcalc th’acctifers lips. Get thee 
glafle-eyes, and like a feuruy Politician, feeme to fee the 
things thou doft not. Now, now,now,now. Pull off my 
Bootes: harder, harder, fo. 

Edg. O matter, and impertincncy mixt, 

Reafon in Madncffc. 

Lear. If thou wilt weepe my Fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough, thy name is Gloufter j 
Thou mull be patient; we came crying hither: 

Thou know’It, the firft time that we fmell the Ayre 
We wawle,and cry. I will preach to thee; Marke. 

Clot*. Alacke,alackethe day. 

Lear. When we are borne, we cry that we are come 
To this great flage of Fooles. This a good blockel 
Itwercadciicatc ftratagem tofhoo 
A Troopeof Horfe with Felt: He put’t in proofe. 

And when I haue ftolne vpon thefe Son in Lawes 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gent. Ohhcerehcis:layhand vpon him,Sir, 

Your moft deere Daughter .— 

Lear. No refeue? What, a Prifoner? I am cuen 
The Naturall Foole of Fortune. Vfc me well. 

You (hall haue ranfome. Let me haue Surgeons, 

I am cut to’th’Braines. 

Gent. You fhall haue any thing. 

Lear. No Seconds ? All my felfe? 

Why, this would make a man,a man ofSalt 
To vfc his eyes for Garden water-pots.I wil die brauely, 
Like a fmugge Bridegroomc. What ? I will be Iouiall*; 
Come,come, T am a King,Mafters, know you that ? 

qent. You are a Royail one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there’s life in’t. Command you gee it, 
You (hall get it by running: Sa, fa,fa,fa. Exit. 

Gent. A fight moft pittifull in the meaneft wretch 
PaftfpeakingofinaKing. Thou haff a Daughter * 
Who redeemes Nature from the generall curfc 
Which twaine haue brought her to. 

Edg. Haile gentle Sir. 

Gent. Sir/peed you: what’s your will > 

Edg. Do you hcare ought (Sir)of a Battcll toward. 

Gent. Moft fure, and vulgar: 

Euery one heares that, which can diftinguilb found. 

Edg. But byyourfauour: 

How oeere’s the other Army ? 

Gent. Neere,andonfpecdyfoot:themainedcfcry 
Stands on the hourely thought. 

Edg. I thanke you Sir, that’s all, 

Gent. Though that the Queen on fpecial caufe is here 
Her Army is moti’d on. Exit. 

fdg. I thanke you Sir. 

Glott. You euer gentle Gods, take my breath from me. 
Let not my worfer Spirit tempt me againe 
To dye before you pleafe. 

Edg. Well pray you Father. 

Glott. Nov* good fir.what arc you ? 

€dg. A moft poore man,made tame to Fortunes blows 
Who, by the Art of knowne.and feeling forrowes. 

Am pregnant to good pitty. Giue me your hand, 
lie lcade you to fome biding. 

Glott. Heartie thankes: 


The bountie, and the benizon of Heatien 
To boot, and boot. 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim’d prize: moft happj e 
That eyelefle head of thine, was firft f ra ^ d fl 
To raife my fortunes. Thou old, vnhapnv T,v 
Breefely thy felfe remember: the Sword i* n., U ° r * 
That muft deftroy thee. c 

Glon. Now let thy friendly hand 
Put ftrength enough too’r. 

Stew. Wherefore, bold Pezant, 

Dar’ft thou fupport a publifh’d Traitor ? Hen 
Lcaft that th’infedion of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arme. 

Edg. Chill not let go Zir, 

Without vurther ’cafion. 

Stew. Let go Slaue, or thou dy’ft. 

Edg. Good Gentleman goe your gate and 1„ 
volkcpaffe: and ’chud ha’bin zwaggerd outofr P< !°/ 
’cwould not ha’bin zo long as ’tis, by a vottnioht 
come not neereth’old man: keepeout chevorW ay 
try whither your Coftard, ormyBallow bethewV' 

chill be plaine with you, r ^ tr 

Stew. Out Dunghill. 

your^oyne*.^ ^'« kC ^° Ur te€t * 1 ^' r: come,no niittervo 

Stew Slaue thou haft flaine me: Villain,take my Plnf( 
It euer thou wilt thriue, bury my bodie, 

And giue the Letters which thou find’ft about me 
To Edmund Earle of Gloufte r: feeke him out * 

Vpon the Englifh party. Oh vntimely death, death 
Edg. I know thee well. A feruiceablc Villsine * 

As duteous to the vices of thy Miftris 
As badncfTe would defire. 

(jloH, What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sic you downe Father: reft you. 

Let’s lee thefe Pockets; the Letters that he fpcakesof 
May be my Friends : hee’s dead; I am onely forry 
He had no other Deathfman. Let vs fee: 

Leaue gentle waxe, and manners: blame vs not 
To know our enemies niindcs, we rip their hearts, 
Their Papers is more lawful!. 

'Leads the Letter. 

Et our reciprocal! vowes beremembred. Ten haue 


mm 


1_ opportunities toent him off's if'your will want net,time an 
place will be fruitfully offer'd. There is nothing done. Jfbt 
retHrne the Conqueror^ then am I the Pri/oner.and his lain. 
Gao/e, from the loathed warmth whereof\ delmrms, and [tip 
ply the place for your Labour. 

Tour (ii'tfe,fo I wouldfay) afeifie 
nateStruant. Gonerill. 
Ohindinguifh’d fpace of Womans will, 

A plot vpon her vertuous Husbands life, 

And the exchange my Brother: hcere, in rhefands 
Thee lie rake vp, the poftc vnfan&ified 
Of murtherous Lctchers: and in the mature time, 
With this vngracious paper ftrike the fight 
Of the dcath-praiftis’d Duke: for him ’tis well,'. 

That of thy death, and bufineffe, I can tell. 

Glou. The King is mad; 

How ftiffe is my vildc fenle 

That I ftand vp, and haue ingenious feeling 

Of my huge Sorrowes ? Better I were diftraift, 

So fhould my thoughts be feuer’d from my greefes, 

Drum afarn off 

And woes, by wrong imaginations lool’e 

Tn 


* 
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Tfcknovvl«Jg e of thcrofelues. 

Edg. Giue me your hand.* 

Pitre offmethinkes I heare the beaten Drumme. 
Come Father,Ile beftow you with a Friend. 


Excnnt . 


Scana Septima. 


Enter Cordelia Js.ent ymA\Gentleman, 

Cor. O thou good Kent y 
^ovv/ball I liuc and workc 
To match thy gooduefle ? 

^ c will be too fhort, 
find cucry mcafurefaile me. 

Kent. To be acknowledg’d Madam is ore pai d, 

All my reports go with tHe modeft truth, 

N] 0 rmorc,nor clipt,but fo. 

Cor. Be better Timed, 

Thefe weedes are memories of chofc worfer hourcs: 

] pry thee put them off. 

Kent. Pardon deere Madam, 

Yet to be knownc ftiortcns my made intent. 

My boonc I make it,tnac you know me not, 

Till time and ],thinke meet. 

Cor. Then be’t fo my good Lord : 

How do’s the King f 

Cent. Madam fleepes (till. 

Cor. O you kind Gods ! 

Cure this great breach in his abufed Nature, 

Th’vncun’d and iarring fcnfes,0 windc vp, 
Ofthischildc-changed Father. 

Gent. So pleafe your Maiefty, 

That we may wake the King, he hath flept long? 

Cor* Be gouern’d by your knowledge,and proceedc 
I’chTway of your owne will : is he array’d ? 

Enter Lear in a chaire carried by Servants 

Gent, I Madam: in the heauinefle of flecpe. 

We put frefh garments on him. 

Be by good Madam when wc do awake him, 

I doubt of his Temperance. 

Cor . O my deerc Father,reftauratian hang 
Thy medicine on my lippe$,and]et this kiffe 
Repaire thofe violent narmes,that my two Sifters 
Haue in thy Reuerence made. 

Kent . Kind and deere Princefle. 

Cor. Hadyou not bin their Father,thefe white flokes 
Did challenge pitty of them. Was this a face 
To be oppos’d againft.the iarring windes? 

Mine Enemies dogge,though he had bit me. 

Should haue flood that night againft my fire, 

Andwas’c thou faine (poore Father) 

To houell thee with Swineand Rogues foilorne, 

In fhort,and mufty‘ftraw? Alacke, alacke, 

*T is wonder that thy life and yy.it?>at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes,fpcake to him. 

Gen. Madam do you,’tisfitteft. 

Cor. How does my Royail Lord? 

How fares your M ai-efty ? 

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o’th’grauc. 
Thou art a Soule nbli{fe>but I am bound 


/ Vpon a whecle offire,that mine owne ceares 
Do fcard,like molten Lead* 

Cor. Sir,doyouknowme? 

Lear. You arc a fpirit I know,where did you dye ? 
Cor. Still,ftill,farre wide. 

Gen. He’s fcarfe awake. 

Let him alone a while. 

Lear., Where haue I bin? 

Where ami? Fairc day light ? 

I am mightily abus’d; I fhould eu’n dye with pitty 
To fee another thus. 1 know noc wh at to fay : 

I will not fwearc thefe are my hands: let’s fee* 

I feele this pin pricke,would I wereaffur’d 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O looke vpon me Sir, 

And hold your hand in benedi&ion o’re me. 

You muft not kneele. 

Lear. Pray do noc mocke me: 

I am a very fbolifh fond old man, 

Fourcfcoie and vp ward, 

Not an houre morc,nor lefle; 

And to dcalcplainely, 

I fcare I am not in my perfect mind. 

Me thinkes I fhould know you,and know this ^3n. 
Yet 1 am doubtfull: For 1 am mainely ignorant 
What place this is and all the skill I haue 
Remembers not thefe garments: nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me, 
Fcr(as 1 am 3 man)! thinke this Lady 
To be my chi Idc (ordelta. 

Cor . And fo 1 am : I am. 

Lear . Be your teares wee ? 

Yes faith : I pray weepenot, 

Ifyou hauepoyfon for me,I will dfinke it: 

I know you do not iouc me, for your Sifters 
Haue (as I do remember)done me wrong. 

You haue fome caufe,they hauenot. 

Cor . No caufe,no caufe. 

Lear. Am I in France? 

Kent. InyourownckingdomeSir. 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Gent. Be comforted good Madam>the great rage 
You fee is kill’d in himidefirc him to go in. 

Trouble him no more till further fetling. 

Cor . Wile pleafe your Highneffc walke? 

Lear. You muft beare with me : 
f Pray you now forget 7 and forgiue, 

I am old and foolifh. 


Exeunt 


Attus Quintus . Scena Erima. 


Enter, nitbDrvwme and Colours JEdmund^Regaiu 
Gentlemen y and Sonldisrs. 

TSajl. Know of the Duke if his laft purpofe hold. 

Or whether fince he is aduis’d by ought 
T o change the courfejhe’s full of alteration. 

And felfercprouing,bring his conftant pleafure, 

Reg, Our Sifters man iscertainely mifearried* 

Bajl. ’Tis to be doubted Madam. 

Reg. Now fwecc Lord, 

_ f f You[ 
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Yo<j know the g oodneflfe I intend vpon you: 

Tell cnc but truly,but ti en i'peake the truth, 

Do you not Ioue my Sifter ? 

Baft. In honour’d Louc. 

Rtg. B it haue you neuer found my Brothers way, 
To the fore-fended place? 

Baft. No by mine honour,Madam. 

Beg. I neuet (hall endure her,decrc my Lord 
Be not familiar with her. 

‘Baft, h’earc not.lhe and the Duke her husband. 

Tnter with Drum and (Colours , Albany } Gonerid,Soldiers . 

Alb. Our very louing Sifter,well be-met: 

Sir,this 1 heard,the King is come to his Daughter 
With others,whom the rigour ofour State 
Forc'd to cry out. 

Regan. Why is this reafond ? 

Cone. Combine together ’gainft the Enemie : 

For thefe domefticke and particular broiles. 

Are not the quefticn heere. 

Alb Let's then determine with th’ancient of warre 
On our proceeding. 

‘Rgg- Sifter you’le go with vs? 

Con. No. 

"R^g. ’r\smoftconucnient,pray go with vs. 

Con, Oh ho,I know the Riddle,I willgoe. 

Exeunt both the Armies, 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. If ere your Grace had fpcech with man fo poore, 
Hearc me one word. 

Alb . He ouertake you,fpeake. 

tdg. Before you fight the Battailejope this Letter: 
Ifyou haue vi<ftory,let the Trumpet found 
For him that brought ittwrerched though Ifccme, 

I can produce a Cbampion,that will proue 
What is auouched there. Ifyou inifcarry. 

Your bufineffe of the world hath fo an end, 

And machination ceafes. Fortune loucs you. 

eA'b. Stay till I haue read the Letter. 

Edg. I was forbid it r 

When time (hall feruc,lct but ahe Herald cry. 

And lie appeare againc. Exit. 

Alb. Why farcthee well,I will o’rc-Iooke thy paper. 

Enter Edmund, 

Baft, The Enemy’s in view,draw vp your powers, 
Heete is the gueffe of their true ftrength and Forces, 

By dilligent difcouenc,but your haft 
Is now vrg d on you, 

Alb. We will greet the time. Exit. 

Baft. To both thefe Sifters haue I fwornc my loucr 
Each icalous ofthe other,as the flung 
Are of the Adder. Which of them fhall I take ? 

Both ? One ? Or neither ?Neither can be enioy’d 
Ifboth remaine alioe: To take the Widdow, 
Exifperates,makes mad her Sifter GoneriH, 

And hardly {ball I carry out my ftde. 

Her husband being aliue. Now thcn,wce’l vfe 
His countenance for the Bactaile.which being done. 

Let her who would be rid of him ,deuifc 
His fpceciy taking off. As for the mercie 
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 

The Battailedone,and they within our power. 




\ Shall neuer fee his pardon: for my ftate, 
Stands on me to defend,not to debate. 


Scena Secunda . 


Alarum wit hits. Enter with Drumme and Colour 
C or delta, and Souldtersetter the Stage, and Extant ' 

Enter Edgar 3 and Glofter. 

Edg. HecreFather,taketheflbadowofthisT 

For your good hoaft: pray that the right mv 
Ifeuer I iccurne to youagaine, uc ' 

lie bring you comfort. 

Clo. Grace go with you Sir. 

Alarum and Retreat withn 
Enter Edgar. 

Egdar. Away old roan,giue me thy hand,away • 
King Lear hath loft,he and his Daughter tane ^ 
Giue me thy hand .• Come on. 

do. No further Sir,a man may rot euenheere. 
Edg. What in ill thoughts againe i 
Men muft endure 

Their going hence,euen as their comming hither 
Ripencfle is all come on. 

Clo. And that's true too. Exeunt 


Exit 


w. 


Scena Tertia . 


Enter in conqaeft with Drum and Colours .Edmund Lettr, 
and C or della,as pr i fivers ) Sould.iers ) Captaine. 

Baft, Some Officers take them away: good guard, 
Vntill their greater pleafurcsfirftbs knowne 
That are to cenfurc them. 

Cor. We arc not thefuft. 

Who with bert meaning haue incurrM the worft: 

For thee opprefled King I am caft downe* 

My felfe could elfe out-frow no falfe Fortunes frowne. 
ShalJ wc not fee thefe Daughters,and thefe Sifters r 
Lear . No,no 3 no,no : come let's away to prilon, 
We two alone will fingl.ke Birds i’th'Cagr: 

When thou doft aske me blefTing^Ile kncclcdowne 
And aske of thee fiorgiuenefle: So wee’! Hue, 

And pray^and fing,and tell old tales^and laugh 
At gilded Butterflies : and heere (poore Rogues) 
Talkc of Court newes,and wee a l talke with them too , 
Who loofcs,and who wins; who's in, who’s out; 

And take vpon’s the myftery of things, 

A^ifwc were Gods fpies: And wee’l wearcouc 
In a wall’d prifon^packs and fe£h of great ones, 

That ebbe and flow by tii’Moone* 

Baft. Take them away. 

Lear. Vpon fuch facrifices my Cordelia, 

The Gods ihemfclues throw Inccnfe. 

Haue I caught thee? 

He that parrs vs, fhall bring a Brand from Heauen, 
And fire vs hence,like Foxes; wipe thine eyes, 

The good yearcs fhall dcuourc them,flefb and fell 


Er< 


TheTragedie ofKJngLear. 


3°7 


Exit . 


fhall make vs weepe ? 
vVccle lee e’m ftaru'd firft : come. 

Baft. Come hither Captaine,hearke. 

T-ke thou this note.go follow them to pnfon, 

One ftep I haue aduanc’d thee,if thou do’ft 
as this inftru&s thee,thou doft make thy way 
y 0 lsloble Fortunes : know thou this,that men 
Ate as the time is; to be tender minded 
Q 0 ’<, not become a Sword,thy great imploy ment 
W'ill not beare queftiomcither fay thou’lt do’t, 
Ofthriueby other meanes. 

Catt. lie do’t my Lord. 

Baft. About it,and write happy,when th haw done, 
Clarke I fay inftantly.and carry it fo 
As I haue fe; it downe. Exit Captaine. 

Fiourijh. Enter Albany .Goner til, Regan,Soldiers. 

* 

jib. Sir,you haue fhew’d to day your valiant ftramc 
And Fortune led you well: you haue the Captiues 
VVho were the oppofites of this dayes ftrife: 
i do require them of you fo to vfe them. 

As wc fhall find their merites,aud our fafety 
May equally determine. 

Baft. Sir,l thought it fir, 

fo fend the old and miferable King to feme retention, 
Whofe age had Charmes in it,whofc Tide more. 

To plucke the common bolome on his fide. 

And turnc our impreftLannccs in our eics 

Which do command them. With him I fent the Queen: 

My reafon all the fame,and they arc ready 

To morrow,or at further fpace,t’appcare 

Where you fhall hold your Selfion. 

Alb. Sir.by your patience, 

I hold you but a fubiedt of this War re, 

Not as a Brother. 

Reg. That’s as we lift to grace him. 

Methinkes our pleafure might haue bin demanded 
Ere you had fpoke fo farre. He led our Powers, 

Bore the Commiffion ofmy place and perfon, 

The which immediacie may well ftand vp, 

And call it felfe your Brother. 

(yon. Not fo hot: 

In his ownc grace he doth exalt himfclfe, 

More then in your addition. 

Reg. In my rights. 

By me innefted,hc compceres the beft. 

Alb. That were the moft, if he fhould husband you. 
Reg. Iefters do ofc proue Prophets. 

Con. HoIa,hoIa, 

That eye that told you fo,look'd but a fquint. 

Rega. Lady I am not weil,elfe I thould anfwere 
From a full flowing ftomack. Generali, 

Take thou my Souldicrs.prifoncrs,patrimony, 

Difpofe of them, of me,die walls is thine: 

Witnefle the world,that I create thee heere 
My Lord,and Mafter. 

Con. Meaneyoutoenioyhim? 

Alb. The let alone lies not in your good will. 

Baft. Nor in thine Lord. 

Alb, Halfc-blooded fellow,yes. 

Reg. Let the D ruai ftrike,and proue my tide thine'. 
Alb. Stayyet,hcare reafon: Edmund, I arreft thee 
On capitail Treafon; and in thy arreft, 

This guilded Serpent: foryour claime fairc Sifter*, 

I bare it in the intcreft ofhay wife. 


'Tis fhe is fub-contra£ted to this Lord, 

And I her husband contradict your Bane?. 

If you will marry.make your loucs to me. 

My Lady is befpoke. 

Con. Anentcrlude. 

Alb. Thou art armed Glofter, 

Let the Trmpct found : 

If none appeare to proue vpon thy perfon. 

Thy heynous,man:feft, and many Treafons, 

There is my pledge : He make it on thy heart 
Ere I tafte bread,thou art in nothinglefle 
Then I haue heere proclaim’d thee. 

Reg. Sickc,0 fickc. 

Con. If not, lie ncrctruft medicine. 

Baft. There’s my exchange,what in the world hes 
That names me Traitor, villain-like he lies, 

Call by the Trumpet; he that dares approach; 

Or. him,on you,who not, I will maintayie 
My truth and honor firmcly. 


; 2C 5UX! 


Enter a Herald . 

Alb. A Herald,ho. 

Truft to thy finglc vertue/or thy SouldieiS 
All leuied in my namc^iauc in my name 
Tooke their dilcharge. 

Began. My ficknefle growes vpon me. 

Alb * Sheis not wclljCcnucy her to my Tent. 

Come hither Herald,let the Trumper iound. 

And read out this. A 7 umpet founds. 

Herald read9. 

I F any man of cjualitie or degree j* ith in t be lifts ofthe Ar¬ 
my, will nsaintaine vpon Edmund, fuppofid Earle of Glofter , 
that he is a manifold Traitor , let him appeare by the third 
found ofthe Trnmpet: he is bold in his define e* I 7> umpet • 
Her. Againc. 2 Trumpet. 

Her , A gainer 3 t rumpet* 

T rumpet anfivers within. 

Enter Edgar armed. 

Alb. Aske him his purpofes,why hcappeares 
Vpon this Call o’th’Trumpec. 

Her , IVhacareyou? 

Your name,your quality,and why you anfwer 
Thisprcfent Summons! 

Edg. Know my name is loft 
By Treafons tooth: bare- gnawne,and Canker-bit, 

Yet am I Noble as the Adueriary 
I come to cope. 

iAlb. Which is that Aduerfary? 

Edg. What 1 * he that fpeakes for Edmund Earle of Glo- 
Baft. Himfclfe,what (aift thou to him i (tier? 
Edg. Draw thy Sword, 

That if my fpcech offend a Noble heart. 

Thy artne-may do thee Jufticc^heere is mine : 

Behold it is ny priuiledge, 

Thepriiiiledgc offline Honours, 

My oathjand my profcffion. I proteft, 

Maugre thy ftreng^h,ola<e,you^and eminence, 
Defpife thy viilor-Svvord .nd fire new Fortune, 

Thy valor,and thy hearc,t iou art aTraitor : 

Falfe to thy Gods,thy Br6ther,and thy Father^ 
Confpkant 'gainft this high illuftirousPrince, 

And from th’extremeft vpwardofthy head. 

To the difeent and duft below thy foote/ 

ffi 
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A moftToad-fpotred Traitor. Say thou no. 

This Swordjthis arme,and my belt fpirits are bent 
Toproue vpon thy heart,whereto I Ipeake, 

Thoulyeft. 

'Baft. In wifedotne I fliould aske thy name. 

But (ince thy ouc-fide lookes fo faire and Warlike, 

And that thy tongue(i'ome fay) ofbreeding breathes, 
VVhat fsfe,and nicely I might well delay. 

By rule of Knight-hood, 1 difdainc and Ipnrne.* 

Backedo ItoflcthefeTreafonstothy head. 

With the hell-hated Lye,ore-whelmethy heart, 
Which for they yet glance by,and lcarcly bruife. 

This Sword of mine dial! gtue tliem inftant way, 

Where they fhall reft for cuer. Trumpets fpeake. 

Alb. Sauchim/aue him. Alarums. Fights. 
Gan, This is pra&ifc Glofter, 

By tb’iaw of Warre,thou wart not bound to anfwer 
An vnknowne oppofite.-thou arc not vanquifli’d. 

But cozend,and beguild. 

Alb. Shut your mouth Dame, 

Or with this paper fhall I flop it: hold Sir, 

Thou worfe then any name,reade thine owns cuill: 

No tearing Lady,I perceiue yon know it. 

Goa. Say if! do,the l awes are mine not thine. 

Who can araigne »ie for’t ? Exit. 

Alb. Molt tnonrtrous J 0,know’ft thou this paper? 
Baft. Asketnc not what 1 know. 

Alb. Go after her,(he’s delperate,goucrnc her. 

Baft. What you haue charg’d me with. 

That haue I done. 

And more,much more,the time will bring ir out. 

’Tis paft,and fo am I: But what art thou 
That haft this Fortune on me ? If thou rc Noble, 

I doforgiue thee. 

Edg. Let’s exchange charity: 

I am no Iefle in blood then thou art Edntand, 

If more, the more ch'haft wrong’d me. 

My name is Sdgar and thy Fathers Sonne, 

The Gods are iuft.and of our pleafant vices 
Make inftruments to plague vs: 

The darkc and vitious place where thee he got, 

Coft him his eyes. 

Baft. Th’haft fpoken right/cis true. 

The Wheele is come full circle,! am hecrc. 

Alb . Me thought thy very gate did prophclic 
A Royal 1 Nobleneffe: I mult embrace thee, 

Let forrow fplit my heart,ifeuer I 
Did hate thcc,or thy father. 

Edg. Worthy Prince I kr.ow’c. 

Alb. Where haue you hid your fclfc ? 

How haue you knownc the railleries ofyour Father? 

Edg. By fluffing them my Lord. Lift a breefe tale, 
And when ’tis cbld,0 thac my heart would burft. 

The bloody proclamation to efcape 
That follow’d me fo necre,(0 our Hues fweetnefle. 

That we thepaine of death would homely dye, 
father then die at once)taught me to fhift 
1 nto a mad-mans r3gs,t’a(Tumc a fcmblance 
That very Dogges difdain'd : and in this habit 
Alec I my Father With his bleeding Rings, 

Their precioiijr Stones new loft.-bccamc his guide, 
.edhim.bcgg’d forhim,lau’d him from difpaire.- 
Neuer(0 fiult^reaeal’d my felfe vnto him, 

Vncill lomc half!: hourc paft when I was arm’d. 

Not fure,thougb Hoping ofthis good fucceflc, 

I ask’d hts blclfing.and from firft to laft 
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Told him our pilgrimage. But hiTfll^dTl— 

( Alacke too weake the confl:& to fupp Qrt \ 3rt 
Twist two extremes ofpaflion,iov and „ ' r 
Burft fmilingly. 1 Ggreefe > 

Ban. This fpeech ofyours hath mou’d mp 
And /hall perchance do good,but fpeake Vo „* 
You looke as you had fomcthingmorcto ft U ° n> 
Alb. If there be more,more wofull hoi/-*. 
ForlamalmoftreadytodifTolue, ’ lt,n > 

Hearing ofthis. 

% 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Gen. Hclpe.helpc: O helpe. 

Edg. What kinde of helpe ? 

Alb, Spcakeman. 

Edg. What meanes this bloody Knife ? 

•Alb. Who dead ? Speake man. 
gen. Y our Lady Sir,your Lady; and her Sifter 
By her is poyfon’d : flic confefles it. 

Baft. I was contraaed to them both,all three 
Now marry in an inftant, 
idg. Here comes Kent, 


Enter Kent. 

Alb. Produce the bodies,be they aliueordeid- 
GoneriR andRegans hdietbrmht 
This ludgement of the Heauens that makes vs trembl 
Touches vsnot with pitty ; 0,is this he ? 

The time will not allow the complement 
Which very manners vrges. 

Kent. I am come 

To bid my King and Mafter aye good night. 

Is he nor here? 

Alb. Great thing ofvs forgot, 

Speake EdiMMgd, where's the King ?and where's 1 Cardti 
Seeft thou this obiedlJCm? 

Kent. Alacke,why thus ? 

Baft. Yet Edmund was belou’d r 
The one the other poifon d for my fake. 

And after flew herleife.? 

Alb. Euen fo.-couer their faces. 

Baft. Ipant for life : fome good I meanctodo 
Defpight of mine owne Nature. Quickly fend, 

(Be briefe in it) to’ch’Caftlc/or my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia : 

Nay,fend in time. 

Alb. Run,run,Orun. 

Edg. To who my Lord ? Who ha’s the Office? 
Send thy token ofrepreeue. 

Ban. Well thought on,take my Sword, 

Giue it the Captaine. 

Edg. Haft thee for thy life. 

Baft, He hath Commiffion from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Cordelia in thepr»fon,and 
To lay the blame vpon her owne difpaire. 

That flic for-did her felfe. 

Alb. The Gods defend her,bearehim hence awhik 

Enter Lear with Cordelia inhis armet. 
Lf4f.Howle,howlc,ho\vle: O your are men of (fonts. 
Had I your tongues and eyes,U’d vfe them fo. 

That Heauens vault fhould crack: (he’s gone for euer. 

I know when one is dead,and when one Hues, 

She’s dead as earth :Lcnd me a Looking-giaffc, 

It 
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fthat her breath will mift or ftainc the ftone, 

^hy then flie Hues. 
gent. Is this the promis’d end? 

£dg. Or image of that horror. 

Jib. Fall and ceafe. 

Lear. This feather (Tirs,fhe Hues:if it be fo. 

It is a chance which do’s redeeme all forrowes 

That euer I haue felt. 

gent. O my good Mafter. 

Lear. Prytheeaway. 

gdr. ’Tis Noble Kent yam Friend. 

Lear. A plague vpon you Morderors.Traitors all, 

, jgbchaue fau’d her,now (he’s gone for euer: 
Cordelia,Cordelia,fa y a little. Ha: 
iiyhat is t thou faift ? Her voice was euer foft, 
g ent |e,and low,an excellent thing in woman. 

.kill'd the Slaue that was a hanging thee. 

Cent. ’Tis true (my Lords)'ne did. 

Lear. Did I not fellow? 

I haue feene the day, with my good bitingFaulchion 
I would haue made him skip : 1 am old now. 

And theft fame erodes fpoile me. Who are you ? 

Mine eyes are not o'th*beft,Ile tell you ftraight. 

Kent. IfFortune brag of two,flic lou’d and hated, 

Oneofthem we behold. 

Lear. Thisisadull fight.areyounotKca/? 

Kent. The fame : your Seruant Kent, 

Where is your Seruant Cairn i 

Lear. He’s a good fellow J can tell you that, 

He’le ftrike and quickly too,he’s dead and rotten. 

Kent. No my good Lord,I am the very man. 

Lear, He fee that ftraight. 

Kent. That from your firft of difference and decay, 
Haue follow’d your fad fteps. 

Lear. Your are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no manclfe: 

All’s cheerleffc,darke,and deadly. 

Your eldeft Daughters haue fore-done themfelues. 
And defperatcly arc dead 
Lear. Ifolthinke. 

Alb. He knowes not what he faies,and vaine is it 


That weprefent vs to him. 

Enter a Mejfenger. \ 

Edg. Very bootlefle. 

<JMef. Edmund is dead my Lord. 

Alb. That's but a trifle heere: 

You Lords and Noble Friends,know our intent,' 

What comfort to this great decay may come. 

Shall be appli’d. For vs we will refigne. 

During the life ofthis old Maicfty 

To him our abfolute power, youto your rights, 

With boote,and fuch addition as your Honours 
Haue more then merited. All Friends fhall 
Tafte the wages of their vertue.and all Foes 
The cup of their deferuings : O fce,fce. 

Lear. And my poore Foole is hang’d: no,no,nolifc? 
Why fhould aDog.a Horfc,a Rat haue life. 

And thou no breath at all ? Thou’lt come no more, 
Ncuer,neuer,neuer,neucr,neuer. 

Pray you vndo this Button. Thanke you Sir, 

Do you fee tnis? Lookcon her? Lookc her lips, 

Looke there,looke there. He dies. 

Edg. Hefaints,my Lord,my Lord. 

Kent. Breakeheart,I pry thee breake. 

Edg. Looke vp my Lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghoft,0 let him pafle,he hates him. 
That would vpon the wracke of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. He is gon indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur’d fo long. 

He but vfurpt his life. 

Aib. Beare them from hence.our prefent bufinefle 
Is generall woe .• Friends of my foulc, you twaine. 

Rule in this Realme,and the gor’d ftatc fuftaine. 

Kent. 1 haue a iourney Sir.fhortly to go. 

My Mafter calls me,I muft not fay no. 

Edg. The waight of this fad time we muft obey, 
Speake what we fccle,not what wc ought to fay: 

The oldeft hath borne moft,we thatarcyong, 

■ Shall neucr fee fo much, nor liuc fo long. 

Exeunt with a dead March. 
ff 3 
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The Tr age die of Othello 



THETRAGE D IE 0 { 

Othello, the Moore ofVenice. 


o_A'dus Trim us. Scoena Trim a. 



Enter Rodorigo ^and lag*. 

Rodorigo, 

Eucr tell roe, I cake ic much vnkinefly 
That thou (IAgo) who haft had my purfe. 

Asify firings were chinc^flbonld’ft know of this, 
1st* But youl noc heareme. If eucr I did dream 
Offuch amatter, abhorre me 
Rodo . Thoutold’ft me. 

Thou did’ft hold him in thy hate. 

/ago. Defpifemc 

If I do not. Three Grcat-ones of the Cittie, 
(Inpcrfonall fuitetomakc mehis Lieutenant) 

Off-capt to hitrv. and by the faith of man 
I know my price, I am worth no worfle a place. 

But he (aslouing his owne pricie,and purpofes) 

Euades therewith a bumbaft Circumitancc, 

Horribly ftuffc with Epithiees of warre, 

Non-'fuitcs my Mediators For cerces,faies he, 

I haue already chofe my Officer. And what vvat he ? 
For-footh,a great Arithmacician, 

One Afichaefi Caffio y a Ilorentine y 
(A Fellow almoft damn’d in a faire Wife) 

That neuer fee a Squadron in the Field, 

Nor the dcuifion of a Battaile knowes 

More then a Spinfter. Vnleflc the ,Bookifii Thcoricke : 

Wherein the TonguedConluls can propofe 

As Mafterly as he. Mcere pratle (without praftife) 

[s all his Souldicrfhip. But he( Sir)had th’cleftionj 
And I ( of whom his eies had feene the proofc 
At Rhodes, at Ciprus,and on others grounds 
Chriftcn d,and Hcathcn)muft be f>e-Ieed,and calm'd 
By Debitor,and Creditor. "This Cauntcr-cafter, 

He (in good time) muft his Lieutenant be. 

And I (bletle the mavkc)hisMoore(liips Aunticnt. 

Rod. By heauenjrather would haue bin his hangman. 
/ago* Why,there’s no remedie. 

5 Tis the curffeofSeruicc; 

Preferment goes by Lctter.and affeftion, 

And noc by old gradation,where each fecond 
Stood Heire to’th'firft, Now Sir, be iudge your felfc, 
Whether I in any iuft terms am Affin'd 
Toloue the Afocre ? 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

/ago. O Sir content you. 
follow him,to ferue my turne vpon him. 

We cannot all be Mafters,nor all Matters 


Cannot be truely follow’d. You fhall marke 
Many a durious and knec-crooking knaue* 

That (doting on hisowne obfequious bondage) 
Wcaresouthis time,much like- his MaftcriAfle 
For naughfbut Proucnder, & when he’s old C rL ■, 
Whip me fuch honeft knaues. Others thcreare ^ 
Who trym’d in Formes,and vifiages of Dutic 
Kecpe yet their hearts attending on themfeiues 
And throwing but (howes ot Scruicc on their Lord, 
Doe well thriue by them. 

And when they haue lin'd their Coates 
Doe themfeiues Homage, 

Thcle Feilowes haue fomc foule. 

And inch a one do I profeU’e my felfc. For 'Sir) 

It is as fure as you are Rcdortgo, 

Were J the Moore,! would not b if lago : 

In following him,1 follow but my feife. 

Hcauen is my Iudge,not 1 for loue and dutie, 

But feernjng fo, for my peculiar end • 

For when my outward Aflion doth dcmpnfltate 
The natiuc a<51, and figure of my heart 
In Complement externe,’tis not long after 
But I will wcare my heart vpon my flecue 
For Dawes topeckeat; I am not what f am. 

Rod. What a fail Forcune do’s the Thicks-Jipsowe 
Ifhe cancarry’t thus? 

dago. Call vp her Father: 

Rowl e him,make after him.poyfon his delight, 
Proclaimchim in the Streets. Incenfe her kinfeneo, 
And though he in a fertile Clymate dwell, 

Plague him with Fiies:though that his Ioy be Ioy, 

Yet throw fuch chances of vexation on’c. 

As it may loofe fome colour. 

Redo. Heere is her Fathers houfe,Ile call aloud, 

I Ago. Doc,with like timerou* accent,and dire yell. 
As when (by Night and Negligence) the Fire 
Is fpied inpopulusCitties. " 

Rodo. What boa : "iErabantitfSi ginor Brabautio, hoa. 
Ugo. Awake.-what ho^Brabantia :Thecues,Theeues 
Looke to your houfe,your daughtcr,andyour Bags, 
TheetieSjThteues, 

Bra. Abone. What is the reafon of this terrible 
Summons? What is the matter there ? 

Rodo. Signior is all your Familie within ? 

/ago. Are your Doores lock’d s’ 

Bra. Why? Wherefore ask you this ? 

lago, Sir,y’are rob’d,tor (hame put on your Gowne 

Yotu 
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yoiir heart is burfi, you haue loft halfc your foule 
g, lC n ncnv,now, veryjiow,an old blackc Ram 
Js tupping your white Ewe, Arife,arife, 

^vvake the fnorcing Citizens with theBcIl, 

Q r clfe the deuill will make a Grand-firc of you. 

£ r ifelfay. 

Tra. What,haucyouIoftyour yvks i 

Rod, Moft reueren.d Signjor,doyou know my yoice? 

gra. Not I: what are you? 

Rod. My name is Rcdotsgo. 

gra. The worfler welcome : 

J haue charg’d dice not to haunt about my doores: 

In honeft plaincnefic thou haft heard me lay, 

j^y Daughters nor for thee. And now in madnefle 

(Being foil ofSupper,and diftempring draughtes) 

Vpon malicious knaueric/iofi thou ccme 
jo ftarc my quiet. 

Rod . Sir 3 Sir,Sir. 

Tra. But ihou muft needs be lure, 
ffiy fpirits and my place haue in their power 
Xo make this bitter to thee. 

‘Rodo, Patience good Sir. 

Tra. What telEft thou me of Robbing ? 

This is Venice: my home is not a Grange. 

Rodo. Moft graue Trahanth, 

In Ample and pure foule, f come co you. 

A*. Sir :you are one of thole that will not ferue God, 
if the deuill bid you. Becaufc \vc come to do you fernice, 
and you thinke we arc Ruffians.you’ie haue your Daugh¬ 
ter coucrM with a Barbarv horfc, yoti’ie haue your Ne- 
phewes neigh to you, you'Ic haue Couriers for Cozens; 
and Genncts for Germaines. 

Tra. What prophane wretch art thou? 

U . I am one Sir,that comes to tell you,your Daugh¬ 
ter and the Moore,are making the Bcaft wick two backs. 

Bra. Thou arc a Villaine. 

/ago. You are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou (halt anfwere. I know thee Rodorigo. 

Rod* Sir, I will anfwere any thing. But I befcech you 
If t be your plealure, and moft wife content, 

(As partly I find it is) that your faire Daughter, 

Ac this odde Euen and dull watch o’th’night 
Tranfported with no worfenor better guard. 

But with a knaue of common hire.a Gundelier, 

To the grofle clafpes of a Lafciuious Moore; 

If this be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 

We then haue done you bold,and faucic wrongs. 

But ifyou know noc this,my Manners tell me. 

We haue your wrong rebuke. Do not bclceue 
That from the fence ofall Cinilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 

Your Daughter (ifyou haue no: giuen Ucr leaue) 

I fay againe,hath made a grofle rcuolr. 

Tying her Duric^eautic,VVit,and Fortunes 
In an cxcrauagane,and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here,and euery where: ftraight fat.sfie your felfc. 

If flic be in her Chamber,or your houfe, 

Let loofe cn me the Iuftice of the State 
For thus dcludingyou. 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder,hoa: 

Giuc me a Taper: call vp all my people, 

This Accident is not vnlikemy dreame, 

Bdeefe of it opprefles me alreadie. 

Light, I fayjight. Exit, 

Zag. Farewell: for I muft leaue you. 

It leemes not mecte,nor wholefome to my place 


To be produced, (as if I ftay, Ifhall,) 

Againft the Moore, For I do know the State, 
fHow euer this may gall him with fome checkc) 

Cannot with fafetie caft.him. For he's embark'd 
With fuch loud reafon to the Cyprus Warres, 

(Which cuen now ftands in A<Sf)tiiat for their Louies 
Another ofhis Fadome,they haue none. 

To lead their Bufincfle. In which regard* 

Though I do lute him as I do hell apines. 

Yet,for neceflitie ofprefent life, 

I muft fhow out a Flag^and figne of Loue, 

(Which is indeed but figne)thac you fhal iurely find him 
Lead to the Sagicary the railed Search: 

And there will i be with him. So farewell. Exit, 

Enter Trabantio pith Servants and Torches . 

Tra. It is too truean euill. Gonefhcis, 

And what’s to come of my defpiled time. 

Is naught but bicternefle. Now' Rodorigo, 

Where didft thou fee her ? (Oh vnhappie Girlc) 

With the Moore faift thou? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didft thou know *twas fne? (Oh fhe dcceaues me 
Part thought:) what faid fhe to you ? Get moe Tapers : 
Raifeallmy Kindred. Are they married thinke you? 

Rodo. Trudy I thinke they are. 

lira. Oli Heatien: how got flic out ? 

Oh treafon of the blood. 

Fathers,from hence truft not your Daughters minds 
By what you fee them aft. Is there not Charmcs, 

By which the propercie of Youth,and Maidhood 
May be abus’d ? Haue you noc read Rodorigo , 

Of fome fuch thing ? * 

Rod. Yes Sir: 1 haue indeed. 

2 Ira. Call vp my Brother : oh would you had had her. 
Some one way,fomc another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore ? 

Rod. 1 thinke I can difeouer him,ifyou pleafe 
To get good Guard,and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you lead on. Ac cuery houfe lie call, 

(I may command atmoft)get Weapons (hoa) 

And raife fome fpeciall Officers of might; 

On good Rodorigo. I will deferue your paines. Exeunt • 


Scena Secunda. 


Enur OihslloJ,tgo y Attendants i with Torches. 

la. Though in the trade of Warre I haue flaine men. 
Yet do I hold it very ftuffe o’lh’confcience 
Todonocontriu’d Murder: Ilackelniquitie 
S ometime to do me feruice. Nine,or ten times 
I had thought t’haue yerk’d him here vnder the Ribbes, 
Othello. ’Tis better as it is. 
lago. Nay but he prated. 

And Ipoke fuch feuruy, and prouoking termes 
Againft your Honor,that with the little godlinefle I haue 
I did full hard forbeare him. But I pray you Sir* 

Are y ou faft married ? Be aflur’d of this. 

That the Magnifico is much bclou’d. 

And hath in his effc& a voice potential! 

As double as the Dukes: He will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon you,what reftraint or grecuance* 


























































































Ill 


TbeTragedieoJ Othello 


The Law (with all his might 4 to enforce it on) 

Will giuc him Cable. 

Othel. Lethimdohisfpightj 
My Setuices, which I haue done the Signorie 
Shall out*tongue his Complaints. Tis yet to know. 
Which when 1 know,that boafting is an Honour, 

1 {hall promulgate. I fetch my life and being. 

From Menoflloyall Seige. And my demerites 
May fpeake (vnbonnettcd)to as proud a Fortune 
As this that I haue reach’d., For know Iago, 

But that I loue the gentle Defdemona, 

I would not my vnhoufed free condition 
Put into Circumfcription,and Confine, 

For the Seas worth. But looke,what Lights comeyond? 

Enter Caffio, with Torches. 

Lugo. Thofc ate the raifed Father,and his Friends: 
You were beft go in. 

Othel. Not 1:1 mud be found. 

My Parts, my Title,and my perfect Soule 
Shall manifeft me rightly. Is it they ? 

I ago. By Iamu, I thinke no. 

Othel. The Seruants of the Dukes? 

And my Lieutenant ? 

The goodneffcof the Night vpon you (Friends) 

What is the Newes ? 

Cajfto. The Duke do's greet you (Generali) 

And he requires your haftc,Poft.hafte appearance, 

Enen on the inftant. 

Othello. What is the matter,thinke you ? 

Cajfto. Something from Cyprus,as I may diuine t 
It «La bufineffe offomc hea;e. The Gallies 
Haue fent a dozen fequent Meffengers 
This very night.at one anotbers hceles: 

And many of the Confuls,rais’d and met. 

Are at the Dukes already. You haue bin hotly call’d for, 
When being not at your Lodging to be found. 

The Senate hath fent about three lcucrall Quells, 

To fearch you out. 

Othel. Tis well I am found by you: 

I will butfpend a word here in the houfe. 

And goe with you. 

Caffio. Aunciant.what makes he hcere? 

I ago. Faith,he to night hath boarded a Land Carraft, 
Ifitprouelawfull prize,he’- made for eucr. 

Cajfto. I do not vnderftand. 

I ago. He's married. 

Cajfo. To who? 

Jago. Marry to — — Come Captainc,will you go? 

Othel. Haue with you. 

Cajfto. Here come sanotherTroope to feeke for you. 

Enter Brakantio, Rodortgejxitk Officers,andTorehes. 

Iago. I: is BrabantioiGtncxiW beaduis’d. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Othello. Holla,(land there, 

Rodo. Signior,it is the Moore. 

'Bra. Downc with him, Tbeefe. 

Iago. Yoii,Rodongocl CmeSir,I am for you. 

Othe. Kcepevp your bright Swords, for theidcw will 
ruft them. Good Signior,you fhallmorc command with 
ycaresjthcn with your Weapons. 

Bra. Oh thou foule Thcefc, 

Where haft thou (low’d my Daughter i 
Damn’d as thou act,thou haft enchaunted her 


For He referre me to all things of fenfe, 

(If fiie in Chaines of Magick wete not bound ) 
Whether a Maid,fotender,Faire,and Happie 
Sooppofiteto Marriage,that(hefhun’d ’ 

The wealthy curled Deareling of our Nation 
Would euer haue (t’encurrc a general] mockV) 

Run from her Guardageto the footie bofome 

Of fuchathing as thou: to feare.not to delight? 

Iudge me the world, if’tis not groffein fenfe 
That thou haft practis’d on her with foule Char 
Abus’d her delicate Youth,with Drugs or Mi n ^ ,1C , s, 
That weakens Motion, lie hauc’tdifputetl on 
’Tis probable,and palpable to thinking; * 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
For an abufer of the World, a praclifer 
Of Arts inhibited,and out of warrant; 

Lay hold vpon him, if he do refift 
Subdue him,at his perill, 

Othe. Hold your hands 
Both you of my inclining,and the reft. 

Were it my Cue to fight,I fliould haueknowneit 
Without a Prompter. Whether will you that I p 0 « 
To anfwere this your charge ? 

Bra. To Prifon,till fit time 
Of La w,and courle of diredf Seffion 
Call thee toanfwer. 

Othe. What if do obey ? 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfi’d, 

Whofe Meffengers are heere about my fide, 

Vpon fomeprefent bufineffe of the State, 

To bring me to him. 

Officer. ’Tis true moft worthy Signior, 

The Dukes in Counfell,and your Nobleiclfe, 

I am fure is fent for. 

Bra. How? The Duke in Counfell? 

In this time of the night i Bring him away; 

Mine’s not anidleCaufc. The Duke himfelfe, 

Or any of my Brothers of the State, 

Cannot but feele this wrong,as 'twere their owne: 
For if fuch A£Hon$ may haue paffage free, 
Bond<fiaues,and Pagans fiiall our Statefmen be, Extim 


Sctena Tertia. 


Enter Duke } Senators,and Officers. 

'ID nke. There’s no compofition in this Newes, 
That giues them Credite, 

i. Sen. Indeed,they are difproportioned; 

My Letters fay,a Hundred and feuen Gallies. 

Duke. And mine a Hundred fortie. 
i. Sena. And mine two Hundred: 

But though they iumpe not on a iuft accompt, 

(As in thefc Cafes where the ayme reports, 

’Tis oft with difference)yet do they all confirme 
A Turkifh Flecte,and bearing vp to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay,it is pofliblc enough to judgement.* 

I do not fo fecure me in the Error, 

But the maine Article I do approue 
In fearefull fenfe. 

Saylor within. What hoa,what hoa, wbat hoa. 

Enter Sailor. 

Officer, i 
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'^Officer* A Mcffenger from the Gaelics* 
ptfke. Now ? VVhat's the bufineffe ? 

Sailor• The Turkiflh Preparation makes for Rhode*, 
50 was I bid report here to the State, 

BySignior Angelo. 

J)ukc* How lay you by this change? 
l.Sen. This cannot be 
By no affay of reafon. a Tis 3 Pageant 
Jo keeps n in falfc gaze, when we confider 
l^i^portancie of Cyprus codieTurkc; 

\nd let our felues againe but vnderftand, 

Xhar as it more cor.cernes the Turke then Rhodes, 

So may he with more facile queftion bearc it, 
for that it ftands not in fuch Warrdikc brace. 

But altogether lackes th’abilitics 

That Rhodes is drefs’din. If we make thought ofthis, 

VVe rnuftnot thinke thcTurke is fo vnskillfull, 

Jo Icaue that lateft,which Concernes him fir ft, 
Ncgle#ingan attempt of cafe,and game 
Jo wake, and wage a danger profideffc. 

Dtike* Nayjn all confidence he’s not for Rhodes, 
Officer - Here is more Newes. 

Enter aMeffienger. 

Wfflcn. The Ottamites^RcuetciVd^na Gracious, 
Steering with due courfe coward the IleofRhodcs, 

Haue there inioynrcd them with an afrer Ficcte* 

I .Sen. l,fo [thought: how many,as you guefle? 
Jlfcffi Of thirtie Sailc : and now they do rc- Item 
Their backward courfe,bearing with frank appearance 
Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano, 

Your truftieand moft Valiant Seruitour, 

With his free dutie, recommends you thus. 

And prayes you to bcleeue him. 

Duke* 'Tis certaine then for Cyprus ; 

Tdirctu Luccicos is not he mTowne ? 

I. Sen. He *3 now in Florence. 

Dftlg. Write from vi, 

To him,Poft,Poft-hafte,ci!fp3tch. 

1 . Sen. Here comes Erabantio ,and the Valiant Moore. 

Enter By abanth^ Othello,CaJfio y Ugo y Rodorigo t 
and Officers. 

Duke. Valiant OthcUo y we muff firaight employ you, 
Againft thegcncrall Enemy Ottoman . 

I did not fee you : welcome gentle Signior, 

Wclack’t your Counfailcjand your helpe to night. 

Bra. So didl yours; Good your Grace pardon me. 
Neither my plak:c,hor ought 1 heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed; nor doth the gcncrall care 
Take hold on me. For my pcrticnlar griefe 
lsoffo fiood-gace.andorc-bearing Nature, 

That it englucs,snd fwallowes other forrowes, 

And itisflill itfelfc. 

Duke. Why ? What’s the matter ? 
hr a. My Daughter: oh my Daughter ! 

Sen. Dead i 
hr a. I, tome. 

She is abus’d,ftolne from me,and corrupted 
By Spels,and Mcdicine$,boughcof Mountebanks; 
ForNaturejfoprcpoftroufty to erre, 

(Being not defidcntjblind.or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witch-craft could not. 

Duly. Who ere he be,chat in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter ofher felfc, 


And you ofher; the bloodic Booke cf Law, 

You fhall your iclfe rcad,in the bitter letter, 

After your ownc fenfe: yca^though our proper 
Stood in your Aiftion, 

Bra. Humbly J thanke your Grace , 

Here is the man; this Moore^hom now it feefhes 
Your fpeciall Mandace,for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

^It. We are verieforry for’r. 

What in yonr ownc part^can you fay to this ? 

'Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Othe. Moft Pocent^raue^nd Rcueren’d Signiors, 
My very Noble, and approu’d good Mafters; 

That 1 haue cane away this old mans Daughter, 

It is moft true : cruel haue married her; 

The verie headland front of my offending, 

Hath this extent; no more. Rude am I,in my fpeech. 
And little blefsd with the fofc phralc of Peace; 

Forfincc rhefe Armcsofmine,had leuen ycares pith, 

Till nowTomenine Mooncs wafted s they haue vs'd 
Their deereft aflionjn rhe Tented Field : 

And little of this great world can I fpeake, 

More then percaincs to Feats of Broiles,and Baitaile, 

And therefore little fhall I grace my caufe. 

In fpeakingformy felfe.Yet^byyour gracious patience) 
\ will a. round vn-varnifli’d ui ale deliucr. 

Of my wliole courfe of Louc.J 
What Drugges,what Charmcs, 

What Coniuration^iul whac mighty Magicke > 

(For fuch proceeding I am charg'd withall) 

I won his Daughter. 

Era A Maidcn,neuer bold: ^ 

Of Spirit fo flill,and quie^thar her Motion 
Blnfh’d at her fclfe,and fhe,in fpight of Nature, 

Of Ycarcs,of Country^CreditCjeucry thing 
To fall in Louc,with whacfl^c fear’d 10 lookeon; 

It is a iudgcmencmain'd,and moft imperfetft. 

That will confeffe Perfection fo could erre 
Againft all rules of Nature^nd mull b: driucti 
To find out pradtifes of cunning hell 
Why this fitould be. I therefore vouch againe, 

That with fome Mixtures,powrcfull o’re the blood. 

Or with fome Dram,(coniur’d to this effeft) 

He wtought vp on her. 

To vouch this,is no proofe. 

Without more wider,and more ouer Teft 
Then thefe thinhabits,and poorelikely-hoods 
Ofir.oderne Teeming,do prefer againft him* 

Sen. But Otbellojpezkc, 

Did you,by indireft.and forced courfes 
Subdue,and poyfon this yong Maides affeftions? 

Or came it by requcft,and fuch fairc queftion 
Asioule,to foule affordeth ? 

Othel. I do befecch you. 

Send for the Lady to the Sagitary, 

And let her fpeake of me before her Father; 

If you do finde me foule,in herreport. 

The T ruft,the Office,I do hold of you. 

Not oncly cake away, but let your Sentence 
Eucn fall vpon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Deffiemona hither. 

Othe . Aunciant,condu<ft them : 

You beft know thfcplace. 

And tell fhe corners truely as to beauen, 

I do confeffe the vices of my blood. 

So iuftly to your Graue earcsjle prefent 

How 































































































The Tragedie of Othello 


fop 3'4__ 

How I did thriuc in this fairc Ladies louc, 

And (he in mine. 

Dak*. Say ic Othello . 

Othe ♦ Her Father lou’d me^Fc inuited me: 

Still queftion’d me rhe Scorie of my life. 

From yeare to yeare: the Batcaile,Sieges,Fortune, 

That I haue paft. 

I r 3 n it through, cuen from my boyifh daies, 

Toth’vcry moment that he bad me cell it. 

Wherein I fpoke ofmoft difaftrous chances : 

Of moiling Accidents by Flood and Field, 

Ofhaire-breadth feapes i'th’immincnt deadly breach; 

Of being taken by the Infolcnc Foe, 

And fold to flauery. Of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my Traucllours hiftonc. 

Wherein ofAntarsvaft,and Dcfarts idle, 

Rough Quarries,Rocks,Hills,whole head touch heauen, 
It was my hint to fpeake. Such was my Proceflc, 

And ofthe Canibals chat each others eate. 

The jintropofbague ,and men whofe heads 

Grew beneath their fhouldcrs. Thefc things to heare, 

I Would ‘DefdemoMa ferioufly incline : 

But ftill the boufe Affaires would draw her hence: 
Which cucr as (he could with haftc difpatch, 

SheTd come againe, and with a greedie eare 
Deuoure vp my difeourfe. Which I obferuing, 

Tookc once a pliant hourc,and found good mcanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earned heart, 

That I would all my-Pil grim age dilate,* 

Whereof by parcels (he had fomething heard. 

But not inftin&iucly: I did confcnc. 

And often did beguile her ofher ceares, 

When I did (peakc of fome diftreffefuil Broke 
That my youth fufter’d: My Scorie being done. 

She gaue me for my paincs a world of kifles: 

She fworc in faith ’ewas Orange : Was palling Orange, 
Twas pittifull: ’ewas wondrous pittifuil. 

She wiftfd fhc had not heard it,yet (he wiflf d 

That Heauen had made her fuch a man. She thank’d me. 

And bad me,ifl had a Friend that lou’d her, 

1 fliould but teach him how to tell my Story, 

And that would wooc her. Vpon this hint I Ipake, 

She lou’d me for the dangers I had paO, 

And I lou’d her,that fhe did piety them. 

. Thisonelyis the witch-craft I haue vs’d. 

Here comes the Ladic : Lecher witneffe it. 

Enter Defdewona^Iago^Attendants. 

Duke. I thinke this tale would win my Daughter too, 

\ Good lirabantioytaxe vp this mangled macterat the beO: 
Men do their broken Weapons rather vfc. 

Then their bare hands. 

7 Ira. I pray you heare her fpeake? 

If (he confclfe that fhe was halfc the wooer, 

DcOruftton on my head,if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle MiOris, 

Do you percciuc in all this Noble Companie, 

\ Where moO you owe obedience? 

! Def My Noble Father, 

I do percciuc lieerc a diuided dutie. 

To you I am bound for Iife,and education: 

My life and education both do learne me, 

How torcfpe&you. You arc the Lord of duty, 

I am hitherto your Daughter. But hecre’s my Husband; 
And fo much dutie,as my Mother (hew’d 

--, ■ . JJ — - ■■■— l. -■ — - - 


i To you,preferring you before her Father: 

j Somuchlchallcngcjthatlmayprofeflc 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 

Bra. God be with you: I haue done. 

Plcaic it your Grace,on to the State Afiahesi 
1 had rather to adopt a Child,thcn get it. 

Come hither Moore; 

I here do giuc thee that with all my heart » 

Which but thou haft already,with all my heart 
I would kcepe from thee. For your fake (I evvc m 
I am glad at fou!e,I hauq no other Child* V ' 

For thy efcapc would teach me Tirranie 
To hang cloggeson them. I haue done my Lord 

Duke. Let me fpeake like your felfc: 
j And lay a Sentence, 

Which as a grife,or ftep may hclpe thefe Lou ets 
When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended * 

By feeing the worft,which late on hopes depended 
To mourne a Mifcheefe thatispaft and gon. 

Is the next way to draw new mifchiefc on. 

What cannot be prefcrn’d,when Fortune takes; 
Patience ,hcr Iniury a tnock’ry makes. 

The rob'd that fmiles,ftealcs fomething from theThi f 
He robs himfelfc.that fpends a bootelefle griefc. **' 
Bra. So let the T urke of Cyprus vs beguile, 

We loofe it not fo long as we can fmile: 

He bearcs the Sentence well.that nothing bcares 
But the free comfort which from thence he heart!. 

But he bearcs both the Sentence,and the forrow 
That to pay griefe,muft ofpoore Patience borrow. 
Thefe Sentences,to Sugar,or to Gall, 

Being ftrong on both lidcs,are Equiuocall. 

But words arc words,I neuer yet did heare.:'. 

That thebruized heart was pierc’d through the earei. 

I h umbly befcech you proceed to th’Aftalres ofState. 

Duke, i he Turke with a moft mighty Preparation 
makes for Cyprus: Othello, the Fortitude of the place is 
bell knowne to you. And though we haue there a Subfti. 
tutc of rru>ft allowed fefficiencic; yet opinion, a more 
foueraigne Miftris of Effe&s, throwes a more fafer 
voice on you: you rr.uft therefore be content to (lubber 
the gloffe of your new Fortunes, with this mote Hub. 
borne.and boyftrous expedition. 

Othe. TheTirant Cuftome,moftGraueSenators, 
Hath made the flinty and Steele Coach of Warre 
My thrjee-driuen bed of Downe, I do agnize 
A Narurall and prompt Alacartie, 

I findc in hardnefle: and do vndertake 
This prefent Warres againft the Ottamites. 

Moft humbly therefore bending to your Slate, 

I crane fit difpolicion for my Wife, 

Dereference of Place,and Exhibition, 

With fuch Accomodation and before 
As lends with her breeding. 

Duke - Why at her Fathers ? 

Bra. ! will not haue it fo. 

Othe. Nor I. 

Def. Nor would I thererecide. 

To put my Father in impatient thoughts . 

By being in his eye. Moft Grcaious Duke, 

To my vnfolding, lend your profperous eare. 

And let me finde a Charter in your voice 
T’aflift my fimplenefle. 

Duke. What would you Deftemoual 
Def. That I loue the Moore,to hue with him. 

My downe-righc violence, and ftorme of Fortunes, 
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crumpet to the world. My hear t’s fubdu'd 
gacn to the very quality of my Lord; 
l fave Othello's vjiage in hi3 mind, 

^nd to his Honour* and his valiant pares, 

Did I my f° u * c anc * Fortunes confccrate. 

So th^ (dcerc Lords)if I be left behind 
A Moth of Peace,and he go coche Warre, 

The Rites for why I loue him,are bereft me: 

And 1 a heauie interim fliall fupport 

his decrc abfence. Let me go with him. 

Othe. Let her haue your voice. 

Vouch with me Heauen,I thereforeBeg it not 
fo pieafe the pallate of my Appetite: 
fsior to comply with heat the yong affefts 
In my deOin£f,and proper facisfa<Sion. 

But co be free, and bounteous to her minde: 

And Heauen defend your good fou’es,that you thinke 
[ will your ferious and great bulinefle fc3nc 
V^hcn fhe is with me. No,when light wing'd Toyes 
Of feather d Cupid^C ecle with wanton dulncfle 
My fpeculatiue,and offic’d Inftrument: 

That niy Difports corrupt,and taint my bufindfe t 
Let Houle-wiues make a Skillet ot my Helme, 

And all indigne,and bafe aduerficies, 

Make head againOmy Gflimation. 

Duke Be it as you flralJ priuatcly determine^ 

Either for her flay,or going : ch’Aftairc cries hafl: 

And fpeed muft anfwer it. 

Sen. Youmuflaway tonight, 

Othe. With all my heart. 

Duke . At nine i’ch’morning, here wee'I meete againe. 
Othello. \z aue fome Officer behind 
And he ft all ourCommilfion bring to you: 

And fuch things eife ofqualitic and refpedl 
As doth import you. 

Othe. So pleafe your Grace,my Ancient, 

A man he is of hone Ay and trufl : 

Tohisconueyance iaffignemy wife. 

With what die necdfuil^your goodGrace flaall think 
To be lent after me. 

Duke. Let it be fo • 

Good night to eucry one. And Noble Signior, 

IfVertue no delighted Bcautie lacke, 

Your Son-indaw is farre more Fatre then Blacke. 

Sen. Adieu bxzue Mooie\e Defamon* well. 

Bya. Looke to her(Moore)if (hou hafl eies to fee: 
She ha*s deceiu’d her Father.and may thee. Exit. 

Othe . My life vpon her faith. Honcfl lt*go % 

My Defdewona mud lleaueto thee : 

I prythec let thy wife attend on her, 

And bring them after in the beO aouantage. 

Come Defdemonay I haue but an houre 
Of Loue.o.f wordjy matter, and diredfion 
To fpend with thee. We mufl obey the the time. Exit. 
Rod . logos > 

logo. Wha^jfajifl thou Noble heart? 

Rod. What wilt I do,chink’fl thou ? 

Iags>* Why go to bed andfleepe, 

Rod. I will incontinently drowne my fclfe. 
logo. If thou do^ftl fliall neuer loue thee after. Why 
thou iilly Gentleman? 

Rod. lus flllynefleco liue f when to line is torment: 
and then naue vyc-a picfeription -to dye, when death is 
our Phyfition, 

/ago. Ohvjllauous : I haue look’d vpori:che world 
for fourc times feuen yearesjand fince I could daftinguifh 


betwixt a Bcnefic.and anlniurietl neuer foufld wan that 
knew howto louehimfelfe. Ere I would lay, 1 wotml 
drowne my felfe for the louc of a Gynney Heo,I would 
change my Humanity with a Baboone. 

Rod. What fliould I do ? i confeffe it is my ihamc 
to be fo fond,buc it is not in my vertut to amend it. 

I ago. Vcrtue? Afiggc, Yis in our fellies that we are 
thu c ,or thus. Our Bodies arc our G ardens, to the which* 
our Wills are Gardiners. So that if. wc will plant Net- 
tels, or fowe Lectice : Set Hifope, and wecdevp Timc: 
Supplic it with one gender of He3fbes ? or diflradfc it with 
many : cither to haue it fterrill with idlenefie, or manu- 
ved with Induftry, why the power,and Corrigible au- 
thoricie of this lies in our Wills. If the braine ot our Hues 
had not one Scale of Reafon, to poize another clSeniu- 
alitie, the blood, and bafencffe ofour Natures would 
conduct vs to moft prepoftrous Concisions. But we 
haue Reafon to coole our raging Motions, our carn&ll 
Srings,or vnbitted Lufts: whereof! take this^thatyou 
call Loue,to be a Sect,or Seyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

I Ago. It is mcerly a L.ufl of the blood,and a permiflion 
ofthe will. Come, be a man: drowne thy fclfe ? Drown 
Cats*,and blind Puppies. ) haue proireft me thy Friend, 
and I confeffe me knit to thy defcruing,wiih Cables of 
perdurable toughneffc. I could neuer better fieed thee 
then now. Put Money in thy purfe .• follow thou the 
Warres,defeate thy faoour, with an vfurp’d Beard. I fay 
puc Money in chv purie.Ic cannoibe long that Defdemona 
fliould continue her louc to the Moore. Put Money in 
thy purfe: nor he his to her. It was a violent Commence¬ 
ment in her, and thru fliall fee an anfwerable Scque- 
flration, put but Money in thy purle. Thefe Moores 
are changeable in their wils : fill thy purfe with Money. 
The Food that to him now is as lufhious as Locofts, 
flialbe to him fliortly, as bitter as Coloquinrida. She 
mufl change for youth : when fhe is fated with his body 
flic will find the errors ot her choice. Therefore.put Mo¬ 
ney in thy purfe. Jfthouwik needs damnethy felfe, do 
it a more delicate way then drowning. Make all the Mo¬ 
ney thou canft : If San&imonic, and a fraile vow, be¬ 
twixt an erring Barbarian, and fuper-fubtlc Venetian be 
not too hard for my wits,and all the Tribe of hell, thou 
(halt etiioy her: therefore make Money : a pox of drow¬ 
ning thy felfe,ic is cleane our ofthe way. Seeke thou ra¬ 
ther to be bang’d in Compafling thy ioy, then to be 
drown’d.and go without her. 

Rod** Wilt thou be faft to my hopes, if! depend on 
the iffuc? 

I ago. Thou art fureofme: Go make Money : I haue 
told thee often, 3nd I re- tell thee againe, and ( againe, I 
hate the Moore e My caufe is hearted; thine hath no leffe 
reafon. Let vs be coniundtiue in our reuenge, againft 
him. If thou canft Cuckold him, thou doft thy felfc a* 
plcafure, me a fport. Thcr? arc many Euentsinthe 
Wombeof Time^which wilbe deliuered. Trauerfe, go, 
prouide thy Money. W c will haue more of this co mor¬ 
row. Adieu, j 

"JRgd. Where fliall we meetc i*th morning ? 

I ago. Atiny Lodging. 

Rod. He be with thee betimes. 

higo. Go too,farewell. Do^youheare Rodorigo} 

Rod. Tie fell all my Land. Exit. 

Iago. Thus do I *uer make my Foole, my purfe: \. • ( 
For 1 mine owne gain’d knowledge fhouid propbanc 
1 fl would timeexpend with luch Snpe t > 

But 
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® u t for my Sport,and Profit: I hate the Moore, 

And it is thought abroad, that ’cwixt my fhcets 
She ha’s done my Office. I know not if t be true, 
But I, for meerc fufpition in that kindc. 

Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well, 

The better iTiall my purpofc worke on him : 

Caffio's a proper man: Let me fee now. 

To get his Place, and to plume vp my will 
In double Knaucry. How? How? Let's fee. 

After fomc time, to abufe Othello's eares, 

Thathcis too familiar with his wife: 

He hath a perfon, and a fmooth difpofe 
To be fufpe&ed: fram'd to make women falfc. 

The Moore is of a frec,and open Nature, 

That thinkes men honeft, that but feeme to be fo. 
And will as tenderly be lead by’th’Nofe 
As Affes are: 

I haue’e: it is engendred : Hell, and Night, 

Muft bring this monftrous Birth, to the worlds light. 


The Tragedie of Othello 



For I haue feru’d him, and the man command 
Like a full Soldier. Let’s to the Sea-fide fv, \ 

As well to fee theVeffcll that’s come in, ^ 

As to throw-out our eyes for braue Othello 
Eucn till we make the Maine, and th'Eriall ku 
An indiflind regard. 

Gent. Come,let’s do fo; 

For euery Minute is cxpc&ancie 
Of more Arriuancie. 

Enter CaJJio. 

Caffi. Thankesyou, the valiant of the WarliUm 
That lo approoue the Moore: Oh let the Hea 1 e > 
Glue him defence againtt the Elements Uen * 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous Sea.* 

Mon, Ishe wcllftiip’d? 

Cetfto. His Barke is ftoutly Timber’d,and his Pvl. . 
Ot veric expert, and approu’d Allowance; y ot 
Therefore my hope’s (not furfetted to deatM 
Stand in bold Cure. ^ 


Aelus Secundus. Seen a Trim a. 


8nter Montano ,a»d two ent lenten. 

Mon. What from the Cape, can you difeerne at Sea? 

1 .Gent. Nothing at all, it is a high wrought Flood: 

I cannot’twixc the Heauen, and the Maine, 

Defcry aSailc. 

Mon. Me thinks,the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, 
A fuller blaft ne’re fhooke our Battlements: 

‘ If it hath ruftiand fo vpon the Sea, 

What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt on them, 
Can hold the Morties. Wbat (hall we heare of this? 

2 A SegregationoftheTurki/hFleet: 

For do but ftand vpon the Foaming Shore, 

The chidden Biilow feemes to pelt the Clowds, 

The winde-fhak’d-Surge, with high & monftrous Maine 
Seemes tocaft water on the burning Bcare, 

And quench the Guards of th’euer-fixed Pole: 

1 neuer didlikemolleftationview 
On the enchafed Flood. 

Men. ifthattheTurkifhFIecte 
Be not enfrielcer’d, and embay’d, they are drown'd. 

It is impoflible to besre it out. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

3 NewesLaddes: our warres are done: 

The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turkes, 

That their defignement halts. A Noble /hip of Venice, 
Hath feene a greeuous wrackc and fufierancc 
On moft part of their Fleet. 

Mon. H 6 w? IsthistrSe? 

j TheShip is hecte putih.* A f r erenneffa ) 7HicbaelCa£to 
Lieutenaric to the warlike Moore, Othello, 

Is come on Shore . the Moore himfelfe at Sea, 

I And is in full Coramiffioivhecre for Cyprus. 

Mon. I am glad on’c: 

'Tis a worthy Gouernour. . ' 

3 But this fame CaJJio, though hefpeake of comfort. 
Touching the Turkifh lo{ie,yethelookesfadly. 

And praye the Moore be fafe; for they were parted 
• With fovtde andwrolent T empeft, 

• j Mon. Pray Hcauens he be: 

! _____ 




oauc, aoaue, a saile. 
What noile ? 


Cajfio. 

Cent. The Towne is empty; on the brow o’th’S 
Stand rankes of People, and they cry,a Saile, ” 

Cajfio. My hopes doihape him for theGouernor 
Cent. They do difeharge their Shot ofCourtefh’ 
Our Friends, at leaft. * 

C a JT 10 • J pray you Sir, go forth. 

And giue vs truth who ’tis that is arriu’d. 
gent. I /hall. Exit. 

Mon. But good Lieutenant, is your Genefall wW 
Cr-flio. Mo ft fortunately : he hath atchieu’d a Maid 
That paragons description, and wildeFame: 

One that excels the quirkes of Blazoning pens, 

And in th’effentiall Vefture of Creation, 

Do’s tyre the J ngeniucr. 


Enter Gentleman. 

How now? Who ha’s put in? 

gent. ’Tis on dago, Auncient to the Generali. 
Cajfio, Ha's had moft fauourable,and happie fpeed: 
Tempefts themfelues, high Seas, and howling windes, 
The guttcr’d-Rockes,and Congregated Sands, 
Traitors enfteep’d, to endogge the guiltlefle Keele, 
AshaumgfenceofBeautie, do omit 
Their mortall Naturesjetting go fafely by 
ThcDiuine Defdemona. 

Mon. What is fhe ? 

Cajfto. She that I fpakc of: 

Our great Captains Captaine, 

Left in the conduit of the bold logo, 

Wdole footing heere anticipates our thoughts, 

A Senights fpeed. Great loue, Othello guard. 

And fwell his Saile with thine owne powrefull breath, 
That he may blcfle this Bay with his calf Ship, 
Makeloues quicke pants in Defdemonaes Atmes, 

Giue renew’d fire to our extin&ed Spirits. 


Enter Defdemona, laoo, Rodorifo.and tsEmilia. 
Oh behold, ■ 

The Richesofthe Ship is come on fhore : 

You men of Cyprus, let her haue your kneesi 
Haile to thee Ladie 5 and the grace of Heiuen 1 , 
Before, behinde thee, and on euery hand 
Enwhecle thee round. 


Def. I thankc you, Valiant Caffio. 
Vhattydings can you tellofmy Lord? 


ibezThToweofVe nice . 



Ctf. He is noc.yec arriu'd,nor know I ought 
put that he’s wcll,and will be fhorcly heere. 

J)cf. Oh,but I feare : 

How loft you company? 

Caffto* The great Contention of Sea, and Skies 
parted our fello wfhip. But hearke,a Saile. 

Within* A Saile,a Saile. 

gent. They giue this greeting to the Cittaacll .• 

This likewife is a Friend. 

Cajfio. Sec for thcNcwes: 

Good Ancient,you are welcome. Welcome Miftris : 
tet it not gaulc your patience (good dago) 

That I extend my Manners. Tis my breeding, 

That giucs me this bold (hew of Curccfie. 

Ugo. Sir, would (lie giue you forrmch of her lippes, 

As of her tongue fhe oft beftowes on me, 

•You would haue enough. 

Vcf. Alas: fhe ha's no fpccch. 

Iago. Infaith too much : 

Ifindc it ftill^wbcn I haue leaucto fieepe. 

Marry before your Lady fhip,I grant, 

She puts het tongue a little in her h^arc. 

And chides with thinking. 

e/ £mil. You haue little caufe to fay fo. 

Iago . Come on,»come on: you are Piflurcs out of 
doore: Bell? in your Parlours : Wilde-Cats in your Kit¬ 
chens -.Saints in your Iniuries: Diucls being offended: 
Players in your Hufwifcrie, and Hufvviucs in your 
Beds. 

Def. Oh,fie vponthee,SIanderer. 

Ugo. Nay,itistrue rorelfel amaTurke, 

You rife to play,and go to bed to worke. 

v£rnil. You (hall not write my praife. 

Iago. No,lee me not. 

T>ejde . What would’ft write of me,if thou fiiould’ft 
praife me? 

Iago. Oh,gentle Lady,do not put me too 4 t, 

For I am nothing, if not Critical!. 

Def Come on, aflay. 

There’s one gone to the Har bout? 

Iago * I Madam. 

Def I am not merry : but I do beguile 
The thing I am,by Teeming orherwife. ' 

Come,how would’ft thou praife me ? 

Iago. I am about ic,but indeed my inuention comes 
from my pate, as Birdlyme do's from ijreezc,it pluckes 
out Braincs and all. But (py Mufe labours, and thus fhe 
is deliucr'd. 

If fhe befairc.artd wife:faireneffe,and wit. 

The ones for y fc, the other vfeth it. 

Def Well prais’d: 

How if fhe be Blacke and Witty ? 

Iago. If fhe be blacke y and thereto haue a wit\ 

She'le find a white jthat Jhall her blackneffe fit. 

Def Worfe,and worfe. 

i/EmiL HowifFaire.and Foolifhy 

Iago. She neuer yet was fooling that was f tire , 

For eucn her folly helpt her to an heire, 

Defde. Thefc are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fooles 
Hugh i’clYAlehoufe. What mifcrable praife haft thou 
for her that’s Foulc,and Foolifh. 

Iago. There s none fo fettle andfoolifh thereunto , 

Fat do's foalepranksyvhichfaire y and wife*ones do. 

Defde . Ohheauy ignorance: thoupraifeft the worft 
heft. But what praife could’ft thoubeftowon adefer- 
uing woman indeed ? One, that in the auchorichy of her 



meric, did iuftly put on the vouch of very malice lc 
fclfc. 

Iago . She that was ester fair e } and neuer proud\ 

Had Tongue at will y andyet was neuer loud : 

Neuer lackt Gold y andyct went neuer gay, 

I led from her wifh y andyet faidnow I may. 

She that being angredher reuenge being nie y 
X ad her wrong [toy y and her dtjpleafure flic : 

She that in wifedome neuer was fo fraile , 

To change the Cods-headfor the Salmons taile : 

She that could thinkgytndneti'r dtfclofe her mind, 

See Suitors follow tng y and not looke behwd: 

She was a wight f (jfeuer fitch wtghtes were ) 

Def To do what ? 

Iago « To fuckfe Footes.and chronicle fmall Becre. 

Defde . Oh moft lame and impotent condufion. Do 
not leameof h\wty£millia y though he be thy husband. 
How fay you (Cajfio) is he not a moft prophane,and li- 
bcrall Counfailor ? 

CaJJio . He fpeakes home (Madam) you may rcllifh 
him more in the SouIdier,then in the Sclioller. 

Iago. He takeiherby thepalme : I, well laid, whif- 
per. With as little a web as this, will I enfnare as great 
a Fly as Cajfio. I fmiJe vpon her, do: I will giue thee 
in chine owne Courtfhip. You fay true, ’tis fo indeed. 
Iffuch tricks as thefc ftripyou out ofyour Lieutchar,- 
trie,ithad becne better you had not kifs’d your three fin¬ 
gers fo oft,which now againe you are moft apt to play 
the Sir.in. Very good : wcllkifs’d, and excellent Curc- 
fie : Tis fo indeed. Yet againe, your fingers to your 
lippes ? Would they were Cluftcr-pipes for your 
fake. 

The Moore I know his Trumpet. 

Cajfio, Tis truely fo. 

Def. Let’s mecte him, and recieuehim. 

CaJJio . Loe,whcre he comes. 

Enter Othello } and Attendants. 

Oth. O/ny faire Warriour. 

( Def MydeereO/W/*. 

Othe. It giues me wonder great,as roy content 
To fee you heere before me. 

Oh my Soules Ioy .• 

If after euery Tempeft,come fuch Calcifies, 

May the windes blow,till they haue waken'd death : 

And let the labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas 
Olympus high : and duck againe as low. 

As heirs from Heauen. If it were now to dye, 

Twcre now to be moft happy. For I feare. 

My Soule hath her content fo abfolutc, 

That not another comfort like to this, 

Succeedes in vnknownc Fate. 

Def The Heauens forbid 
But that cur Loues 
And Comforts fhould encreafe 
Eucn as our dayes do grow* 

Othe. Amen to rhac(fweet Powers) 

I cannot fpcake enough of this content. 

It ftoppes me heere: it is too much of ioy. 

And this,and this the greateft difeords be < 

That ere our hearts (hall make. 

Iago. Oh you are well tun’d now: But lie fet downe 
the peggs that make this Muficke,as honeft as I am. 

t t Othe . 
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Othe. Come: let vs to the Caftle. 

Ncvres (Friends) our Warres are done : 

The Tui kea arc drown’d. 

How do's niy old Acquaintance of this Hie t 
(Hony)you (hail be well defir’d in Cyprus, 

1 haue iound great loue amonglt them. Oh my Sweet, 

I prattle out ot talhion,and 1 doatc 

In mine tvwne comforts. I prythec,good Jago, 

Go to the Bay,and difimbarke my Coffers: 

Bring thou the Matter to the Cittadell, 

Sc s a good one,and his worthyneffe 

Do s challenge much refpecf. Come Defdemona , 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

Exit Othe Hi And Defdemona. 

Jago. Do thou meet me prefently at the Harbour. 
Come thither, if thou be’ft Valiant,(as they fay bafe men 
being in Loue,haue then aNobilicie in their Natures, 
more then is natiue to them) ljft-mc; the Lieutenant to 
night watches on the Court of Guard. Firft,I mutt tell 
thee this: Defdemxu ,is dire£ily in loue with him. 

Rod. With him ? Why, ’tis not poflible. 

Iago. l.ay thy finger thus: and let thy foulc be in- 
ftrutfed, Matkemewith what violence fhe fiift lou’d 
the Moore,but for bragging.'and telling her fantafticall 
lies. To loue him ftill for prating, let not thydifereet 
heart thinke it. Her eye mtfft be fed. And what delight 
(hall Ihe haue to looke on the diuell? When the Blood 
is made dull with the Acf of Sport, there fhould be a 
game to enflacne it,and togiue Satiety a frefh appetite. 
Louelincfle in fauour, fimpathy in yeares. Manners, 
and Beauties: all which the Moore is defetftiue in. Now 
for want of thefe requir’d Conuenienccs, her delicate 
tenderneffewilfindc it felfc abus’d, begin tohcaue the, 
gorge,difrcllifh and abhorre the Moorc,vcry Nature wil 
i°nftru£t her in it,and compell her to fome fecond choice. 
Now Sir, this granted (as it is a matt pregnant andvn- 
forc’d politico) who Bands fo eminent in the degree of 
this Foruoe. as Cajfu do’s : a knauc very voluble; no 
further confcionable,theu in putting on the meere forme 
ofCiuill.and Hurmine feeming, for the better compaffe 
ofhis falt,and moft hidden loofe Affetftion? Why none, 
why none: A flipper, and fubtle knauc,4 finder of occa- 
fiontthat he’s an eye can ftampe, and counterfeit Ad- 
uantages,though true Aduantagc tieuerprefent it felfc. 
A diuelifh knaue:befides,thc knauc is handfomc,young : 
and hath all thofe requifites in him, that folly and greene 
mindes looke after. Apcftilent compleat knaue,and the 
woman hath found him already. 

Rodo. I cannot belecue that in her, (he’s full of moft 
blcfs’d condition. 

Jago. Blefs’d figges-end. The Wine fhe drinkes is 
made of grapes. Ififhee hadbeene blefs’d, fhec would 
neuer haue lou’d the MoorciBleft’d pudding. Didft thou 
not fee her paddle with the palme ofhis hand? Didft not 
marke that ? 

Rid. Ycs.thatl did: bur. that was but curtefie. 

Lt*o, Leacherie by this hand: an Index, and obfeure 
prologue to the Hiftory ofLuft and foule Thoughts. 
They mec fo ncere with their lip, pcs, thac their breathes 
embrac’d together. Villanous thoughts Rodorigo, when 
thefe mutabilities fo marlhall the way, hard at baud 
comes the Mafter, and maine cxercifc,lh’incorporatc 
conclufion : PilTi. But Sir, be you rul'd by me. I haue 
brought you from Venice. Watch you tonight: for 
the Command,He lay’t vpon yon. Caffio knowesyou 
not; lie not be farre from you. Do you finde fome oc- 
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Exit, 


cafion to anger Caffio, either by fpe^ngTooTr " 
tainting his difciplme, or from what othe ° Ud * 01 
you pleafe, which the time fliall more fau 0 rii C ° Utft 
nifter. ab v mi-, 

Rod. Well. 

dago. Sir,he’s rafh, and very fodaine in Choi! 
happely may ftrike at you,prouoke him that he rri'*'' ^ 
euen out of that will 1 caufe thefe of Cyprus : / 0r 

Whofe qualification (hall come into no true 
gaine, but by the difplanting of Caffo. $ 0 t , ie a > 
haue a fhorter tourney to your defiles, by then, ^° u 
fhall then haue to prefer^ them. And theimpJ 311 '^ 
moft profitably remoueef, without the which th lniCnt 
no expectation ofour proi’peritie. Cre V*«n 

Rodo. I will do this,ifyou can bring it to anv 
tunity. "°Ppot. 

Iago. I warrant thee. Meete me by and bu 
Cittadell. I muft fetch his Neceffarics a Shore p C 
well, ’ hatc ‘ 

Rodo. Adieu. 

Iago. That Caffio loues her,I do well beleeu’t: 

That fhe loues him, ’tis apt,and of great Credite 
The Moore (how beit that I endure him not) 

Is of a conftant,1ouing,Nob!e Nature, 

And I dare thinkc,he’le prouc to Defdemona 
A moft deerc husband. Now I do loue her too 
Not out ofabfolute Luft, (though peraduenturc 
I ftand accomptant for as great a fin) 

Butpartely led to dyetmy Kcuenge, 

Forthat I do fufpeftihe luttie Moore 
Hath leap’d into my Scare. The thought whereof 
Doth (like a poyfonous Minerall)gnawmy Inwardea- 
And nothing can,or fhall content my Soule 
Till f ameeuen’d with him,wife,for wife. 

Or fayling fo.yet that I put the Moore, 

Atleaft intoalelpuzie foftrong 

That judgement cannot cure. Which thing todo, 

1 f etas poor? Trafh of Venice,whom I trace 
For his quicke hunting,ftand the putting on, 

Jle haOc our Michael faffo on the hip, 

Abufc him to the Moore, in the right garbe 
(Fori feare Caffio wich my Night-Cape too) 

Make the Moorcthanke me,loue me,and reward me, 
for making him egregioufly an Affe, 

And pradtifing vpon his peace,and quiet, 

Euen to madneffe. Tishecrc : but yet confus’d, 
Knaueries plaine facets neuer feene,till vs’d. Exit, 


Scena Seem da. 


Enter Othello't, Herald with 4 Proclamation. 

Herald. It is Othello't pleafure, ourNoble and Va 
ant General!. That vpon certaine tydings nov • r iu 
importing the mecre perdition of theT ' ift ?tl 
euery man put himfelfe into Triumph. Somero n< 
fome to make Bonfires, each man, to whatSpcua, 
Reuels his addition. leads him. For befide* lcs 
ficiall Newes,it is the Celebration of iisNup a!, 
much was his pleafure fhould be proclaimed. A’b-f 
ccsare open, 8 cchercis fullUbertieofFeaftjrghe 1 

m 
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offiue, till the<Bell haue told eleuen. ' 
^Iclfe the Iflc of Cyprus,and our Noble Generali Othel - 

Exit « 
h* 

Enter Othello } Defdc77tona, Caffio find'Attendants ♦ ^ 
Othe, Good Michael, looke youio the guard tonignt 
fats teach our fclues that Honourable flop, 
jslot toout-fport difcrctiono 
Caf. bath direction what to do. 
gut notwithstanding with my perionall eye 
\VillHookc to’c. 

Othe . Iago > is moft honeft : 

(Michael, goodnight. To morrow with your earlieft, 

Let me haue fpeech with you. Come my deereLouc,, 

Thepurchafe niadc^hc fruites arc to cniuc, 

That profit’s yet to come ’eweene mc,and you. 

Goodnight. ^ tXitf 

Enter 1ago . 

Caf. Welcome I ago :.we niuji to the W atch, 
lago. Not this houre Lieutenant : ’cis not yet ten 
o’th’clocke. Out Generali caft vs thus earely for the 
loue ofhis Defdemona-. Who, let vs not tlierefore blame; 
hehath not yet made wanton the night wichhet rand 
(he is fport for lone. 

Caf. She’s a moft exquifite Lady. 

Jago. And lie warrant her .full of Game. 

• Caf Indeed (hes a n cfl frefh anddelicatccreature. 

Jago. What an eye fhe ha’s ? 

Mechinkesic founds a parley to prcuocation. 

Caf. Aninuitingeye: 

And yet me fhinkes right modeft. 

Jago. And when fhe fpcakes. 

Is it not an Alarum to Loue ? 

Caf. She is indeed perfe&ion. 

Jago. Well: h 3 ppincfle to thcirSheetes. Come Lieu¬ 
tenant,I haue a ftope of Wine, andheere without are a 
brace of Cyprus Gallants, that would faine haue a mea- 
fure to the health of blacke Othello. 

Caf Not to night, good Jago, I haue very poorc, 
and vnhappie Braines for drinking. I could well wifh 
Curtefie would inuenc fome other Cuftomc of enter¬ 
tainment. 

Jago. Oh, they are our Friends: but one Cup, lie 
diinke foryo u. 

Cajfio. I haue drunke but one Cup to night,and that 
was craftily qualified too ; and behold svhat inouation 
it makes hcere. lam infortunate in the infirmity, and 
dare not caske my weakenefie with any more. 

Iago. What man i ’Tis anight ofReuds, the Gal¬ 
lants defire it. 

Caf. Where are they ? 

Jago. Heere,at the doorc: I pray you cal! them in. 
Caf. Iledo’tjbut itdiflikes me. Exit. 

Jago. If I canfaften butoneCup vpon Hina 
With that which he hath drunke to night alrcadie, 

He’l be as full of Quarrell.and offence 
As my yong Miflris dogge. 

Now my ficke Poole Rodorigo, 

Whom Loue hath turn’d almoft the wrong fide out, 

To Defdemona hath to night Carrows’d. 
Potations,pottle-deepc; and he’s to watch. 

Three elfe ofCyprus,Noble fwelling Spiritcs, 

(That hold their Honours in a wary diftance. 

The very Elements of this W arrchke lfla) < 

Haue I to night flufter’d with flowing Cups, 

And they Watch too. 


Now’mongft thisFlockc of drunkards 
Am I put to our Cojfto in fome A&ion 
That mayoffend the Iflc. Butherethey come. 

Enter Cajfio,Montane,and Gentlemen» 

IfConfequencc do but approue my drearoe, . 

My Boate failcs freely,both with windc and Srreamc. 

Caf.'Fore heauen,they haue giuen me a rowfc already. 
Mon. Good-faith a litle one: not pall a pint,as l am 3 
Souldier. 

Jago. Some Wine boa. 

And let me the Cannakin clinkeflwhe .* 

And let tne the Cannakin clinks. 

A Sottldiers a man \ Ch,mans life's hut a /pan, 
iyhf then let a Souldtcr drir.ke. 

Some Wine Boyes. 

Caf ’Fore Heauen: an excellent Song. 

Iago. 1 learn’d it in England : where indeedthey ar c 
moft^potent in Potting. Your Dane, your Germaine, 
and your fwag-belly’d Hollander, (drinke hoa) arc 
nothing to yout Englifh. 

Cajfio. Is your Englishmen fo exquifite in his. drin¬ 
king ? 

Iago. Why, he drinkes you with facillitic,yoi r Dano 
dead drunke. He fweates not to ouetthrow your Al- 
maine. Hegiuesyour Hollander avomic.ete the next 
Pottle can be fill’d. 

Caf. To the health ofour Generali, 

Mon. I am for it Lieutenant: and lie do you Iuftice. 
Jago Oh fvveet England. 

King Stephen wot and-a worthy Peere , 

His Breeches cojl him but a Crowne , 

He held them Six pence all to deerc, 

With that he cal'dthe Tailor howne : 

He was a wight of high Rcnowne, 
tsVudthots art hut of low degree : 

’Tis Pride that pulls the Country downs , 

And take thy aw I’d Cloake about t bee. 

Some Wine boa. • "f,- 

Caffio, Why this is a more exquifite Sqpg then the o- 
ther. 

Jago. Will you heare’eagaine? . 

Caf No: for I hold him to be vnworthy ofhis Place; 
that do’s thofe things. Well:bcau’ns aboue all : and 
there be foules muft be faued, and there be iouiesmuft 
not be fatted. 

Iago. It’s true.gooo Lieutenant. 

Caf For mine owne part, no offence to the Generali, 
nor any man ofquahtic : I hope to be faued. 

Iago. And io do I too Lieutenant. 

Cajfio. I:(but by your leaue) not before me. Tho 
Lieutenant is to be faued before the Ancient. Let’s haue 
no more of this: let’s to our Affaires, Forgiue vsour 
finnes: Gentlemen let’s looke to cut bufineffc. Do not 
thinke Gentlemen,! am drunke: this i* my Ancient,this 
is my right hand, and this is my left. I am not drunke 
now : 1 can ftand well enough,and I fpcake well enough. 
Gent. Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very well then: you muft not thinke then, 
that I am drunke. Exit. 

"Mont a. Toth’Platformc (Maftcrs)coroe, let’s fet the 
Watch. 

Jago. You fee this Fellow,that is gone before. 

He’s a Souldier, fit to ftand by Cafar, 

And gtuc direiftion. And do but lee his vice, 

Tis to his venue,a iuft Equinox, 
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The one as long a* th’other. ’Tispittie of him: 

I feare the truft Othello put* him in. 

On fome odde time of his infirmitic 
Will (hike this ifland- 

Mont. But it he often thus ? 
logo. 'Tis euermorc his prologue to his (leepe, 
He’le watch the Horologe a double Set, 

It’Drinhe rocke not his Cradle. 

Mont. It were well 
The Generali were put in mind of it: 

Perhaps he fees it not,or his good nature 
Prizes the vertuc that appearcs in CaJJie , 

And lookesnotonhiscuills: is not this true i 
Enter Rodorigo. 
logo. How now Rodorigo ? 

I pray you after the Lieutenant, go. 

Mott. And’cis great pitty,that the Noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a Placets bis ownc Second 
With one of an ingraft lofirmitie. 

It were an honeft Action,to fay fo 
To the Moore. 

logo. Not ',for this faire Ifland, 

I do loue Cajfio well: and would do much 
To cure him ofehis euill, But hearke.whatnoifc ? 
Enter Cajfio purfmng Rodorigo. 

Caf You Rogue: you Rafcall. 

Mon. Wnat’s the matter Lieutenant ? 

Caf. AKnaue teach me nry dutie? lie beate the 
Knaue in to a Twiggen-Bottle. 

Rod. Beateme? 

Caf. Doftthcuprate,Rogue? 

Mon. Nay,good Lieutenant J 
I pray you Sir,hold your hand. 

Cajfn .Let me go(Sir) 

Or He knocke you o re the M izard. 
c Mon. Come,come :you’re drunke. 

Cajfio. Drunke? 

logo, Away I fay: go out and cry a Mutini'e. 

Nay good Lieutenant. Alas Gentlemen: 

Helpehoa. Lieutenant. Sir Montano : 

Helpe Mafters. Heere’s a goodly Watch indeed. 

Who’s that which rings the BelL Diablo,hoa: 

The Towne will rife. Fie,fie Lieutenant, 

You’le be afham’d for euer. 

Enter Othello,and Attendants. 

Othe. What is the matter hcerc? 

Mote. 1 bleed ftill, f am hurt to th’death. He die*. 
Othe. Hold tor your Hues. 

/<t£.Hold hoa: Lieu:cnant, Sir Gentlemen: 

Hauc you forgot all place of fenle and dutie? 

Hold. The Generali fpcaks to you : hold for fiiame, 
Oth. Why how now hoa ? From whence arifeth this? 
Are we turn’d Turkcs fund to our felues do that 
Which Heauen hath forbid the Ottamittes. 

For Chriftian fhame,put by this barbarous Brawle: 

He that ftirs next,tocarue for his owne rage. 

Holds his foule light.* He dies vpon his Motion. 

Silence that drcadfull Bell,it frights the ifle. 

From her rropriety. What is the matter,Mafters? 
Honeft logo that lookes dead with greeuing, 

Speake.- who began this ? On thy louc I charge thee? 

lago. I do not know: Friends all,but now,euen now* 
In Quarter,and in termes like Bride, andGroome 
Deacflingthem for Bed: and then,but now: 

(As if fome Planet had vn witted men) 


\ 


Swordsout,and tilting one at othersbreafoT' 

In ©ppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake * 

Any begining to this peeuifo oddes. 

And would,in Aiftion glorious,! had loft 
Thofe legges.that brought me to a part of it, 

Othe. How comes it (Micbaelt)you are thus f 
Caf. I pray you pardon roe,I cannot fpeake. t0 ^ 0 ' 
Othe. Worthy Montano, you were wont to b* * 
The grauitie,and fiillnefle of your youth ecil| ill: 
The world hath noted. And your name is great 
In mouthes of wifeft Cenfure. What’s the matt 
That you vnlace your reputation thus. 

And fpend your rich opinion,for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? Giue me anfwer to it," 

Mon. Worthy Othello,1 am hurt to danger 
Your Officer Iago.t an infoime you. 

While I fparefpecch which fomeihtr>gnowoff«,j 
Ofall that Ido know,nor know 1 ought smti 

By me,that’s faid.o r done amiffc this night, 
Vnleflefelfe-charitie be fometime* a vice 
And to defend our felues,it be a finne 
When violence aflailes vs. 

Othe. Now by Heauen, 

My blood begins my fafer Guides to rule, 

And paflion(hauing my beft iudgementcollied) 
Affaies to leade the way. Iflonceftir, 

Or do but lift this Arme, the beft of you 
Shall finke in my rebuke. Giue me to know 
How this foule Rout began: Who fetiton, 

And he that is approu’d in this offence. 

Though he had twinn’d wirh me,botb at a birth. 

Shall loofe me. What in a Towne of warre, 

Yet wilde, the peoples hearts brim-full of feare, 

T o Manage priuate,and domeftickc Quarrel! > 

In night, and on theCourt and Guard of fafetie? 
’Tismonfhous: /<ijo ( whobegan’t ? 

Mon. If partially Affin’d,or league in office. 

Thou dofi deliuer more,or leffe then Truth, 

Thou art no Souldier. 

lago. Touch me not foneere, 

I had rather haue this tongue cut from my mouth, 
Then it fhould do offence to MtchaeBCaJjio. 

Yet 1 perfwade my felfc,to fpeake the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is Generali; 
Montano and my felfe being in fpeecb. 

There comes a Fellow,cry ing out for helpe, 

And Cajfio following him with determin’d Sword 
To execute vpon him. Sir,this Gentleman, 

Steppes in to Cajfio, and entreats his paufe: 

My felfe,the crying Fellow did purfue, 

Leaft by hisc lamour (as it fo fell out) 

The Towne might fall in fright. Hc,(fwift offoote) 
Ouc-ranmypurpofe : and I return’d then rather 
For that I heard the clinkc.and fall of Swords, 

And Cajfio high in oath : Which till to night 
I nere might fay before. When Icamebacke 
(For this was bsiefc)! found them ck>le together 
At bio w,and thruft,eucn as againe they were 
When you your felfe did part them. 

More ofthismajter cannot I report. 

But Men are Men : The beft iometimes forget, 
Though Cajfio did fome little wrong tohim. 

As men in rage ftnke thofe that -wifli them beft, 

Yctfurely Cajfio I beleeue receiu’d 

From him that fled,fome Grange Indignitie, 

Which patience could not pafle. 

r Othe. 


the elMoore ofVenice. 
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Othe. Iknow/^o 

fly honeftie,and iouc doth mince this matter, 
faking it light to Cajfio .* Cajfio loue thee, 
gut neucr more be Officer of mine. 

Enter Defdemona attended. 

Lookeifmy gentle Louc be not rais’d vp: 
lie make thee an example. 

Def What is the matter (Deere ? ) 

Othe. All 5 * well,Sweeting.: 

Come away to bed- Sir foryour hurts. 

My felfe will bcyour Surgeon. Lead him off: 
lago ,looke with care about the Towne, 

And.fi le rice chofewhom this vil’d brawle diftra&ed. 

Co me Defdemona, ’tis the Soldiers life, 

Tojhaue their Balmy {lumbers wak’dj with ftrife. Exit. 
lago. What are you hurt Lieutenant ? 

Caf. I ,paft all Surgery. 
lago . Marry Heauen forbid. 

Caf. Reputation,ReputacionfRepntaticn:Ohlhaue 
loft my Reputation. 1 hauc loft the immortall part of 
myfelfe, and what remaincs isbeftiall. My Reputation, 
logo jot jy Reputation. 

As I am an honeft man 1 had thought you had 
receiucd fome bodily wound; there is more fence in that 
then in Reputation. Reputation is an idle,and moft falle 
iiupofiuon;ofc got without merit, aud loft without de- 
feruing. You haue loft no Reputation at all,vnlefle you 
repute your felfe fuch a loofer. What man,there arc 
morewayes to recouer the Generali againe. You arc 
but now caft in his moode,(a punifhment more in poli- 
cie,thenin malice )euen foas one would beatehisof- 
fencelefle dogge,ro affright an Imperious Lyon. Sue to 
him againe,and he’s yours. 

Caf. I will rather fue tobedefpis’d,thentodcceiue 
fo good a Commander, with fo flight,fo drunken,and fo 
indifereet an Officer. Drunke ? And fpeake Parrat ? And 
fqtiabblc ?Swagger ? Sweare ? And difeourfe Fuftian 
with -ones ownc fhadow ? Oh thou invifible fpirit of 
Wine,if thou haft no name to be knowneby, let vs call 
theeDiuell. 

lago. What was he that you follow’d with- your 
Sword ?Whathadhedoncto you i 
Caf. I know not. 
lago. Is’tpoffible? 

Caf. I remember a made of things, but nothing di- 
ftindtly: a Quarrell, hue nothing wherefore. Oh,that 
men fhould put an Encmie inthcirmouthes,toftcalea- 
way their Braincs ? that we fhould with ioy, pleafance, 
reuell and applaufe,transforme our felues into Beafls. 

lago. Why ? But you are now well enough : how 
came you thus rccouered ? 

Caf. It hath pleas’d the diuelldrunkcnnefle, to giue 
place to the diuell wrath,one vnperfedfnefTe, fhewes me 
another to make me frankly defpife my felfe. 

lago. Come, you are coo feuerea Morallcr. A« the 
Time,the Place,& the Condition of this Country ftands 
I could hartily wifh this had not befalne :but fincc it is,as 
it is, mend it for your owne good. 

Caf I will aike him for my Place againe,he (hall tell 
me, I am a drunkard : had I as many mouthes as Hjdra t 
fuch an anfwer would ftop them all. To be now a fen. 
fible man, by and by a Foole,and preiently a Beaft. Oh 
ftrange|Euery inordinate cup is vnblefs’d,and thelngrc- 
dicnt is a diuell. 


lago. Come, come: good wine, is a good famill ar | 
Creature, if it be wellvs’d :exclaimeno more againftit* j 
And good Lieutenant, 1 thinkc, you thinke I loue j 
you. 

Cajfto. I haue well approued it. Sir.I drunke ? 
lago. You,orany man liuing, may be drunke ata | 
time man. 1 tell you what you fhall do: Our General s j 
Wife,is now the Generali. I may fay io,in chis icfpedt, 
fortli 3 thchath deuoced, and giuen vp himfelte to the 
Contemplation, marker and denotement of her parts 
and Graces. ConfefTeyour lelfe freely to her: Impor¬ 
tune her helpe to put you in your place againe. She is 
of lo free, io kinde, fo apt, fo bleffed a difpofition, 
fire holds it a vice in her goodnefTe, nor to do more 
then flic is requefted. This broken ioynt bit ween e 
you, and her .husband, entreat her to fplinter. And my 
Fortunesagainrt any lay worth naming, this cracke ot 
your Loue, fliall grow ftonger, then it was before. 

C'ajfio. You aduifemcwell. 1 

lago. I proteft in the finccritic of Loue, and Honeft 
kindnefte. 

Cajfio. 1 thinke it freely: and betimes in the mor¬ 
ning,! will befeech the vertuous Dejdemona to vndertake 
for me: I am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me. 

lago. You arc in the right: good night Lieutenant,I 
rouft to the Watch. 

Cajfio. Good night,honeft lago. 

Exit Cajfio. 

lago. And what’s he then. 

That iaies I play the Villainc? 

When this aduife is free I giue,and honeft, 

Proball to thinking,and indeed the courle 
To wintheMoore againe. 

For‘tis moft cafie 

Th’inclyning Defdemona to iubdue 

in any honeft Suite. She’s fram’d as fruitefull 

As the (fee Elements. And then for her 

To win the Moore,were to renownce hisBsptifmc, 

AHScales,and Simbols ©fredeemed fin: 

His Soule is fo enfetter’d to her Loue, 

That flic may make,vnmakc,do what ihc lift, 

Euen as her Appetite fliall play the God, 

With his weakeFunflion. How am I then aVillaine, 

To Counfcll Cajfto to this paralcll courfc, 

Dire&ly to his good? Diuinitie of hell. 

When diuels will the blackeft finnes put on. 

They do fuggeft at firft with heauenly Ihewes, 

As I do now. For whiles this honeft Foole 
Plies Defdemona, to repaire his Fortune, 

And fhe for him,p!cades ftrongly to the Moote, 

11c powre thispcltilence into his care : 

That (he repeales him.for her bodies Luft * 

And by how much (he ftriues to do him good, 

She fhall vndo her Credite with the Moore. 

So will I turne her vcrcue into pitch. 

And out of her owne goodneffc make the Net, 

That fliall cn-mafb them all. 

How now Rodorigo ? 


Enter Rodorigo. 

Rodorigo. I do follow heere in the Chace, not j 
like a Hound that hunts, but one that flllcs vp the j 
Crie. My Money is almoft fpenr; I haue bin to night j 
exceedingly well CudgelPd: And I thinke the iffuc j 

t t 3 will ( 
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will bee, I (ha 11 hauc To much experience for my paincs; 
And fo, with no money at all, and a little more Wit, re- j 
turne againc ro Venice. 

I ago. How poorc are they that haue not Patience ? 
What wound did cuer heale but by degrees? 

Thou know’ll we worke by Wit,and not by Witchcraft 
And Wit'depends on dilatory time: 

Dos’c not go well ? CaJJio hath beaten thee, 

And thou by that fmali hurt hath cafheer’d Caffio: 

Though other things grow faire againft the Sun, 

Yet Fruices that blolfomc firfl, will firft be ripe : 

Content thy felfe,a-wbile. lntroth’tis Morning; 
Pleafure, and A 6 Hon,makc thehoures feeme fhorr. 

Retire thee, go where thou art Billited : 

Away, I fay, thou (hale know more heercafter : 

Nay get thee gone. Exit Rodorigo. 

Two things are to be done : 

My Wife muft moue for Caffio to her Miftris: 
lie fet her on my lclfc, a while, to draw the Moor apart, 
And bring him iumpe, when he^may Caffio fiode 
Soliciting his wife: I,that’s the way: 

Dull not Dcuice, by coldncfle,and delay. Exit. 

<iActus T'ertius. Scena "Trima. 


Procure me fome accefle. 

logo. Ilefcndhcrtoyouprefently; 

And lie dcuife a meane to draw the Moore 
Out of the way, that your conuerfe and btifi ne( n 
Maybe more free. 

I humbly thankc you for’t. Ineucrknew 
A Florentine more kinde,and honeft.j 
Enter lALmilm. 

v£mil. Goodmorrow(good Lieutenant 1 ) T am r 

For your difplcafure: but all will fure be well. ° tf ' < 

The Generali and hit wife 3re talking of it 

And fhe fpeakes for you ftoudy. The Moore re D ]' 
That he you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus P les> 
And great Affinitie : and that in wbolfome Wifed 
He might not but refufe you.But he proteftshe 1 0 ° m ' 
And needs no other Suitor, but his likings Uet y°« 
To bring you in againc. 

Cajfio. Yet I befeech you. 

If you thinkc fit, or that it may be done, 

Giueme aduantageeffome brecfeDifcourfe 
Whh'Defiletxon alone. 

Pray you come in: 

Twill beftow you where you fiiall hauc time 
Tofpeakeycui bofomefreely. 

Caffio. I am much bound to you. 


Enter Ca!Jio ) AEnj:t tans,and Cl owns, 

Caffio. Mailers,play heerc,I wil content your painfcs. 
Something that’s briefe: and bid,goodmorrowGeneral. 

Clo . Why Mailers,haue your Inftrumems bin in Na¬ 
ples, that they fpeakc fch’Nofe thus ? 

A4*f. How Sir? how? 

Clo. Arc thefel pray you, winde Inftrumems? 

Trtuf I marry are they fir. 

Clo. Oh,thereby hangs a tale. 

Muf Whereby hangs a tale, fir? 

Clow. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that I 
know. But Mailers,hcerc’s money foryou :and the Ge¬ 
nerali fo likes your Mufick, that he eefircs you for Ioues 
fake to make no more noife with it. 

hfluf WeilSir,we will not. 

Clo . Ifyou haue any Muficke that may net be heard, 
too’c againc. But (as they fay)to hearc Muficke,the Ge¬ 
nerali do’s not greatly care. 

Muf. We h3ue none fiich, fir. 

Clow. Then put vp your Pipes in your bagge, for lie 
away. Go,vamfii into ay re,away. Exit Mu. 

Caffio Dull thou heare me, mine horfcftiFriend ? 

Clo. No, f hcarc hoc your honed Friend : 

I hearc you. 

Cajfio. Pry thee keepc vpthy Quillets, thcr’s a pcore 
peece ofGold for thee: if the Gentlewoman that attends 
the General! be during, tell her, there’s one Caffio en¬ 
treats her a little fauour of Speech. Wilt thou do this? 

Clo . She is flirringfir: iffhe will ftirre hither, I (Ball 
feeme to notific vnto her. Exit Clo . 


Enter I ago. 

In happy time, /ago. 

/ago. You haue not bin a-bed then? 

Cajfio .Why no : the day had broke before we parted. 
T haue made bold (I ago) to fend in to your wife : 

My fuic£ to her is, that (he will to vertuout Defdemona 


Scoena Secunda. 


Snter Othello, lags t and Gentlemen. 

Othe, Thcle Letters giuc (lago) to the Pylot, 

And by him do my duties to the Senate: 

That done, I will be walking on the Workes, 

Rcpaire there to mee. 

Iago. Well/ny good Lord, lie doo’t. 

Oth. This Fortification (Gentlemen){hallwefee’t? 
Cent. Well waite vpon your Lordlhip. Exeunt 


Scam Tertia. 


Snter Defdemona. Caffio.and t^Emilia. 

7)ef. Be thou allur'd (good Caffio) I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

fs£mil. Good Madam do : 

I warrant it greeues my Husband, 

As ifth^caufe were his. 

1 Def. Oh that’s an honed Fellow,Do not doubt Cajfio 
But I will haue my Lord, andyou againe 
As friendly as you were. 

Cajfio. Bounteous Madam, 

What euer (Ball become of ( JMichaeiCaffio> 

He’s ncuer any thing but your true Seruanc. 

Def. I know’t: I thankc you: you do louemy Lord: 
You haue knowne him long,and be you well affur’d 
He (Ball in ftrangenefle (land no farther off. 

Then in a politique diftance. 

Caffio. I, but Lady, 

That policie may ci.ther lad fo long, 

Or feede vpon filch nice and watcriiB diet. 

Or breede it felfe fo out of Circumftances. 

That I being abfent, and my place fupply’d, 

My Generali will forget my Loue,and Seruice# 

Def Do not doubt that; before %s£mUia here, 
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j ^ thee warrant of thy place. A(Ture thee, 
h ^0 vow afriendlBip, Ue perfprme it 
l 0 zhc laft Article. My Lord lBallneucr reft, 
lie watch him tame, and talks hia* out of patience; 
{jijBcddvaineemcaSchooje, hisBoordaSbrUt, 
lie intermingle cuery thing he do’s 
VVith Cajfifi * ihite,: Therefore be merry Cajfio, 0 
for thy Solicitor (Ball rather dye* 

Then giuc thy caufflaway. *• - 

afjJ'V/vvr-dj 3t: j • 1 o, ; ** J r 11 * 

Enter Qihello.andlag#.* 

^miL Madam,hecrc comes my JLurcL 
Cajfio. Madam,lU take n>y leau^.- f 
" j)ef. Why day,and heare me fpeakc. “O 

Cajfio. Madam^not now: I am very ill at cafe, 

Vofit for mine ownc purpofes. - 

f)ef. Well, do your d.fcrecion. Exit Cajfur. 

Jago . Hah? I like not that, 

Oihel. What doll thou fay ? / 

Jago. Nothing my Lord; ot if—^-1 know not what. 
Oihel. Was not that Caffio parted from my wife ? 

Jago. Cajfio my Lord? No futej cannot thinkc it 
fhar he would fteale away fo guiity-likc. 

Seeing your comming. 

Oth . I do belceue ’ewas he. 

Def How now my Lord ? 

Ihauc bin calking whh a Suitor heerc, 

A man that languifhcs imyowr difplcafure. 

Oth t Whois’c you mcanc? 

Def. Why your Lieutenant fajfo.- Good my Lord, 

If 1 haue any grace,or power to moue you. 

His prefent reconciliation take. 

For if he be not one, that truly louesyou, 

That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, 
lhaue no judgement in an honed facr. 

I prythce call him backe. 

Oth. .Went he hence now? 

Def. 1 footh j fo humbled. 

That he hath left part of his greefe with mee 
To fuffcr with him. Good Loue, call him backe. 

Oihel . Not now (fweet Dejdemon) feme other time. 
Def. But (hall’c be fhortly ? 

Oth. The fooner (Sweet) for you. 

Def. ShalFt be to night,at Supper ? 

Oth. No,not to night. 

Def. To morrow Dinner then ? 

Oth. I (hall not dine at home: 

ImeecethcCaptainesat thcCittadcll. 

Def Why then to morrow night,on Tuefday morne, 
OnTuefday noonc, or night; on Wenfday Morne. 

1 prytbee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes# Infaith bee’s penitent: 

And yet his Trefpafle, in our common realon 
(Saue that they fay the warres muft make example) 

Out of her bed, is not aimoft a fault 

Tcncurre a priwate chcckc. When (Ball he come ? 

Tell me Othello. I wonder in my Soule 
What you would aske me, that I (Bould deny, 

Or ftand fo manuring on? What ? Michael Caffio , 

That came a woing wirh you ? and lo many a time 
(When Ihauc fpokeofyou ditpraifingly) 

Hath tane your part, to haue fomuch to do 
To bring him in?Truft me, 1 could do much. 

Oth. Prythce no more; Let him come when he will: 
I will deny thee nothing. ■ *- ■ 

Def. Why, this is not a Boone: 


*Tis as I (Bould entreate you wcare your Glcucs, 4 j 
Or feede onnourifhingdi(Bes, or keepc you warme* 

Or fue to you ,to do a peculiar profit 
To your ownc perion. Nay, when I hauc a fu;te 
Wherein I mcanc to touch your Loue indeed, 
lc (Ball befall of poize, and difficult Waigbt, 

And fca;c A ull tq be granted. 

Oth. i will deny thee nothing. j 

Whereon, I do befccch thee, grant me this, 

To Icaueme but a little to my lelfe. 

Def Shall I deny y 011 ? No : farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Tarewcll my DejdeTuona^ Ilq come to thee ftrait. 
<JDef. ts£miiiA come; be as your Fancies teach you : 
What ere you be, I am obedient. : Exit. 

Oth. Excellent wretch : Perdition catch my Soule 
But I do loue thde : and when ] loue thee npt. 

Chaos is come againc. 
lago. My Noble Lord. 

Oth. What dud then fay,/ ago} 

I ago. Did Mtchacl Cajfio 
When he woo’d my Lady, know ofyeur loue ? 

Oth. Kedid v fromfir(itolall: 

Why dofl thou aske ? 

Jago. But for a fatisfa6lion ot my Thought, 

No further harmc. 

Oth. Why of thy though tyfago} 

Jago. I did not thinkc he b.ui buvacquainted with hir^ 
Oth. Oycs,and vvcno bptweene vs. very olt. 

Jago. Indeed? 

Oth. Indeed? i indeed. Difccrn’lUhou ought in that? 
Is he not hopeft? 

Jago. Honcft, my Lord i 
Oth. Honed?I,Honcft. 

I ago. My Lord, for ought I know. 

Oth. What do’ft thou thinke ? 

Jago. Thinke,my Lord? 

Oth. Thinkc,my Lord? Alas,thouccchog’cme 
As if there were lomc M under in thy thought 
Too hideous to be fhewne. Thou doft mean fomtbing : 

I heard thcc fay eucn now, thou lik’d not that. 

When Cafsio left my wife. What didd’d not like ? 

And when I told thee, he was of my Counfailc, , 

Of my whole courfe of wooing; thou cried’ft, Indeedc? 
And didd’ft contrail, and puriyhy brow together. 

As if thou then hadd’d (But vp in thy Braine 
Some horrible Conceite. Ifthou do’ftloueme. 

Shew me thy thought. 

I ago. My Lord,you know I loue you. 

Oth. I thinke thou do’ft : 

And for I know thou’rt full of Loue, snd Honeftie, 

And weigh’d thy words before thou gin’ll them breath, 
Therefore thefe flops of thine, fright me the more: 

For fuch things in a falfc difloyall Knaue 

Ave trickes of Cuftome: but in a man that’s iud, 

They’re clofc dilations, working from the heart. 

That Paffion cannot rule. 

Jago. For Michael Cafsio, 

I dare be fwornc, I thinke that he is honed. 

Oth. I thinkc fo too. 

Jago. Men (Bould be what they feeme, 

Or thofc that be nor, would they might feeme none. 

Oth. Certaine, men fhould be what they feeme. 

Jago. Why then I thinke Cafsios an honed man. 

Oth. Nay,yet there’s more in this? 

T prythce fpeake to me, as to thy thinkings, 
i As<h° u doftruminatc,and giue thy word ofthougbts 

thCi 








































































































The worft of words. 

lago Good my Lord pardon me. 

Though T am bound co cuery A&e of autic, 

I am not bound co that: All Siaucs are free! 

Veter my Thoughts? Why fay, they arc vi!d,and falcc? 
As where's that Palace, whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who ha’s that breaft fo pure. 
Wherein vncleanly Apprchenfions 
Keepe Lcetcs, and La w-dayes, and in Scflions fit 
With meditations lawfull ? 

Otb. Thou do’rt confpire againft thy Friend {lago) 

If thou but think'ft him wrong d, and mak’ft his earc 
A ftranger to thy Thoughts. 

I Ago. I do befeech you. 

Though I perchance am vicious in my gueffe 
(As I confefle it is my Natures plague 
To fpy into Abufes, and of my icaloufic 
Shapes faults that arc not) that your wifedome 
From one, that fo impcrfeftly conceits, 

Would cake no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble 
Out of his fcattcrirlg, and vnfure ebferuancc : 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my Manhood, Honefty,and Wifedome, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

Otb. What doft thou meane ? 
lago. Good name in Man, & woman(decrc my Lord) 
Is the immediate Tcwel! of their Soules; 

Who ftealcs my purfc, ftcales crafh : 

*Tis lbmeching,nothing; 

Twas mine, ’iis his, and has bin flauc to thoufands: * 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 

Robs me of that,which not enriches him. 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Otb. He know thy Thoughts. 

l*vo You cannot, if my heart were in your hand. 

Nor (ball nor, whifft *cis in my cuftodic. 

Otb. Ha/ 

Jago % Oh, beware my Lord, of icaloufic, 

It is the greene-ey'd Monftcr, which doth mockc 
The meace it feeds on. That Cuckold Hues in blifle. 
Who ccrtaine of his Fate, loues not his wronger; 

But oh, what damned minutes »cls he ore, 

Who dotes, yet doubts: Sufpe£t$,yet foundly loues ? 
Otb. Omiferie, 

/ago. Poore, and Content, is rich, and rich enough, 
But Riches fineleffe, is as poorc as Winter, 

To him that euer feares he fliall be poorc .• 

Good Hcaucn, the Soules of all my Tribe defend 
From Icaloufie. 

Otb• Why? why is this ? 

Think’ft thou, I'ld make a Life of Icaloufie; 

T o follow ftill the changes of the Moonc 
Withfrefii fufpitions ? No : to be once indoubt, 

Is to be refolu’d : Exchange me for a Goat, 

W hen l (hall turne the bufinefle of my Soule 
To fuch exufflicate, and blow'd Surmifes, 

Matching thy inference. Tis not to make me Iealious, 
To fay my wife is faire, feeds well, loues company. 

Is free ofSpeech,Sings,Playes,andDanccs: 

Where Vcrtue is, thefc are more vertuous. 

Nor from mine owne weakc merites,will I draw 
The (mailed fcare, or doubt of her reuolc. 

For fhehad eyes, and chofemc. No lago, 

He fee before I doubt; when I doubt, proue; 

And on the proofe, there is no more but this. 

Away at once with Loue,or Icaloufic. 


T he 'Trage die of Othello 


la. 1 am glad of ibis: For ncvMfuFklT '—- 
To (hew the Loue ano Duty that 1 bearc vo ° 

With f,anker fpirit. Thcrefore( as ] am bounds 
Receiuc it from me. I fpeake not yet of prooK 
Looke to your wife, obferue her well with C r 
Wcare your eye?, thus: not Iealious, nor Sect,. 

1 would not haue your free, and Noble NatnJ* 

Out of felfe-Bounty,be abus’d : Looke too*: •’ 

I know out Country difpofition vvelF:* 

In Venice, they do let Heauen fee theprjnkes 

They dare not (hew their Husbands. 

Their beft Confcience, 

Is not to leaue’t vndone, but kept rnknownp 
Otb. Doft thou fay fo ? * 

lago. She did deceiue her Father, marrying V m. 
And when (he feem’d to fhakc.ar.d feare your Wl 
She low’d them mod. ***« 

Oth. And fo fhedid. , 

lago. Why go too then: 

Shee that fo young could giue out fuch a Seeming 
To feele her Fathers eyes vp,clofe as Oake, " 

He thought ’twas Witchcraft. * 

But I am much too blame: 

I humbly do bclecch you of your pardon 
For too much louing you, 

Oth. I am bound to thee for euer. 

lago. I fee this hath a little dafh’d .your Spirits; 

Oth. Notaiot,notaiot. 
lago. Trutt me,! feare it has : 

I hope you will confider what is fpokc 
Comes from your Loue. 

But I do fei y’arc moou’d : 

I am to pray you, not to ftraine my fpeech 
To grofferiflues ,nor to larger reach. 

Then to Sufpition. 

Oth 4 I will not. 

lago, Stiould you do fo (my Lord) 

My ipecch fhouid fall into iiich vilde iucccflc, ' 
Which my Thoughts aym’d not. 

C.jffio'i my worthy Friend: 

My Lord. I fee y’are mou’d. 

Otb N'».not much mou’d: 

I do not thmke but Defdcmona s honed. 

lago Long line fhe fo; 

And long hue you to thmke fo. 

Otb. And yet how Natuic erring from it felfe, 
lago. 1, there’s the point: 

As (to be bold w th you) 

Not toaffe&many propofed Matches 
Or her owne Climc,Con plexion, and Degree, 
Whereio we fee in all things,Nature tends: 

Foh, one may fmel in fuch,a will mod ranke, 

Foule difpropottions, Thoughts Vnnaturali, 

But (pardon me) I do not in portion 
Diftmftly fpeake of her, though I may feare 
Her will, rccoyling to her better judgement, 

May fal to match you with her Country formes, 

And happily repent. 

Oth, Fare well,farewell: 

If more thou doft perceiuc, let me know mote: 

Set on thy wife to obferue. 

Leaue me lago. 

lago. My Lord,I cake my leaue. 

Othtl. Why did 1 marry? 

This honeft Creature (doubtlefie) 

Sces,and koowes more,much more then he vnfolds. 

f AJTi 
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" Jago. My Lord, I would l might intreat your Honor 
po fcan this thing no farther: Leaue it to time, 
Although.’tis fit that Cajfio haue his Place ; 
for fure he filles it vp with great Ability; 
yet if y°u pleafe, to him off a-while: 

You (hall by that perceiuc him,and hismeanes: 
fjote if your Lady ftraine bis Entertainment 
With any ftrong, or vehement importuoitie, 

Much will be leene in that: In the meane time, 
bet me be thought too bufie in my fcares, 

(As worthy caule I haue to feare lam ) 

And hold her free, I do befccch your Honor. 

Otb. Feare not my gouernment. 

lago. I once more take my leave. Exit. 

Otb. This Fellow’s of exceeding honefty, 

And knowes all Quantities with a learn’d Spirit 
Of humane dealings. If I do proue her Haggard, 
Though that her Series were my deere heart-ftrings, 

I’ld whiftle her off, and let her downe the winde 
po prey at Fortune. Haply, fet lam blacke, 

And haue not thofe fofc parts ofConuerfation 
'TtistChamberers haue :Or for I am declin’d 
Into the vale ofyearcs (yet that’s not much) 

Shee’s gone. I am abus’d, and my telecfe 
Muftbe to loath her. Oh Curfe of Marriage! 

That we can call thefe delicate Creatures ours. 

And not their Appetites? I had rather be a Toad, 

And liue vpon the vapour of a Dungeon, 

Then keepe a corner in the thing I loue 

For others vfes. Y et ’tis the plague to Grcat-ones, 

Prerogatiu’d are they lefle then the Bafe, 

’Tis deftiny vnihunnablc, like death: 

Euen then, this forked plague is Fated to vs. 

When we do quicken. Looke where fhe comes: 

€nter Defdemona and Emilia, 

Ifftie be falfe, Heauen mpek’d it felfd: 
lie not bcleeuc’c. ; 

Dcf. How now,my deerc^ Othelto} 

Your dinner, and the generous Iflanders 
By you tnuited, do atcendyo*ur prcfencc. 

Oth. I am too blame. 

Qef. Why do you fpeake fo faintly ? 

Are you not well? 

Oth. 1 haue a paine vpon my Forehead, heere. 

Def. Why that’s with watching, ’twill away againe. 
Let me but binde it hard, within this houte 
It will be well. 

Oth. Your Napkin is too little: 

Letit alone: Come,lle go in with you. Exit. 

Def. I am very forry that you are not well. 

*/£»«'/. I am glad I haue found this Napkin: 

This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, 

My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo’d me to fteale it. But fhe fo loues the Token, 

(For he coniur’d her,(he (houid euer keepe it) 

That fherefetues it euermore about her, 

To ki(re,and talke too. He haue the workc tane out, 

And giu’t lago: what he will do with it 
Heauen knowes, not I: 

I nothing, but to pleafe his Fantafie. 

Enter lago. 

tags. How now ? What do you heere alone ? 

i/Entil. Do not you chide: 1 haue a thing for you. 


lago. You haue a thing for me? 

It is a common thing . 
e /Emil. Hah? 

Idgo. Tohaueafoolilh wife. - 
t /Emil. Oh, is tbac ah ? What will you giue me now 
For that fame Handkerchiefe. 
lago. What Handkerchiefe? 
ts£mil. What Handkerchiefe? 

Why that the Moore firft gaue to Defdetnona t 
That which fo often you did bid me fteale. 
lago. Haft flolne it from her ? 
x/Emil. No; but (he let it drop by negligence. 

And to th’aduantage, I being heere, took't vp: 

Looke, heere ’tis. 

lago. A good wench, giue it me. 
ts£mil. What will you do with’t, that you haue bene 
fo earned to haue me filch it ? 

lago. Why,what is that to you? 
vs£mil. If it be not for fome purpofe of import, 
Giu’c me againe. Poore Lady,(hee’l run mad 
When (he (hall lacke it. 

lago. Be nor acknowne on’c: 

I haue vfe for it. Go,leaue roe. Exit tALmil. 

I will in Cajfids Lodging loofe this Napkin, 

And let him finde it. Trifles light as ay re. 

Are to the iealio'ts, confirmations ftrong, 

As proofes of holy Writ. Thi* may da fomething. 

The Moore already changes with my poyfon: 
Dangerous concedes, are in their Natures poyfons. 
Which at the firft are (carfe found to diftaftc: 

But with a little adlc vpon the blood, 
i Burne like the Mines of Sulpburc. I did fay fo. 

Enter Othello. 

Looke where he comes: Not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 
Nor all the drowfieSyrrups of the world ; 

Shall euer medicine thee to that fweete fleepi 
Which thou owd’ft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,f 3 lfe to mee? 

lago. Why how now Generali ?No moreofchar. 

Otb . A uant,be gone: Thou haft fet me on the Rackc: 
I fwearc’tis better to be much abus’d. 

Then but to know't a little. 
lago. How now,my Lord? 

Oth. What fenfe had I,in her ftolne hoitres ofLuft? 

I faw’t not, thought it not :it harm’d not me : 

I dept the next night well,fed well, was free, and merrie, 
I found not Cajjio's kifles on her Lippes: 

He that is robb’d,tior wanting whatis ftolne, j 

Let him notknow’c,and he’s notrobb’d at all. 
lago. I am forry to heare this ? 

Otb. 1 had beene happy, if the general! Canape,? 
Pyoners and all, had rafted her fweetBody, 

So I had nothing knowne. Oh now,for euer * 

Farewell the Tranquil! minde; farewell Content; 
Farewell the plumed Troopes, and thebigge Wanes, 
Thaamakcs Ambition, Vertue 1 Oh farewelF, 

Farewell the neighing Steed, and the (hrillTrurope, 

The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th’Eare-piercingFife, 
TheRoyall Banner, and all Qualitic, 

Pride, Pompe.and Circumftance of glorious Warre: 
And O youmortall Engines, whoferudethrottes 
Th’immortah loues dread Clamours, countetfet. 
Farewell: Othello’i Occupation’s gone. 
lago. Is’cpofltblc.my Lord? 

Otb. Villaine, be Hire thou proue my Lone a Whore; 
Be fure ofitrGiuense the Occular proofe, 

--—--r 
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The Tragedie of Othello 


Or b y the worth of mine eteroall Soule, 

Thou had’d bin beater hauc bin borne a Dog 
Then anfwer my wak’d wrath. 

/ago. Is’c come to this ? 

Oth. Makerne tofec’t: or (at theleaft) fop'rouc it. 
That the probation bcarenoHindge,nor Loopc, 

To hang a doubt on: Or woe vpon thy life. 
lago. My Noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doft (lander her, and tortutc me, 

Neuer pray mote: Abandon all remorfe 
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate: 

Do deeds to make Hcaucn weepe, all Earth amaz’d; 

For nothing canft thou to damnation adde. 

Greater then that. 

Iago. O Grace! O Hcaucn forgiue me! 

Are you a Man?Haue you a Soule? or Senfe ? 

God buy you: take mine Office. Oh wretched Foole* 
That lou’ft to make thine Honcfty,a Vice! 

Oh monftrohs world! Take note, take note (O World) 
To be dire& and honeft, is not fafe. 

I thanke you for this profit, and from hence 
lie Ioue no Friend, fith Louc breeds fuch offence. 

Oth. N?y (fay : thou ftiould’ft be honeft. 
lago. I ffiould be wife; for HoneftieVa Foole, 

And loofesthatit workes for. 

Oth - By the World, 

I thinke my Wife be honeft, and thinke (he is not: 

I thinke that thou art iuft, and thinke thou art not: 

He haue fome proofe. My name that was as frefh 
As Dions Vifage,is now begrim’d and blacke 
As mine owne face. Ifthere bcCords,orKniues, 
Poyfon,or.Fire,or fuffocating ftreames, 
lie not indurc it. Would I were fatis fied. 

/ago '. Ifee you are '-accn vp with Paffion s 
I do repent me, that I put it to you. 

You wouldbe fatisfied? ; 

Oth. Would? Nay, and I will. 

/ago. And may: but how? How fatisfied, my Lord ? 
Wouid yoircbe (uper-vifion groffely gape on ? 

Behold hrr top'd ? t. 

Oth. Death,anddamnation. Ob! 
lago. It were a tedious diflkulty,I thinke. 

To bring them to that Profpcft: Damnc them then. 

If cuctfnoteall eyes do fee them boulfter 
More then sheir owne. What theu?How then ? 

WhaxChdlifay? Where’sSatisfadHon? 

It is impoflible you fhbuld fee this, 

Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkeyes, 

As fait as Wolues in pride, and Fooles as groffc 
As Ignorance, made druoke. But yet ,1 fay. 

If ienpjutatibhv’anjd ftrcng circumftances, 

Which leadq’dircfyy to’the doore of Truth, 

Will giueyrwfatisfadlion, you might haue’t. 

Oth. Giue me a Iiuingrreafon (lie’s difloyall, 
lago. ll do noclikethe Office. 

But fith I a/h entred in tbrscaufefofarre 
(Prick’d reb’Lby foohfti Honefty, and Loue) 

I will go oh I lay with Caffio lately, 

And being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I coulchWclleepc. There are akindeofmen. 

So loofe <sf Soule, that in their fleepcs will mutter 
Their A&yrcs: one of this kindle is Caffio : 

In fleepe I heard him fay, fwcet Defdemona , 

Let vs be wary, let vs hide our Loues, 

A ndthen (“Sw)wou!d he gripe, and wring my hand: 

Cry* oh fweet Creature: then kiffe me bard, 


As ifhcplucktvp kiffes by therootes, 

That grew vpon ray lippes, laid his Leg ore b, v 
A nd figh,anci kifle, and then cry curfed Fate 1 
That gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O monftrous Imonftrous! 

/ago. Nay, this was but his Dreame. 

Oth. But this deuoted a fore-gone conclufio 
’Tis a (hrew’d doubt, though it be but a Dream^ 

/ago, And this may helpe to thicken other ZLr 
That do demonftrate thinly. * °^ es > 

Oth. Ileteareheralltopeeces, 

/ago. Nay yet be wife; yet we fee nothing don. 

She may be honeft yet: Tell me but this, & C> 

Haue you not fometimes feene a Handkerchiefc 
Spotted with Strawberries, in your wiueshan'd> 

Oth. I gaue her fuch a one: ’twas my firft gift 
/ago. 1 know not that: but fuch a Handkerchief 
(Iam fureitwasyourwiucs)didI today 
Sec Caffio wipe his Beard with. 

Oth. Ifitbethat. 

/ago. If it be that, or any, it was her*. 

It fpeakes acainft her with the other proofes. 

Othel. C/that the Slaue had forty thoufandliuet • 
One is too poore, too weake for my reuenge. 

Now do I fee ’tis true. Lookc bcere /ago. 

All my fond louc thus do I blow to Htauen. ’Tis p 0D . 
Arifc blacke vengeance, from the hollow hell, " ‘ 
Yeeld vp (O Louc) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne 
To tyrannous Hate. Swell bofome with thy fraught 
For ’tis of Afpickes tongues. 

/ago. Yec be content. 

Oth. Oh blood, blood, blood, 

lago. Patience I fay : your minde may change, 

Oth, Neuer /ago. Liketo thePonticke Sea, 
Whofe Icie Current, and compulfiue courfe, 

Neu’r keepes retyring ebbe, but keepes due on 
T o the Propontick^aad'theHellefpont: 

Huen fo my blood^ thoughts, with violent pace 
Shall neu’r lookc baf^j^l*rebbc to humble Loue, 
Till tfi'ac a capcablc, and wide Reuenge 
Swallow thenivp. Now by yond MarbleHeauen, 

In the due reuerencc of a Sacred vow, 

I hecre engage my words. 

/ago. Do not rife yet; 

Witnefleyou euer-burning Lights aboue, 

You Elements, that clip vs round about, 

Witnefle that hecre /ago doth giue vp 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 

To wrong’d Othello's Seruicc, Let him command,} 
And to obey (hall be in me remorfe. 

What bloody bufinefie euer. 

Oth. I greec thy loue, 

Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteout, 
And will vpon the inftant put thee too’c. 

Within thefe three day.es let me hearc thee fay, 

That Caffio’s ootaliuc. 

/ago. My Friend is dead a 
’Tis done at your Requeft. 

But let her Rue. 

Oth. Damnc her lewde Mipx: 

O damne her, damnc her. 

Come go with me a-part* I will withdraw 
To furnifh me with fome fwift meaner of death 
ForthefaireDiuell. 

Now art thou my Lieutenant. 

/ago. I am your owne for euer. Etcmti 
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Scana Qmrta . 


Enter Defdemona, lALmilta.and Clown, 
j)ef Do you know Sirrah, where Lieutenant Caffio 

lyes ? 

’ Clow. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Def. Why man? 

Clo- He’s a Soldier, and for me to fay a Souldier lyes, 

-tis dabbing. 

Def. Go too : where lodges he? 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges, is to tel you where 

1 lye- 

Def. Can any thing be made of this? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, 3nd for mee to de- 
oifealodging,.and lay he lies hcetc, or he lies tnere,were 
t0 lye in mine owne throat. 

Def. Can you enquire him out ? and be edified by re- 

pott? 

r Clo. I will Catechize the world for him,that is,make 

Qucftions,and by them anfwer. 

Def. Seeke him, biddc him come hither . tell him, I 
haue moou’drny Lord on his behalfe, and hope all will 
be well. 

Clo. To do this,is within the compafie of mans Wit, 
and cherefoie 1 will attempt the doing it. Exit flo. 

Def Where fhould I loofe the Handkerchiefc, «/£- 
milia ? 

t/Emil, I know not Madam. 

Def Beleeue me, I had rather haue loft my putfe 
Full of Cruzadoes. And but my Noble Moore 
Is true of minde, and made of no fuch bafeneffe, 

As iealious Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill-thinking. 

^£mil. Is he not iealious? 

Def Who,he? I thinke the Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all fuch humors from him. 
vEmil. Lookc where he comes. 

Enter Othello. 

Def. I will not leaue him now, till Caffio be 
Call’d to him. How is’t with you, my Lord? 

Oth. Well my good Lady.Oh.hardncscodiffemblcl 
How do you, Defdemona ? 

Def Well,my good Lord. 

Oth. Giue me your hand. 

This hand is moift my Lady. 

Def. It hath felt no 3 ge, nor knowne no forrow. 

Oth. This argues fruitfulneffe, and liberall heart: 

Hot, hot,and moyft. This hand ofyours requires 
A fequeftcr from Liberty: Fading, and Prayer, 

Much Caftigation,Exercifc deuout. 

For heere’s a yong, and (wearing Diuell hecre 
That commonly rebels: ’Tis a good hand, 

Afrankeone. 

Def. You may (indeed) fay fo * 

For ’twas that hand that gaue away my heart. 

Otb. A liberall hand. The hearts of old,gaue hands: 
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Def 1 cannot fpeake of this : 

Come, now your promife. 

Oth. What promife, Chucke? 

Def. I haue fent to bid Caffio come fpeake with you. 
Oth. I haue a fah and forty Rhewmc offends me: 
Lend me thy Handkerchiefc. 


3*7 

Def. Heere my Lord, 

Oth. That which I gaucyou. . 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not? 

Def. No indeed, my Lord. 

Oth. That’s a fault: That Handkerchiefc 
Did an ./Egyptian to my Mother giue: 

She was a Charmer, and could almoft read 
The thoughts of people. She told her,white (Ire kept it, 
’T would make her Amiable,and fubdue my Father 
Intirely to her loue: But if (he loft it. 

Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his Spirits (hould hunt 

After new Fancies. She dying, gaue it me, 

And bid me (when my Fate would haue me^ W:u d) 

To giue it her. I did io; and take heede on’t, 

Make it a Darling, like your precious eye: 

To loofe’t, or giue’t away, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing die could match. 

Def Is’t pofliblc ? 

Oth. ’ I'ts true: There’s Magicke in the web otic: 

A Syhill that had numbred irt the world 
The Sun to courfe, two hundred compares. 

In her Frophettickc furiefow’d the Workc : 

The Wormes were hallowed, that did breedc the Silke, 
And it was dyde in Mummey, which the Skilfull 
Conferu’d of Maidens hearts. 

Def. Indeed? Is’t true? 

Oth. Mod veritable, therefore looketoo’t well. 

Def. Then would to Heauen,that I had neuer leene’t? 
Oth. Ha? wherefore ? 

Def Why do you fpeake fo ftartingly.and raflh ? 

Oth. Is’t loft? Is’r gon? Speak,is’t out o’th’wny ? 

Def Bleflevs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. It is not loft: but what and if it were? 

Oth. How? 

Def. I fay it is not loft. - 
Oth. Fctcht, let me fee’t. 

Def. Why fo I can : but I will not now: 

This is a tricks to put me from my fu.te. 

Pray you let Cajfiobe receiu’d againc. 

Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchiefc, 

My minde mif-giues. . 

Def. Come, come: you’lneuer meete a more lufhci' 

entroan. 

Otb. The Handkerchiefe. 

Def. A man that all his time 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your loue; 

Shar'd dangers with you. 

Oth. The Handkerchiefe. 

Def, Infooth, you are too blame. 

Oth. Away. Exit Othello. 

v£mil. Is not thisVnan iealious? 

Def. I neu’r faw this before. 

Sure, there’* fome wonder in this Handkcrchikfe, 

I am moll vnhappy in the lofle of it. 

t/ £mil. ’Tisnotayearcor twofhewes via man: 
They are all but Stomackes, and we all but Food, 

They eate vs hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch v*. 

Sntrnt ago, and Cafftt. 

Lookeyou, Caffio anti my Husband. t 

l A go. There is no other way: ’tis (ne rouft doo t: 
And loc the happinerte: go,and importune her, 
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Def. How now (good Cajfio) what’s the newes with 
you? 

Cajfu. Madam, my former fuite. I do befecch you. 
That by your vercuons meancs, 1 may againe 
Exift.and be a member of his Ioue, 

Whom I, with all the Office ofmy heart 
Imirely honour, I would not be delayd. 

If my offence, be of fuch mortall kindc. 

That nor my Seruice paft, nor prefent Sorrowes, 

Nor purpos’d meric in futurity, 

Can ranfome me into his loue againe. 

But to know fo, mud be my benefit: 

So (hall 1 cloath me in a forc’d content. 

And ihut my felfc vp in fomc other courfe 
To Fortunes Aimes. 

Def Alas (thrice-gentle Cajfif) 

My Aduocation is not now in Tune; 

My Lord, is not my Lord ; nor fhould I know him. 

Were he in Fauour, as in Humour alter’d. 

I So helpc me cuery fpiric fandlified. 

As I hauc fpoken for you all my beft. 

And flood within theblankeofhis difplcafure 
Formyfreefpeech. You muft awhile be patient: 

What I can do, I will; and more I will 
Then for my fclfe, I dare. Let that fi fnce you. 

Iago. Is my Lord angry ? 

Ji.mil. He went hence but now: 

And certainly in ftrange vnquietneffe. 

Iago. Can he be angry? 1 hauc feene the Cannon 
When it hath blowne his Rankes into the AyTC, 

And like the Diucll from his very Armc 
Puff’t his owne Brother : And is he angry ? 

Something oFmomenc then: I will go meet him. 

There’s matter in’c indeed, ifhe be angry. Exit 

Def Iprytheedofa. Something fure of State, 

E ther from Venice, or fome vnhatch’d pradhfe 
Made dcmonftrable heere in Cyprus, to him. 

Hath pudled his cleare Spirit: and in fuch cafes, 

Mens Natures W' angle with jnferiour things, 

Though great ones ate their obie£t. ’Tiscucnfo. 

For let our finger akc, and it endues 
Our other healchfull members,euen to a fenfe 
Of paine. Nay,we muff thinke men arc not Gods, 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuancie 
As fits the Bridall. Befhrew me much, ty£rmlia i 
I was (vnhandfome Warrior, as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindnefle with my foule: 

But now I finde.I had fuborn’d the Witneffc, 

And he’s Indited falfely. 

is£mil. Pray heauen it bee 
State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception, 

Nor no Iealious Toy, concerning you. 

Def Alas the day, I neucr gaue him caufe. 

But Iealiousfoules will not be anfwer d fo; 
They are not euer iealious for the caufe. 

But iealiousi for they’re iealious. It is a Monfter 
Begot vpon it felfe, borne on it fclfe. 

Def Heauen keepe the Monflcr from Othello's mind. 
tffil. Lady,Amen. 

Def. I will gofeckehim. C^.walke heere about 
If I doe finde him fit. He moue your fuite. 

And feeke to eff c<Sk it to my vttermoft. Exit 

CaJ, I humbly chankeyour Ladylhip. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bsan,. ’Saucyou (Friend C*Jfie.) 


The Tragedie of Othello 




Cajfio. What make you from home* 

How is’t with you, my moft fairc "Bum* ? 

Indeed (fweet Loue) I was comtmne to Vo „, t 
B,an And J was going to your Lodging >/'• 
What? keepe a weekeaway? Seuen 'izv'Az f?' 
Eight fcore eight houres ? And Louersabfm^ 1 ^ 
More tedious then the Dial!, eight fcore tim s ej 
Oh weary rcck’ning. mcs ■ 

Cajfio. Pardon meJBianca: 

1 hauc this while with leaden thoughts h.*,. 

But I fhall in a more continuate time e P re ^> 
Strike off this fcore of abfence. Sweet Bi« 

Take me this Worke out. 

Bianca. Oh Cajfio,whence came this ? 

This is fomc Token from a newer Friend 
To the felt-Abfence: now I feele a Caufe** 

Ii’t come to this ? Well,well. 

Cajfio. Go too, woman: 

Throw your vilde geffes in the Diuels teeth 
From whence you haue them. You arc iealL. 

That this is from fome Mifti is, f ome remembrance"* 
No,in good troth Bianca. ncc * 

Bian, Wny,who*sisic? 

Cajfio. I know not neither: 

I found it in my Chamber* 

I like the worke well; Ere it be demanded 
(As like enough it will) I- would haue it coppied t 
Take it* and doo t*and ltaue me for this time* 

Bian Leaue you ? Wherefore ? 

Cajfio. I do attend heere on the Generali 
And thinke it no addition normywifh * 

To hauc him lee me woman’d, 

Bian. Why,! ptay you ? 

Cajfio. Not that I loue you nor. 

Btan. But that you do not loue me. 

I pray you bring me on the way a little, 1 
And fay, if I fhall fee you foone at night? 

Cajfio , Tis but a little way that I can bring you 
Fori attend heere: But lie fee you foone. 

r Bian % Tis very good; I muft bccircumftancU 

Exeunt omnes. 


ABusOuartus. Seem Brima, 


Enter O 'hello, and Iago. 

Iago. Will you thinke fo? 

Oth. Thinke fo, Iago} 

Iago. What,rokiffeinpriuate? 

Oth. An vnauthoriz’d kiffe ? 

Iago. Or to be naked with her Friend in bed, 

An hourc, or more, nor meaning any harme i 

Oth. Naked in bed (logo ) and not meaneharme? 

It is hypocrifie againft the Diuell: 

They that meane vcrtuoufly,and yee do fo, 

TheDiuell their vertue tempts,and they temptHeauen. 

Iago, Jf they do nothing,’tisaVeniallflip: 

But if I giuemy wife a Handkerchief*. 

Oth. What then? 

Iago. Why then ’tis her$(my Lord)and being hers, 
She may (1 thinke) befiow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is Protc&reffe of her honor too: 

May (he giue that? 

lap. 
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Iago- Her honor is an Eflence that’s no: feene. 

They haue it very ofe*tha: haue it noe. 

But for the Handkerchiefc. 

Othe. By heauen,I would moft gladly haue forgot its 
Thau hidft (oh/c comes ore my memoric* 

As doth the Rauen o’re the infedtinus houfe: 
goading to all) he had my Handkerchiefc* 
jago. Is what of that ? 

Othe . That’s notfo good now. 

Iago Whacif 1 had faid,I had feene him do you wrong? 
0 r heard him fay fas Knaues be fuch abroad* 

Whohauing by their owne importunate fuir. 

Or voluntary dotage of fome MTftris, 

Conuinced or fupply’d them cannot chufe 
gut they muft blab.) 

Oth . Hath he faid any thing ? 
lags. H e hath (my Lord)btu be you well affTur’d, 
fJo more then hc’ie vrufweare. 

Oth . What bath he faid ? 

Iago. Why,that he did : I know not what he did. 

Othe. What?What? 

Iago. F.ve. 

Oth. With her? 

Iago. With her ?On her: what you will. 

Othe . I ye with her ? lye on her ? We lay Ive on her* 
when they bedyc-bcr* Lyc with her : chat^ fuUfome: 
Handkerchiefe : ConfeiTions*: Handkerchiefc, To con- 
fc(Te, and be bang’d for his labour. Firft, cobehangd. 
and then toeonfefle: I tremble at it. Nature would not 
inueft her felfe in fuch fhadowing palfion, without fomc 
Iuftrudtion. Jtisnoeword s that fbakes me thus*(pifh) 
Nofes,Earcs,and Lippcs: is’t poflible. Ccnfefle? Hand¬ 
kerchief: ? O diucll. Falls in a TraUnce . 

Iago, Worke on* 

My Medicine workes.Thus credulous Fooles are caught* 
And many worthy,and chaft Dames eucn thus, 

(All guiltle(fe)mcete reproach; what hoa ? My Lord ? 

My Lord*I fay : Othello. 

Enter Cajfio. 

How now Crjfto ? 

Caf What’s the matter ? 

Iago. My Lord is falncinco an Epilepfic* 

This is his fccond Fit: he had one yefterday. j 

Caf Rub him about the Temples. [ 

Iago. The L'ethargie muft haue his quyet courfe: 

If not^hc foaraes at mouth : and by and by 
Brcakcs out to fauage madneffe. Looke, he ftirres .• 

Do you withdraw your fclfe a little while, 

He will recouer ftraight: when he is gone* 

I would on great occafion,fpeakc with you. 

How is it Generali ? Haue you nor hurt your head ? 

Othe. Doft chou mocke me ? 

Iago. I mocke you not* by Heauen: 

Would you would bcarc your Fortune like a Man. 

Othe. A Horned man’s a Monfter*atrd a Beaft. 

Iago. ihcr’smany a Bcalt then in a populous Citty, 
And many a ciuill Monftcr. 

Othe. Did heconfeflVit? 

Iago. Good Sir, be a man : 

Thinke cucry bearded fellow that’s but yoak’d 
May draw with you. There’s Millions now aliue, 

That nightly lyc itfthofe vnproper beds. 

Which they dare fweare peculiar. Ycm*cafe is better. 

Oh, *cis the ipight of hell.the Fiends Arch-mock^ 

To lip a wanton in a fecure Cowch; 


j And to iuppofe her chaft. No,let me know* 

And knowing what I am*I know what fhc fliallbe. 

Oth. Oh* thou art wife: J tis certainc # 

Iago. Stand you a while apart, 

Confine your felfc but in a pitient Lift, 

W hifft you were heere* o’re-whelmed with your griefe 
(A paffion moft refill ting fuch a man) 

Cajfio came hither. I fhifeed him away* 

And layd good fcufesvpon yourExtaiie, 

Bad him anon returne: and heere fpeake with me* 

The which he promis’d. Do but tncaue your felfc, 

And markc the Flecres* the Gybes, and notable Scorncs 
That dwell in cuery Region othis face. 

For I will make him tell the Tale anew;. 
Where*how,how ofc*how long ago, and when 
He hath,3nd is againe toeopc your wife. 

1 fay,b’jtmarkchis gefturc: marry Patience^ 

Or 1 flvalS fay y’are all in all in Spkcnt, 

And nothing of a man. 

Othe. Do’ft thou hearc,/Wg 0 , 

I will be found moft cunning in my Patience: 

Buc(do’ft chow hcarc)moft bloody. 

Iago . That’s not amide. 

But yec keepe time in all: will you withdraw ? 

Now will 1 queftion Cajfio oiTianca, 

AHufwife that by felling herdefircs 
Buyesher felfe Bread*and Cloath. It is a Creature 
Thr>t dotes on CaJfio } ( as *cis the Strumpets plague 
Tobc-ginlemany,andbc be-guifd by one) 

He,when he heares ofhev,carmot reftraine 
From the excefle of Laughter. Heere he comes. 

Enter Cajfio . 

• * 

As he ftial! (mlzfitbello fhall go mad: 

And his vnbookifh lelouftemtift conierue 

Foot c Cajfioi fnrdle?* gefttires*and light behsmours 

Q^itc in the wrong ♦ How do you Lieutenant ? 

Caf The wcrfer,chat you giue me the addition. 
Whole want eucn kilicsme. 

Iago. Ply Def 'emona well,and you are fuiecoTj 
Now.ifthis Suit lay in Bianca's dowre* 

How quickcly flvould you fpecd? 

Caf. Alas poore Caitiffc. 

Oth. Looke how he Hughes already. 

Iago. I neuer knew woman loue man fo. 

Caf. A Us poore Rogue,, I thinke indeed ftvcloues me. 
Oth. Now lie denies ic faintly: and hughes it out. 

Iago . Do you hearc Cajfio ? 

Oth Now he importunes him 
To tell it o’rc: go too, well faid^well faid. 

Iago. She glues it out*thatyou {hall marry her. 

Do you intend it ? 

Caf Ha*hajha. 

Cth. Doyc triumph,Romaine? do you triumph? 

Caf 1 marry. What ? A enftomer *pryth£c bearC 
Some Charitie to my \vic,do not thinke it 
So vnwholefonrie. Ha,ha,ha, 

Oth . So,fo,lo,fo : they laugh,that winnes, 

Iago. W hy the cry gocs*that you marry her. 

Caf Prythce fay true. 

Iago, lama veryVillaineelfe.. 

Cth . Haue you fcoar*d me ? Well, ■ 

Caf This is the Monkeys owne gluing out s i 

She is perfv/aded I will marry her 
Out cifher owne loue & flattery,not out of my promiiV 

v V Othe,' 
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Ihe '1ragedie of Othello 


Otb. /ago becomes me: now he begins the ftory. 

Cajfto, bhe was hcetc euen now : (he haunts me in e« 
uery place. Iwasihe ether day talking on the Sca- 
banke with certaine Venetians, and thither comes the 
Bauble s and falls me thus about my neck, 

Otb. Crying oh dcerc Cajfio, as it were: his ieflure im¬ 
ports it. 

Cajjio. Sohangs,andlolls,and wcepcsvpon me: 

So (hakes, ana pulls me. Ha 5 l)a,ha. 

Otb. Now he tells how fhe pluckt him to my Cham¬ 
ber : oh, 1 fee that nofe ot yours,but not that dogge, I 
(hall thtowit to. 

Cajfto. Well,I muft leaucher companie, 

Iago. Befoie me; lookc where (he comes. 

Enter Bianca. 

Caf Tis fuch another Fitchcw:marry a perfum’d one? 
What do you meane by this haunting of me ? 

Bian. Let the diuell, and his dam haunt you : what 
did you meane by that fame Handkerchiefc,you paue 
me euen now? 1 was a fine Foole to take it: 1 mull take 
out the werke ? A likely piece of woike,that you lhould 
finde it in your Chamber,and know not who left it there. 
Thu is feme Minxes token,5c I muft take out the works? 
There,giue it your Hobbey-horfe, wherefoeuer you lud 
t,lle take out no worke on’t. 

CaJJio. How now,my fweete "Bianca ? 

How now? How now ? 

Othe. By Heauen,that Aiould be my Hanakcrchiefe. 
Bian. If you’le come to fupper to night you may , if 
you will notjCome when you are next prepar d tor. Exit 
lags. After her : after her. 

Caf I muft.ftieel rayle in the ftreetselfe. 

I ago. VV ij,i you l'up thei c ? 

Cajfto. Yes, I intend fo. 

/ago. Well, I may chance to fee you: for I would ve¬ 
ry fame fpeake with you. 

Caf. Prythce come: will you ? 

Iago. Go too ; fay no mors. 

Otb. How (hall I murther mm. Iago. 

/ago. Did you perceiuc how he laugh’d at his vice ? 
Otb. Ovijago. 

/ago. And did you fee thcHandkerchiefe ? 

Otb. Was that mine? 

/ago. Yours by this band : and to fee bow he prizes 
heroohfb woman your wife: fhe gauc irhim,iandhe 
rath giu’nichis whore. 

Otb , I wouldjiaue him nine yeeres a killing: 

A fine woman,a faire woman,a fweete woman ? 

/ago. Nay,youmuft forget that. 

Othello. i,let her lotand pcri(h,and be damn'd to 
night, for fire fiull not line. No, my heart is turn’d to 
ftcTna-l (hike it,and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world 
hath notafwecter Creature : fhe might lycbyanErn- 
perours fide.aod command him 1 askes. 

Iago. Nay,that’s not your way. 

Otbe. Hang her, 1 do but fay what (lie is :fo delicate 
with let Needle: an admirable Mufitian. Oh (he will 
fing the Saoageneffe out of aBeare: of fo high and plen¬ 
teous wit. arid,; nucntion ? 

/ago. She’s the worfe for all this. 

{,. Othe. Oh,a thotifand, a thoufand times: 

And then of fo gen tle a condition ? 

/ago. I too gentle. 

Othe . Nay that’s certaine: 

But yet the piety of it, /ago: oh /ago, the pitty of it 


\ I ago. 

logo. If you areio fond ouerher iniquitie :e‘m e v, 
pattern to offend, for ifittouch,|iotyou 3 it comes et 
nobody. eete 

Otb, I will chop her into Mcflcs: Cuckold me ? 
/ago. Oh,’tisfouleinher. 

Otb. With mine Officer? 

/ago. That’s fouler. 

Othe. Get ire feme poyfon, Iago, this night. i> eno 
expoftulatewith her; Icaii her body and beautic vnpto! 
uide my mmd againe : this night /ago. 

I ago. Do it not with poyfon, fti angle her in her bed 
Euen the bed file hath contaminated. 

Otb. Good,good: 

Thelufiiceofitpleafes: very good. 

Iago. And for Cafto. let me be his vnifertaket: 

You (hall heare more by midnight. 

Enter Lodouico } Defdemona } and Attendants. 

Otbe. Excellent good: What Trumpet is that fame? 

dago. I warrant fomething from Venice, 

’Tis Lodonico. this, comes from the Duke. 

Sec,your wife's with him. 

L»do . Saue you worthy General!. 

Othe With all my heart Sir. 

Lod.The Duke,and the Senators ofVenice greetyou, 
Otbe. 1 kiffe the Inftrumenr of their pleafures, 

Def. And what's the newes,good cozen Lodottko ? 
/ago. 1 am very glad to fee you Signior; 

Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thankc you: how do’s Lieutenant Cajfio) 
Jago. LiuesSir, 

Def. Cczen,there’s falne betweene him,5c my Lord, 
An vr.kind breach: but you fiiall make all well, 

Obe. Arc you furc of that? 

Def. My Lord? 

Othe. This fade you not to do,as you will—— 
Lod. He did not call; he’s bufie in the paper, 

Is there deuifion ’twixt my Lord,and Cajfto ? 

Def. A mod vnhappy one: I would do much 
T’attoneJthcaijfor the loue I bcareto Cajfo. 

Otb. Fire.and btimeftonc. 

Def. My Lord, 

Otb. Areyouwife? 

Def. What isheangrie? 

Lod, MaybcthLcttermou’dbim, 

For as [ thinke,they do command him home. 
Deputing Cafsio in his Goucrnment. 

Def. Truft me, 1 am glad on’t. 

Othe. Indeed? 

Def. My Lord ? 

Othe. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. Why ,fweete Othello ? 

Otbe. Diuell. 

Def. I hauc not deferu’d this. 

Lod , My Lord, this would not be beleeu’d in Venice 

Though I (hould fweare 1 faw’t. ’Tis very much, 
Make her amends: fhe weepcv 
Otbe. Oh diuell,diuell: 

If that the Earth could teeme with womans tenet, 
Each drop (he fallsywould prouea Crocodile: 

Out of my fight. 

Def. I wilh not flay to offend you. > 

Lod. Truely obedient Lady: 

Idobefecchyour Lordfhip call her backc. ^ 
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Othe. Miftris. 

Def. MyLord. 

Othe. What would you with her,Sir ? 

Lod. Who I,my Lord? 

Othe. I,you did wi(h,that I would make her turne: 
jj r (he can turnejand turne rand yet go on 
And turne againe. And fhe can weepe,Sir,weepe. 

And (lie’s obedient: as you fay obedient. 

Very obedient: proceed you in your ccares. 

Concerning this Sir,(oh well-painted paffion) 

I am commanded home : get you away : 
lie fend for you anon. Sit I obey the Mandate, 

And will returne to Venice. Hence.auaunt: 

Cajfto (hall haue my Place. And Sir,to night 
I do entreat,that we may fup together. 

You are welcome Sir to Cyprus. 

Goates,and Monkeys. Exit. 

Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fuflficient ? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paffion could not (hake? Whofefoiid vertue 
The (hot of Accident,nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze,nor pierce? 

Iago. He is much chang’d. 

Lod. Are his wits fafe ? Is he not light of Braine ? 
Iago. He’s that he is : I may not breath my cenfure. 
What he might bc:if what he might,hc is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What ? Strike his wife ? 
lago.f Faith that was not fo well: yet would I knew 
That ftrofcc would proue the word. 

Lod. Is it his vie ? 

Or did the Letters,worke vpon his blood. 

And new create his fault ? 

Iago. Alas,alas: 

It is not honeftie in me to fpeake 

What I hauc fecne,and knowne. You fhall obferue him, 

And his owne courfcs will deonte him fo. 

That I may faue my fpeech: do but go after 
And marke how he continues. 

Lod, I am forry that I om deceiu’d in him. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda . 


$nttr OthcRo and zALmilia, 

Othe. You haue feene nothing then? 

Nor cucr heard: nor euer did fufpe&. 

Othe . Yes ? youhaiie feene Cajfio ,and (lie together. 
t/Emi. But then I faw no harme : and then I heard. 
Each Syllable that breath made vp betweene them. 

Othe . What ? Did they neucr whifper? 
ts£mil, NcucrmyLord. 

Othe . Nor fend you out o’th’way ? 

Neucr, 

Othe . To fetch her Fan, her GIoue$,her Mask,nor no- 
*y£mil. Neuermy Lord# (thin«? 

Othe t That’s ftrange. 

v£mil. I durft(my Lord)to W3gcr,{he i* honeft: 
Laydowne my Soule at flake: If you thinkc other, 
Rcmoue your thought. It doth abufc your bofome • 

If any wretch haue put this in your head , 

Let Heauen requit it with the Serpents curfe. 


For if fire be not honeft,chafte.and true. 

There's no man happy. Tbcpurcft of their Wiues 
Is foule as Slander. 

Otbe. Bid her comehithcr : go. Exit «y£milia. 
She faics enough : yet (he’s a fimple Baud 
That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtile Whore: 
ACloffet Lockeand Key of Villanous Secrecs, 

And yet (hcTeJ£neele,and pray ; I haue feene her do’t. 

Enter Defdemona. t and ^/Emilia, 

Def. My Lord,what is your will? 

Otbe. Pray you Chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleafure ? 

Otb. Let me fee your eyes : looke in my face, 

Def. What horrible Fancie’s thi s ? 

Othe. Some of your Futxftio n Mi ftris : 

Leauc Procreants alone,and fhu t the doore: 

Cough,or cry hem; if any bodycome : 

YourMyftcry,yourMyftery:Maydifpatcb,£'.Wf e/Emi. 

Def. Vpon my knee,what doth your fpeech import? 
I vnderftand a Fury in your words. 

Othe. Why ? What art thou ? 

Def. Your wife my Lord: your true and loyall wife. 
Othello. Come fweare it ; darrine thy (elfe, lead 
being like one of Heauen, the diuells themfclues fbould 
feare to ccaze thee. Therefore be double damn’d: fweare 
thou art honeft. 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Otbe. Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 
Def. To whom my Lord ? 

With whom ? How am I falfe ? 

Othe. Ah De/y«wiw,away,away,aw3y» 

Def. Alas the heauy day : why do you weepe? 

Am 1 the motiue ofthefe tcarcs my Lord ? 

If happely you my Father do fufpedl. 

An Inftrumenr of this your calling backe, 

. Lay not your blame od me: ifyou haue loft him, 

1 haue lofthim too, 

Othe. Had it pleas’d Heauen, 

To try me with Affli<£Hon,had they rain’d 
All kind ofSores,and Shames on my bare-head: 

Steep’d meinpouertietothcveryIippes. 

Giuen to Captiuitie,me,and my vtmcfl hopes, 

I (hould haue found in fomc place of my Soule 
A drop of patience. But alas,to make me 
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne, 

To point his flow^and niouingfingcr at. 

Yet could 1 bearc that too,wclI,very well : 

Bi t there where I haue garnerd vp my heart, 

Where cither I muft liue,or beare no life. 

The Fountaine from the which my currant runnes, 

Or elfe dries vp ; to be difearded thence. 

Or keepe it as a Ccfterne,for fouleToades 
To knot and gender in. Turne thy complexion there 
Patience,thou young and Rofe-lip’d Cherubin, 

I hcere lookc grim as hell. t 

Def I hope my Noble Lord efteemes me honeft, 
Othe. Oh I,as Sommer Flyes are in the Shambles, 
That quicken euen with blowing. Oh thou weed : 

Who art lo louely faire,and fmell’ft fo fweete, 

That the Senleakesat thee. 

Would thou bad’ftneuer bin borne. 

Def. Alas,what ignorant fin haue I committed ? 
Othe. Was this faire Paper ? This moft goodly Booke 
Made to write Whore vpon? What commited, 
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Committed ? Oh,thou publicke Commoner, 

I fhould make very Forges of my chcekes. 

That would to Cyndcrs burne vp Modeftie. 

Did I but fpeaketby^eedes. What commited ? 

Heauen ftoppes the Nofc at it,arid the Moone winks: 
The baudy windc that kiffes all it meetes, 

Is hufli’d within the hollow MyncofEarth 
And will not hear’t. What commited i 
Def. By Heauen you do me wrong. 

Othe. Are not you a Strumpet? 

Def No,as lam aCnriftian. 
iftoprcferuethisveflcll for cry Lord, 

From any other foule vnlawfuil touch 
Be not to be a Suumpcc,I am none. 

Othe, What,not a Whore ? 

Def. No,as Ifhall be fau'd. 

Othe. Is’tpoffible ? 

Def Oh Heauen forgiue vs. 

Othe. I cry you mercy then . 

I tooke you for that cunning Whore of'Venicc, 

That married with Othello. You Miftris, 

Enter t/£milia. 

That haue the office oppofice to Saint Peter, 

And keepes the gate of hell. Y on,you : I you. 

We haue done our courfeithere’s money forybur paines: 
I pray you turuc the key,and keepe our counfaile. Exit, 
sjEmil. Alas.what do’* this Gentleman conceiue ? 
How do you Madam ? how do you my good Lady? 

Def. Faith, halfe afleepe. 

Good Madam, 

What’s the matter with my Lord ? 

Def. With who? 

i&mil. Why,with my Lord,Madam ? 

Def Who is thy Lord ? 

v£mil. He that is yours,fweet Lady. 

Def. I haue none: do not talke to me,tx£mili a, 

I cannot weepe :nor anfweics haue I none, 

Bnt what fhould go by water. Prythec to night. 

Lay on nay bedtmy wedding fheetes,remember, 

And call thy husband hither. 

Heere’s a change indeed. Exit. 

Def. ’Tis meete I fhould be vs’d fo : very meete. 
How haue 1 bin behau'd,that he mishc fticke 
The fmall’ft opinion < n nv lcaftm:f/le? 

Enter Iago,and ex.Emilia• 

Iago. What is your plcafure Madam ? 

How is’t with you? 

Def. I cannot tell: thofe that do teach yong Babes 
Do it with gentle meanes,and eafie taskes- 
He might haue chid me fo : for in good faith 
I am a Child to chiding. 

lazo. What is the matter Lady ? 
i/Etnil. Alas(/^)my Lord hath fo bewhor’d her, 
Throwne fuch dtfpight.and heauy termes vpon ber 

That true heart s cannot beare it. 

Def. Ami that name, lego} 

Iago. What name,(faite Lady?) 

Def. Such as (he faid my Lord did fay I was. 

^ mil. He call’d her whore taBegger in his drinket 
Could not haue laid fuch termes vpon his Callet. 

I Ago. Why did he io ? 

Def. I do not know : I am furc I am none fuch. 

/ago. Do not weepe,do not weepe : alas the day. 
c y£mil. Hath flic forfookc fo many Noble Matches? 
Her Father? And her Country ? And her Friends i 


To be call’d Whore ? Would it not mak$ one wee 's' 
Def. It is my wretched Fortune. . ^ • 

I Ago. Befhrew him for’t: 

How comes thisTrickcvponhim? 

Def Nay,Heauen doth know. 

%x£mi. 1 will be bang’d, if fomc eternall Vill a i nc 
Some bufie and infinuating Rogue, * ’ 

Some cogging,cozening Slaue,to get Come Office 
Haue not deuisd this Slander: I will be hang'ti cllc 

I Ago. Fie,tfiereisnofuchmaa:itisimpoffiole 

Def. If any fuch there bc,Hcauen pardon him.* 
*x£n.il. A halter pardon him: 

And hell gnaw his bones. 

Why fhould he call her Whore f 
Who keepes her companie? 

What Place ? What Time i 
What Forme ?What liklyhood ? 

The Moore's abus’d by forne moft villanous Kna«e 

Some bafe notorious Knaue,fomefcuruy Fellow. * 

Oh HeauenSjthat fuch companions thou’d’ft vnfold 
And put in euery honed hand a whip 
Tolafh the Rafcalls naked through the world, 

Euen from the Eaft to th’Weft. 

Iago. Speake within doorc. 
t/£mil. Ohfievpon them: fomefuch Squiicbeyva. 
That turn’d your wit,the feamy-fidc without, 
Andmadeyoutofufpcttme withthe Moore, 
lago. You are a Foole : go too. 

Def. Ahslago , 

What (hall I do to win my Lord againe ? 

Good Friend,go to him: for by this light of Heautn, 

I know not how I loft him, Heerc I kneele: 

If ere my will did trefpaffe ’gainft his Loue, 

Either in difeourfe of thought,or a&uall deed, 

Or that mine Eye$,minc Earcs,or any Sence 
Delighted them: or any other Forme, 

Or that I do not yer, andeuerdid , 1 
Andeucr will,( though he do fhake me off 
T o beggerly diuorcement)Loue him deerely, 
Comfort forfweare me. Vnkindneffe may domuch, 
And his vnkindnefle may defeat my life. 

But neuer taynt my Loue. I cannot fay Whore, 

It do’s abhorre me now I fpeake the word, 

To do the A£t,thac might the addition earne, 

Not the worlds MafTeof vanitiecould makeme. 

( I Ago. I pray you be content:'tis but his humour: 

' The bufincffe of the State do’s him offence. 

Def. If’t were no other. 

Iago. It is but fo, lwarrant, 

Hearke how thefe Inftruments fummon tofupper: 

The Meflengers of Venice ftsies the meate, 

Go in,and weepe not: all things fhall be well. 

Exeunt Defdemona And %r£milt*> 

Enter Rodorige. 

How now ‘Rodotigo? 

Rod. Idonotfinde 
That thou dcal’ft iuftly with me. 

lAgo. Whatin thecontraric ? . 

Rodori. Euery day thou dafts me with tome deuue 
Iago, and rather, as itfeemesto me now, keeplttrom 
inc all conuenicncie, then fupplieft me with the ic-*** a 
uantage ofhope s I will indeed no longer endure it. of 
ami yet perfwaded to put vp in peace, whatalrea y 
haue foolifhly fuffred. 

I Ago. Will you heare me Rodorigo ? 


Updori. 1 
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Rodori. I haue heard too much: and your words and 
performances arc no kin together, 

jago. You charge me moft vniuftly. 

%odo. With naught but truth: I haue wafted my 
felfc out of my mcanes. Thelewcb you haue had from 
jnecodcliuer Dc[demorui y would halfe haue corrupted a 
Vocarift. You haue, told me fhe hath recciu’d them, 
and return’d me expectations and comforts of fodaine 

refpe&>and acquaintance^^ I finde none, 

Iago* Well,go too : very well. 

' Rod. Very well, go too: I cannot go too, (man) nor 
tis not very well. Nay I think it is feuruy : and begin to 
finde my felfefopt in it. 

Iago. Very well. 

Rodor. I tell you,’tis not very well : I will make my 
felfeknowne to Defdemona. If /he wilhrcturncme my 
Iewels,I will giue oucr my Suit, and repeat my vnlaw- 
full folicitation. If not, allure^ your felfe, I will feckc 
fatisfaflion of you. 

Iago. You haue faid now. 

Rodo. I .-andfaid nothing but what Iprotcft intend¬ 
ment of doing. 

Iago. Why, now I lcc there’s mettle in thee: and 
cuen from this inftant do build on thee a better o- 
pinion then euer before: giue me thy hand Rodorigo. 
Thou haft taken againft me a moft iuft excepti¬ 
on: but yet Iprotcft I haue dealt moft directly in thy 
Affaire. 

Rod. Ithathnotappeer’d. 

Iago. I grant indeed it hath not appecr’d : and 
your fufpition is not without wit and judgement. 
But Rodorigo , if thou haft ihatin thee indeed, which 
I haue greater reafon to beleeue now then euer ( I 
mcane purpofc, Courage, and Valour ) this night 
{hew it. If thou rhe next night following cnioy not 
Defdemona , take me from this world with Trcachc- 
rie, and deuife Engines for my life. 

Rod. Well: what is it? Is it within, reafon and com¬ 
pare ? 

Iago. Sir, there is efpcciall Commiflion come from 
Venice to depute Cajfio in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true/Why then Othello and Defdemona 
returns againe to Venice. 

Iago. Oh no rhe goes into Mauritania and takech 
away with him the faire c Defdemona y vnieffe his a- 
bode be lingred hccre by fomc accident. Where¬ 
in none can be fo determinate, as the remouing of 

Cajfio. 

Rod . How do you meane remouing him? 

Iago . Why, by making him vncapable of Othello's 
place: knocking out hisbraines. 

Rod . And that you would haue me to do. 

l*go. I: if you dare do your felfe a profit, and a 
tight. Hefups to night with a Harlotry: and thither 
will I go to him. Hcknowcs notyetot'his Honourable 
Fortune, if you will watch his going thence (which 
I will fafhion to fall out betweene twelue and one) 
you may take him at your plcafure, I will be necre 
to fecond your Attempt, and he fhall fall betweene 
yi. Come, ftand not amaz’d at it, but go along with 
me: I will fhewyou fuch a r.ccefllticinhis death, that 
you (hallthinke your felfe bound to put it on him. It 
is nowk high fupper time: and the night growes to waft. 
About it. 

Rgd. I will heare further reafon for this. 

Iago. And you fhalbefatisfi’d. Exeunt. 


i 


Scena Vertia. 


Enter Othello,LodotucoJ'tefdcmona ^xEmilia, 
and ^eltendant s, 

Lod. I dobcfccch youSir.uoublc your felfe no further. 
Oth. Oh pardon me:'twill dome good to walke. 
Lodoni. Madam, goodnight: I humbly thankeyour 
Ladyihip. 

Def. Your Honour is moft welcome. 

Oth. Will you walke Sir ? Oh DefdemottA. 

Def. My Lord. 

Othello. Get youtobcdonth’inftant, I will be re¬ 
turn’d forthwith: difmiffc your Attendant there : look c 
be done. Exit. 

Def. I will my Lord. 

How goes it now? He lookes gentler then he did. 
Def. He faies he will returne incontinent. 

And hath commanded me to go to bed. 

And bid me to difmiffc you. 
ty£mi. Dilmiffeme? 

Def. It was his bidding: therefore^goo &t/EmliA t 
Giue me my nightly wearing.and adieu. 

We mull not now difpleale him. 

tdimtl. 1, would you had neuer feene him. 

Def. So would not 1: my iouc doth lo approue him. 
That cuen his ftubborneflc,his checks,his fiowncs, 
(Prythec vn-pin sne)hau{ grace and fauour. ' 
is£mi.l hauejaid thofe Shcetes you bad me on the bed. 
©«/.All’s one:good Father, how foolifh are our minds? 
If I do die before,prythce fnrow'd me 
In one of thefe fame Shcetes. 

i^imil. Come,comeyou talke. 

Def. My Mother had a Maid call’d \ r BArharie, 

She was in loue : and he fhc lou’d prou d mad, 

And did forfake her. She had a Song of Willough. 

An old thing’twas: but itexprclVd her Fortune, 

And flae dy’d finging it. That Song to night. 

Will not go from my mind : 1 h3uc much to do, 

' But to go hang my head all at one fide 

And fing it like poor cTSrabarie: prytheedifpatch. 
ix£mi. Shall I go fetch your Nightrgowne ? 

Def No,vn.pinmeherc, 

This Lodoxicoss a proper man. 

A very handfome man. 

Def He fpeakes well. 

^£miJ. I know a Lady in Venicewould haue walk’d 
barefoot to Paieftine for a touch of his nether lip. 

Def. The ficre Soule fatJingingJby a Sic Amour tree, 

Sing all a green e lift Hough : 

Her hand on her bofome her head on her bnee. 

Sing mUoHghjVillough,tVt llough. 

Thefrelk Streames ran by her t and murmur'd her moanet 
Singlyi llough, &c. 

Her fait tear esfell from her.and foftned theft ones. 

Sing mllough,&c. (Lay by thefe^ 

willough,fVillough. (Prythechigh thee: he’le come anon) 
Sing all a green e tViHough mu ft be my Garland. 

Let no body blame him,his fcornel approue. 

(Nay that’s not next. Harkc,who is’t that knocks ? 
t /Emil. It’s the wind. d 

Def I call'd my Loue fobfe Loue : but what faidhe then ? 
Sing WslloMgh,(jrC. 

If I court mo women,yotile couch with mo men. 
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So gee thee gone, good night: mine eyes do itch: 

Doth that boade weeping ? 

Tis neythcr heere, nor there* 

Def. I haue heard it faid fo. O thefe Men,thefe menl 
Do’ft thou in confcicnce thinke(tdl i=ne tsTrmlia) 

That there be women do abufe their husbands 
In fuch groffe kindc ? 

*s£mil. There be fome fuch, no queftion. 

Def Would'ft thou do fuch a deed for all the world ? 

Why,wouldnotyou ? 

Def No,by this Heaucnly light. 

Nor I neither, by this Hcaucnlylight: 

I might doo’t as well fth’darkc. 

Def. Would’ft thou do fuch a deed for al the world ? 
OEmtl. The'world’s a huge thing : 

It is a great price, for a fmall vice. 

Def Introth, I thinke thou would’ft not, 
ts£mil. Introth I thinke I fhouid, and vndoo’t when 
I had done. Marry, I would not doc fuch a thing for a 
ioynt Ring, nor for meaiures ofLawne,nor for Gownes, 
Pecncoacs, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition. But for 
all the whole world: why 3 who would not make her hus- 
banda Cuckold, to make him a Monarch/I (hculdYen- 
turePurgatory for’e. 

‘Def Bcfhrew rne, if I would do fuch a wrong 
For the whole worlds 

<y£mil .. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’ch’world; 
and hauing the world for your labour, ’tis a wrong in 
your owne world, and you might quickly make it right* 
Def. I do not thinke there is any fuch woman. 
t/EmiL Yes,a dozen: and as many to’th’vancage, as 
would ftore the world they plaid for. 

But I do thinke it is their Husbands faults 
If Wiues do fall: (Say* that they flacke their duties. 

And powreour Trcafures into forraigne laps; 

Or elfc breake out in pecuifh Icaloufics, 

Throwing retrain: vpon vs: Or lay they ftnke vs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight) 

Why we haue galles: and though wc haue fome Grace, 
Yethauc we fome Reucnge. Let Husbands know. 
Their wiues haue fenfe like them : They lee, and fmeli. 
And haue their Palacs both for fweet,and fowrc, 

As Husbands haue. What is it that they do. 

When they change vs for others ? Is it Sport? 

I thinke it is: and doth Affection breed it ? 

I thinke it doth. Is’c Frailty that thus erres ? 

It is fotoo. And haue not we Affe&ions? 

Defircs for Sport? and Frailty>asmen haue? 

Then let them vfc vs well: elfe let them know, 

The illes we do, their illcs inftruft vs fo. 

Def. Goodnight,goodnight: 

Heauen me fuch vies fend. 

Not topicke bad, from bad 5 but by bad,mend. Exeunt 


The Tragedie of Othello 



Ictus Quintus . Scena Trim a. 


Inter Iago,AndRodorigo. 

I ago. Heere,ftand behindethis Barkc, 

Straight will tic come: 

VVcarc thy good Rapid bare, and put it home: 
Quicke,quicke, fearc nothing; He be at thy Elbow, 
It makes vs, or ic marres vs, thinke on that. 

And fixe moft firme thy Refolution, 


Rod, Be neere at hand, I may roifearry in’tj'^ - 
lago. Heere,at thy hand; Be bold, & take thvfl , 
Rod. 1 haue no great dcuotion to the deed ' Itan ®* 
And yet he hath giuenire fatisfying Reafons*; 

’Tis but a man gone. Forth my Sword: he dies 

lago A haue rub'd this yong Quat almoft to the f r 
And he growes angry. Now, whether he kill Caff « * 1 * 

Or Caffio him, or each do kill the other, °‘ 

Euery way makes my gaine. Liue Rodorigo, 

He callcs me to a reftitution large 
Of Gold,and Iewels,that 1 bob’dfrom him 
As Guifts to Defdemona. 

It muft not be; If Caffio do reniaine. 

He hath a dayly beauty in his life. 

That makes mi vgly : and befides, the Moore 
May vnfold me to him: there ftand I in much p er jjj. 

No, he muft dye. But fo,l heard him commine. 

Enter Caffio. 3 ' 

%od, I know hit gate, Vis he; Villaine thou dyeft 

Caf. That thruft had beene mine enemy indeed* ’ 
But that my Coate is better then thou know'll; * 

1 will make proofed! thine. 

Rod. OhjI am flaine. 

Caffio. Iammaym’dforeuer: 

Hclpe hoa: Murther, mutther. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voyce of Caffio , lago keepes his word. 

Red. O Villaine that I am. 

Oth, It is men fo. 

Caf. Oh helpe hoa: Light,aSurgeon. 

Oth. ’Tishe:Obraue lago, honeft,and iuft, 

That haft fuch Noble fenfe of thy Friends wrong, 
Thou teachcftmc. Minion, your deerc lyes dead, 

And your vnbleft Fate highes: Strumpet 1 come .• 

For of my heart, thofe Gharmes thine Eyes, are blotted 
Thy Bed luft-ftain’d, {hall with Lulls blood beefpocted. 

Exit Othello. 

Enter Lodosticoand Gratiano. 

Caf. What hoa? no Watch?JNopaflage ? 
Muuhcr,Murther. 

Gra. ’Tis fome mifchance,thc voyceis very direfull. 
Caf. Oh helpe. 

Lodo. Hearke. 

Rod. Oli wretched Villaine. 

Lod. Two or three groane. Tts heauy night; 

Thefe may be counterfeits: Let’s ib ink't vnfafe 
To come into the cry, without more helpe. 

Rod. Nobody come: then (hall 1 bleed to death. 
Enter lago, 

Lod. Hearke. 

(fra. Here’s one comes in his ftiirt, with Light, and 
Weapons. 

lago. Who's there? 

Who’s noyfc is this that cries on mutther? 

Lodo. We do not know. 
lago. Do not you heareacry ? 

Caf Heere,heere; for heauen fake hclpe me, 
lago. What’s the matter ? 

Gra. This is Othello's Ancient,as I take it. 

Lodo. The fame indeede, a very valiant FtlloW> 

/ago. What are yon heere, that cry fo greeuoutly? 
Caf. lago ? Oh I am fpoyl’d, vndone by Villaines; 
Giue me fome helpe. 

lago. Omec, Lieutenant! 

What Vtllaines haue done this ? 

Caf. I thinke that one of them is hccreabout, 
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And cannot make away. 

lago- Ok treacherous Villaines: 

\Vhat are you there ? Come in, and giue fome hclpe. 

Rod. O helpe me there. 

Caffio. That’s oneofthem. 

lago. Ohmurd’rousSlaue! O Villaine! 

Rod. O damn'd lago ! O inhumane Dogge 1 
lago. Kill men i’th’darkc? 

V^here be thef: bloody Theeues ? 

How filent is this Towns ? Hoa,murther,mutther» 

What may you be? Are you of good,or euilL? 

• Lod. As you fhall prone vs,praile vs. 
lago- Si gnior Lodottico ? 

Lod. He Sir, 

lago. 1 cry you mercy: here’s Caffio hurt by Villaines. 

Gra. Caffio{ 

lago. How is’c Brother? 

Caf. My Lcgge is cut in two. 
lago. Marry heauen ferbid ; 

Light Gentlemen, lie binde it with my flairt. 

Enter'Bianca, 

Bian. What is the matter hoa? Who is’c that cry’d ? 
lago. Who is’t that cry’d? 

Bian. Oh my decre Caffio, 

My fweet Caffio: Oh Caffio,Caffio,Caffio, 

lago. O notable Scrumpet. Caffio, may you fufpe£I 
Whcfthey fhould be, that haue thus mangled you ? 

Caf. No. 

Gra. I amforry to findeyou thus; 

Ihauebeenetoleekeyou. 

lago. Lend me a Garter. So:——-Oh for a Chairc 
To beare him eafily hence. 

Bian. Alas he faints. Q\\ Caffio,Caffio,Caffio.' 
lago. Gentlemen all, I do fulpeiftthis Trafh 
To be a party in this Iniurie. 

Patience awhile, good Caffio. Come,come; > 

Lend me a Light: know we this face, or no ? 

Alas my Friend,and my deere Countryman 
Rodorigo ? No :Ycs fure: Yes,'tis Rodorigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 

lago. EuenheSir: Did you know him? 

Qra. Know him? I. 

lago. Signior Gratiano ? I cry your gentle pardon : 
Thefe bloody accidents muft excufe my Manners, 

That foneglettcd you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

lago. How do you Caffiol Oh.aChaire,aChaire. 

Cra. Rodorigo ? 
lago. He,he,’tishe: 

Oh that’s well laid, the Chaire. 

Some good man beare him carefally from hence, 
lie fetch the Generali’s Surgeon. For you Miftris, 

Saue you your labour. He that lies flaine heere ( Cafio ) 
Was rny decre friend. What malice was between you* 
Caf. None in the world : nor do 1 know' the man ? 
lago. What?looke you pale?Oh beare him o’th’Ayrr, 
Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miftris? 
Do youperceiuethe gaftnefle of her eye ? 

Nay,if you ftare, we fhall heare more anon. 

Behold her well: I pray you looke vpon her: 

Do you fee Gentlemen ? Nay,guiUincffc will fpeake 
Though tongues were out of vfe. 

<ia£mil. Alas,wh^t is the matter? 

What is the matter,Husband ? 

lags. Caffio hath heere bin fet on in the darke 
By Rodorigo, and Fellowes that are fcap’d: 


He’s almoft flaine, and Rodorigo quite dead. 

ty£mil. Alas good Gentleman : alas good (fafsio. 
lago. This is the fruits of whoring. Pry the ^Emilia 
Go know of Caffio where he iupc to night. 

What, do you fhakc at that r 

Bian. He fupcat my houfc,but I therefore fhakenot 
Iagc . O did he fo ? I charge you go with me. 
v£mil. Oh fie vpon thee Set umpec. 

Bian. I am no Strumpet, but of life ashoneft, 

As you that thus abufe me. 

±/£mtl. As 1? Fie vpon thee. 
lago. Kinde Gentlemen : 

Let’s go fee poore dreft. 

Come Miftris, you muft tcl’s another Tale. 
t/£milin, run you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady,what hath happ’d 
Will you goon afore ?This is the night 
That either makes me, or foredoes me quight. Exeunt. 


Scam Secunda. 


Enter Othello, and Defdemona in her bed. 

Oth. It is the Caufe, it is the Caufc (my Soule) 
Letmcnoc name it to you,you chafte Statres, 
itisiheCaufe. Yet lie not fned her blood, 

Nor fcarre that whitet skin of hers, then Snow, 

And fmooch as Monumentall Alablafter: 

Yet fhc muft dye, elfe fhec’l betray mot c men i 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light: 

Ifl qucnchthee, thou flaming Minifter, 

I can againe thy former light reftore, 

Should I repent me. But once put out thy Light, 
Thou cunning’ft Patterne of excelling Nature, 

I know not where is that Prometie tt neate 
That can thy Light re-Lume. 

When I haue pluck’d thy Rofe, 

I cannot giue it vitall growth againe. 

It needs muft wither, lie fmeli chee on the Tree. 

Oh Balmy breath, that doft almoft perfwade 
Tufticc to breake her Sword. One more, one more: 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 

And loue thee after. One more, and that’s the laft. 
So,fweet, was ne’te fo facall. Lmuft weepe. 

But they are cruellT eares : This forrow’s heaucnly, 
Ic ftrikes, where it doth loue. She wakes* 

Def. Who’s there ? Othello ? 

Otbel. 1 Defdemona. 

Def. Will you come to bed, my Lord? 

Oth. Haue you pray’d to n\ght y Defdemon ? 

Def. I my Lord, 

Oth. If you bethinke your felfe of any Crime 
Vnreconcil’d as yet to Heauen,and Grace, 

Solicite for it ftraight. 

Def Alacke,my Lord, 

What may you meane by that ? 

Oth • Well, do it.and be breefc, I will walke by; 
I would not kill thy vnprepared Spirit, 

No, Heauens fore-fend ) I would not kill tby Soule. 

Def. Talke you of killing? 

Oth. I,I do. 

Def, Then Heauen haue mercy onmee* 


Oth. 
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Otb. Amen,with ail my heart. 

Def. If you fay, I hope you will not kill roe. 

Oth. Humh. 

Def And yet I fcare you: for you’re fatall then 
When your eyes rowvle fo. 

Why I (hould fcare, I know not. 

Since guiltinefle I know not: But yet I fecle I fcare. 
Oth. Thinke on thy finnes. 

Def. They are Loue* I beareto you. 

Oth. I,and for that thou dy’ft. 

Def. That death’s vnnaturall, that kils for louing. 
Alas,why gnaw you fo your nether-lip ? 

Some bloody paflion (bakes your very Frame: 

Thefe are portents: but yet 1 hope,l hope, 

They do not point on me. 

Oth. Peace.andbeftill. 

Def. I will fo: What’s the matter ? 

Oth. ThatHandkerchiefe 

Which I fo lou’d,and gaue thee, thou gau’ft to Caffo. 

Def. No by my Life, and Soule: fend for the man. 
And askehim. 

Oth. Sweet Soule, take heed, take heed of Pcriury, 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def. I, but not yet to dye. 

Oth. Prefently. 

Therefore confeffc thee freely of thy finne: 

For to deny each AtticJe with Oath, 

Cannot remoue,nor choake the ftrong Conception 
That I do gronc withall. Thou art to dye. % 

Def. O Heauen hauc mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay, Amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too. I neuer did 
Offend you in my life: neuer lou’d Caffo, 

But with fuch generall warrantie of Heauen, 

As I might loue. I neuer gaue him Token. 

Oth. By Heauen I faw my Handkerchicfe in’s hand. 
O periurM woman, thou do’ft ffone rny heart, 

And makes me call, what I intend to do, 

A Murther,which I thought a Sacrifice. 

I faw the Handkcrchiefe. 

Def. He found it then : 

I neuer gaue it him: Send,for him hither: 

Let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. Hchathconfcft. 

Def. What.my Lord ? 

Oth. That he hath vs’d thee. 

Def. How? vnlawfully? 

Oth. I. 

Def. He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No: his mouth is flopp’d: 

Honeft Iago hath ’tane order for’t. 

Def Oh,roy fearc interprets. Whatis he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his haires bin liucs,my great Rcuenge 
Had ftomacke for them all. 

Def. Alas, he is betray’d, and I vndone. 

Oth .Out Strumpet: weep’ft thou for him to my face? 
Def. O banifb me, my Lord,but kill me not. 

Oth. Downe Strumpet. 

Def Kill roe to morrow, let me liue to night, 

Oth. Nay.ifyouftriuc. 

Def. But halfe an houre. 

Oth. Being done, there is no pawfe. 

Def. But while I fay one prayer. 

Oth. It i* too late. Smothers her, 

tAmilia At the doore. 

tAmil. My Lord, my Lord? Whathoa ?i 
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My Lord, my Lord. ~~ — 

Oth .What noife is this ? Not dead?not yet ciu' 

I that am cruel!, am yet mercifull, ^ lte dead! 

I would net haue thee linger in thy paine? 

So,fo. 

•AmiLveithin. What hoa? my Lord.mv T •, 

Oth. Who’s there? " td 

i&mil. Oh good my Lord, I would fpeake 
with you. Ia *ord 

Oth. Yes: 'Tis tAmilia : by and by. Shee’s d 
’Tislikc (be comes to fpeake o {Caffo's death: 

The noife was high. Hah, no more moouing > 

Still as the Grauc. Shall fhe come in? WerTgoorl 
I thinke (be ftirres againe. No,what’s beft todo> 

If (be comein,fbee’l fure fpeake to my wife: 

My wife, my wife: what wife ? I haue no wife. 

Oh infupportable! Oh heauy houre! 

Me thinkes, it (bould be now a huge Edipfe' 
OfSunne, and Moone; and that th’affrighted Globe 
Did yawne at Alteration. 

t Ami/. I do bcfeech you 
That I may fpeake with you. Oh good my Lord 
Oth. 1 had forgot thee :oh come in tAmilia.' 

Sofc, by and by, let me the Curtaines draw. 

Where art thou? What’s the matter with thcenow? 
Enter tAmilia. 

ts£mil. Oh my good Lord, yonders foule Munh, 
done. 

Oth. What?now? . 
t s£mil. But now, my Lord. 

Oth. J cis the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more neercr Earth then (be was wont 
And makes men mad. 

tAmil. C«JT l °y «ny Lord,hath kill’d 
A young Venetian, call’d Rtdorigo. 

Oth. Rodortgo kill’d ? and Caffo kill’d? 
tAmil No, Cajfo is not kill’d. 

Oth. Not Cajfo kill’d? Then Murther’s out of tune, 
And f weet Rcuenge growes har(b. 

Def. O fallely, folfely murder’d. 
tAmil. Alas! wharcry is that ? 

Oth. That? What? 

tAmil. Out and alas, that was my Ladies voice, 
Helpe,heipehoa,hclpe. Oh Ladiefpcake again?, 
Sweet Defdcmona, oh fweet Miftris, fpeake. 

Def A guiltlefle death, I dye. 
tAmil Oh who hath done this deed? 

Def No body: I my felfe, farewell: 

Commend me to my kinde Lord: oh farewell. 

Oth. Why.howfhouldlhebemurdrcd? 
tAmil. Alas: who knowes ? 

Oth. You heare her fay her felfe, it was not I. 
tAmil. She faid fo: I muft needs report the truth. 
Oth. She’s like a Liar gone to burning hell, 

*Twas I that kill’d her. 

tAmil. Oh the more Angell (he, and you the black. 
erDiuell.i 

Oth. She turn'd td folly: and (be was a whore, 
t Amil. Thou do’ft bcly her,and thou art a diuell, 
Oth. She was falfe as water. 
tAmil. Thou art ra(h as fire, to fay 
That fhe was falfe. Oh (he was heauenly true, 

Oth. Caffo did top her: Ask thy husband elfe. 

O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell: 

But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 
To this extremity. Thy Husband knew it all. 

« AtHu, 
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My Husband? 

Otb. Thy Husband, 
iSmil. Tbatlbewa falfe to'Wedldcke ? ' " 

Oth. I, with Caffo: had TBfeb’in true. 

If He auen would make me fuch another world. 

Of one entyre and perfeft Chryfollte, 
yid not haue fold her for it. 
tAmil. My Husband? 

Oth. I, r t washe'clm cold rtieon her firfl. 

An honeft man he is, and hates the (lime 
That ftickes on -filthy deeds. 
tAmil. My Husband ? 

Oth. What needs this ittcrance, Woman? 

I fay, thy Husband. 

tA.mil. Oh Miftris, 

Villany hath made mockcs with loue: 

My Husband fay (be was falfe? 

Oth. He,Woman; 

I fay thy Husband: Do’ft vndrrftand rhe word ? 

My Friend, thy Husband ; honeft,honeft Iago. 

tAmil. If he fay fo, mayhispemicions Souje 
Rot halfe a graine a day : he lyes co’th’hcarc. 

She was too fond of her moft filthy Bargaine. 

Oth. Hah? 
tAmil. Dotbywotft: 

This deedc of thine is no more worthy Heauen, 

Then thou was’t worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were beft. ’ 

tAmtl.Thou haft not halfe that powrc to do me harm. 
As I haue to be hurt. Oh Gull,oh dolt. 

As ignorant as durt: thou haft done a deed 
(I care not for thy Sword) He make thee known. 
Though I loft twenty hues. HeIpc,he!pe,hoa, helpe: 
The Moore hath kill’d my Miftris. Murther,murthcr. 

Enter Montanofiratiano, and Iago. 

Mon. What is the matter? How now Generali ? 
tAmil. Oh.are you come J ego: you haue done well, 
That men muft lay their Murthers on your necke. 

Cra. Whatis the matter? 

tAmil. Difproue this Villaine,if thou bee’ft a man: > 
le faycs,thou told’ft him that his wife was falfe: 

I know thou did’flnot :thou’rt not fuch a Villain. 
Speake, for my heart is full. 

Iago. I told him what I thought, 

And told no more 

Then what he found himfelfc was apt,and true. 

tAmil. But did you cucr tell him. 

She was falfe? 

Iago. I did. 

tAmil. You told a Lye. an odious damned Lye: 

Vpon my Soule, a Lye; a wicked Lye. 

Shcc falfe with Caffe ? 

Did you fay with Caffo ? 

Iago. W ith Caffo, M i ftri s ? 

Go too, charme your tongue. 

Emil. I will not charme my Tongue; 

I am bound to fpeake. 

My Miftris heere lyes murthered in her bed. 

Jill. Oh Heaucns.forcfend. 

Emil. And your reports haue fet the Murder on. 
Othtlla. Nay flare not Maflers, 

Itiscrueindeede. 

Cra. ’TisaftrangeTruth. 

VHont. Omonftrous A&e. 


Emil. Villany,villany, villany: 

I thinke vpon’c, I thinke: I fmel’t: O Villany; 

I thought fo then: He kill my felfe for greefe. 

O villany! villany! 

Iago. What, are you mad? 

I charge you get you home. 

Emil. Good Gentlemen, let me haue Ieaufe to (peake: 
’Tis proper I obey him; but not now: 

Perchance Iago , I will ne’re go borne. 

Oth Oh,oh,oh. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee downc,and roare; 

For thou haft kill’d the fwecccft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp eye. 

Oth. Oh flic was fowle ! 

I fcarfe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece, 
Wbofe breath (indeed) thefe hands haue newly flopp’d: 
1 know this acte (bewes horrible and grim. 

Cra. Pocrc Defdemon : 

I am glad thy Father’s dead, 

Thy Match was mortall to him: and pure greefe 
Shore his old thred in twaine. Did he line now. 

This fight would make him do a de'perate turne : 

Yea, curfehis better Angell from his fide. 

And fall to Reprobance. 

Oth. ’Tis pittifuli: but yet Iago knowes 
That (he with Caffo, hath the Ait of fbamci 
A choufand times committed. Cajfio confcft it. 

And (be did gratifie his amorous workes 
With that Recognizance and pledge of Loue 
Which Ifirft gaueber: I faw it in his hand : 

It was a Handkerchiefe,an Antique Token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 

Emtl. Oh Heauen 1 oh heauenly Powri» 5 
Iago. Come, hold your peace. 

Emtl. ’Twill out,’twill out. I peace ? 

No,I will fpeake as liberal! as the North; 

Let Heauen,and Mcn,and Diuels, let them all, 
Alballjcriefhameagainft roe, yet lie fpeake. 

Iago. Bewife.aocl get you home. 

Emtl\ I will not. 

Cra. Fye, your Sword vpon a Woman. 
tmil. Oh thou dull Moore, 

That Handkcrchiefe thefti fpeak’ft of 
T found by Fortune, and did giue my Husband: 

For often, with a (olemne eameftnefle, 

(More then indeed belong’d to fuch a Trifle) 

He begg’d of me, to fteale’t, 

Iago. Villanous Whore. 

Emil. Shegiie it Caffo} No, alas I found it. 

And I did gin’emy Husband. 

Iago. Filth, thou lyeft. 

Emil. By Heauen I do not, I do not Gentlctnen: 

Oh murd’rous Coxcombe, what fhould fuch a Foole 
Do with fo good a wife ? 

Oth. Are there no ftones in Heauen, 

But what ferues for the Thunder? 

Precious Villaine. 

Gra. The woman falles: 

Sure he hath kill’d his Wife. 

Emil. 1,1: oh lay me by my Miftris fide, 

Cra. Hee’s gone, but his wife’s kill’d. 

Mon. ’Tis a notorious Villainmke you this weapon 
Which I hauerecouer’d from the Moore: 

Come guard the doore without, let himnotpafle. 

But kill him rather. lie after that fame villaine. 

For ’tis a damned Slaue. Exit. 

Otb. 
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Oth. I am not valiant neither: 

But euery Punie whipftcr gets my Sword. 

But why (hould Honor ouc-liueHonefty ? 

Let it go all. ,,,, 

ty£r»i!. What did thy Song boad Lady r 
Hearke,canft thou heatc me ? 1 will play the Swan, 3 . 
And dye in Muficke : Willough, Wt Hough, IFt Hough. 

Moore, fhe was chaftc : She lou’d thec,crucli Moore, 

So come my Soule to blifle.as I fpeake true: 

So fpcakingas 1 thinke, alas,I dye. 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this Chamber, 

It was a Sword of Spaine, the Ice btookes temper: 

Oh heere it is: Vnklc I muft come forth. 

Gra. If thou attempt it, it will coft thee decre; 

Thou haft no weapon.and perforce muft fufter. y - 

Oth. Looke in vpon me then, and fpeake with me, 

Or naked as I am I will afiault thee. 

( fra. What is the matter? 

Othel. Behold,I haue a weapon : 

A better neuer did it felfe fuftaine 

Vpon a Soldiers Thigh. I haue fccnc the day. 

That with this little Arme, and this good Sword, 

I haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop. But (oh vainc boaft) 
Who can controll his Fate ? Tis not fo now. 

Be not affraid, though you do fee me weapon’d: 

Heere is my iournics end, hccrcis my butt 
And verie Sea-matke of my vtmoft Sailc. 

Do you gobackedifmaid?Tisaloftfearc: 

Man but a Rufti againft Othello' sbreft, / 

And he retires. Where {hould Othello go ? 

Now: how doft thou looke now? Oh ill-Starr’d wei\c^. 
Pale as thy Smockc: when we fhall meetc at comp,., 

This looke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen, 
And Fiends will fnatch at ic. Cold,cold,my Girle ? 

Euen like thy Chaftity. O curfed, curfed Slauc j 
Whip me yeDiuels, 

From the poffcffion of this Heauenly fight: 

Blow me about in windes, roaft me in Sulphure, 

Wa(h me in fteepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire. 

Oh Defdemon ! dead Defdemon : dead. Oh,oh \ 

Enter Lodouico , Caffio, Montano, andlago y 
with Officers. 

' tod. Where is this raffi,and mod vnfortunatc man ? 
Oth. That’s he that was Othello: heere I am. 

Lod. Where is that Viper ? 

Bring the Villaine forth. 

Oth. Ilook down towards his feet; but that’s a Fable, 
If that thou bcc’ft a Diuell,I cannot kill thee. 

Lod. Wrench his Sword from him. f ; 

I ago. I bleed Sir,but not kill’d. 

Othel. I am not lorry neither, I I’d haue thee Hue: 

For in my fenfe,’tis happinefle to die. 

Lod. Oh thou Othello ,thac was once fo good, 

Falne in the pra&ife of a curfed Slauc, 

What fhall be laide to thee. 

Oth. Why any thing: 

An honourable Murderer/if you will s 
For nought I did in hate, but all in Honour. 

Led. This wretch hath part confeft his Villany: 

Did you and he confcnt in Caffio’s death. 

Oth. I. 

Caf. Deere Generali,I neuer gauc you caufe. 

Oth. Idobeleeue it, and I aske your pardon ; 

Will you,I pray,demand that derny-Diuell, 
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Why he hath thus enfnar’d roy SouJe and Body " 

/^.Demand me nothing: what you know vLl 

From this time forth, I neuer will fpeake-waro , 
Lod. What? not to pray? ) . ' 

Cjra. Tqrnients will ope your lips, 

Oth. Well, thou doft beft. 

Lod. Sir, 

You fhall vnderftand what hath befalnc, 

(Which,as I thinke,you know not) heere js a L et . 
Found in the pocket of the flaine Rodorigo , er 

And heere another, the one of them imports 
The death of Caffio, to be vndertookc 
By Rodorigo. 

Oth. O Villaine! 

Caffio. Moft Hcatheni(h,and moft groff e , ‘ 
Lod. Now,heere’s another difeontented pap er 
Found in his pocket too: and this it feemes ■ 
Rodorigo meant t’haue fent this damned villaine: 

But that (belike)/<j£* in the interim 
Came in, and fatisfi’d him. 

Oth. Oh thou pernitious Caitiffs j 
How came you ( Caffio)\>y thatHandkcrchiefc 
That was my wiucs ? ; ; 

Caffio. I found it in my Chamber: 

And he himfclfe confcft it but euen now. 

That there he dropt it for a fpeciallpurpofe. 

Which wrought to his defirc. 

Othel. O Foole,foole,foole! 

Caffio. There is befides, in Rodorigo s Letter, 

How he vpbraides /ago, that he made him 
Braue me vpon the Watch : whereon it came 
That I was cafl: and euen but now he fpakc 
( A^ccr long feetning dead) logo hurt him, 
lago.fc t.Kim on. • ■ 

tod. You muft forfake this roome.and go withfj: 
Your Powcr,andyour Command istaken off, 

And Caffio rules in Cyprus. For this Slauc, 

If there be any cunning Crueltie, 

That can torment him much 7 and hold him long, 

1 1 fhall be his. You fhall dofe Prifoner reft. 

Till that the Nature of your fault be knowne 
To the Venetian State. Come,bring away. 

Oth. Soft you; a.word ontwo beforcyou goe: 

I haue done the State fome feruice, and they know’t; 
No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 

When you fhall thefe vnluckie deeds relate, 

Speake of me,as I am. Nothing extenuate, 

Nor fet downc ought in malice.. 

Then muft you fpeake, 

Of one chat lou’d not wifely, but too well: 

Of one, not eafily lealious, but being wrought. 
Perplexed in the extreame: Ofone,whofc hand 
(Like the bafe ludean) threw a Pearle away 
Richer then all his Tribe: Of one,whofe iubdu’dEyes, 
Albeit vn-vfed to the melting moode, 

Drops ceares as faft as the Arabian Trees 
Thtir Medicinable gumme. Set you downe this: 

And fay befides, that in uileppo once. 

Where a malignant, and aTurbond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the State, 

I tooke by th’throat the circumcifed Dogge, 

And frnoace him, thus. 

Lod. Oh bloody period. 

Cra. All that is fpoke.is marr’d. 

Oth. I kift thee, ere I kill’d thee; No way but this, 
Killing my felfe, to dye vpon a kiffe. ^ 


U 


0 





the z5\ffoore of Venice, 


CafT his did 1 feare, but thought he had no weapon; 
porhe was great of heart. 

lod. OhSportonDogge: 

More fell then Anguifh, Hunger, or the Sea t 
Looke on th$Tngickc Loading of this bed: 

This is thy VOofke r 
The Obic&poyfons Sight, 


Let it be hid. Gratiano ,keepe the houfe. 

And feize ypon the Fortunes of the Moore, 

For they iucceede on you. To you,Lord Gouernor, 
Remaincs th eCenfute of this helhfti villaine: 

The Time, the Placc,ehe Torture,oh inforce it: 

My felfe will ftraight aboord.and to"the State, 

This heauie Act, with heauic heart relate. Exeunt. 


FINIS. 



The Names of the Atftors. 


Thello, the Moore. 
iBrabantio, Father to Def.'demon*. 


| Caffio, an Honourable Lieutenant. 
fago, a Villaine. 

Rodorigo, a gulfd Gentleman. 

Duke ofVemce. 


























































































THE T R A G E D IE OF 


Anthonie, and Cleopatra. 


<A tins Trim us. Serna Trim a. 


Enter Demetrius and Philo t 

Philo. 

Ay, but this dotage of our Generals 
Ore-fLwes the meafurc: thotc \us goodly eyes 
That o’re the Files and Muftcrs of the Warre, 
Haue glow’d like piated Mars : 

Now bend, now turne 

The Office and Deuotion of their view 

Vpon a Tawny Front. His Captaincs heart. 

Which in the fcuffles of great Fights hath bur ft 
The Buckles on his breft, reneages all temper, 

And is become the Bellowes and the Fan 
To coolc a Gypfies Luft. 

tlomjh* Enter Anthony ,Chop atra t her Ladies, the 
T^aine y with £Much s fanning her. 

Lookc where they come : 

Take but good note, and you (ball fee in him 
(The triple Pillar of the world) transform’d 
Into a Strumpets Foolc. Behold and Ice, 

dee. If it be Loue indeed, tell me howtnuch. 

Ant* There’s beggery in the loue that can be reckon’d 
Cleo. lie fet a bourne how farre to be belou’d. 

Avt* Then muft thou needesfinde out new Heaucr?, 
new Earth, 

Enter a Meflenger* 

Mef. Newes(my good Lord)from Rome. 

Ant . Grates me,thcfumme. 

Cleo. Nay heare them Anthony. 

Fukia perchance is angry: Or who knower. 

If the fearfe-bearded C<tf*r haue not fent 
Hispowreftill Mandate to you.Do this,or this; 

Take in that Kingdome,and Infranchifc that: 

PerformY or elfe we damne thcc. 

Ant. How,my Loue ? 

Cleo . Perchance?Nayand .mofi like: 

You muil not flay heere longer, your difmiflton 
Is come from Cafar, therefore heare it Anthony: 

Where’s Fuluias ProceiTc? (Cafars I would fay) both 
Call ;n the Mcflcngcrs : As I am Egypts Quecnc, 

Thou blufheft Anthony , and that blood of thine 
Is flflars homager: clfe fo thy cheeke payes (Lame, 
When ibrill-tongiTd Fuluia fcolds. The Meffcngers. 

Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide Arch 
O f the raingM Empire fall: Hecre is my fpace, 
Kingdbmes are clay: Our dungie earth alike 




Fcetls Beaft as Man ; the Noblenefle oflife 
Is to do thus: when iuch a mutuall paire, 

* And fuch a twainc C3ii doo\ in which I binds 
One paine ofpunifhment^the world to weece 
Wc (land vp Peerelefie. 

Cleo . Excellent falfhood : 

Why did he marry FhIhm , and not loue her? 
lie icccnc the Foolc i am hot. Anthony will be himfelfe 
Ant But ftirr’d by flUopatra. 

Now for the loue dfLpue,and her fofr homes, 

Let’s not confound the time with Conference barfh- 
There’s not a minute of our hues ftiould ltrctch * 

Wichout fame plealure now. What fpoit to night? 
Cleo. Heare the Ambafi'adors. 

Ant. Fye wrangling Q^ee.ne : 

Whom euery thing becomes, to chide,to laugh, 

To weepe: who euery palfiqn fully firiues 
To make it felfe (in Thee)fai<rc,and admir’d. 

No Meflenger but thine, and all alone, to night 
Wee’l wander through the ftrects^ndnote 
The qualities of people. Come my Queene, 

Laft night you did defire it. Spcake not to vs. 

Exeunt rvith the Train, 

Bern. Is Cdtfar with Anthonins priz’d fo flight ? 

Philo . Sir fometimes when he is not Anthony, 

He comes too fhort of that great Property 
Which ft ill fhould go with Anthony. 

Deni. I am full forry, that hee spproucs the common 
Lyar,who thus fpcakes ol him at Rome 5 but I will hope 
of better deeds to morrow. Reft you happy. Exeunt 

Enter Enobarbui^ Lampriw,a Southfayer , Ramins, Lttctfi* 
HStCbarmian, Iras^ Mar ditin the Eunuch, 
and Alexas* 

Char . L. Alex as, fvveet Alexas,mo(\ any thing Alexas , 
almcft moft abfolute^fetvtf, where’s the Soothlaycr 
that you prais’d fo ro’th’Queene ? Oh that I knevve this 
Husband, which you fay, muft change his Hornes with 
Garlands, 

Alex. Soothfayer. 

Sooth. Your will? 

Char. Is this the Man ? Is’t you fir that know things ? 
Sooth . In Natures infinite booke ofSccrecic,alittld 
can read. 

Alex . Shew him your hand. 

Enob . Bring in the Banket quickly: Wine enough, 

Cleopa 


$ 


Cleopatra's health to drinks. 

Char . Good fir,giuc me good Fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, but forefee. 

Char. Pray then, forefee me one. ] 

Sooth . You ftiall be yet farre fairer then you arc. 

Char . Hemeanes infleflb. 

Iras. No,you fhall paint when you are old. 

Char . Wrinkles forbid. 

c Alex. Vex not his preference, be attentive. 

Char . Huflh. 

Sooth. You fhall be more belouing,then beloucd. 

Char. Ihadratherheatemy Liucr with drinking. 

Alex. Nay,heare him. 

Char . Good now fome excellent Fortune: Let mee 
be married to three Kings in a forenoone, and Widdow 
them all: Let me haue a Childe at fifty, to whom Herode 
oflewry may do Homage. Finde me to morric me w ith 
Oftanius fl&far, 9nc * companion me with my Miftris. 

Sooth. You (ball out-Iiue the Lady whom you ferue. 

Char. Oh excellent, I loue long life better then Figs. 

Sooth. You haue leenc and proued a fairer former for¬ 
tune, then that which is to approach. 

Char. Then belike my Children fhrl! haue no names: 
Pry thee how many Boycs and Wenches muft I haue. 

Sooth. If euery of your wiftics had a wembe, Sc fore¬ 
tell euery wifh, a Million. 

Char. Out Foolc,I forgiue thee for a Witch. 

Alex* You thinke none but your (beets arepriuieto 
your wi (lies. 

Char . Nay come,tell Iras hers. 

Alex. Wee’l know all our Fortunes. 

Enob. Minc,and moft of our Fortunes tonight, (hall 
bedrunkc to bed. 

7 r 4 *.There*s a Palme pvefages Chaftity,if nothing els. 

Char . E'ncas the overflowing Nylus prefageth Fa¬ 
mine. 

Iras • Go you wildeBcdfcllow^ou cannot Soothfay. 

Char. Nciy, if an oy ly Palme bee not a fruitfull Prog- 
nofticacion, I cannot (cratch mine care. Prythcc tel her 
but a worky day Fortune, 

Sooth . Your Fortunes arc alike. 

Ira jr. But how, but how, giueme particulars. 

Sooth. Ihouefaid. 

Iras . Am I not an inch of Fortune better then (lie ? 

Char, Well, ifyou were but an inch of fortune better 
then I: where would you choofe it. 

Iras. Not in my Husbands nofe. 

Char. Our worfer thoughts Heauens mend. 

Alexas. Come,hisFortune,his Fortune. Chlethim 
mary a woman that cannot go,fweet IJts.l befeech thee, 
and let her dye too ,1 and giue him a worfe^and let worfe 
follow worfe, till the word of all follow him laughing to 
bis grauc, fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good IJis heare me this 
Prayer, though thou denic me a matter of more waighc: 
good Jjis I befeech thee. 

Iras. Amen^deereGoddcfle, heare that prayer of the 
people. For, as it is a heart-breaking to fee a handfome 
manloofc^Wiu'd,foit isadcadly forrow, tobeholdea 
foulc Knaue vncuckolded: Therefore deere Ifis keep de¬ 
corum ,and Fortune him accordingly. 

Char . Amen. 

Alex. Lo now, if it lay in their hands to make mee a 
Cuckold, they would make themfelues Whores, but 
thcy’Id doo’t. 

Enter Cleopatra . 

Enob. Hu(b,heere comes Anthony . 


Char. Not he^thc Quccne. 

Cleo . Sauc you,my Lord# 

Enob • No Lady. 

CUo. Washenothcerc? 

Char . No Madam. 

Cleo . He was dilpos'd to mirth, but # on thefodaine * 
A Roroane thought hath ftrooke him. 

Enobarbm ? 

Snob. Madam. 

C/<f< 7 .Scekchim,and bringhim hither: wher’s Alexias} 
vtlcx- Heereatyour leruice. 

My Lord approaches. 

Enter Anthonyjvitb a C Jlleffcnger. 

Cleo . We will not loolke vponhim: 

Go with vs. Exeunt . 

Afejfen. Fulma thy Wife, 

Firft came into the Field. 

Ant. Againft my Brother Lucius ? 

Afeffsn. I; but (bone that Waire had end. 

And the timesftate 

Made friends of them, ioynting their force ’gainft Cafar J 
Whofe better iflue in the warre from Iraly, 

Vpon the firft encounter drnue them. 

A*t. Well, what worft. 

Mef. The Nature of bad newes infcfls theTeller. 
Ant . When it concernes the Foole or Coward: On. 
Things chat are pafl,are done,with me. 5 Tis thus. 

Who tels me true, though in his Tale Jye deaths 
I heare him as he flatter’d. 

Mef. LaBienus (this is ftiffe-newes) 

Hath with h^s Parthian Force 

Extended Afia : from Euphrates his conquering 

Banner (booke, from Syria to Lydia, 

And to Ionia,whil’ft—— 

Ant. Anthony thou would’ft fay, 

Adef. Oh my Lord. 

Act. Speakcto me home, 

Mince not the generall tongue, name 
Cleopatra as (be is call'd in Rome : 

Raiie thou in FnhtisCs phrafe,and taunt cr>y faults 
With fuchful! Liccn(e, as both Truth and Malice 
Haue power to veter. Oh then wc bring forth weeds^ 
When our quicke windes lye ftill, and our flies told vs 
Is as our earing : fare thee well awhile* 

Mef At your Noble pieafure.' Exit Meflenger. 
Enter another Meflenger . 

iAnt. From Sacion how the newes ? Spcakc there. 

1 . Mtf The man from Scicion, 

Is thereluch an one? 

2 . Mef He ftayes vpon your will. 

Ant. Let him appearc: 

Tbefe ftrong Egyptian Fetters I rauft breake, 

Or loofe my felfe in dotage. 

Enter another LMeflenger with a Letter* 

What are you? 

3 . C JMef. Fulttiaihy wife is dead. 

Ant. Where dyed (be. 

Mef. In Scictonjcitx length of fickncfTe, 

With what clfe more ferious, 

Inv^orteth thee to know, this bcares. 

A>itho. Forbeareme 

There’s a great Spirit gone, thus did I delire it z 
What our contempts doth often hurle from vs, 

x W c 


(Anthony and flenpatra. 


W 






































































TbeTragedie of 


' _ _ 

We with it ours againe. The prefent pleafurc, 

By reuolution lowring, docs become 

The oppofite ofic felfe: (he’s good being gon. 

The hand could plucke her backe,that (hou'd her on. 

I muft from this enchanting Queene breakc off. 

Ten thoufand harmes, more then the illeil know 
My idlenefle doth hatch. 

Enter Enobarbtu. 

How now Enobarbtu. 

Eno. What’s your p!eafure,Sir ? 

Anth. I muft with hafte from hence. 

Eno. Why then we kill all our Women.Wcfeehow 
mortal! an vnkindneffe is to them, ifthey iuffer our de¬ 
parture death’s the word. 

Ant. T muft be gone. 

Eno. Vnder a compelling an occafion,Iet women die. 
It werepitty to caft them away for nothing, though be- 
tweene them and a great caufe, they lhould be efteemed 
nothing. Cleopatra catching but the leaft noy fe of this, 
dies inftantly : I haue feeneher dye twenty times vppon 
farre poorer moment: 1 do think there is mettle in death, 

, which commits fome louing a<ftc vpon her,(he hath luch 
a celerity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning paft mans thought. 

Eno. AlacfccSirno,hcrpaflionsarr madcof nothing 
but the fineft part ofpure Loue.Wc cannot cal her winds 
and waters, fighes and tearcs: They are greater ftormes 
and Tcmpefts then Almanackes can report. This cannot 
be cunning in her; if it be, (he makes a (howre of Raine 
as well as loue. 

Ant. Would I had neuer feeneher. 

Eno. Oh fir,you had then left vnfeene a wonderfull 
peece of worke, which not to haue beene bleft withall, 
would hauediferedited your Trauaile. 

Ant. Fuluia is dead. 

Eno. Sir. 

Ant. Fuluia is dead. 

Eno. FulniA r 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why fir, giuetheGodsa thankefullSacrifice: 
when it pleafeth their Deities to take the wife of a man 
from him,u fhewes toman the Tailors of the earth: com¬ 
forting therein, that when olde Robes ate iworne out, 
therearc members to make new. If there were no more 
Women but Fuluia, then had you indeede a cut. and the 
cafe to be lamentcdjThis greefe is crown’d with Confo- 
lation, yout old Smocke brings foorth a new Pctticoate, 
aud indeed the teares Hue in an Onion, that fhould water 
\his forrow. 

Ant. The bufincfTe fhe hath broached in the State, 
Cannot endure my abfcnce. 

Eno, And the bufinefle you haue broach’d hecre can¬ 
not be without you, efpecially that of Cleopatra's,, which 
wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant. No more light Anfweres: 

Let our Officers 

Haue notice what wepurpofe. I (hall breake 
The caufe of our Expedience to the Queene, 

And get her loue to part. For not alone 
The death of Fuluia , with more vrgent touches 
Do ftrongly fpcake to vs: but the Letters too 
Of many our contriuing Friends in Rome, 

Petition vs at home. Sextue Pompeitu 
Haue giuen the dare to Cafar, and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our flippery people, 

Whofe Loue is neuer link'd to the deferuer. 


Till his defertsarepaft, begin to throw ^. 

-Pompej the great, and all his Dignities 

Vpon his Sonne, who high in Name and Power 
Higher then both in Blood and Life,(lands vp * 

For the maine Souldier. Whofe quality going 011 
The (Ides o’th’world may danger. Much is breed 1 * 
Which like the Courfets heire, hath yet but life QW ** 
And not a Serpents poyfon. Say ourpleafure * 

To fuch whofe places vnder vs,require 
Our quicke remoue from hence, 

Enob. I (hall doo’t. 

Enter Cleopatrafiharmian^Alexa^ni l TAt 

Cleo. Where is he? 

Char. I did not fee him fince. 

Qeo. See where he is, 

Whofe with him, what heroes: 

1 did not fend you. If you hnde him fad. 

Say I am dauncing: if in Myrth, report 
That I am fodaine ficke. Quickc,and returne. 

Char Madam,me thinkes ifyou did loue himdeerlv 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 
{ The like from him. 

Cleo, What (hould I do, I do not ? 

Ch. In each thing giuehimway,cro(Tehimin nothing, 
Cleo. Thou teacheft like a foole:the way to lofehim. 
Char. Tempt him not fo too farre. I wilhforbeare 
In time we hate that which we often feare. 

Enter Anthony. 

But heere comes Anthony. 

Cleo. I am ficke,and fulfcn. 

An. I am forty to giue breathing to my purpofe. 
Cleo. Helpeme away deerc Charmian,l (hall fall, 

It cannot be thus long, the fidcs ofNature 
; Will notfuftaineit. 

Ant. Now my deereft Qucenc. 

Cleo. Pray yon (land farther from trice. 

Ant. What’s the matter? 

Cleo.I know by that fame eye ther’s fome good news, 
What fayes the married wopian you may goe ? 
Would fhe had neuer giuen you leauc to come. 

Let her not fay 'tis I that fceepe you heere, 

I haue no power vpon you: Hers you are. 

Ant. The Gods beft know. 

, Cleo. Oh neuer was there Queene 
' So mightily betrayed : yet at the fitft 
I faw thcTreafonsplantcd. 

Ant. Cleopatra. 

Cleo. Why (hould I thinkc you can be mine, Sc true 
(Though you in fwearing (hake the Throancd Gods) 
Who haue beene falfe to Fuluia ? 

Riotous raadnefle. 

To be entangled with thofc mouth-made vowes. 
Which breakc themfelues in fwearing. 

Ant. Moft fwtet Queene. 

Cleo. Nay pray you feeke no colour for your going) 
But bid farewell, and goe: 

When you fued flaying. 

Then was the time for words: No going then, 

Ef ernity was in out Lippes, and Eyes, 

Bliffc in our browes bent: none our parts fo poote» 
But wasaraceofHeauen. They are fo ftill. 

Or thou the greateft Soulaier of the world. 

Art turn’d the greateft Lyar. 

Ant* How now Lady? 
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dJ'ntbony and Cleopatra. 

■^TTwTuldlhad %inches,thouIhouhTflknow \ wllSyo?hencc^ 


There were a heart in Egypt. 

Ant. Heare me Queene: 

The ftrong neceflity ofTime, commands 
Our Seruiclcs a-while : but my full heart 
Remaines in vfc with you. Our Italy, 

Shines o’re with ciuill Swords; Sextus Pompeiue 
Makes his approaches to the Port ofRome, 

Equality of two Domefticke powers, 

greed fcrupulous farftion : The bated growne to (trengtn 

Are newly growne to Loue: The condemn'd Pompej, 

Rich in his Fathers Honor,creepes apace 

]nto the hearts of fuch.arhaucuot thriued 

Vpon the prefent flare,whofe Numbers threaten. 

And quietnefle growne ficke of reft,would purge 
By any defperate change: My more particular, 

And that which moft with you fiiould fafe my going, 

1$ fuluias death. 

C7«.Though a’ge from folly could not giue me freedom 
It does from childiflmefle. Can Fuluia dye? 

Ant. She’s dead my Queene. 

Looke hecre, and at thy Soueraigne leyfure read 
ThcGarboyles (heawak d : at thelaft,beft. 

See when,and where (lice died. 

Cleo. O moft falle Loue j 
Where be the Sacred Viollcs thou ftiould’ft fill 
With forrowfull water ?NowI fee, I fee, 

In Fuluias death,how mine receiu’d (ball be. 

Ant. Quartell no more, but bee prepar’d to know 
Thepurpofesl beare: which are,or ceafe, 

Asyou fliall giue th’aduice. By the fire 
That quickens Nylus (lime, 1 go from hence 
Thy SouldiefjSeruant, making Peace or Watfe, 

As thou aflfe&s. 

Cleo. Cut my Lace, Charmian come, 

But let it be,I am quickly ill,and well, 

So Anthony loucs. 

Ant. My precious Queene forbeare, 

And giue true cuidcnce to his Loue, which flands 
An honourableTriall. 

(feo. So Fuluia told me. 

1 prytbee tuaie afide.and weepe for her. 

Then bid adiew to me, and fay the teares 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent diffembling.and let it looke 
Likepcrfeift Honor. 

Ant. You’l heat my blood no more? 

Cleo. You can do betteryct: but this is meetly. 

Ant. Now by Sword. 

Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. 

But this is not the beft. Looke pry thee Chatman, 

How this Herculean Roman do’s become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

Ant. lie leaue you Lady. 

Cleo. Courteous Lord,one word: 

Sir, you and I muft part, but that’s not it: 

Sir,you and I haue lou’d, but there’s not it: 

That you know weIl,fomethingitisI would i 
Oh, my Obliuion is a very Anthony, 

And I am all forgotten. 

Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds Idlenefle your fubieft, I (hould take you 
For Idlenefle it felfe. 

Cleo. ’Tis fwcating Labour, 

To beare fuch Idlenefle fo neere the heart 
l As Cleopatra this. But Sir,forgiUe me. 


Eye well to you. Your Honor callesyou hence. 
Therefore be deafe to my vnpittied Pblly. 

And all the Gods go with you. Vpon your Sword , 

Sit Lawrell viflory, and fmooth fuccefle 
Be ftrew’d before your feete.: 

Ant. Let vs go. 

Come: Our fepararion fo abides and flies, 

That thou redding heere, goes yet with mee - 
And 1 hence fleetingjheereremaine with thee. 

Aw 3 y. Exeunt. 

Enter OSlauius reading a Letter , Lepidue, 
and their 7 raine. 

You may fee Lepidue ,and henceforth know? 

It is not Cafars Naturall vice, to hate 
One "rear Competitor. From Alexandria 
ThisTs the newer: He fifties, drinkcs,and waftes 
The Lampesofiiightinreuell: Is not more manlike 
Then Cleopatra : nor the Queene of Ptolomy 
More Womanly then he. Hardly gaue audience 

Orvouchfafeto thinkc he had Partners. You 

Shall finde there a man, who is th’abflra&s of all faults. 
That all men follow. 

Lep. I muft not thinkc ^ 

There are, euils enow to darken all his gcodr.eflp: 

His faults in him, feeme as the Spots of Heauen, 
Morefierie by nights Blacknefle ; Hereditarie, 

Rather then purchafte: whac he cannot change^ 

Then what he chooies. 

Caf. You are too indulgent. Let’s graum it i$ not 
Amifle to tumble on the bed of Ptotcmy, 

To giue « Kingdome for a Mirth, to fit 
And keepe the turne of Tipling with a Slauc, 

To recle the ftrects at noone, and (land the Buffet 
With knaues that finds offweate : Say this becoffis him 
( As his compofure muft be rare fndecd, 

Whom thefc things cannot blemifti) yet muft usftitheny 
No way cxcufe his foylcs,when we do beare 
So great waight in his lightnefle. If he fill'd 

His vacartcic with his Voluptuoufneffe, 

Full furfets, did the drinefle ofhis bones. 

Call on him for’t. But to confound fuch time. 

That drummes him from his fpoi t,and fpcakes as lowd 
As his ovime $*ate,and ours, ’tis to be chid: 

As we rate Boyes, who being mature in knowledge, 
Pawne their experience to their prefent pJeafurc, 

And forcbell toiudgement. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Lep. Heere’s more newes. 

Mcf Thy biddings haue beene done, & eneriehoure 
Moft Noble Ca/ar, (halt thou haue report 
How ’tis abroad. 'Pompey is ftrong at Sea, 

And it appeares,he is bdou’d of thofe 
That only haue feard Cafkr: to the Ports 
The difeonteats repaire, and mens repous 
Giue him much wrong’d. • 

C<ef. I fliouldhaueknownenoleflc. 

It hath bin taught vs from the primall ftate 
That he which is was vriftit, vntill he wtres 
And the ebb’d man, 

Ne’re lou’d, till ne’re worth loue, 

Comes fear’d, by being lack’d. This commonbodie, 
Like to a Vagabond Flagge vpon the Str came. 

Goes too, and backe, lacking the varrying r/de 
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l To roc it felfc with motion, 

Mcf. Cafar I bring thee word. 

Id operates and Menas famous Pyraces 

Makes the Sea ferue them, which they eare and wound 

Wtthkeeles ofeuery kinde. Many hot inrodes 

They make in Italy, the Borders Maritime 

Lack? blood to thinke oo’t,and flufh youth reuolt, 

No Velfell can peepe forth : but’tis as foone 
Taken as fcenc : for Potxpejes name ftrikes more 
: Then could his Warre refilled. 

Cafar. Anthony, 

Leauc thy lafeiuious Vaflailes. When thou once 
Was beaten from LMedena, where thouflew’ft 
7 lirjitu ,and Paufa Confuls, at thy heelc 
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought’rt againft, 
(Though daintily brought vp) with patience more 
Then Sauages could fuffer. Thou did’ft drinke 
The ftale ofHorfcs,and the gilded Puddle 
Which Beafts would cough at. Thy pallat the did daine 
The roughefl Berry, on the rudeft Hedge. 

Yea, like the Stagge,whcn Snow the Pafture fheets. 

The barkes of Trecs thou brows’d. On the Alpes, 

It is reported thou did’ft cate ftrange flefta, 

Which fome did dye to looke on : And all this 
(It wounds thine Honor that I fpeakc it now) 

Was borne fo like a Soldiour.that thy checkc 
So much as lank’d not. 

Lep. ”Tis pitty of him. 

Caf. Lee bis fhames quickely 
Driue him to Rome, ’tis time we twaine 
Did Chew our felues i’th’Ficld, and to that end 
Affemble me immediate counfell, Vompey 
Thriues in our Idlenefle. 

Lep. To morrow Cafar, 

I ftiall be furnifht to informe you rightly 
Both what by Sea and Land I can be able 
To front this prefent time. 

Caf. Til which encounter,it is my bufincs too.Farwcll. 

Lfp.Farwcll my Lord.what you ftial know mean time 
Offtirres abroad,I (hall befccch you Sir 
To let me be partaker. 

Cafar . Doubt not fir,I knew it for my Bond. Extant 
Enter (fleopatra, Ckarmian,Iras,& Mardian. 

Cleo. Charmian. 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha,ha,giuc me to drinke Mandragoru. 

Char, Why Madam ? 

Cleo, That I might fleepe out this great gap of time: 
My Anthony is away. 

Char. You thinke ofhim too much. 

(fleo. O’tisTreafon. 

Char. Madam, I truft not fo. 

Cleo. Thou, Eunuch (JMardianl 
Mar. What’s your Highncffe pleafure ? 

Cleo. Not now to hcare thee fing. I take no pleafure 
In ought an Eunuch ha’s: Tis well for thee. 

That being vnfeminar’d, thy freer thoughts 
May not flye forth ofEgypt, Haft thou AfFctftions ? 

Alar. Yes gracious Madam. 

Cleo. Indeed? 

Mar. Not in deed Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what in deedcis honefttobedone : 

Yet haue I fierce Affc<ftions,and thinke 
What Venus did with Mars. 

Cleo. Of Charmior !: 

Where think’ft thou he is now? Stands he, or fits he? 


Thefragedie of 

Or doeThe'vvaikc? Or is he o.nhis Horfe ? 


I 


4 A KfilQ f 

°h Happy horfe to beare the weight of A»*U . 

Do brauely Horfe, for wot’ft thou whom th ' 
The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Artne ° U 
And Burganet of men. Hce’s fpcaking now 
Or murmuring, where's my Serpent of old M, t 
(F or fo he cals me:) Now I feede my f c lf c y e » 
Withmoftdelicious poyfon. Thjnkeonm e 
That am with Phoebus amorous pinches bl a i. 

And wrinkled deepe in time. Broad-frontedC V 

When thou was’t heere aboue the ground I * *' 

A morfell for a Monarke: and great Pompn ** 
Would ftand and make his eyes grow in n,y bro w 
There would he anchor his Afpea,and dye * 
With looking on his life. ' 

1 Enter Alexasfrom Cafar. 

Alex. Soueraigne ofEgypt,haile. 

Cleo. How much vnlike art thou Mar{eAnthon> 
Yet comming from him, that great Med’cine hath 
With his Tin£t gilded thee. 

How goes it with my braue Marke Anthonie ? 

Alex. Laft thing he did (dcerc Qu cn e) 

He kift the laft of many doubled kifles 
This Orient Pearle. His fpeech ftickes in my heart. 

(fleo. Mine care muftpluckc it thence, 

Alex. Good Friend,quoth he: 

Say the firme Roman to great Egypt fends 
This trealure ofan Oyfter: at whofe foote 
To mend the peccy prefent, I will peece 
Her opulent Throne, with Kingdomes. All theEaft 
(Say thou) thall call her Miftris. So he nodded, * 
And foberly did mount an Arme-gaunt Steede,* 

Who neigh’d fo hyc, that what I would haue fpoke. 
Was beaftly dutnbe by him. 

Cleo. What was he fad, or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o’thycare, between J extremes 
Of hoc and cold, he was nor fad nor merrie. 

Cleo. Oh welldiuidcd difpofition: Note him, 
Note him good Charmian .’tis the man; but note him. 
He was not fad, for he would firine on thofe 
That make their lookes by his. He was not merrie, 
Which leem’d to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his ioy, but bccwcenc both. 

Oh heauenly mingle J Bec’ft thou fad,or merrie, 

The violence of either thee becomes. 

So do’s it no mans elfe. Met’ft thou my Polls ? 

Alex. I Madam, twenty feuerall Meffengers. 

Why do you fend fo thicker 

Cleo. Who’s borne that day, when I forget to fend 
to Anthonie, (hall dye a Begger. Inkc and paper Char- 
( mian. Welcome my good Alexas. Did I Charmian, e- 
uer loue fafar (ol 

Char. Ob that braue Cafar ! 

Cleo. Be choak’d with fuch another Emphafis, 

Say the braue Anthony. 

Char, The valiant Cafar. 

Cleo. By 1 '.fit, 1 will giue thee bloody teeth. 

If thou with Cafar Psrago nagaine 
My man of men. 

Char. By your moft gracious pardon, 

I fing but after you. 

Cleoi My Sallad dayes, 

When Iwa* greene in iudgement, cold in blood, 

To fay, as I faide then. But come,away. 

Get me Inke and Paper, 
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he ftull haue cuery day a feuerall greeting, or He vnpeo- 
plc Egypt. ExeHnt 

Enter Pompey, Mcnccr cites, and MencUyin 
warlike m/inner* 

pom* Ifthc grcatGodsbciuftjthey fhallaffift 
The deeds of iufteft men. 

Mene. Kuow worthy Pompey, that what they do de¬ 
lay, they not deny# 

pom. Whiles we are Tutors to their Throne, decay es 
the thing we fuefor. 

xJWene. We ignorant ofour felues, 
gegge often our owne harmes,which the wife Powres 
Deny vs for our good : fo finde we profit 
By loofing of our Prayers. 

Toma 1 fhalldo well: 

The people loue me, and the Sea is mine; 

My powers are Creflent, and my Auguring hope 
Saycs ic will come to’ch'full, Afarke 
In Egypt fits at dinner, and will make 
No warres without doores. Cctfar gets money where 
He looles hearts : Leftists flatters both, 

Ofboth is flatter’d :but he neither loucs. 

Nor cither cares for him# 

Mene . Cafar and Leftists arc in the field, 

Arnighty flrength they carry. 

Pews. Where haue you this?’Tisfalfe. 

TAen*. From Sthittu, Sir. 

Pom He dreames: I know they are in Rome together 
Looking for jintbony : but all the ch 3 rmc$ of Loue, 

Sale Cleopatra fofeen thy wand lip, 

Let Witchcraft ioyne with Beauty, Luft with both, 

Tyc vp the Libertine in 3 field of Fcafts, 

Keepc his Braine fuming. Epicurean Cookes, 

Sharpen with cloylefle (awee his Appetite, 

That fleepe and feeding may prorogue his Honour^ 

Eucn till a Lechied dulneffe — ■■■ - 
Enter VarYita. 

How now Vdrritu ? 

Far. This is moft certainc, that I fhail dcliuer: 
tJMctrkc j 4 nthony is cucry houre in Rome 
Expe&cd. Since he went from Egypt, Vis 
A (pace for farther Trauailc. 

Pom. I could haue giuenleffe matter 
A better care. TAenat, I did not thinke 
This amorous Surfetter would haue dorin’d his Helmc 
For fuch a petty Warre : His Souldierfhip 
Is twice the other twaine: But let vs rcare 
The higher our Opinion, that our ftirring 
Can from the lap of Egypts Widdow, plucke 
The neerc Luft-wearied Anthony. 

Mene . I cannot hope, 

Cafar and Anthony (ball well greet together; 

His Wife that’s dead,did trefpaffes to Cafar f 
His Brother wan’d vpon hiro.alchough I thinke 
Not mou’d by Anthony. 

Pom . I know not Mems^ 

How leffer Enmities may giue way to greater, 

Wcrc’c not that we ftand vp againft them all : 

Twer pregnant they fliould fquare between themfelucs, 
For they haue entertained caufe enough 
To draw their fwords: but hovv the fcare of vs 
May Ciment their diuifions, and binde vp 
The petty difference, we yet not know: 

Bee’c as our Gods will haue’t; it oncly ftand s 

Our Hues vpon,to vfc our ftrongeff hahds 

Come Menas. Exeunt. 


Enter Enobartus and Lepidus . 

Lep . Good Enobarbuty *ti$ a worthy deed. 

And fhail become you wcll,ts> incrcat your Captaine 
To fofc and gentle fpecch. 

Enob . Ifhallincreachim 
To anfwerlikehimfelfe: ifC^rmouehim, 

Let Anthony looke oucr Cafirs head. 

And lpcake as lo wd as Mars. By Iupiter, 

Were I the wearer of Anthonio's Beard, 

I would not fhaue’e to day. 

Lep . ’Tisnot a time for priuate ftomacking. 

Eno. Euery time ferues for the matter that is then 
borne in’c# 

Lep. But fmall to greater matters muft giue way. 

Eno. Nor ifthe fmall come firft. 

Lep. Your fpecch is paffion : but pray you ftirre 
No Embers vp. Hcerc comes the Noble Anthony. 

Enter Anthony and Fenttiiut. 

Eno. And yonder Cafir. 

Enter Cafiir, Afecenas, and Agrippa. 

Ant . Ifwecompofe wellhccre, toEarthia i 
Hcarke^r»fttfc/«. 

Cafar. 1 do not know MeceKcts, aske Agrippa. 

Lep. Noble Friends; 

Thac which combin’d vs was moft great,and let not 
A leaner aftion rend vs. What’s anufle. 

May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our triwiall difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing wounds. Then Noble Partners, 

The rather for I cameftly befccch. 

Touch you the fowreft points with fweetfcft tcartres, 
Nor curftneffe grow cokhVnauer* 

t Ant. ’Tisfpoken well; 

Were we before our Armies .and to fight, 

I fhould do thus, Flotersfh. 

Caf Welcome to Rome# 

Ant . Thankeyou. 

Caf Sit. 

Ant, Sit fir. 

Cdtf Nay then. 

Ant. 1 learne, you take things ill,which are not fo: 
Or being,concernc you not. 

Caf I muft be 1 aught at>if or for nothing,or a little, I 
Should fay my felfe offended, and with you 
Chicfcly \ th’world. More Iaugln at,that 1 fhould 
Once name you derogatdy: when to found your name 
It not concern’d me. 

Ant. My being in Egypt Cdfar ,what was’t to you? 

Caf. No more then my redding heere at Rome 
Might be to you iri Egypt: yet if you there 
Did pradfile on my State,your being in Egypt 
Might be my queftioo. 

*Ant. How intend you, pradlis’d ? 

Cccf You may be pleas'd ro catch at mine intent. 

By what did heere befall me. Your Wife and Brother 
Made warres vpon me, and their conteftation 
Was Theame for you, you were the word of warre. 

AnuYou do miftakeyour bufine^ my Brother neuer 
Did vrge me in his Ad : 1 did inquire it. 

And haue my Learning from fome true reports 
That drew their fwords with you, did he not rather 
Difcredic my authority with yours. 

And make the warres alike againft my ftomacke, 

Hauing alike your caufe. Of this, my Letters 
Before did fatiific you. Ifyou’l patch a quarrell. 

As matter wholeyou haue to make it with, * 

x 3 id 
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It mult not be with this. 

Caf. You praife your fclfe,by faying defers ofiudge- 
ment to me;but you p2tchi vp your exailcs. 

Antb, Notfo,notfot 

I know you could not lacke,I am certnine on’t. 

Very necelfity of this thoughc,that I 
Your Partnet in the caule ’gainft which he fought, 
Could not with gracefullcyes attend thole Warres 
Which fronted mine owne peace. As for my Wife, 

I would you had her fpint,in fuch another, 

The third oth’wcrld is your s .which with a Snaffle, 

You may pace eafic,but not (ucha wife. 

Enobar. Would we had all fuch wiucs, that the men 
might go to Warres with the women. 

Antb. So much vncurbable,herGarboi!es(Cc/4r) 
Made out of her impatience: which not wanted 
Shrodentfle ofpolicie to : I greeuing grant, 

D.d you too much difquiet,(or that youimuft. 

But fay I could not helpc it. 

Cafar. I wrote to you,when rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket vp my Letters : and with taunts 
Did gibe my Mifiue out of audience. 

Ant. Sir,he fell vpon roe,crc admitted.then: 

Three Kings I had newly fealled,and did want 
Of what I was i’th’morning.-but next day 
I told him of my fclfe, which was as much 
Aa to haue askt him pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrife: if we contend 
Out ofourqueftion wipehim. 

Cafar. You haue broken the Article of your oath, 
which you (hall neuer haue tongue to charge me with. 

Lip. Soft Cafar. 

Ant. No Lepidm,\et him fpeake. 

The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 

Suppofing that I hekt it; but on Cafar, 

The Article of my oath. 

Cafar. To lend me Aimes, and aide when I requir’d 
them,the which you both denied. 

Antb. Negleilcd rather: 

And then when poyfoned houres had bound me vp 
From mine owne knowledge,3S nccrely as I may, 
lie play the penitent to you. But minehonefty. 

Shall not make poore my greacnefie.nor my power 
Worke Without it. Truth is,that Fain:*, 

To haue me out of Egypt,made Warres heere. 

For which my felfe,thc ignorant motiue,do 
So farre aske pardon,as befits mine Honour 
To ftoope in fuch a cafe. 

- Lep. ’Tis Noble fpoken. 

Meet. I fit might plcafe you,to enforce no further 
The griefes betweene ye: to forget them quite. 

Were to remember* that the prefent neede, 

Spcakes to attone you. 

Lep. Worthily fpoken Mecenat. 

Enobar. Or ifyou bortow one anothers Loue for the 
inftanr, you may when you hcare no more word* of 
Pompey returne it againe: you (ball haue time to wrangle 
in, when you haue nothing elfe to do. 

Antb. Thou art a Souldier.onely fpeake no more. 

Enob. That tructh fhould be filent, 1 had almoft for¬ 
got. 

Antb. You wrong this prefence,therefore fpeake no 
more. 

Enob. Go too then : your Confederate Rone. 

Cafar. 1 do not much diflike the matter,but 
The manner of his fpeech: for’t cannot be. 


We Iball rcmaine in friendftiip^our conditioUr'"’"-* 
Sodiffring mtheiradt*. Yet if I knew. 

What Hoope fhould hold vs (launch froru^o. 
Arh’worid : 1 would perfue it. £ et0c dg 

Agri. Giuc me leauc Cafar. 

Cafar. Spcake Agrippa. 

Agri. Thou haft a Sifter by the Mothers fide a A ■ 
0llama ': Great CM ark. Anthony is now a widdovv 

Cajar. Say not,lay Agrippa; if Cleopater heard yon 1 ' 
proofewcrc welldeferued olrafhnefle, 7 u, /°® 

Antb. I am not marryed Cafar i let m e hn*,- v 
further (peakc. neere ^/ ( 

Agri. To hold you in perpetual! amide. 

To make you Brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an vn-flipping knot,take Anthony , 

OHattia to his wife: whofe beauty claimes 
No worfe a husband then the beft of men : whofe 
Vettuc,and whofe generall graces, fpeake 
That which none elfe can vttcr. By this marriage 
All little Ieloufies which now feeme great 5 ’ 

And all great feares, which now import their dangers 
Would then be nothing. Truth’s would be tales * * 
Where now halfe tales be truth’s: her loue to bo'th 
Would each to other,and all loues to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I haue (poke, 

For ’tis a ftudied not a prefent thought. 

By duty ruminated. 

Antb. Will C<*yi<r fpeake ? 

Cafar. Not till he hcares how Anthonj is toucht 
With what is fpoke already. 

Antb. What power is in Agrippa, 

If I would fay Agrippa be it fo. 

To make this good? 

C'aftr. The power of Cafar, 

And his power,ynto Ollauta. 

Antb. May I neuer 

(To this good purpol’e,that fo fairely (hewes) 

Dreame efimpediment :let me haue thy hand 
Further this adt of Grace: and from this home, 

The heart of Brothers gouerne in ourLoucs, 

And fway our great Dcfignes. 

Cafar. There’* my hand: 

A Siller I bequeath you,\yhom no Brother 
Did euer loue fo dccrely. Lethcriiue 
To ioyne our kingdomes,and our heart*, and neuer 
Hie off ourLoucs againe. 

Lepi. Happily, Amen. * 

Ant .I did not think to draw my Sword ’gain RPomptj, 
For he hath laid ft range courtcfies.and great 
Of late vpon me. I rouft thanke himoncly,, 

Leaf! my remembrance,fuffer ill report: 

At heele of that, defie him. 

i Lepi. Time cals vpon’s, 

Of vs moft Pompey prcfently be fought. 

Or elfe he feekesout vs. 

Antb. Where lies he? 

Cafar. About the Mounr-MefeM. 

Antb. Whatishisftrengthbyland? 

Cafar , Gieat.andencrcafing: 

But by Sea he is an abfolute Mafter. 

Antb. So is the Fame, 

Would wehad fpoke together. Haftweforit* 

Y't ere we put our felues in Armes,difp»tchwe 
The bufinefle we haue talkt of. 

Cafar. With moft gladnefie. 

And do inuite you to my Sifters view* ^ 
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Whether ftraight lie lead you. 

Antb. Let vs Lepidtu not lacke your companie. 

ftp. Noble Anthony, not fickenefle fhoulddetaine 
me. 

floHriJb. Exit omnes, 
Manet Enobarbui , Agrippa, Mtcenat. 

Mec. Welcome from/Egypt Sir. 

gao. Halfe the heart of Cafar, worthy Mecenat. My 
honourable Friend Agrippa. 

tAgri. Good Er.obarbui. 

Meet. We haue caufe to he glad,th3t matters are fo 
vvell difgefted: you (laid wsll by’t iri Egypr. 

Enob. 1 Sir,we did fteepe day out ofcountenauncc: 
and made the night light_wiih drinking. 

Meet. Eight Wildtf-Boares rolled whole at a break- 
fall : and but twelue perfons there. Is thirtrue ? 

Er.o. This was but aia Flye by an Eagle. - we had much 
more monftrous matter ofFeaft, which worthily defer- 
ucd noting. 

AfccenM. She’s a moft triumphant Lady, if report be 
(quaretoher. 

Enob. When fire fir (l met Mar he Anthony , Ihepurft 
vp his heart vpon the Riuer of Sidnis. 

Agri. There Ihc appear’d indeed: or my reporter dc- 
uis’d well for her. 

Eno. I will tell you. 

The Barge fhc fat in, like a burniftn Throne 
Burnt on the water: the Poope was beaten Gold, 

Purple the Salles :and fo perfumed that 
The Windcs were Louc-ficke. 

With them the Owcrs were Sillier, 

Which to the tune of Flutes kept ftroke,and made 
The water which they beate,to follow fafler; 

As amorous of their ftrokes. For her owne perfon* 

It beggerd all difcription.fiie did lye 
In her Pauillion,cloth ofGold,ofTiflue, 

O’re.piifturing that Venns,where we fee 
The fancie out-worke Nature. On each fide her. 

Stood pretty Dimpled Boy es.likc finding Cupids, 

With diuers coulour’d Fa nncs whofe wmde did iccme, 
To gloue the delicate checkes which they did coole, 

And what they yndid did. 

A grip • Oh rare for Anthony. 

Eno. Her Gentlewoman,likc the Nereides, 

So manyMer-maides tended her i'th’eyes, 

And made their bends adornings. At the Heltne. 

A Teeming Mer-maide fteeres : The Silken Tackle, 

Swell with the touches ofthofe Flower-foft hands. 

That yarely frame the office. From the Barge 
A ftrange inuifible perfume hits the fenfc 
Of the adiacent Wharfes. The Citty caft 
Her people out vpor. her: and Anthony 
Enthron’d i’th’Market.place.did fit alone* 

Whifling to’th'ayre : which but for vacancie. 

Had gone to gaze on Cltopattr too. 

And made a gap in Nature. 

Agri. Rare Egiptian. 

£no. Vpon herhnding,v^»»r^owyfenttolicr, 
limited her to Supper: (he replyed. 

It fiiould be better,be became her gueft: 

Which fhe entreated,our Courteous Anthony , 

Whom nere the word of no woman hard fppake. 

Being barber'd ten times o*re,gocs to the Feafl J 
And for his ordinary, paies his heart, 

For what his eyes eatc oncly. 

Agri. Royall Wench: 


She made great Cafar lay hisSword to bed. 

He ploughed her, and fhe cropt. 

Eno. I faw her once 

Hop forty Paces through the publieke ftreete. 

And hauing loft her breath,(hc fpoke,aRd panted, 

That fhe did make defeat,perfection. 

And breathleflc powre breath forth,. 

Mtce. . Now Anthony, mull Ieaue her vttcrly. 

Eno, Neuer he will not .* 

Age cannot wither her, nor cuflome ftale 
Her infinite variety: other women cloy 
The appetites they tcede,buc file makes hungry, 

Where moft Ihe farisfies. For vildcfl things ^ 

Become rhemfelues in her,that the holy Pricfts 
Blcflc her,when IheisRiggilh. 

Mtce if Beauty,Wiledome,Modefty,can fete le 
The heart of Anthony lOctauia is 
A blefled Lottery to him. 

Agrip. Let vs go. Good Lnobarbtu, make yout fclfe 
my gueft,whilft you abide heere. 

Eno. Humbly Sir I thanke you. Exeunt 

Enter Anthony ,C afar, O Haiti a betvreene them. 

Antb. The world.and my great office, will 
Sometimes deuide me from your bofome. 

Otla. All which time,before theGods my knee fhall 
bowc my prayers to them for you. 

Antb. Goodnight Sir. My Oltauia 
Read not my blcmifhcs in the worldsreport: 

I haue not kept my fquare,but that to com^ 

Shall all be done by th'Rulc :gcod night deft* Lady: 
Good night Sir. 

Cafar. Goodnight. Exit. 

Enter Sccthfaier. 

Antb. Nowfirrah: you do wifh your fclfe in Egypt ? 

Sooth. Would l had ncufr come from thence,nor you 
thither. i 

Ant. Ifyou can, yourreafon? 

Sooth.I fee ic in my motion ;haue it not in t»y tohgce, 
But yet hie you to Egypt againe. 

Antko. Say to me, whofe Fortunes (ball rife higher 
Cajars or mine ? 

Sott , Cafars,Thetefaie(oh Anthony)fay not by hi* fide 
Thy Daemon that thy fpirit which keepes thce,is 
Noble,Coiiragious,high vnmarchable, 

Where Caftrt is not. But neere him,thy Angell 
Becomes a feare : as being o’re-powr’djtherefore 
Make fpace enough betwccncyou. 

Antb. Spcake this no more. 

Sooth. Tononebut thee no more but: when to thee, 
If thou doftplay with him at any game, 

Thou artfuretoloofe: And of that N-turalUucke, 

He beats thee ’gainft the odde*,. Tby Lufief thickens, 
When he (bines by : I fay againe,thy fpirit 
Is all affraid to gouerne theeneetc him: 

Buth< alvvay 'ris Noble. 

Antb. Get thee gone: 

Say lorentigiHt I would fpeake with him. Exit, 

He Hi all to Parthia,be it Art or hap, 

He hath fpokentrue. The very Dice obty him. 

And in our fports my better cunning faint*, 

Vnder hi* chance.ifwe draw lotshefpecdr. 

His Cocks do winne the Bntaile, ftill of mine, 

When it is all to naught: and his Quaile* euer 
Beate mine(in hoopc) at odd’s, I will to Egypte: 
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T heTragedte of 


v id though 1 make this marriage for nay peace, 
th’Eaft my plcafufe lie*. Oh come Venttgms. 

Enter Pentigitss, 

Yau muft to Parthia, your Commiftions ready : 

Follow me,and rcciue’t, Exeunt 

Enter Lcpidus, Mecenas and Agrippa. 

Leptdm. Trouble your felues no further: pray you 
haften your Generals after. 

Agr. Sit,Marke Anthony,will c’nc but kiffe Ottawa, 
and weele follow. 

Left. Till I (ball feej^ou in your Souldiers dreffe. 
Which will become you both : Farewell. 

LMece. We (hall: as I concciue the iourney, be at 
Mount before you Leptdus. 

Lept. Your way is (hortcr,my purpofes do draw me 
much about.you’k win two dayes vpon me, 

"Both. Sir good fuccefle. 

Lepi, Farewell. Exeunt. 

Enter Cleopater,Charmian,Iras,and Alexas. 

Cleo. Giuc me lome MufickejMufickc,moody foode 
of vs that trade in Loue, 

Omnes, TheMuficke,hoa. 

Enter Mardtan the Eunttch. 

Cleo. Let it alone,lct’s to Hillards: come Charmian. 
Char. My armc is fore,bcft play with lrlardian. 

Cleopa. As well a woman with an Eunuch plaide, as 
with a woman. Come yoit’le play with me Sir ? 

Mardi. As well as I can Madam. 

Cleo. And when good will is lbewed, 
Though’tcome to (hort 
The A&or may pleade pardon. lie none now, 

Gme me mine Angle,weele to’th’Riuer there 
My Muficke playing farre off. I will betray 
Tawny fine fi{hes,my bended hookc (hall pierce ' 

Their (limy iawes: and as I draw them vp, 

He tbinkethemeuery one an Anthony, 

And fay,ah ha;y’arc caught. 

Char. ‘Twas merry when you wager'd on yotir Ang- 
liog,when your diuerdid hang a fait fi(h on his hooke 
which he with feruencie drew vp. 

Cleo. That time? Oh times: 

I laught him out of patience: and that night 
I laught him into parience.and next mornc, 

Ere theninth houre,l drunke him to his bed : 

Then put my Tires and Mantles on him,whilft 
I wore his Sword Phillippan. Oh from Italic, 

Enter aMejfenger. 

Ramme thou thy fruitefull tidings in mine cares. 

That long time haue bin barren. 

C Mef. Madam,M adain. 

Cleo. Anthony o's dead. 

If thou fay fo Villaine, thou kil’ft thy Miftris % 

But well and free,if thou foycildhim. 

There is Gold,and hecre 

My blcweft vaines to kiffe: a hand that Kings 

Haue lipt,and trembled kiffing. 

Mef. Firft Madam,he is well. 

Cleo. Why there’s moreGold. 

But firrah markc,we vfe 

To fay,the dead arc well: bring it to that, 

The Gold I giuc thee, will I melt and powr 
Downe thy ill vttering throate. 
tilef, Good Madamhcare me. 




But there’s no goodneffein thy face if Anthony 
Be free and healthfulljfo tart a fauour ^ 

To crumpet fuch good tidiftg*. I fnot well 
Thou (bouldft come like aFurie crown’d c . 
Not like a formal! man, ^ na foj, 

Mef. Wilt pleafe you heare me ? 

Cleo. I haue a mind to ftrike thee ere thou r„. i.* 
Y et if thou fay Anthony hues, ’tij well, P ** fl: 

Or friends with Cajar,ot not Captiue to him 
Ik fet thee in a (hower ofGoId,»ndhaj}e * 

Rich Pearles vpon thee. 

CMtf. Madam.he's well. 

Cleo. Well faid. 

Mef. And Friends with Cafar. 

Cleo. Th’art an boneft man, 

Mef. Cafar, and he,arc greater Friends thentu e? 
Cleo. Make thee a Fortune from me. 

Mej, But yet Madam. 

Cleo. I do not like but yet,it does alay 
The good precedence.fie vpon but yet, 

Bur yet is as a laylor to bring footth 
Some mon ftrous Malefadfor. Pry thee Friend 
Po wre out the packe of matter to mine cate, 

The good and bad together: he’s friends with Cafar 
In (fate of heal th thou faift,and thou faift, free. 5 

Mef. Free Madam,no: 1 made no fuch report. 
He’s bound vnto Ottawa, 

Cleo. For what good turnc ? 

Mef. For the beft turnc i’th’bcd. 

Cleo. I am pale Charmian. 

Mef Midam,he’s married to Ottawa, 

Cleo. The mo ft infectious Pcftiknce vpon thee. 




Strikes him dome. 

Ullef. Good Madam patience. 

Cleo. What fay you? Strikes bim. 

Hence horrible Viliaine,or lie fpurne ibine eyes 
Like balls before me: lie vnhaire thy head, 

She hales him vp and downe, 
Thou (halt be whipt with Wycr,and ttew’d in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 

Mef. Gratious Madam, 

I that do bring the newes,made not the match. 

Cleo. Say ’ti* not fo,a Prouince I will giue thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud: the blow thou had’d 
Shall make thy peace,for mouing me to rage, 

And I will boot thee with what guift befidc 
Thy modeftie can begge. 

cMef. He’s married Madam. 

Cleo. Rogue,thou haft liu’d too long. Draw a knife, 
Mef. Nay then lie runne; 

What meane you Madam,! haue made no fault. Exit, 
Char.G ood Madam keepeyour fclfc within your felfe, 
The man is innocent* 

Cleo. Some Innocents fcape not the thunderbolt: 
Melt Egypt into Nyk: and kindly creatures 
Turoe all to Serpents. Call the flaue againe. 

Though I am mad,l will notbyte him :€ all? 
a ar. Hcisafeard to come. 

Cleo . I wilt not hurt him, 

Thefc hands do lacke Nobility,that they ftrike 
A meaner then my felfe: fince I my felfe 
Haue giuen my felfe the caufc. Come hither Sir. 

Enter the Meffenger againe. 

"hough it be honeft.it is newer good 
To bring bad newes .• giue to a gratious Meffage 
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An hoft oftongues,but let ill tydings tell 
Themfelue$,when they be felt. 

Mef. I haue done my duty* 

Cleo. Is he married ? 

I cannot hate thee worfer then I do. 

If thou againe (ay'yes. 11 

tMef He’s married Madam. 

Cleo. The Gods confound thee, 

Doft thou hold there dill ? 

Mef, Should I lye Madajne? 

Cleo. Oh,I would thou didft: 

So halfe my Egypt were fubmerg’d and made 
A Cefterne for foal’d Snakes. Go get thee hence, 

Had’ft thou Narcijfm in thy face to me. 

Thou would’ft appccre moffvgly.Hc is married ? 

Mef I crane your Highneffe pardon. 

Cleo. He is married? 

Trlef Take ho offence,that I would not offend you, 
T6puoni(hmefor what you make me do 
Seemes much vnequall,hc’s married to Ottauia. 

Cleo. Oh that his fault fhould make a knauc of thee, t 
That art not what th’art fure of. Get thee hence, 1 

The Marchandize which thou haft brought from Rome 
Arc all too deerefor me: 

Lye they vpon thy hand,and be vndone by cm. 

Char. Good your Highneffe patience. 

(flea. In pray fin g Anthony ,1 haue dilprais’d Cafar. 
Char. Many times Madam. 

Cleo, I am paid for’t now.-lead me from hence, 

I faint,oh Jr as,Charmian : ’tis no matter. 

Go to the Fellow, good Alexas bid him 
Report the feature of Ottauia : her ycarcs. 

Her inclination.let him not Ieaue out 

The colour ofher haire. Bring me word quickly, 

Let him for euer go,!ct him not (fharmian. 

Though he be parted one way like a Gorgon, 

The other waye?a Mar*. Bid you Alexat 
Bring me woid,how tall (he is: pitty me Charmian, 

But do not fpeake to me. Lead me to my Chamber. 

Exeunt, 

f/ourifk*. Enter Pompey,at one doore with Drum and Trum- 
pet:at another Cajar,.Lepidtu,Anthony , £noharl>MS,Me - 
cenas,Agrippa,Menas with Souldiers Marching. 

Pom. Your Holhiges I haue,fo haue you mine: 

And we (hall talke before we fight. 

Cafar. Mod meete that firft we come to words. 

And therefore haue we 

Gur written purpofes before vs fent. 

Which if thou haft confidcred,let vs know, 

If’twill tye vp thy difeontented Sword, 

And carry backe to Cicelie much tall youth. 

That elfcmuft perifh heere. 

Pom. To you all three. 

The Senators alone of this great world, 

ChiefcFa&ors for the Gods. I do not know. 

Wherefore my Father ftioutd reuengers want, 

Hauiug a Sonne and Friends.fince Julius Cafar, 

Who atPhillippi the good "Brutus ghofted. 

There faw you labouring for bim. What was’c 
That mou’d pale Cafftus to confpire ? And whac 
Made all-honor’d, honeft, Rotminc Brutus , 

With the arm dreft,Couttiersofbeautiousfrecdome, 

To drench the Capitoll,but that they would 
Haue one man but a man,and that hi i it 
Hath made me rigge my Nauie. At whofe burthen, 

The anger’d Ocean fome»,with which I meant 
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To fcourge th’ingratitude ,tljat defpighffull Rome ■ 
Caft on my Noble Father / 

Cafar. Take your time. ’ ' ‘ J ' , 

Ant. Thou can’ft not feare vs Pempty with thy fajles. 
Week fpeake with thee at Sea. At land thou know'ft 
How much we do o’re-count thee. 

Pom, At Land indeed 

Thou doft orecount me of my Fatberrs houfe: 

But fince the Cuckoo buildes not for himfelfe, 

Rcmaine in’c as thou maift. 

Lepi. Bepleas’dtotellvs, 

For this is from the prelcnc how you take) 
lie offers we haue fent you. 

Cafar. There’s the point. 

Ant . Which do not be entreated too. 

But waigh what it is worth inrbrac’d 

Cafar. And what may.folio w to try a larger Fortune. 
Pom. You haue made me offer 
OfCicelie,Sardinia: and Irmift 
Rid all the Sea of Pirats. Then,to fend 
Meafurcs of WheatetoRome: this greed vpon, 

To part with vnhackt edges',and bearc backe 
Our Targes vndinted. 

Omnes. That's our offer. 

Pom. Know then I came before you heere, 

A man prepar’d 

To take this offer. But Mar ke Am bony, 

Put me to lome impatience : though 1 loofe; 

Thc praife of it by telling. You nwft know 
When Cafar and your Brother were at blowes. 

Your Mother came to Cicelie,and did finde 
Her welcome Friendly. 

Ant. 1 haue heard it Potnpey, 

And am well ftudied for a liberal! thank 
Which I do owe you, 

Pom. Let me haue your hand: 

I did not thinke Sir,to haue met you heere. 

Ant. The beds i’ch’Eaft ate fofc,and thanks to you, 
That cal’d me timelier then my purpofe hither: 

For I haue gained by't. 

Cafar. Since I faw you laft.ther’s a change vpon you. 
Pom. Well,I know not, 

What counts hatfh Fotunc call’s vpon my face, 

But in my bofome (lull flic neuer come, 

To make my heart her vaffaile. 

Lep. Well met heere. 

Pom■ 1 hope fo Lepidus, thus we are agreed a 
I craue our compofion may be written 
And feal’d betweene vs, 

Cafar. That’s the next to do. 

Pom. Weele feaft each other,ere we part,and lett’s 
Draw lors who (ball begin. 

Ant. That will IPompey, 

Potnpty. No Anthony take the lot: but firft orlaft, 
your fine Egyptian cookerie (hall haue the fame, I haue 
heard that Jnlitu Cafar .grew fat with fcatting there. 
Anth. You haue heard much. 

Pom. I haue fairemeaningSir. 

Ant. And faircwordstothem. 

Pom, Then fo much haue I heard. 

And I haue heard Appolodorus carried*-— 

Eno. Nomorcthar jhedidfo. 

Pom. What Iprayyou? 

Eno . A certaine Queene to Cafar in a Mattis. 

Pom. I know thee now,how far’d thou SouUfier? 
Eno, Well. and well am like to do,for I percciue 
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FoureFcafts^re toward. 

Pom. Let me (hake thy hand, 

1 neuer hated thee : I haue feene thee fight. 

When I haue cnuied thy behauiour. 

Enob. Sir,I neuer lou’d you much,but I ha’prais’d ye. 
When you haue well defecu’d ten times as much. 

As I haue faid you did. 

?om. Inioy thy plainnelfe. 

It nothing ill becomes thee: 

Aboord my Gaily, I inuite you all- 
Will you leade Lords ? 

All. Shew’s the way,fir. 

Pern. Come. Exeunt. Manet Snobsy Menus 

Men, Thy Father Pompey would nc’re haue made this 
Treaty. You,and 1 haue kaownc hr. 

Enob. At Sea, I thinke. 

\JMen. We haue Sir. 

Snob. Youhauedone well by water. 

Men . And you by Land. 

Enob. I will praife any man that will praifc mc.thogh 
it cannot be denied what 1 haue done by Land. 

tjkfen, Nor what I haue done by water. 

Enob . Yes fome-thing you can deny for your ownc 
fafety: you haue bin a great Theefe by Sea. 

Men. And you by Land. 

Enob. Thercl deny my Land feruice: but giue mee 
your band Menu, if out eyes had authority, hecre they 
might take two Theeues killing. 

Men. All mens facet are true,whatfomerc their hands 

are. 

Enob. But there is neuer a fayre Woman, ha’s a true 
Face. 

Men. No flander, they fteale hearts. 

Enob. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am forry it is turn’d to a Drink¬ 
ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his Fortune. 

Enob. If he do, furc he cannot wcep’t backe againe. 

tMen. Y’haue faid Sir, we look’d nor for Marine An. 
thony heere, pray you, is he married to Cleopatra} 

Enob. Cafars Sifter is call’d Ociauia. 

• Men. True Sir.lhe was the wife of Cains MareeUus. 

Enob. But (he is now the wife of Marcus Antborsiut. 

Men. Pray ye fir. 

I Snob. *ristrue. 

Men. Then is Cafar and he, for euer knit together. 

Enob. If I were bound to Diuine of this vnity, I wold 
not Prophefie fo. 

Men. I thinke the policy of that purpofe.made more 
ib^he Marriage, then theloueoftheparties. 

Enob. I thinke fo too. But you fhallfmde the band 
that feemes to tye their friendfhip together, will bee the 
very ft rangier of their Amity: Ottawa is of a holy, cold, 
and ftill conucrfation. 

Men. Who would not haue his wife fo? 

Eno. Npi he that himfelfc is not fo : which is Marke 
Anthony : he will to his Egyptian dilb againe; then lhall 
the fighes of Ottawa blow the fire vp in Cafar, and (as I 
faid before) that which is the ftrengthof their Amity, 
lhall prouc the immediate Author of their variance. An - 
tbmy will vie his affe&ion where it is. Heemarried but 
hisoccafionhccrc. 

' Men. And thus it may be.Comc Sir,will you aboord? 
I haue a health for you. 

Swb. I fbali take it fir: we haue vs’d our Throats in 
Egypt.; - 

Men. Comc,lct’s away. Exeunt. 


Mnfcke flaytt. 

Enter two or three Seruants with a Banket, 

1 Heerethey’lbe man: femeo’th'thcirPla nt . 

rooted already, theleaft wiode i’th’world wilblo 
downe. 

2 Lepidus is high Conlord. 
i They haue made him drinke Aimes drinke 

a As they pinch one another by the difpof u j' on t 

cries out,no more; reconciles them to his entre,.; * hee 
himfelfc co’th’drinkc. ,e * and 

1 But it raifes the greater warre betweenehim & l. 

diferetion. K 

2 Why this it is to haue a name in great mens F 

lowlhip: I had as Hue haue a Reedc that will <j ocaj * * 
fcruice, as a Partizan I could not hcaue. C D0 

x To be call’d into a huge Sphere,and not to be f fe 
to mouc in’t,are the holes where eyes Ihould bee «,> • l 
pittifully difaftcr the chcckes. * Wbl ® 

A Sennet founded. 

Enter Cafar, Ant bony, Pompey,Lepidtu, AgrippatMectnaj 
Enebarbpu, Mcnes, with other Captaines , 


Ant. Thus do they Sir: they take the flow o’th'Nylt 
By ceccaine feales i'th’Pyramid; they know * 

By’th’height,the lowntffc,or the meane: If deauh 
Or Foizon follow. The higher Nilusfwels, 

The more it promifes :as it ebbes,the Secdfman 
Vpon the flime and Ooze fcatters hi* grains, 

And Ihoitly comes to Harueft. 

Lep. Y’haue ftrangc Serpents there ? 

Anth. I Lepidus. 

Lep. Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now ofyourmud 
by the operation ofyout Sun :fo is your Crocodile, 

Ant. They are fo. ^ 

Pom. Sit,and fome Wine: A health to Lepidw. 

Lep. I am not fo well as I Ihould be: 

But Ilene’reout. 

Enob. Not till you haue flept: Ifearc me you’lbeein 
till then. 

Lep. Nay certainly, I haue heard the Ptolemies Pyra¬ 
mids are very goodly things : without contradi&ion I 
haue heard that. 

Menas. Pompey, a word. 

Pomp. Say in mine eare,what is’t. 

Men. Forfake tby feate I do befeech theeCaptaine, 
And heare me fpeake a word. 

Pom. Forbeare me till anon. Wbfyers in spare. 
This Wine for Lepidtu. 

Lep. Whar manner o’thing is your Crocodile? 

Ant. It is lhap’d fir like it felfe, and it is as broad at it 
hath bredch; It is iuft fo high as it is,andmooues with it 
ownc organs. It Hues by that which nourilhethit, and 
the Element* once out of it, it Transmigrates. 

Lep. What colour is it of? 

Ant. Ofitowne colour too. 

Lep* ‘risaftrangeSerpenr, 

Ant. Tis fo, and thetcaresofit are wet. 

Caf. Will this defeription fatisfie him? 

Ant. With the Health that Ponspey giues him, ’ e 

is a very Epicure. 

Pomp. Go hang fir,hang: tell me ofthat? Away. 
Do as 1 bid you. Where’s this Cup I call’d for ? 

Men, Iffor the fake ofMerit thou wilt beats 
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Rife from thy ftoole. 

Pom. I thinke th’art mad.* the matter ? 

(jlitn. I haue euer held my cap off to thy Fortunes. 
Pom. Thou haft feru’d me with much faith : what’s 
elfe to fay ? Be iolly Lords. 

juth. Thefe Quickc-fands Lepidus, 

Keepe off,them for you linke. 

Men. Wilt thou be Lord of allthe world? 
tom. What fail! thou? 

Men* Wile thou be Lord of the whole world ? 

That’s twice. 

pom. How ihould that be i 

tMett. But encercatnc it,and though thouthinkeme 
poore, I am the man will giue thee all the world. 

Pom. Haft thou drunke well, 
c Men. No Pompey ,! haue kept me from the cup. 

Thou art ifthou dar’ft be.the earthly lone : 

What ere the Ocean pales,or skie inclippes. 

Is thine,if thou wiltha’t. 

Pom. Shew me which way? 

Men. Thefe three World-fharers.thefe Competitors 
Arc in thy veflell. Let me cut the Cable, 

And when we are put off, fall to their throates : 

All there is thine. 

pom. Ah,this thou fhotildft haue done, 

And not haue fpoke on’t. In me 'tis villanie. 

In thee,’t had bin good feruice: thou muft know, 

’Tis not my profit that does lead mine Honour: 

Mine Honour it .Repent that ere thy tongue, 

Hath fo betraide thine adle. Being done vnknowne, 

I Ihould haue found it afterwards well done, 

But muft condemne it now : defift,and drinke* 

Men. For this, He neuer follow 
Thy paul’d Fortunes more. 

Who leckes and will not take,when once’tis offer’d. 
Shall neuer finde jt more. 

Pom. This health to Lepidus. 

Ant. Bearehimalhore, 
lie pledge it for him Pompey. 

Eno. Heerc’s to thee Menas. 

Men. Enob arb tup welcome. 

Pom. Fill till the cup behvd. 

Eno. There’s a ftrong Fellow Menas. 

Men. Why? 

Eno. Abeares the third part of the world man : feeft 
not ? 

Men. The third part,then he is drunk : would it were 
all,that it might go on wheeles. 

Eno. Drinke thou: encreafc the Reelcs. 

Men Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Alexandrian Feaft. 

Ant. It ripen’s cowards it: ftrikethe Veflellshoa. 
Heere’s to Cafar. 

Cafar. I could well forbear’r, it’s monftrous labour 
when I walh my braine,and it grow touler. 

Ant, Be a Child o’th’cime. 

Cafir. Pofiefleit, lie make anfwer:but I had rather 
fall from all,foure dayes,then drinke lo much in one. 

Enob. Ha my braue Emperour, flxall we daunconow 
the Egyptian Backcnals,3nd celebrate our drinke ? 

Pom. Let’* ha’c good Souldier. 

Ant. Come, let’s all take hands, 

Till that the conquering Wine hath fteep’t our fenfc, 

In frft and delicate Lethe, 

Eno. Ail take hands: 

Make battery to our eares with the loud Muficke, 



The while,lJc place you, then the Boy lhall fing. 

The holding euery man lhall beate as loud. 

As his ftrong fidcs can volly. 

Muficke Playes. Snobarbsts places them hand in hand. 

The Song. 

Come thou Monarch of the Cine, 

Plumpie ^Bacchus, withptvkf tyne : 

In thy Panes our Cares be drown’d, 

}Vith thy Cjrapes our hatres be Crown’d. 

Cup vs till the world go round , 

Cup vs till the worldgo round. 

Cafar. What would you more? 

Pompey goodnight. Good Brother 

Let me reqoeft you of our graucr bufinefle 

Frownesatthisleuicie* Gentle Lords let’s part. 

You fee we haue burntour cheekcs. Scrbng Snobarbt 
Is weaker then the Wine,and mine ownc tongue 
Splecc’s whac it fpeakes: the wilde difguife hath almoft 
Antickc vs all. What needs more words? goodnight. 
Good Anthony your hand. 

Pom. lie cry you on chelhore. 

Anth. And lhall Sir,giues your hand. 

Pom-. Oh Anthony, you haue my Father houfe. 

But what,we are Friends ? 

Come downe into the Boate. 

Eno. Take heed you fall not Menas: He not on Ihose, 
No to my Cabin : thefe Drummes, 

Thefe Trumpets,Flutes: what 

Let Neptune heare.we bid aloud farewell 

To thefe great Fellowes.Sound and be bang’d,found out. 

Sound a Flourifb with Drummes. 
Fnor. Hoo faies a there’s my Qap. 

Men, Hoa,NoblcCaptaine,come. Exeunt. 

Enter ZJentidisu at it were in tritsmpb, the dead body of Paco¬ 
rns borne before him. 

Cen. Now darting Psrthya art thou flroke,and now 
Pleas’d Fortune does of Marcus Crajftu death 
Make me reuenger. Bcare the Kings Sonnes body. 

Before our Army thy Pacorns Orades, 

Paies this for Marcus Crajfus. 

Roneaine. Noble ZJentiduu, 

Whil’ft yer with Parthian blood thy Sword is warme,' 
The FugitiueParthians follow. Spurrc through Media, 
Mefapotamia.and the Ihelters,whether 
The routed flie. So thy grand Captain e Anthony 
Shall fetthee on triumphant Chariots,and 
Put Garlands on thy head. 

Cen. Oh Sillius,Si!listi f 

I haue done enough. AJower place note well 
May make too great an a£t. For leatne this Silliuf, 

Better to leauc vndoncjthen by our deed 

Acquire too high a Fame, when him wc femes away. 

Cafar and «^«f£e«j,haue euer wonne 

More in their ©fficer,then perfon. Sojfitu 

One of my place in Syria, his Lieutenant, 

For quicke accumulation of renowne. 

Which he atchiu d by’ch’minute,lofthis fauour. 

Who does i’th’Warres more then his Capcaine can. 
Becomes his Captaines Captaine: and A mbition 
(The Souidiers vertue)rather makes choife of Ioffe 
Then gaine.which darkens him. 

I could do more to do Anthonius good, 

But ’tvvould offend him. And in hi* offence, 

Shoul^j 
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S hould my performance pcrifh. 

Rom. Thou halt V'entidius chat, without the which a 
Souhiier and his Sword graums fcarcc diftindtion : thou 
wilt write to Anthony. 

Fen. lie humbly fignifie what in his name. 

That magicall word ofWarrc wc haue effe&cd, 

How with his Banners,and his well paid ranks. 

The ncre-yec beaten Horfc of Parthia, 

, Wchaue iaded outo’ch Field. 

Rom, Where is he now? 

I Fen. He purpoieth to AthenSjWhither with what haft 
The waight we mull conuay with’$,will permit: 

We (hall appearc before him* On therc^aflc along. 

Exeunt • 

Enter Agrtppa at one doore 7 Evobdrhus at another. 

Agri. What are the Brothers parted ? 

Eno . They haue difpaccht with Pompey y he is gone, 
Thc ocher three are Sealing. Ollauia wcepes 
To part from Rome: Cafar isfad,and Lepidus 
Since Pompefs feaft, as Alenas faies,is troubled 
With the Greene-Stcknefie. 

Agri . *Tis a Noble Lepidus. 

Eno. A very fine one: oh,how he loues Cafar, 

Agri. Nay but how dcercly he adores Tylark^Antbony. 

Eno. Cafar ? why he's the Iupicer of men. 

Ant. What’s Anthony y T.\\e.Go& of iupitcr ? 

Eno . Spake you of Cafar ?How,the nompareill ? 

Agri . Oh Anthony y oh thou Arabian Bird! 

Eno. Would you praile Cafar S ay Cetfstn go no further. 

^gr.Indced he plied them both with excellent prai fes* 

Eno. But he loues Cafar bcft,y et he loues Anthony ; 
HoOjHearts^Tohgues^igure, 

ScribeSjBards, Poet s,cannot 

Thinke fpeake, caftjwriscjfing^umbcr: hoo> 

His louc to Anthony. ‘ But as for Cafar t 
Knecledowne,kncele downe 3 and wonder ♦ 

Agri. Both heloues. 

Eno. They are bis Shards,and he their Beetle,fo; 

This is to horfc: Adieu,Noble Agrippa. 

Agri. Good Fortune worthy Souldier,and farewell. 

Enter Cafar > Anthony.Lepidus } andOllauia. 

Antha. No further Sir. 

Cafar. You take from me a great part of my felfc 
Vfeme wellin’t. Siftcr,prouefucha wife 
As my thoughts make thee,and as my farrheft Band 
Shall paffc on thy approofc : moft Noble Anthony , 

Let not the peece of Vertuc which is fet 
^etwixt vs,as the Cymenc of our loue 
To keepe it buiided^be the Ramme to batter 
The Fortrcfle ofit:for better might we 
Haue lou’d without this tneane,if onboth parts 
This be not cherifht. 

Ant. Make me not effended^inyour diftruft, 

Cafar. Ihauefaid. 

Ant . You fhall not finde. 

Though you be therein curious,the left caufc 
For what you feeme to fearc,fo the Gods keepe you. 

And make the hearts of Rotnaincs ferue your ends: » 

1 Wc will hcerepart. 

Cafar. Farewell my deereft Sifter/are thee Well, 

The Elements be kind to thee,and make 
Thy fpirics all of comfort: fare thee well. 

OUa . My Noble Brother. 

Anth. The Aprilfs in her eyes, itis Loues fpring. 
And thefe the {Bowers to bring it on : becheerfull. 


Hhellragedie of 

OJls. Sir.Iooke well to my Husband* hou^ ~.~ 
Cafar. W hat Cllauia } Ulc * a "d >. 

Otta. He tell you in your eare. • 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her h.,,. 

Her heart inform. he, tongue. * <» 

TheSwannes downe feather 
That Hands vpon the Swell at the full of Tide; 

And neither way incline*. 

Eno. Will C<e/<jr wetpe ? 

■dgr. He ha's a cloud in’s face. 

Eno. He were the wotfe for that were he a HorlV r . 
he being ajman. rIe >*° i 

Agri. Why Eh obat bus: 

When Anthony found Julius Cafar dead. 

He cried almoft to roaring: And he wept. 

When at Philhppi he found Trutus flajne.' 

Eno. That yearindced,he was trobJed with a th 
Wnat willingly he did confound,he wail’d SUn, e 
Belceu’t till 1 weepc too. 

Cafar. No fweet Octant*, 

You lhall hearc from me ftill: the time ftiall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

oAnt. Come Sir,come. 

He wraftlc with you in my firength oflouc, 

Looke heere I haue you,chus I let you go, * 

And giue you to the Gods. 

Cxjar. Adieu,be happy. 

Lep. Let all the number of the Starres giue light 
To thy faire way, 

Cafar. Farewcll/arewell. Kiffes Qttmi*, 

Ant. Farewell. Trumpets found. Exeunt 


Enter Cleopatra^Charmian,lras^and Alexas » 

f leo. Where is the Fellow ? 

Alex. Halfc afeard to come. 

Cleo. Go too,go tooCome hither Sir, 

, Enter tbs Meffenger as before. 

Alex. Good Maicftic: Herod of lury darenotlooki 
vpon y<. u,but when you are well pleas’d. 

Cleo. That Herods head. He haue: but how? When 
a Anthony is gone,through whom I might commaund it; 
Come thou neere. 

Mef Moft gratious Maieftte. 

Cle». Did’ft thou behold Ollauia ? 

Mef. I dread Qoeene. 

Cleo. Where? 

Mef. Madam in Rome, Ilookt her in the face; and 
law her led betweene her Brother, and OHarke Anthony, 

Cleo. Is fheastaD as me ?• 

Mef. She is r»oc Madam. 

Cleo. Didft hearc her fpeake? 

Is {he (hnll tongu’d or low t 

Mef Madam.I heard her fpenke,lhe is low voic’d. 

Cleo. That’s not fo good : he cannot like her long. 

Char. Like her ^ Oh Ifit I’tis icupoffiblc. 

Cleo. [ thinke fo Charmian: dull of congue 3 & dwarfiflh 
Whac Maich-ie in her ga e > remember 
Iferethou look ft on Maifliie,. 

Afef.Shc creepcs:hcr motion,& her ftation arc as one- 
She fbewes abody,racher then alife^ 

A Sratue.then a Breather. 

Cleo. r s thisccrtaine? 

Afsf. Or I haue no obferuance. 

Cha. Three *n Egypt cannot make better note* 

CUo ♦ He's very knowing,! do perceiu^c. 

There's nothing in her yet. 


The Fellow ha’s good iudgement. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo. Gucfle at her yeares,T prythec* 

Mt/f* Madam,fhe was a widdow. 

Cleo ♦ WidJow ? Cbarmta*f\tviYt. 

Alef. And I do thinke (he's thirtifc. 

C!e. Bear*ft thou her face in mind? is’i long or round? 

MeJT- Round, euen to faultincfic. 

Cleo. For the moft pare too, they are foolifh that are 
fo. Her haire what colour? 

/tfeff. Browne Madam: and her forehead 
As low as flie would wi(b ir. 

Clio. There’s Gold for thce ? 

Thou muft not take my former fharpeneffe iH, 

I will employ theebacke againe : i finde thee 
Moft fit for bufinefic. Go,make thee ready. 

Our Letters are prepar'd. 

Char. A proper man. 

Cleo. Indeed he is fo : I repent me much 
That fo I harried him. Why me think’s by him, 

This Creature's no fitch thing. 

Char. NochingMadam, 

Cleo. The n an hath lecne fomc Maiefty, and fliould 
know. 

Char. Hath hefccnc Maicftie lifts elfcdefend: and 
feruingyou folong. 

£lccpa. I haue one thing more to aske him yet good 
Charminn : but V»s no matcer^thou fiialt bring him to me 
where I will writc*all may be well enough. 

£har. I warrant you Madam. Exeunt. 

Enter Anthony and Oclauia. 

Ant . Nay,nay Olijuia, not onely that. 

That were excufablc,that and thouiands more 
Of femblable import,bur he havh wag’d 
New Wanes'gain bPompcy. Made his will, and read it. 
To pubheke eare, fpoke fcantly Hfme. 

When perforce he could not 

But pay me tearmes of Honour: cold and fickly 

He vented then moft narrow mcafu c;Enttnr, 

When the beft hint was giuen him : he not look’t, 

Ordid it from his teeth. 

Olaui. Ohiiiygood Lord, 

Beleeue not alitor if you muft bclceue, 

Stomacke not all. A more vnhappie Lady, 

If this dcuifion chance, ne’re Rood betweene 
Praying for both parts: 

The good Gods wil mocke me prcfcntly. 

When I fhall prayrOh bleffe my Lord,and Husband, 
Vndo that prayer, by crying out as loud. 

Oh blefie my Brother. Husband winne, winne Brother, 
Prayes, and diftroyes the prayer,no midway 
Twixt thefe extreames at all. 

xsint* Gentle O&auia, 

Let your beft louc draw ro that point which fecks 
Beft to preferue it :if I loofe mine Honour, 

I loofe my fclfe:bettcr I were not yours 
Then your fo branchleflc. But as you requrfted, 

Your felfc (hall go betwecn 4 s,the mc3ne time Lady, 

llcraifc the preparation ofa Warre 

Shall ftaine your Brotber,make your fooncft haft. 

So your defires are yours. 

Oft. Thanks to my Lord, 

The loue ofpower makememoft weakc,tnoft weake, 

\ on reconciler: Warres ’twixt you twaine would be. 

As if the world {hould cleauejand that flaine men 
Should foader vp the Rift. 
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~Antb. When it appeeres to you where this begins 




Turne your difpleafure that way^for our faults 
Can neuer be foequall.that your loue 
Can equally moue with them. Prouide youigoing, 
Choofe yourowne company,and command vvhat ccft 
Your heart he’s mind too. Exeunt. 

Enter Enobarbtu^and Eros. 

Eno. How now Friend Eros ? 

Eros. Ther’s (irange Ncwes comb Sir. 

Eno. What m3n ? 

Era. Cafar & Leptdus haue made warres vpoa Tcmfey. 

Eko. This is old.what is the fucceflc ? 

Eros, Cdi/sichauing made vfc of him in the wsrres 
'gainft Pompey. pref*ntly denied him i iualiry, would not 
let him partake in the glory ofthe a<5Hon,and not refiing 
here, accufes him of Letters be had formerly wrote to 
Pompey. Vpon his owne appeale feizes bim,fo thtpoorc 
third is vp^till death enlarge hisConfinc. 

Eno. Then would ihou hadft apaireof chapsn6more, 
and throw betweene them all the food chouhafl, ihcy'Ic 
grindc the other. Where’s Anthony} 

Eros. He’s walking in the garden thu?,and fpurnes 
The rufli that lies before him. Cries Foole Lepidui, 

And threats the throate of that his Officer, 

That murdred Pompey. 

Eno. Our great Nauie* rig'd. 

Eros. For Italy and Cafar,more Domitisu , 

My Lord dcfiies you prciently ;my Newes 
I might haue told heareafrer. 
fWTwillbe naught,but let it betbring me to Anthony. 
Eros. Come Sir, Exeunt. 

Enter Agrippajddecenas^nd Cafar. 

Caf. Contemning Rome he ha’s done all cbis,& more 
In Alexandria: hcerc’s the manner of’t: 

I’th’Market-place on aTribunall filucr’d, 

Cleopatra and himfelfe in Chaires of Gold 
Were publikely enthron’d : at the feet, fat 
Clarion whom they call my Fathers Sonne, 

And all the vnlawfull iffue.that their Luft 
Since then hath made betweene them. Vnto her, 

Hegaue the ftabhfhment of Egypt,made her 
Of lower Syr ia ) Cyprus,Lydia J abfaIuteQueene. 

Mece. This in the publike eye ? 

Cafar. Tth’common fhew place,where they excrcife. 
His Sonnes hither proclaimed the King ofKings, 

Great Media,Parthia, and Armenia 

He gaue to Alexander. To Ptolomy he affign’d, 

Syria,Silicia,and Phcenetia : fbe 
In th’abilimcnts oftheGoddc(Fe//r/ 

That day appeer’d.and oft before gaue audience, 

As’tii reported fo. 

Mece, Let Rome be thus inform’d. 

Agri. Who queazie with his infolence already, 

Wili their good thoughts call from him, 

Cafar. The people knowesit. 

And haue now receiv'd his accufationy. 

Agri. Who does he accufc ? 

Cafar. Caftr, and thathauinginCicilie 
Sextus Pompeim fpoil’d, we had not rated him 
Hi* part o’th’lfle. Then docs he fay,helentmc 
Some fhipping vnrellor’d. Laftly, he fret* 

That Lcpidsts ofthe Triumphmte,fhouldbe depos’d, 
And being that, we detaine allhisReueaue. 

Agri, Sir,this fhould be anfwer’ci. 

Cafar. ’Th done already,and the Meffcnger gone : 

I haue told him Lepidtu was growne too cruell, - 

y y That 



























































































That he his high Authority abus’d. 

And did deferue his change: for what I haue conquer’d, 
I grant him part: but then in his Armenia, 

And other ot his conquer’d Kingdoms,! demand the like 
C Mec. Heel ncueryceld to that. 

Caf. Normuftnottbenbeyecldedloin this. 

Enter Oil am a with her Trains. 

Obla. Haile Cafar, and my L. haile moft deerc fafar. 
Cafar. That euer I fhould call thee Caft-away. 

Obta. You haue not call’d me fo ,nor haue you caufe. 
Caf. Why haue you ftoln vpon vs thusfyou come not 
Like Cafars Sifter, The wife of Anthony 
Should haue an Army for an V(her, and 
The neighes of Horfc to tell of her approach, 
Longercfhcdidappcare. The trees by’th’way 
Should haue borne men, and expedition fainted, 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the dull 
Should haue afeended tothcRoofcofHeauen, 

Rais’d by your populous Ttoopes: But you arc come 
A Market-maid to Rome, and haue preuented 
The oftentation of our lone; which left vnfbewne. 

Is often left vnlou’d : wc fhould haue met you 
By Sea,and Land, fupplying eucry Stage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Obta. Good my Lord, 

To come thus v a; I not conftrain’d,but did it 
On my free-will. My Lord CWarkc Anthony , 

Hearing that you prepar’d for Warre, acquainted 
My greeued eare withall; whereon I begg’d 
His pardon for rctume. 

Caf Which foonc he granted, 

Being an abftrarft’tweenc his Luft,and him. 

Obta. Do not fay fo, my Lord. . - 

Caf. I haue eyes vpon him. 

And his affaires come to me on the wind: wher is he new? 
Obta. My Lord,in Athens. 

Cafar. No my moft wronged Sifter, Cleopatra • 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath guien his Empire, 

Vp to a Whore, who now are leuying 

The Kings o’th’earth for W3rrc. He hath afirmbled, 

Boehm the King of Lyb\z,Archilatts 

OfCappadocia, PhiLfr/phos King 

Of Paphlagonia: the Thracian King A Julias, 

King Mauchus of Arabia, King of Pont, 

Herod of Iewry, AAithridates King 
Of Comageat, Polsmen and A mint as, 
TheKingsofMede,and Licoania, 

With a morelarger Lift ofScepters. 

Ocla. Aye me moll wretched, 

That haue my heart parted betwixt two Friends, 

That does afflnft each other. (breaking forth 

Gf(!We!com hither: your Letters did witb-holtieour 
Till we perociu’dboth how you were wrong led, 

And wc in negligent danger: cbeerc your heart, 

Re ycu not troubled with the time, which driues 
O'reyour contcnt,.iliefe ftiongncccffuiea, 

But let determin'd things to dijftinie 

Hold vr.be way I’d their way. Welcome to Rome, 

Nothing metre deerc to me: You are abus’d 

Beyond chcmarke ofthoygbt: and the high Gods 

To do you Iuftice, make* his Miniflers 

Ofvs. and thole that leue you. Beft of comfort, 

And euer vveicom to vs. ./fgr/p. Welcome Lady. 

tJM.ec, Welcome deere Madam, 

Each heatt.in Rome does joue and pitty you, 

Oncly th’adultt rous Anthony , moft large 


noi 


In his abhominations, tiirncs you off,. 

And giueshis potent Regiment to a Trull 

That noyfes it againft vs.. 

Obta. Is it fo fir? 

Caf. Moft certainc: Sifter welcome: pray yo 
Be euer knowne to patience. My deer’ft Sifter % 
Enter Cleopatra,and Enobarbm. ' 

Cleo. I will be cucn with thee,doubt it not 
Eno, But why,why,why ? 

Cleo. Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe Warr , 
And fay ft it it not fit. v »*rre$ 

Eno. Well :is it.isit. 

Cleo. If not, denounc’d againft Vs, why fhould 
wc be therein perfon, a 

Enob. Well,I could reply: if wee fhould fern, , •, 
Horfc and Mares together, the Horfe were meerlv l a 

the Mares would bearc a Soldiour and his Horfe ^ ° * 

Cleo. What is’t you fay ? 

E-nob. Your prefence needs muft puzlc Anthony 
Takefrom his heart,takefiom his Brainc,from’stiniP 
What fhould not then be fpar’d. He is already ’ 
Traduc’d for Leuity, and ’tis faid in Rome 
That Pbotinm an Eunuch,and your Maides 
Mannagethis wane. 

Cleo. Sinke Rome, and their tongues rot 
That fpeake againft vs. A Charge we bearei’ch’Warre 
And as the prefident of my Kingdome will ’ 

Appeare there for a man. Speake not againft it, 

I will not ftay behind*. 

Enter Anthony ar.dCamidtaj. 

Eno. Nay I haue done,here comes the Emperor. 
Ant. Is it not ftrange Canudms , 

That from Tarre.itum, and Brandufium, 

He could fo quickly cut the Ionian Sea, 

And take in Troine. You haue heard on’t (Sweet?) 

Cleo. Celerity is neuer more admjr’d. 

Then by the negligent! 

Ant . A good rebuke, 

Which might haue well becom’d the beft of men 
To taunt at flackncffe. Camidtus, wee 
Will fight with him by Sea. 

Cleo. By Sea,wh3celfe? 

Cam. Why will my Lord, dofo? 

Ant, For that he dares vs too’c, 

Enob. So hath my Lord, dat’d him to finglefight. 
Cam. I, and to wage this Bactell 3 t Pharfalia, 
Where Cafar fought with Pompey. But thefe offers 
Which feruenotfor his vantage, he (bakes cff. 

And fo fhould you. 

Enob. YourShippes 3rc not well rnann’d, 

Your Marrincrs are Militers,Reapers,people 
Ingroft by fwife Impreffc. In Cafars Fleete, 

Are thofe,that often hauc’gainftPwpey fought, 

Their fhippes are yare, yours heauy: nodifgrace 
Shall fall you for refufing him at Sea, 

Being prepar’d for Lajid. 

Ant. BySea,bySea. 

Eno, Moft worthy Sir, you therein throwaway 
The abfolute Soldierfhip you haue by Land, 

Diftraft your Armie, \which doth moft confift 
OfWarre-markt-footnien,lcaue vnexecuted 
Your owne renowned knowledge, quiteforgoe 
The way which promifes affurance, and 
Giue vp your felfe mcerly to chance and hazard, 

From fume Securicie. 

Ant. He fight at Sea. 

Che 
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Cleo. I haue fixty Sailes, Cafar none better. 

Ant. Our ouer-plus of (hipping will We burne. 

And with the reft full mantl’d, from th’head of Action 
geate ch’approacbing Cafar. But if we fade, 

\\T then can doo’t at Land. Enter a Mejfinger. 

jhy Bufineffe? 

Mef. The Newes is true, my Lord, he is deferied, 
Cafar ha’s taken Tory ne. 

Ant, Can he be there in perfon? ’Tis impofliblc 
Strange, that his power fhould be. Camidtus, 

Our nineteene Legions thou (halt hold by Land, 

And our twclue thoufancl Horfe. Wee'l to our Sh:p, 
Away my Thetis. 

Enter a SoldioUr, 

How now worthy Souldier? 

Soul. Oh Noble Emperor, da not fight by Sea, 

Truft not to rotten plankes: Do you mifdoubc 
This Sword,and thefe my Wounds; letth Egyptians 
And the Phoenicians go a ducking : wee 
Haue vs’d to conquer (landing on che earth. 

And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant. Well,well,away. exit Jnt,Cleo.& Enob. 

Seal. By Hercules I thinke I am i’th’right. 

Cam. Souldier thou 8rt: but his whole a&ion growes 
Not in the power on’t: fo our Leaders leadc. 

And we are Womens men. 

Soul. You keepc by Land the Legions and the Horfe 
whole, do you not ? 

Ven. Marcus Oblauim, “Marcus lufletu, 

Publieola , and Celists, arc for Sea: 

But wc keepe whole by Land. This fpeedc of fafart 
Carries beyond belcefe. 

Soul. While he was yet in Rome. 

His power went out in fuch diftra£tion». 

As beguilde all Spies. 

Cam. Who’s his Lieutenant, heare you? 

Soul. They fay,one Temus. 

(fam. Well,I know the man. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

tMef. The Emperor cals Camidtus. 

Cam. With Newes the times wit n Labour, 

Artd throwes forth each minute, fome. exeunt 

Enter Cafar reith his Army , marching. 

Caf Towrus ? 

Tow. My Lord. 

Caf. Strike nor by Land, 

Keepe whole, prouoke not Battaile 
Till we haue done at Sea. Do not exceede 
ThePrcfcript of this Scroule: Our fortune lyes 
Vpon this iumpe. exit. 

Enter Anthony,and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond fide o’th’Hill, 

In eye of Cafars battaile, from which place 
We may the number of the Ships behold. 

And fo proceed accordingly. exit. 

Camidius CMarckethveithhu Land Army one veay euer the 

fiage, and Tmvrus the Lieutenant ofCajar the other way : 

After their going in, is heard the ntife of a S ea fight. 

Alarum. Enter Enobarbus and Scstrtu. 

Fw.Naught,naught,al naught, I can behold no longer: 
Tbantoniad, the Egyptian Admirall, 

Withall their fixty flye, and turne the Rudder: 


To fee’e, mine eyes are blaftcd. 

Enter Scarrus. 

Scvir.Gods,l& Goddeffes,a!l the wbol fy nod of them! 
Eno. What’s thy paffion. 

Scar. The greater Cantle of the world,is loft 
With very ignorance, we haue kift away 
Kingdomes,and Prouinccs. 

Eno. How appeares the Fight ? 

Scar. On our fide, like the Token’d Peflileiice, 
Where death is fure. Yon ribaudred Nagge of Egypt, 
(Whom Leprofico’re-take) i’th’midft o’th’fight. 

When vantage like apayreof Twinnes appear’d 
Both as the lame, or rather ours the elder; 

(The Breeze vpon her) like a Cow in Inne, 

Hoifts Sailes,and flyes. 

Eno. That 1 beheldt 

Mine eyes did ficken at the fight,and could not 
Indure a further view. 

Scar. She once being Iooft, 

The Noble ruine of her Magicke, Anthony , 

Claps on his Sea-wing, and (like a doting Mallard) 
Leauiog the Fight in heighth,flyes after her i 
I neuer faw an A61ion offiich (name ; 

Experience,Man-hood,Honor,ne’rfe before,) 

Did violate fo it felfe. 

E nob. Alacke, alacke. 

Enter Camid-.m. 

Cam. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath. 

And finkes moft lamentably. Had our Generali 
Bin what he knew himfelfc, it had gone well: 

Oh his ha’s giuen example for our flight, 

Moft groffely by his owne. 

E nob, I,are you thereabouts ? Why then goodnight 
indeede. , ! 

Cam. Toward Peloponncfus arc they fled. 

Scar. ’Tis eafie toot. 

And there I will attend what further comes. 

Camid. To Cafar will I render 
My Legions and my Horfe, fixe Kings afreadie 
Shew me the way of yeelding. 

E no. lie yet follow 

The wounded chance of Anthony, though my teafon 
Sits intbe winde againft me. 

Enter Anthony with Attendants. 

Ant. Hearke.the Land bids me tread no more vpon’t. 
It isafliamd to beare me. Friends,comehither, 

I am fo latcd in the world, that I 

Haue loft my way for euer. Ihaue a flhippe. 

Laden with Gold, take that, diuideic :flye. 

And make your peace with Cafar. 

Omnes. Fly? Not wee. 

Ant. I haue fled my felfe,and haue inftru&ed cowards 
To runne.and fhew their fhoulders. Friends be gone, 

I haue my felfe refolu’d vpon a cottffe. 

Which has no neede ofyou. Begone, 

My Treafure’s in the Harbour. Take it: Oh, 

1 follow’d that 1 blufh co looke vpon, 

My very haires do mutiny: for the white 
Reprouc the browne for raftmeffe, and they them 
For feare, and doting. Friends be gone, you {ball 
Haue Letters from me to fome Friends,that will 
Sweepcyour way foxyou. Pray you looke not fad. 

Nor make replyes of loathneffe, take t he hint 
Which my dilpaire proclaimes. Let them be left 
Which leaues it felfe, to the Sear-fide ftraight way; 

I will poffeffe you of that fhip and T reaftfre. 

y 2 y Leauc 
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Leaue mc,I pray a little .* pray you now. 

Nay do fo : for indeede I hauc loft command, 
Therefore.1 pray you. He fee you by and by. Sitsdowne 
Enter C/eopatra led by Charmian and Eros. 

Eros. Nay gentle Madam, to him,comfort him. 

Iras. Do moft decre Queene. 

Char. Do, why, what elfe? 

Cleo. Let me fit downc: Oh htno. 

Ant. No,no,no,no,no. 

Eros. See you heerc,Sir ? 

Ant. Oh fie,fie,fie. 

Cb.tr, Madam. 

Iras. Madam, oh good Emprefle. 

Eros. Sir,fir. 

Ant. Yes my Lord,yes; he at Philippi kept 
His fword e’nc like a dancer, while I ftrooke 
The leanc and wrinkled Cajftus, and ’twas I 
That the mad Bratus ended : he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no pradife had 
Inthebrauefquaresof VVarretyetnow : no matter. 

(fleo. Ah ftand by. 

Eros. The Queene my Lord, the Queene. 

Iras. Go to him,Madam, fpcake to him, 

Hee’s vnqualited with very fiiame. 

Cleo. Well then, fuftaine me: Ob. 

Eros. Moft Noble Sir arife, the Queene approaches. 
Her head’s declin’d, and death will ceafeher, but 
Your comfort makes the refeue. 

Ant. J haue offended Reputation, 

A moft vnnoble fweruing. 

Eros. Sir, the Queene. 

iAnt. Oh whether haft thou lead me Egypt, fee 
How I conuey my fliame.out of thine eye*. 

By looking backe what I hauc left behind e 
Stroy’d in diflionor. 

Cleo. Oh my Lord, my Lord. 

Forgiue my fearfull faylcs, 1 little thought 
You would haue followed. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew’ft too well. 

My heart was to thy Rudder tyed by’th’ftrings. 

And thou fhould’ft ftowe me after. O’re my fpirit 
The full fupremacic thou knew'ft, and that 
Thy bccke, might from the bidding of the Gods 
Command mce. 

Clod* Oh my pardon, 

tAnt. Now I muft 

To the young man fend humble Treaties, dodge 
And palter in the fhifts of lownes, who 
With halfe the buike o’th’world plaid as I pleas’d, 
Klaking,and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made weake by my afFe£tion,would 
Obeyitonallcaufe. 

Cleo. Pardon,pardon. 

Ant Fall not a tearc I fay, one of them rates 
All that is wonne and loft : Giuc me a kilTe, 

Eucn tl is repayes me. 

We fent our Schookmafter, is a come backe ? 

Loue I am full of Lead : fome Wine 

Within there, and our Viands: Fortune knowes, 

We fcorne her moft,when moft £hc offers blowes. Exeunt 

Enter Cafar, Agrippa^d DottabcHoyeith ethers. 

Caf. Let him appeare that’s come from Anthem, 
Know you him. 


_ , r _ 

The Tragedie of 


holla. Cafar, ’tis his Schoolcmafter 
An argument that heis pluckc,when h/ther 
fie fends fo poore a Pinnion of his Wing 
Which had fuperfluous Kings for MefTengers 
Not many Mooncs gone by. 6 9 

Enter Ambaffadorfrom Anthony 

Cafar. Approach,and fpeake. J * 

Amb. Such a» I am, I come from Anthony • 

I was of late as petty to his ends, J ' 

As is the Morn.-dew on the Mertleleafc 
To his grand Sea. 

Caf. Bee’t fo,declare thine office. 

Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he falutesth^e. A 

Requires toliuein Egypt, which not granted ^ 

He Leffons his Requefts, and to thee lues 
To let him breath betweene the Heauens and E a u 
A pnuate man in Athens: this for him. tth 

Next, Cleopatra does confclfc thy Grcatnefle 
Submits her to thy might, and ofthee cranes* 

The Circle of the Ptolemies for her heyres, 

Now hazarded to thy Grace. 

Caf. For Anthony , 

1 haue no cares to his requeft. The Queene 
Of Audience, nor Dcfire fhall faile, fofhee * 

From Egypt driuc her all-difgraced Friend, 

Or take his life there. This if fhceperforme. 

She fhall not fue vnheard. So to them both/ 

Amb. Fortune purfue thee. 

Caf Bring him through the Bands: 

To try thy Eloqucnce,now ’tis time, difpatcb, 
From Anthony winr.e Cleopatra , promife 
And in our Name, what foe requires,adde more 
From thine inuention, offers. Women atenot 
In their beft fortunes ftrong ; but want will peri Ur . 
The nc’re touch’d Veftall. Try thy cunning Thidias t 
Make thine oWne Editor thypaincs,which wc ’ 
Will anfwer as a Law, 

Thid. Cafar , I go. 

Cafar. Obferuc how Anthony becomes his flaw 
And what thou tbink’ft his very action fpcakts * 

In euery power that mooues. 

Thid. Cafar,! (hall. (j( . 

Enter Cleopatra.Enobarbsts,Charmian <3* Iras. 

Cleo. What fhall we do, Enobarbm ? 

Eno. Thinke.anddye. 

Cleo . Is Anthony,or wc m fault for this? 

Eno. Anthony av Ely, that would make his will 
Lord of his Reafon What though you fled, 

From that gre*rface ofWarrc.whofefeuerdlranges 
Frighted each other? Why fbould he follow? 

1 he itch of his A ffedion fhould not then 
Haue nickt his Capfain-fhip,ac fuch a point, 

When halfe to halfe the world oppos’d, he being 
The mecred qucftion? ’Twas a fhameno Jefle 
Then was his lofle, to courfeyour flying Flagges, 
And leaue his Nauy gazing. 

Cleo. Pry thee peace. 

Enter the Ambaffador,with Anthony. 

Ant. Is that his anfwer? Amb. I my Lord, 

Ant. The Queene fhall then hauc courtefie, 

So fhe will yeelu vs vp. 

Am. Hcfayesfo. 

Antho. Let her kno w’t. To the Boy Cafar fend tf 
grizled head, and he will fill thy wilhes to the briraff 
With Principalities. 

Cleo. That head my Lord ? 


Ant. To him againe, tell him he weares the Rofe 
Of youth vpon him : from which, the world fhould note 
CoOJethiOgparticular: His Coine, Ships, Legions, 

May be a Cowards, wnofe Minifters would preuaile 
yoiler the feruicc ofa Childe,asloone 
,\s i’lh’Cotnmand of Cafar. I dare him therefore 
•fo lay his g a y Comparifons n -part, 

\nd anfwer me declin’d. Sword againftSword, 

Our fe’.ues alone: Ik wrice it: Follow me. 

gno. Yes like enough : hyc battd’d Cafar will 
Vnftate his happineffe, and be Stog’d to’th’fhcvv 
A<rainft a Sworder. I (fie mens lodgements are 
/i parceil of their Fortunes, and things outward 
podraw the inward quality after them 
■pofuflfcr all alike, that he ibould dreamc, 

Knowing all meafures, the full Cafar will 
Anfwer his empdfielTc ; Cafar thou haft lubJu’ue 
ftisiudgement too. , 

Enter a Seruant. 

Ser. A Meflenger from Cafar, 

Cleo. What no more Ceremony ?See my Women, 
Againft the blowne Role may they flop their nole, 

X hat knee I’d vnto the Buds. Admit him fir. 

Eno. Mine honefty,and I, beginne to fquare, 

The Loyalty well held to Fooles, does make 
Our Faith meere folly: yet he that can endure 
fo follow with Allegeance a falne Lord, 

Poes conquer him that did his Maftcr conquer. 

And earncsaplace i’th'Story. 

Enter Thidias, 

Cleo. Cafirs will. 

Thid. Heare ic apart. 

Cleo. None but Friends : fay boldly. 

Thid. So haply arc they Friends to Anthony. 

Snob. He needs as many (Sir) 3s Cafar ha's. 

Or needs not vs. Jf Cafar pleafc,our Maftcr 
Will Icape to be his Friend: For vs you know, 

Whofc he is, we ate, and that is Cafars. 

7W.So.Thus then thou moft renown 'd,Cafar intreais. 
Not to confider in what cai e thou ftand’ft 
Further then he is Cafars. 

Cleo. Goon.rightRoyall. 

Thid. He knowes that you embrace not Anthony 
As you didiouc,but as you feared him. 

Cleo . Oh. 

Th.d. The fcarre’s vpon your Honor, therefore he 
Does piety, as conftrained blenrfhcs, 

Not as deferued. 

Cleo. Heis a God, 

And knowes what is moft right. Mine Honour 
Was not ycelded. but conquer’d ineerely. 

Eno. To be furcofthat, I will aske Anthony, j 
Sir,fir, thou art fo leakie 
That we muft leaue thee to thy finking, for 
Thy deereft quit thee. Exit Endb. 

7 hid. Shall I fay to Caftr, 

What you require of him : for he partly begges 
To be defir’d to giue. It much would pleafehim. 

That of his Fortunes you fbould make a ftaffe 
Tolcane vpon. But it would warrnc hfs ipints 
To heare from me you had left Anthony , 

And put your felfe vnder his fhrowd,the vniuerfal Land- 

Cleo. What’s your name? (lord. 

Thid M y name i- Thtdias. 

Cleo. MoftkmdeMeffenger, 

Say tt) great Cafar this in deputation. 


I kifle his conqu’nng hand: Tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my Crowneat’s feete,and there to kncele. 

Tell him, from his all-obeying breath, I hears 
The doome ofEgypt. 

Thid. ’Tisyour Nobleftcourfe : 

Wifedome and Fortune comb'arting together. 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

No chance may fhake it. Giuc me grace to by 
Mv ducie on your hand. 

' Cleo . Your Cafars Father oft, 

(When he hath mus’d of taking kingdomes in) 

BeftowM his lips on that vnworthy place,! 

As it rain’d kifles. 

Enter Anthony and Enobarbm. 

A»t. Fauours? By loue rhat thunders. What art thou 

Thri. One that but performes (Fellow? 

The bidding of the.fulkft man,and worthieft 
To haue command obey’d. 

Eno. You will be wnipt. 

-rltff.Approch there: ah you Kite.Now Gods &diue!s 
Authority melts from me oflate. When I cried hoa, 
Like Boycs vnto a mulTc, Kings would ftart forth, 

And cry, your will. Haueyonnoeares > 

I am Anthony yet. Take hence this lack, and whip him. 

Enter a Seruant. 

Eno. *Ti» better playing with a Lions yvbelpe. 

Then with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moone andStarres, 

Whip him : wer’t twenty ofthe greateft Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cafar, fhould I finde them 
So fa wey with the hand of file hcere, what’s her name 
Since fhe was Cleopatra ? Whip him Fellowes, 

Till like a Boy you fee him ct indge his face. 

And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hence. 

7 hid. LMarhe Anthony. 

Ant. Tuggc him away : being whipc 
Bring him againe, the lacjtc of Cafars (lull 
Beare vs an arrant to him. Exeunt with Thidim « 

You were halfe blaftcd ere I knew you : Ha? 

Haue [ my pillow left vnpreft in Rome, 

Forborne the getting of a kwfull Race, 

And by a Iem of women, to be abus’d 
By one that lookes on Feeders? 

Cleo . Good my Lord. 

Ant. You haue becne a boggelereuer. 

But when we in our vicioufnefle grow hard 

(Oh mifery on’t) the wife Gods feeie our eyes 

In our ownefilth, drop ourdeare iudgement«,tBakevs 

Adore our errors, laugh at’s while wc ftrut 

Toourconfufioo. 

Cleo. Oh,is’t come to this? 

Ant. 1 found you as a Morfell, cold vpon 
Dead Ce/krTrencher: Nay,you were a Fragment 
\ Of Gneius Pompcyes, befides what hotter houres 
Viwegiftred in vulgar Fame you haue 
Luxuiicufly pickc out. For I am fure. 

Though you can gueffe what Tcmpcrance fhould be. 
You know not what it is. 

Cleo, Wherefore is this? 

Ant, To let a Fellow that will take rewards, 

And fay,God quit you, be familiar with 
My play-fellow, your hand', this Kingly Stfale, 

And piighter cfhigh hearts. Othat 1 were 
Vpon the hill of Bafan. to ouc-roare 
The horned Hesrd> for I haue fauage caufe. 

And to proclaime it ciuilly, were like 

_y 5 _ * 
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A halter’d neclce,which do’s the Hangman tfoankc. 

For being yare about him. I» he whipt? 

Enter a Servant with Thidtas. 

Ser. SoundIy,my Lord. 

Ant, Cried he? and begg’d a Pardon f 
Ser. Hcdidaskefauour. 

Ant. If that thy Father liue, let him repent 
Thou was’t not made his daughter,and be thou forrie 
To follow Cafar in his Triumph, (ince 
Thou haft bin whipt. For following him, henceforth 
The white hand of a Lady Fcauer thee. 

Shake thou to lookc on’t. Get thee backe to Cafar, 

Tell him thy entertainment: looke thou fry 
He makes me angry "with him. For hefeemes 
Proud and difdainfull, harping on what I am, 

Not what he knew I was. He makes me angry. 

And at this time mod cade ’tis to doo’t: 

When my good Scarres, that were my former guides 
Haue empty left their Orbcs, and (hot their Fires 
Into th’Abifmc of hell. Ifhc mi (like. 

My fpeech, and what is done, tell hitn he has 
Hiparchus, my enfranthed Bondman, whom 
He may at pleafure whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he (hall like to quit me. Vrge it thou ; 

Hence with thy (tripes,be gone. Exit Tbid. 

Cleo. Haue you done yet ? 

Ant. Alacke our Terrene Moonc is now Eclipft, 

And it portends alone the fall of Antkwy. 

Cleo. I mud ftay hi s time ? 

Ant. To flatter Cajar, would you mingle eyes 
With one that tycs his points,' 

Cleo. Not know me yet ? 

Ant. Cold-hearted toward me ? 

Cleo. Ah(Deere)ifJbefo, 

From my cold heart let Heaucn ingender haile. 

And poyfon it in the fourfe.and the firft done 
Drop in my necke :as it determines fo 
Difiolue my life, the next Caefarian (mile, ’ 

1 ill by degrees the memory of my wombe. 

Together with my braue Egyptians all, 

By the difcandcring of this pelleted ftorme. 

Lye grauelelfe, till the Flies and Gnats ofNyle 
Haue buried them for prey. 

Ant. Iamfatisfied; 

CafarCe ts downe in Alexandria,where 
1 will oppofe his Fate. Our force by Land, 

Hath Nobly held, our feuer’d Nauie too 

Haue knit againe,and Flecte, threstning moft Sea-like. 

Where haft thou bin my heart * Doft thou heare Lady ? 

ft frem the Field I (hall returne once more 

To kifle t'hefe Lips, I will appeare in Blood, 

I.and my Sword,will earne our Chronicle, 

There’s hope in’i yet. 

Cleo. That’s my braue Lord. 

Ant. I willberrebble.finewcd,hcarted,breath’d. 

And fight raalicioufly: for when mine houres 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranfome Hues 
CM me for icfts: But now, llcfet my teeth. 

And fend to darkenefle all that flop me. Come, 

Let’s hanc one other gawdy night: Call to me 
All my fad Captaincs, fill our Bowles once mores 
Let’s ritocke. (he midnight Bell. 

Cleo. It ismyBirth-day, 

I had thought t haue held ir poore. Btit fince my Lord 
Is Anthony againe,! will be Cleopatra. 

Ant. We will yet do well. 


1 he c f rage die of 


Cleo. Call all his Noble Captaincs t ~ 

Ant. Do fo, wee‘1 fpeake to them, ^ *‘ 0r ‘** 
And to night He force 
The Wine pcepe through their fcarrest 
Come on (my Queene) 

There’s fap in’t yet. The next time I do fight 
lie make death loue me; fori will contend 
Euen with his pcftilcntSyt iie. 

Eho. Now hee’l out-ftarethe Lirhtnim, . . ***** 
Is to be flighted out of feare, and in that f " ric 
The Doue will pccke the Eftndge; and 1 f* fiil C , 

A diminution in our Captaines braine 
Rcftores his heart; when valour pi ayes inr^r 
Iteatcs the Sword it fights with:] wiliC ee U ° a ’ 

Some way to leauc him. 

£x m 

Enter Cafitr, Agrippa, & Mecena reithhu Arm 
Cetfitr reading a Letter . 

Caf. He callcs me Boy, and chides as he 
To beate me out of Egypt. MyMcffenger P0VVet 
He hath whipt with Rods.dares me to perfo na l l 
Cafar to Anthony: let the old Ruffian know U b> 
1 haue many other wayes to dye: meane time 1 
Laugh at his Challenge. J 

Mece. Cafar muftthinke. 

When one fo great begins to rage.hee’s hunted 
tuen to falling. Glue him no breath,but now 
Make bootc ofhis diftraftion: Ncuer anoer 
Made good guard for it fclfc. 

C*f Let our befl heads know. 

That to morrow, the laft of many Battailes 
We meane to fight. Within our Files there are. 

Of thole that feru’d Marke Anthony but late 
Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 

And Feaft the Army, we hau< (tore to doo’t. 

And they haue earn’d the wafte.Poorc Anthony , Exatn 

Enter Anthony , Cleopatra, EmbarhviyCharmiM, 
Irae, Alexasyvttb others. 

Ant. He will not fight with razSDemitiani 
Em. No? 

Ant . Whyffiouldhenot? 

Em.He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune 
He is twenty men to one. 1 

Ant. To morrow Soldier, 

By Sea and Land lie fight: or I will Hue, 

Or bathe my dying Honor in the blood 
Shall make it hue againe. Woo’t thou fight well. 
tm J!e ftnke,and«y,Takeall. 

Ant. Well faid, come on : 

Call forth my Houlhold Seruants,lets tonight 

Enter 3 or q Servitors, 

Be bounteous at our Meale. Giue me thy hand, 

Thou haft bin rightly honeft* fo haft thou, 

Thousand tho v.and thou: you haueferu’d roc well. 
And Kings haue becne your feilowes* 

Cleo. What meanes this ? 

Eno. Tis one of chofe odde tricks which forow (hoots 
Oijcoftheminde. 

And thou arc honeft coo : 

I wifh I could be maaeio many men. 

And all of you clapt vp together, in 
An Anthony :that [ might do you feruice, 

So good as you haue done. 

Omni* 






nthony and Qeopatra . 




Ontnes. T he Gods forbid. 

jint. Well, my good FcllowcSjWait on me to night: 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me^ 
jVs when mine Empire was your Fellow too, 

And fuffer’d my command. 

Clto, What aoes he meane? 

Eno. To make his Followers weepe. 

Ant* Tend me tonight; 

May be,it is the period of your duty, 

Hiply y ou Oiall not fee me more, or if, 

A mangled fhadow. Perchance to morrow, 

You'l lerue another Mafter. 1 looke on you. 

As one that takes his leauc. Mine honeft Friends, 

I rurnc you not a w jy, but like a Mafter 
Married to your good fetuice, ftay till death : 

Tend roc to mgin two houres, I askc no more, 

And the Gods yecld you fork. 

Eno. What meane you (Sir) 

To g'.uc them this diicomfort ? Looke they weepe. 

And 1 an AiTe, am Onyon-cyM; for fhaine, 

Transf »rme v» not to women. 

Ant. Hojho.ho; 

Now the Witch take me,if f meant it thus. 

Grace grow where thole drops fall(my hearcy Friends) 
You take me in too dolorous a fenfc. 

For I fpake to you for your comfort, did defire you 
To burne this night with Torches: Know (my hearts) 

I hope well of to morrow, and will Icatic you, 

Where rather lie expect vi&orious life, 

Then dcath s and Honor. Let’s to Supper, come. 

And drovvne confidcration. Exeunt. 

Enter a Company ofSoldiours. 

l .Sol. Brother,goodnight: to morrow is the day. 

2.SoE It will determine one way : Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftrrets. 

1 Nothing : whacnewcs ? 

2 Belike kis but a Rumour,good night to you. 
x Well fir, good night. 

They meete other Soldiers. 

2 Souldiersjhauecarefull Watch. 

1 And you :Goodnight,goodnight. 

They place themfdues in eucry corner of the Stage. 

2 Hcerewe : and if to morrow 

Our Nauie thriue, 1 haue an abfolute hope 
Our Landmen will (land vp. 

1 ’Tis a braue Army,aod full of purpofe. 

Afujick* of the Hoboyes ts vnder the Stage, 

2 Peace,what noife? 

1 1 ift lift. 

2 Hcarke. 

I Mufickc i’th’Ayre# 

J Vnder the earrh. 

4 It fignes well,do's it not ? 

3 No. 

1 Peacelfay: Whatfhouldthis meane? 

2 ’Tis the God Hercules, whom Anthony loued, 

Now leaueshim. 

x Walkc.lct’s fee if other Watchmen 
Do heare what we do ? 

2 How now Maifters? Speakjogether. 

Omnes. How now? how now ? do you heare this ? 
i 1, ts’t not ftrange ? 
j Do you heare Matters? Do you heare? 
i Follow the noyfc fo farre as we haue quarter. 


1 Let’s fee how it will giue off. 

Omnes . Content: Tis ftrange. 

Enter Anthony and Cleopatrayviti others* 


Exeunt. 


Ant ♦ Eros y mine A rroour Eros. 

Cleo . Sleepe a little. 

Ant. No my Chucke. Eros y come mine Armor Eros* 
Enter Eros. 

Come good Fellow,puc thine Iron on. 

If Fortune be not ours to day, ir is 
Bccaufe wc braue her. Come. 

Cleo . Nav, Ilehelpe x.oo r Anthony. 

What’s this for? Ah tec be, let be, thou arc 
The Armourer of my heart: Falfe,falfc : This, this. 
Sooth-law Ilehelpe; Thus itmuft bee. 

Ant . Well, well, we (hall thriue now. 

Sccft thou my good Fellow. Go,put on thy defences, 
Bros. BricfclySir. 

Cleo. ]snot this buckled well ? 

Ant. Rarely,rarely: 

Hcchac vnbuckle. this, till wc dopleafe 
To daft for our Repofe, (liall heare a ftorrre. 

Thou fumblcft^w, and my Queenes a Squire 
More tight at this, then thou: Difpatcb. O Loue, 

That thou couldft fee my War res to day, and knevv’ft 
The Rnyall Occupation, thou fhbuld’it fee 
A Workeman in’t. 

Enter an Armed Soldier. 

Good morrow to thee, welcome, 

Thou look’d like him that knowes a warlike Charge: 

To bufinctfe chat wc loue,we rife betime. 

And go too’c with delight. 

Soul , A thouiand Sir,early thought be, haueontheir 
Riueced trim, and at the Port exped you. Showt. 

Trumpets Flourifh . 
Enter Captaines, and Sottldicrs . 

Alex. The Morne is faire: Good roorrbwGencrall. 
All . Good morrow General!. 

Ant. Tis well blowne Lads. 

This Morning, like thefpiritof a youth 
That meanes to be of note, begins betimes. 

So,fo :Come giue me that, this way, well-fed. 

Fare thee well Dame, what ere becomes of ntc. 

This is a Soldiers k.ffe: rebnkeable. 

And worthy (hamtfull checkc it were, to ftand 
On more Mechamcke Complement, lie leauc thee. 

Now like a man of Steele, you that will fighr. 

Follow me clofc, lie being you too’t: Adieu. Exeunt . 
Char. Plcafcyou retyre to your Chamber? 

Clto Lead me: 

He goes forth gallantly: That he and Cafar might 
Dertrminetbis great Warre in finglc fight; 

1 Then Anthony, but now. Well on. Exeunt 

7 rumpets found . Enter Anthony,and Eros t 

Eros. The Gods make this a happy day to Anthony. 

A *t. Would thou,& thole thy fears had oncepreuaild 
To make me light at Land. 

Eros . Had”ft thou done fo. 

The Kings that haue reunited, arid the Soldier 
1 hai has this morning left thee, would haue ftill 
Followed thy hecles. 

Ant. Whofe gone this morning? 

Eros , Who? one eucr neere thee,call for Snobarbus, 

Hce 
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He fhail not heare thee, or from Cafiars Caropc, 

Say I am none of thine. 

Ant. What fayeft thou ? 

Sold. Sirheis.with Cafiar. 

Eros. Sir,his Chcfts and Treafurehehasnotwithhim. 

Ant. Is he gone t 

Sol, Moftccrtaine. 

Ant, Go Eros, fend his Trcafure after,do it, 

Detaine no lot I charge thee : write to him, 

(l will fubferibe) gentle adieu’s.and greetings; 

Say, that 1 wifh he neucr finde more caufc 
To change a Mafter. Oh my Fortunes haue 
Corrupted honeft men. Difpatch Enobarbm. Exit 

Flourijh ., Enter Aignppa , fa fir,ivith Enobarbttt , 

and DolUbel/a. 


TheTragedie of 


C,tf. Go forth Agrippa, and begin the fight: 

Our will is Anthony be rooke aliue : 

Make it fo knovvne. 

. Agrip. Cafar.l (ha!!. 

Cafar. The time of vniuerfal! peace is neere: 

Proue tlmaprofp’rous day, the three nook’d world 
Shall beare the Oliue freely. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mcf. ^Anthony is come into the Field. 

Caf, Go charge Agrippa, 

Plant thofe that haue reuolted in the Vane, 

That Anthony may feeme to fpend his Fury 
Vponhimfclfe. Exeunt, 

Enob. Alexxs did reuolt,and went to Jewry on 
Affaires of Anthony, there did JiffWade 
Great Herod to incline liiml clfc to Caftr, 

And leaue his Mnftcr Anthony, For this pain eg, 

Cafar hath hang’d him: Camindius and the reft 
That fell away, haue entertainment, but 
No honourable trull:, 1 haue done ill. 

Of which I do accule my lelfe fo forely. 

That 1 will ioy no mote, . 

Enter a Soldier of Cafart. 

Sol. Enobarbm, Anthony 
Hath after thee-lent ail thy Treafure, with 
His Bounty ouer-plus. The Meffenger 
Came on my guard, and at thy Tent is now 
Vnloadingofhis Mules, 
f Eno. 1 giuc it you, 

Sol. Mockenot Enobarbm, 

1 tell you true: Bell you faf’t the bringer 
Out of the hoaft, J mud attend mine Office, 

Or would haue dcnc’t my felfe. Ycur Emperor 
Continues Hill a Icue. Exit 

Enob. I am alone the Villainc of the earth, J 

And fccle I am fo moll. Oh Anthony, \ 

Thou Mine of Bouncy, how would’ft thou haue payed 
Mybettcrferuice,whenmv turpitude ' 

Thou dofi io Crowne with Gold. This blowes my hart, 

If Iwift thought breake it not: a fwifter meant 
Shall ouc-ftrike thought, but thought will doo’t. I fccle 
I fight againft thee: No I will go feeke 
Some Ditch,wherein to dye : the foul’d bed fits 
My latter part oflife. Exit. 

ex/ arum,Drummes and Trumpets. 

j n . Enter Agrippa. nacur r arget'.HKe tt>e c 

Agnp Retire, wc haue engag’d our felues too farre: | Had cur great Pallace the capacity 
Cafltr himlclfc ha’s worke, and our oppreffion j ToCampcthis hoad, we all would ffip together. 

Exceeds what vveexpc&ed.. Exit. | And drinkc Carowfes to the next dayes Fate 


Alarums. 

Snter Anthony ,and Scarrtu wounded. 

Sear. O my braue Emperor, this is fought ind, a 

Had we done fo a: fird, we had drouen th^m 1 Cet ^ 
Withdowtsabout their heads. r ° UCnihcmh °*e 
Ant. Thou bleed’ ft apace. Far tj 

Scar. I had a wound hccre that was iike a T 
But now S cis made an H. 2 

tAnt. They do rctyre# 

Scar. Wce’I beat ’em into Bench-holes TU. 
Roome for lixfcotches more* 3 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They are beaten Sir, and our adua nt3ec r eru 

Forafairevidory, ld 6 c Rnj< 

Scar. Let vs icore their backes. 

And fnatch ’em vp, as wc take Hares l?ehinde 
’Tis fport to maul a Runner. 

Ant. 1 will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightly comforr,and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. He halt after. ‘ c 

6 X(i! 

Alarum. Enter Anthony againe in a tJIUrch, 

Scarrus, with others ., 

Ant We haue beatc him to his Campe: Runneor 
Before,& let the Qveen know of our guefts: to mono. 
Before the Sun fhail ice’s, wee’l fpill the blood 
That ha’s to day cfcap’d. I thankeyouail, 

F or doughty handed are you, and haue fought 
Not as you feru’d the Caufc, but as’c had beene 
Each mans like mine : you haue fihewneali Hetlors, 
Enter the Citty, clip your Wines, your Friends, 

Tell them yourfcats,whil'ft they with ioyfull te’ares 
Wafli the congcalemcnt from your wounds.andkifie 
The Honour’d-gafries whole. 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Giuc me thy hand, 

To this great Faiery, lie commend thy a<fts, 

Makeher thankes biefle thcc. Oh thou day o'thVorld 
Chaine mine arm’d necke, leape thou, Attyrc and all 
Through proofe of Harneffe to my heartland there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Cleo . Lord of Lords * 

Oh infinite Vertueacomm’ft thou fmilingfromj 
The worlds great fnare vncauglu. 

Ant. MmeNightingalc, 

We haue beatc them to their Beds. 

WhatGyrie, though gray 

Do fomthing mingle with our yonger brown,yet ha wc 
A Braine that nourishes our Nerucs,and can 
Gecgoie for goleofyoutb. Behold this man. 
Commend vneohis Lippesthy fauouring hand, 

Kifteit rny Warriour: He hath fought to day^ 

As i fa God in hatcofMankinde^had 
Deftroycd in fuch a fhape. 

Cleo. He giuc thee Friend r 

An Armour all of Gold ) it was a Kings* 

Ant. He has deferu’d ic,wcre ic Carbunkled 
Like holy Pbcebus Carre. Giue me thy hand, 

Through Alexandria make a icily March, 

Beare our backt Target, like the men that owe them* 

_ _ ~ v. ^ , 


Which 
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^Anthony and Qleopatra, 


Vf'hicb promifes Royallperill, Truropetters 
yyiich brazen dinne blaft you the Citties eare, 

Make mingle with our ratling Tabourines, 

That heauen and earth may (hike their founds together, 
Applauding our approach. Exeunt. 

Eater a Centerie t and his Company 3 Enobarbus follower. 

Cent. If we be not releeu’d within this houre, 

\Vetnuft returnc to’ch’Court of Guard : the night 
IsfHiny, and they fay, we {hall cmbattaile 
By’th’fecond houre i’th’Mornc. 

i jVatch. This hit day was a fhrew’d one too's. 

Enob. Oh beare me witneffe night. 

i Whatman is this? 

1 Stand clofc,and lift him. 

Enob , Be witneffe to me (O thou blcffed Moone) 
When men reuolted fhail vpon Record 
Beare hatefull memory: poore Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent, ^ 

Cent. Enobarlm ? 

2 Peace :Hearke further. 

Enob. Oh Soueraignc Miftris of true Melancholly, 

The poyfonous dampe of night difpungc vpon me. 

That Life, a very Rcbell to my will. 

May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart 
Againft the flint and hardneffc of my faulc, 

\Vhich being dried with greefe, will breake to powder. 
And finifh all foule thoughts. Oh Anthony , 

Nobler then my reuolt is Infamous, 

Forgiue me in thine owneparticular, 

But let the world ranke me in Regitter 
A Mafter leauer, and a fugitiue: 

Oh Anthony 1 Oh Anthony J 

1 Let’s fpeake to him. 

Cent. Let’s heare him, for the things he fpeakes 
May conccrne Ctcfar. 

2 Let’s do fo, but he fleeces. 

Cent. Swooods rather, for fo bad a Prayer as his 
Was neucr yet for fleepe. 

1 Go we to him. 

2 Awake fir.awake, fpeake to vs. 

1 Heare you fir? 

(“ent. The hand of death hath raught him.' 

Drummes afar re off. 

Hearke the Drummes demurely wake the fleepers : 

Let vs beare him to’th’Court of Guard: he is of note .• 
Oar houre is fully out. 

2 Come on then, hcmayrecoueryet. exeunt 

Enter Anthony and Scarrus,witb their Army. 

Ant. Their preparation is to day by Sea, 

We plcafethem not by Land. 

Scar. For both,my Lord. 

Ant, I would they’ld fight i’th’Fire,or i’th'Ayce, 
Wee'ld fight there too. But this it is, our Foote 
Vpon the hilles adioyning to the Citty 
Shall ftay with vs ; Order for Sea is giuen, 

They haue put forth the Hauen: 

Where their appointment we may beft difeouer. 

And looke on their chdcuour. exeunt 

! 

Inter Cafvr^ana his Army* 

C<cf, But being charg’d, wc will be ftill by Land, 
Which as I tak't we fhail, for his beft force 
Is forth to Man his Gallics. To the Vales, 


if* T 
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And hold our beft aduantage. exeunt . 

Alarum afarre off, as at 4 Sea-fight. 
Inter Antbony^and Scarrus. 

Ant. Yet they are not ioyn’d; 

Where yon’d Pine does ftand, I (hall difeouer a)h 
lie bring thee word ftraight* how *ris like to go* exit. 
Scar. Swalloweshauc built 
In Cleopatra* sSailcs their nefts. The Auguries 
Say,they know not, they cannot tell, looke grimly, 

And dare not fpeake their knowledge. Anthony > 

Is vdiant,anddeic&ed, and by ftarts 
His fretted Fortunes giue him hope and feare 
Ofwhat he has, and has nor # 

Enter n,Anthony, 

tAnt, All is loft : 

This fowle Egyptian hath betrayed me: 

My Flcete hath yecldrd to the Foe, and yonder 
They caft their Caps vp, and Carowfe together 
Like Friends long loft. Tr ple-turn’d Whore, Yis thou 
Haft fold me tothis Wouice.and my heart 
Makes onely Warres on thee. Bid them all flye : 

For when I am reueng’d vpon my Charme, 
Lhauedoneall. Bid them all flyc, begone. 

Oh Sunne, thy vprife fhail I fee no more, 

Fortune, and Anthony part hcerc, euen heere 1 
Do we.(hake hands? All come to this?The hearts 
That pantielled me at hceles, to w hom I gaue 
Their wifhes, do dif-Candie, mclr their fweets 
On bloflbming Cafitr : And this Pine is barkt, 

That ouer-top'd them all. Betray’d I am. 

Oh this falfe Soule of Egypt] this graue Charme, 

Whofe eye beck’d forth my Wrr.s& cal’d them home: 
Whofe Bofome was my Crownct,my chiefe end. 

Like a right Gypfie, hath atfaft and loofe 
BcgmTd me,to the very heart oflcflc. 

What ErosJEros} 

Inter Cleopatra . 

Ah, thou Spell! Auaunt. 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag’d againft hiss Loue? 

Ant. Vanifh.or I (hall giuc thee thy deferuing. 

And blemifh Cafiirs Triumph. Let him take thee. 

And hoift thee vp to the (Routing Plebeians, 

Follow his Chariot, like the g. eateft fpot 

OfallthySex. MoftMonfter-!ikebe fhewne 

For poor’ft Diminitiucs, for Dolts, and let 

Patient Ottawa^ plough thy vilage vp 

With her prepared nailes. exit Cleopatra. 

’fis well th’art gone. 

If it be well to liuc. But better’ewere ^ 

Thou fcll’ft into my furie, for one death 
Might haue preuented many. Eros, hoa ? , 

The fhirt of Ncffm is vpon me, teach me 
A/cides, thou mine Anceftor, thy rage. 

Let me lodge Licas on the homes o’th’Moone, 

And with thofe hands that grafpc the heauieft Club, 
Subdue my worthieft felfe: The Witch (hall die. 

To the young Roman Boy (he hath fold me,andl fall 
Vndcr this plot; She dyes for’t. fmhoa? exit. 

Enter Cleopatra>Charmian 2 1ras^Mardian. 

Cleo. Helpe me my women: Oh hee’s more mad 
Then Telamon for his Shield, the Boarc of Thcffaly 
Was neuer fo imboft. 

Char, ToWMonument, there locke your felfe. 

And fend him word you are dead : 

The 













































































c Fhe Tragedie of 


The Soule and Body riuc not more in parting, 

Then greatneffe going off. 

Cleo. To’ch'Monument: 

Mardian, go tell him I haue flaine my felfc: 

Say, that the lafl I fpoke was Anthony, 

A .d word it(prythce)pittcoufly. Hence Wardian, 

And bringrae how he takes my dca' h to’th’Monument. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Anthony, And Bros, 

Ant. thou yet behold’ff me? 

Eros, INoblcLord. 

Ant. Sometime we fee a clowd that’s Dragonifh, 

A vapour femetime; like a Beare,or Lyon, 

A toward Cittadell, a pendant Rocke, 

A forked Mountaine, or blew Promontorie 
With Trees vpon’t, that nodde vnto the world. 

And mocke our eyes with Ayre. 

Thou haft feene thefe Signcs, 

They are blackc Vefpers Pageants. 

Eros, I my Lord. 

Ant. That which is now a Horfe, eueh with a thoght 
I the Racke difltmes, and makes it indiftintt 
As water is in water. 

Eros. It does roy Lord. 

Ant, My good Knaue Eros,now thy Captaine is 
Euen fuch a body: Heere I am Anthony, 

Yet caflnot hold this vifible fliape (my Knaue) 

I made thefe warres for Egypt, and the Qucene, 

Whofe heart I thought I had, for (liehad mine: 

Which whil’ft it was mine,had annext vntoo’c 
A Million moe, (now loft:) fhee Eros has 
Packt Cards with Cafars, and falfc plaid my Glory 
Vnto an Enemies triumph. 

Nay, wcepc not gentle Eros, there is left vs 
Ourfeluesto endourfelues. , 

Enter Wardian* 

Oh thy vilde Lady,fhe has rob’d me of my Sword. 

War. No Anthony, 

My Miftris lou’d thee, and her Fortunes mingled 
With thine intirely. 

Ant .Hence fawey Eunuch peace,(he hath betraid me. 
And fhall dye the death. 

Afar. Death of one psrfon, can be paide but once. 
And that fhe ha’s difeharg’d. What thou would’ft do 
Is done vnto thy hand : the laft fhe fpake 
Was Anthony, mod Noble Anthony . 

Then in the midd’ft a tearing gronc did breake 
The name of Anthony : it was diuided 
Becwccne her heart, and lips: fhe rendred life 
Thy name fo buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then? 

Mar. Dead, 

Ant. Vnarm cEros, t|ie long dayestaske is done. 

And we muff fleepe; That thou depart’ft hence fafe 
Does pay t^y labour richly; Go. exit Mardian . 

OfF/plucke off. 

The icuen-fold fhield ofAiax cannot keepe 
The battery frprn my heart, Ohtlcauemy fidcs. 

Heart, once be ftronger then thy Continent, 

Cracke thy frailc Cafe. Apace Bros, apace 1 . 

No more a Soldier :bruifed peeces go, 

Youhauebin Nobly borne.,From me awhile, exit Bros 
I will o’re-tja^e thee Cleopatra, and 
Weepe for my pardon. So ic muff be, for now 
All length is Torture :.fince the Torch is out. 

Lye downe and ftray no farther. Now all labour 


Marres what it does: yea, verv forced 
It felfe with ftrength : Scale themand alfS* 

Eroti I come my Queene. Erot> Stay f or m d ° ne ‘ 
Where Soules do couch on Flowers, wce’l h/ j • 

And with oui: fprightly Port make the Ghnfl 10 han 
Dido, and her tineas Shall want Troon fs UCS ^ azt! 
And all the haunt be ours. Come Eros y Eros 
Enter Eros. 

Bros, What would my Lord? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra dyed, 

I haueliu’d infuchdifhonour, that the Gods 
Deteft my bafeneffc. I, that with my Swoul 
Quarter d the World, and o’re grecne Man,., 1 , 
With Ships, made Cities; condcmne my 
The Courage of a Woman, IcfTe Noble minde ^ 

Then fhe which by her death, our Cafar tell es 
lam Conqueror of my felfe. Thou art fwotne 
That when the exigent fhould come, which now ’ 

Is come indeed : When I fhould feebchindeme 
Th’ineuirable profecution of difgrace and horror 
That on my command, thou then would’ft kill 
Doo’c, the time is come: Thou ftrik’ft not me ‘ 
’Tis Cafar thou defeat’ft. Put colour iathv Cherf™ 
Eros. The Gods with*holdme, * 

Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts 
(ThoughEnemy) loft aymc,and could not,' 

Ant. EroSy 

Would'ft thou be window'd in great Rome, and fee 
Thy Mafter thus with plcacht Armes, bending downe 
His corrigible necke, his face fubdu'dc 
To penetratiue Chame; whil'ft the wheel'd fcate 
Of Fortunate Cafar drawne before him, branded 
His Bafenefle that enfued. 

Eros. I would not ice’t* 

Come then: for with a wound J muft be cur'd, 
Draw that thy heneft S word,which thou haft wornc 
Moft vfefull for thy Country, 

Eros. Oh fir,pardon me. 

When I did make thee free, fwor’ft^not then 
To do this when I bad thee t Do it at once^ 

Or thy precedent Seruices are all 

But accidents vnpurpos’d* Draw,and come. 

Eros. 1 urne from me then that Noble countenance. 
Wherein the worfhip of the whole world lyes, 

Jlnt. Loe thee, 

Eros. My fwprd is drawne. 
jint. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawne it. 

Eros , My deere Mafter, 

My Captaine, and my Emperor. Let me fay 
Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, Harwell. 

*s4nt. Tis faid man, and farewell. 

Eros. Farewell great Chiefe. Shall I ftrike now f 
Now Eros. Killcs him felfe. 

Eros. Why there then : 

Thus I do efcapctheforrowof^f»r^»/W death/ 
tsfnt. Thrice-Nobler thenmy felfc, 

Thou tcacheft me i Oh valiant Eros , what 
I fliould, and thou could’ft not, my (Quceneand Eros 
Haue by their braue inftru$ion got vpon me 
A NoblenefTe in Record. But I will bee 
A Bride-groome in my death, and run intoo't 
As to a Louers bed. Come then, and Eros i 
Thy Mafter dies thy Schollcr ; to do thus 
I learnt of thee. How,not dead? Not dead ? 

The Guard,how ? Oh difpatch me. 

Enter 




<*J[nthony and flenpatra. 


Sntera Guard, 

l.Guard. What’s the noife ?- 
Ant. I haue dofie my worke ill Friends: 

Oh make an end of whtit I haue begun, 

2 The Starre is faine. 

! And time is at his Period. 

All. Alas,and tooe. 

Ant. Let him that loues me,ftrike me dead, 
i Notl- 
j Norl. 

^ Nor3iiyonc. exeunt 

fiercer us.Shy death and fortunes bid thy folowevs fly 
Xhi» fw° r d but fhevvne to Cafar with thistydings. 

Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomede:, 
fiio. Where’s Anthony} 
ficere. There Dionted there. 

•fiiom. Liueshe: wilt thou not anfwerman? 

Ant. Art thou there Dionted ? 

Draw thy fword, and giue mce, 

Suffifing ftrokesfor death. 

fiiont. Moft abfolmc Lord : 

My Miftris Ctecp.ttra fent me to thee. 

Ant. When didfhee fend thee? 

Dions. Now my Lord. 

Anth- Where is Hie? (feare 

Dww.Lockt in her Monument: flic had a Prophefying 
Of what hath come to palfe: for when flic fa w 
(Which neucr fhall be found) you did fufpefl 
She had difpos’d with Cafar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg’d, file fent you word fhe was dead: 
Buc fearing lince how it might worke,hath lent 
Me to prodakne the truth, and I am come 
I dread, too late. 

Ant. Too late good Diomed : call my Guard I prythee. 
fiio. Whathoa: the Emperors Guard, 

The Guard,what hoa i Come,your Lordcalles. 

Enter 4 . or 5 . of the Cm ird efzAnthonj. 

Ant. Beareme good Friends where Cleopatra bides, 
’Tis the laft feruiec chat ] ftiali command you. 

1 Woe,woe are we (ir,you may not hue to weare 
All your true Followers out. 

All. Moft heauy day. 

Ant .Nay good my Fellowes, do not pleafe fharp fate 
To grace it with your forrowes. Bid that welcome 
Which comes to punifh vs,and wc punifh ic 
Seeming to bearc it lightly. Take me vp, 

1 haue ledsyou oft, carry me now good Friends, 

And haue my thankes for all. Exit bearing A> thony 

Enter Cleopatra, and her Afaides aloft, with 
Charmian$" has. 

Cleo. Oh Charmian, 1 will neuer go from hence. 

Char. Be comforted deere Madam, 

Cleo. No, 1 will not : 

All ftrange and terrible euents arc welcome, 

But comforts we dtfpife; our fi'ze of forrow 
Proportion’d to our caufe, muft be as great 
As that which makes it. 

Enter Diomed. 

How now? is he dead ? 

Diont His death’s vpon him, but not dead. 

Lookc out o’th other fide your Monument, 

His Guard haue brought him thither. 

Enter Anthony,and the Guard. 



fcvk* 


Cleo. OhSunne, 

Burne the great Sphere thou mou’ft in, darkling ftand 
The varryingfhorc o’th’world.O Antony, Antony ,Antony 
Hclpe Charmian, helpe Iras helpe: helpe Friends 
Below, let’s drawbim hither. 

Ant. Peace, 

Not (faftrs V alour hath o’rcthro wne Anthony, 

But Anthonie's hath Triumpht on it felfe. 

Cleo. So it fhould be. 

That none but Anthony fhould conquer Anthony, 

But woe ’tis fo. 

Ant . I am dying Egypt, dying ;onely, 

I heere importune death a-while, vntill 
Of many thoul and kiffes, the poore laft 
I lay vpon thy lippes. 

Cleo. I dare not Deere, 

Deere my Lord pardon : I dare not, 

Leaft I betaken :nor thTmperious fhew 
Of the full-Fortun'd Cafar,cues {hail 
Be brooch’d with me, if Knife, Drugges, Serpent* haue 
Edge,fling,or operation. I am fafe: 

Your Wife Ottauia, with her modeft eyes. 

And ftill Conclufio'n, fhall acquire no Honour 
Demuring vpon me: but come, come Anthony, 

Helpe me my women, wc muft draw tht e vp : 

Aftift good Friends. 

Ant . Oh quicke.or I am gone. 

Cleo. HcereV fport indeede : 

How heauy weighes my Lord ? 

Our ftrength is all gone into heauinefle. 

That makes che waighc. Had I grcacAwa’s power. 

The ftrong wing’d Mercury fhould fetch thee vp, 

And (etthceby Ioues fide. Yet come a little, 

Wifhcrs were euer Foolcs. Oh come, come, come. 

They heatte Anthony aloft to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome. Dye when thou haft liu'd, 
Quicken with killing: had my lippes that power, 

Thus would I weare them out. 

All. A heauy fighr* 

Ant. I am dying Egypt, dying. 

Giue me feme Wine, and let me Ipeake a lirtle, 

Cleo. No, let me fpeakc, and let me rayle fo hye, 
That the falfc Hufwife Fortune, breake her Wheeie, 
Prouok’d by my offence. 

Ant. One word (fweetQmtene) 

Of Cafar [ce^e your Honour, with yeur fafety. Oh. 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle bearc me. 

None about Cafar ttutt, but ProculeistS. 

Cleo. My Refelutiou,anu my hands,Ile truft. 

None about Cafar. 

Ant. The miferable change now army end,! 
Lament nor forrow at: but pleale yoi r thought* 

In feeding them with thofe my former Fortune* 
Wherein I lined. The greateft Prince o’th’world. 

The Nobleft: and do now not bafely dye, 

Not Cowardly put off my Helmet to 
My Countreyman. A Roman,by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquish'd. Now my Spirit i» going, 

I can no more. 

Cleo. Nobleftofmen,woo’tdye? 

Haft thou no care of me, fhall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy abfence i* 

No better thea a Stye ? Oh fee my women: 

,Thc Crowne o’th’earth doth melt. My Lord ? 

Oh wither’d is the Garland ofthe Warre. 

































































The Souldicrs pole is falnc: young Boyes and Gyrles 
Are lcucil now with men :The eddes is gone. 

And there is nothing left rcmarkcabk 
Beneath the vificing Moone. 

Char. Oh quietneffc, Lady. 

Iras. She’s dead too, our Soueraigne. 

Char, Lady. 

Iras, Madam. 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam.Madanj. 

Iras. Royall Egypt: Emprcfl'e. 

(,har . Peace,pea cejras. 

Cleo. No more hue in a Woman.and commanded 
By fuch poore palfion, as the Maid chat Milkes, 

And doe’s the meaneft chares. It were for me. 

To throw my Scepter at the injurious Gods, 

To tell them that this World did cquall theyrs. 

Till they had ftolne our Icwcll. All’s but naught: 
Patience is fottifli, and impatience does 
Become a Dogge that’s mad : Then is it finne. 

To rulh inco the fecret houfe of death. 

Ere death dare come to vs. How do you Women/ 
What, what good checi e? Why how now Charmian ? 
My Noble Gyrles ? Ah Women, women! Looke 
Our Larupe is fpctit, it’s out. Good firs-, take heart, 
Wee’l bury him : And then,what’s braue,what’s Noble, 
Let’s doo’t after the high Roman fafhion. 

And make death proud to take vs. Come,away, 

This cafe of that huge Spirit now is cold. 

Ah Women,Women ! Come,we hauc no Friend 
ButRcfolution,aod the breefeftend. 

Exeunt , hearing of -Anthonies hedj. 

Enter Cafar,Agrippa.Dollahtlla, Menas .with 
his Co wife H oftVarre. 

Cafar • Go to him Dollahella. bid him yeeld. 

Being fo fruftrate, tell him. 

He mockes the pawies that he makes. 

Dot. Cajar,\ Hull. 

Enter DecretM with the fwordof Anthony . 

Caf. \V herefore is that? And what art thou thatdar’ft 
Appeare thus to vs? 

‘Dec. I am call’d 1Secret as y 
Marke Anthony I feru’d,.who beft was wovtnic 
Beft to be feru d : whil’ft he flood vp,and Ipoke 
He was my Mafter, and I wore my life 
Jo fpendvpon his haters. Irtboupleafe 
To take me to thee, as I was to him, 

Hebe to C&far .- if j! plcafcft not, I yeild thcc vp my life. 
Cafar. VVhat is’t thou fay’fl ? 

Dec, I ‘ay (O'o Cnfar ) Anthony is dead. 

Cafar. 1 he breaking of fo great a thing, (Eould make 
A greater crackc. The round World 
Should hausihooke Lyons into ciuilJ (Irccts, 

. And Cittisens to their dennes. The death of Anthony 
Isnotafinglecioomc, in the name lay 
A rooity of the world • 

Dec. Heisdea 6 Cafar. 

Not by a pobhkc.mimflcr of Iuflice, 

Nor by a hyred Knife, but that felfe-hand 
Whiyh writ his Honor iruhe Ads it did. 

Hath with the Courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heart. This is his Sword, 

I robb d his wound of ft ; behold it flain’d 
With his rooftNobJc blood, 

Caf. Looke you fad Friend*, 
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The God* rebuke me, but it is Tydinpi 
To walh the eyes of Kings. ® 

Dot. Andflrangcitis, 

That NatHre mull compell vs to lament 
Our moft perfifted deeds. 

J/ec.His taints and Honours waoM. , 

D'h. A Rarer fpirit heiier ’ 8dci l uil »i>hl 
Did fleer, huminity: but you God, wi|| 

Some faults to make vs men. Cafar is toufh’d 

Mcc. When fuch a fpacious Mirror’s frr u r 

He needes niuft fee him fclfe. 1 befo « h 

Cafar . Oh tAnthony f 

Ihaucfollowed theetothis.butwedolaunrl, 
Difeafes m our Bodies. I muft perforce ° “ 

Hauc fhewne to thee fuch a declining day 
Or looke on thine: we could not ftall together 

In the whole world. But yet let me lament * 

With teares as Soueraigne as the blood ofhearrs 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor 1 
In top of all oefigne; my Mate in Empire 
Friend and Companion in the front of Wa*rre 
The Armc ofmine owne Body,and the Heart" 
Where mine hit thoughts did kindle; that our Starrr, 
Vnrcconciliable fhould diuidc our equalnefTc to this" 
Heare me good hnends, ni5 ‘ 

But I will tell you at fome meeter Scafon, 

The bufinefle of this man lookes out of him 
Wee’I hearehim wharhe fayet. * 

Enter an ts£grptian. 

Whence are you ? 

ts£m. A poore Egyptian yet, the Queen my miflr 

Conhn’d in all, fhe has her Monumeut 1 

Of thy intents, defircs,inftru<ftion, 

That fhe preparedly may frame her fclfe 
To’ch’way fhee’s forc'd too. 

C<cfar. Bid her haue good heart. 

She ioone (hall know of vs,by fome of ours. 

How honourable, and how kindely Wee 
Determine for ber.For Cafar cannot lcauctobevngcntl 
ts£grpt. So the Gods preferue thee. £ xtt% 

C*f. Come hither Prociileipu. Go and fay 
Wc purpofc her no fhame: giue her what comforts 
The quality of her paffion lhall require; 

Lea ft in her greatnelTe, by fome mortal! ftroke 
She do drfeatcvs For her life in Rome, 

Would be eternall in our Triumph . Go, 

And with your fpcedieft bring vs what flie fayes, 

And how you finde of her. 

( <£ f ar I (ball. Exit ProcnUim. 

C ff Calltu 9 ge you along : where’s Dolabetla, to fe- 
cond ProcuUiu* ? ® 

*AIL DolabelUm 

Cetf. Let him alone: for I remember now 
How hec s imployd : he (ball in time be ready. 

Go with me to my Tent* where you fhall fee 
How hardly I was drawne into this Warre, 

How calme and gentle I proceeded ftill 

In all my Writing?. Gc/with me, and fee 

What I can (hew in this. Exeunt. 

Enter Cleopatra, Char mi an, Iras 7 and Martian. * • 

My defolation does begin to make 
A bercer life :Tis paltry to be Cafar : 

Not being Fortune, hee's but Fortunes knaue f 
A cninillcr of her will: and it is great 
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-J-O do that thing that ends all other deeds, 

Which Ruckles accedents, and bolts vp change; 

Which fleepes and neucr pallatesmorc the dung, 

The beggets Nurfe ,and Cafars. 

Enter Trocttleim. 

pro. Caftr fends greeting to the Queene ofEgypt, 
yt,i<i tuds thee (ludy on what faire demands 
Tliou mean’ll to hauc him grant thee. 

Cleo. What s thy name ? 

fro. My name is Prccnletus. 

Cleo. Anthony 

pjd idl me of you, bad me tre.ft you, but 
1 do not greatly care to be deceiu’d 
fliat haue no vie for crufting. IfyourlMaflcr 
Would haue aQaeecc his begger, you muft tell him, 
That Maiefty to keepr decorum , mufti 

lefle begge then a Kingdome: Ifhepleafc 
jo gme me conquer’d Egypt for my Sonne, 
fle giues <nc Co much of mine owne, as I 
Will kncclc to him with thankes. 

fro. Bcofgoodcheere: 

Y’are falne into a Princely hand, feare nothing, 

Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
vVho is fo full of Grace, that it flowes ouer 
On all that neede. Let me report to him 
Your fwcct depcndacie, and you fliall finde 
A Conqueror that will pray in ayde for kindhefie, 
Where he for grace is knecl’d too. 

Cleo. Pray you tell him, 

J am his Fortunes Vaftall, and 1 fend him 
TheGreacneflehe has got. I houtcly learne 
A Dodtnnc of Obedience, and would gladly 
Looke him i’th’Face. 

Pro. This 1 !e report (deere Lady) 

Hauc comfort, for I know your plight is pittied 
Ofhtm that caus’d it. 

Pro. You fee how eafily (be may be furprii’d: 

Guard her t ill C<zfar come. 

Iras, Royall Quccnc. 

Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art takeu Queene. 

Cleo. Quicke,quickc,good hands# 

Tro. Hold worthy Lady,hold: 

Doc not your fclfe fuch wrong,who are in this 
Relecu’djbutnot betraid. 

Cleo, What of death too that rids our dogs oflangui fh 

Pro. Cleopatra , do not abufe my Maflers bounty, by 
Th’vndoing of your fclfe: Let the World fee 
HisNoblenefle well afted, which your death 
Willneuer let conic forth. 

Cleo. Where art thou Death? 

Come hither come; Come,come,and take a Queene 
Worth many Babes and Beggers. 

Tro. Oh temperance Lady. 

Cleo, Sir, I will eatc no meatc, He not drinke fir, 
Ifidlc calke will once be necefl'ary 
I le not fleepe neither. This mortall houfe lie mine. 

Do Cafar what he can. Know fir, that I 
Will not waite pinnion’d at your Maflers Court, 

Nor once be chaftic’d with the fober eye 
Ofdull OClauia. Shall they hoyft me vp. 

And Ihew trie to the fhowiing Varlocatie 
Ofcenfuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt - . 

Re gentle grauc vnto me, rather on Nylus mudde 
Lay me ftarke-nak’d, and let the water-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring; rather make 
My Countries high pyramided my Gibbet, 
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1 And hang me vpinChaincs. 

| Pro . You do extend 

^ Thcfc thoughts ofhorror further then you (hall 
Finde caule in Ctfar. 

Enter DoUbella „ 

DoL Proculeim , 

What thou hafl done, thy Mafler C*Jar kno we» ? 

And he hath fent for thee : for the Queene, 

11c take her to my Guard# 

Pro , So T)oUbilU 7 

It fhall concent me beft; Be gentle ro her. 

To Cafir I will fpcake, what you fhall pleafe. 

If you’l imploy me to him. Exit Ptocnleias 

Cleo . Say, I would dye. 

Dol. Moft Noble Emprefle, y ou haue heard of me. 
Cleo. I cannot tell. 

Dol, Afluredly you know me. 

Cleo # No matter fir,what I haue heard or knowne: 
You laugh when Boyes or Women tell their Dreames^ 
Is’t not your trickc? 

Dol . I vnderflandnot, Madam. 

Cleo. I dreampt there was an Emperor tAnthony, 

Oh fuch another fleepe, that 1 might fee 
But fuch another man. 

Dol . I fit might plcafeye. 

Cleo. His face was as the Heau’nsjand therein ftucke 
A Sunne and Moone, which kept their coune, & lighted 
The little o’th'earth. 

Dol. Moft Soueraigne Creature. 

Cleo . His legges beftrid the Ocean his rear’d armc 
Crcftcd • he world : His voyce was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and thar to Friends: 

But when he meant to quaile,and fhake the Orbe, 

He was as ratling Thunder. For his Bounty, 

There was no winter in’e. An Anthony it was, 
f hat grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were Dolphin-like, they fhew’d his backeaboue 
The Element they liu’d irv: In his Liuery 
Wa k’d Crownes andCrownecs:Realms & Iflands were 
As places dropc from his pocket. 

Dol. Cleopatra . 

Cleo i Thinke you there was,or might be fuch a man 
As this I dreampt of? 

Dol. Gentle Madam, no. 

Cleo . Y ou Lye vp to the hearing of the God* s 
But if there be, nor euer were one fuch 
It's paft the fize of dreaming : Nature wants ftuffe 
To vie ftrange formes with fancic, yet ^imagine 
An isfnthony were Natures pcecc, ’gainft Fancic, 
Condemning fhadowes quite. 

Dol. Hearcme,good Madam: 

Your Ioffe is as your felfe, great; and you beare ic 
As anfwering to the waight, would I might ncucr 
Ore-take purfu’de fucceflc :Bat I do fcele 
By the rebound of yours, a greefe that fuites 
My very heart at roote. 

Cleo. Ithankeyoufir: 

Know you what Cafar meanes to do with me ? 

Dol. I am loath to tell you what, I* would you knew* 
Cleo. Nay pray you fir. 

Dol. Though he be Honourable# 

Cleo . Hee’l leade me then in Triumph# 

Dol. Madam he will, I know’c. Plonrijb . 

Enter Proculeitu, Cafar, Calius , Mecen&> 
and others of hie Train*. 

Make way there Cafar. 

_ w . z z Cafe? 
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Caf. Which is tSie Queerfe of Egypt. ’ 

Dol. It is the Emparoi Madam. Cleo.kneelcs . 

Cafar. Aril'e,you fhall not knecle : 

I pray you rife, rile Egypt. 

Clto. Sir,the Gods wil! haue it thus. 

My M after snd my Lord I muft obey, 

Cafar. Take to you no hard thoughts. 

The Record of what imuries you did vs, 

Though written in our flcfli, we fliall remember 
As things but done bychancc. 

Cleo. Sole Sir o’th’World, 

I cannot proieci mine owtie caule fo well 
Tomake iteleare,butdoconfcflc Ihaue 
Bene laden with like frailties, which before 
Haue often fham'd our Sex. 

Cafar. Cleopatra know. 

We will extenuate rather then inforce: 

If you apply your fclfe to our intents, 

: Which towards you are moli gentle, you (Trail finde 
A benefit in this change: Iptit if you fccke 
To lay on me a Cruelty, by taking 
Anthonies courfc, you lhall beresue your felfe 
Of my good purpofes.and put your children 
To ch3t deftrudtion which He guard them from, 
Ifthereon you relyc. lie take my leauc. 

C/«.And may through all the world: tis yours, & we 
your Scutcheons, and your fignes of Conqueft (Trail 
Hang in what place you pleafe. Here my good Lord. 
Cafar., You (Trail aduife me in all for Cleopatra, 

Cleo. This is the breefe : of Money ,Platc,& Iewcls 
I am poffcft of,’tis exafily valewed, 

: Not petty things admitted. Where’s Selene m > 

S eleu. Heerc Madam. 

Cleo. This is my Treafurer, let him fpeake (my Lord) 
Vpon his perill, that I haue referu’d 
T o my felfe nothing. Speakethe truth Selene us. 

Selett. Madam,I had rather fccle my lippes,. 

Then to my pcrill fpeake that which is not. 

Cleo. What haue 1 kept backe. 

Sel. Enough to purchase what you haue madeknown 
f'afar. Nay blulTi not Cleopatra f I approuc ' 

Your Wifedbmein the decdc. 

Cleo. Sec Cafar : Oh behold. 

How pomp? is followed : Mine will now be yours, 

And (horrid we drift efiates. yours would be mine. 

The ingratitude of this 'Setcttcus, does 
Euen make me wilde. OhShue, of no more cruft 
Then loue that’s hyr’d? What goeft thou backe, ^ (hale 
Go backs! Warrant thee: but lie catch thine eyes 
Though they had wings. S : iaye,SduIe-Ie : (fc,Villain,Dog. 
O rarely bale! , 

Cafar. Good Qjtreene* Ictvs intreac^you. 

1 Cleo, OCdfqr, what i pounding fti^jtre is this, 
pThatthou votr&fafiirgljcerero vifitme. 

Doing the Honour of thy L'brdlineffe 
jTo one io nrcckc, that mure owne Seriiatit fhould 
Parcell th^fumnie of nry difgraces, by 
. Addition o’Fhfs Eouy. iSay’(good Cafar) 

' That I ftrme Lady trifles Ifaue Veieru’d, 

Immomcnt toyes, things of fuch Dignitie 

As we greet moc[erne Friends wkhail } and fay 

Some Nobly-token I haue kept apatt 

For Lidia arid OcLiqia, t6 hrefece 

Their mecfi^Tvrh, muft i b^ynfolded 

With one that I haue bred t.Tlre Gods! it fmites me 

Beneath the fall I haue. Prythcc go hence. 


Or I (hall fnew the Cynders of my fpirits 
Through th’Aflrcs of my chance :Wct’tthou a ^ 

1 Thou would’fl lrauc mercy on me. Jn > 

Cafar. Forbeare Seleneus- 
Cleo. Be it known,that we the greateft are m -r . 
Forthings that others do: and when we fal/ * * tho S 
We anfwer others merits, in our name 
Are therefore to be pittied. 

Cafar. Cleopatra, 

Not what you haue referu’d, nor what acknowl. i >. 
Put we i’th’RoIl of Conqueft: ftill bee’t yours ^ d 
Beftow it at your pleafure, and bclecue * 

Cafars no Merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that Merchants fold. Therefore be chee y 
Make not your thoughts yourprifons:No deete f) 

For wc intend fo to difpofe you, as ^ cen 

Your felfe (ball giue vs counlcll: Feede,and flec pe . 
Our care and pitty is fo much vpon you, • 

That wc remaine your Friend, and fo adieu. 

Cleo. My MaSer,snd my Lord. 

Cafar. Not fo; Adieu. Flonrijh. 

Exeunt Cafar , and hit Traint. 

Cleo. He words me Gyrles,he words me 

That I fhould not be Noble to my felfe. * 

But hearke thee Charmian. 

Ira*. Fipifli good Lady, the bright day is done 
And weare for the darke. * 

Cleo. ,Hyeth eagaine, 

I haue fpoke already, and it is prouided. 

Go put it to the hafte. 

Char. Madam, I will. 

Enter Dolabella. 

Dol. Where’s the Qucene? 

Char. Behold fir. 

Cleo, Dolabella. 

Dol. Madam, as thereto fworne,by your command 
(Which fny lone makes Religion to obey) 

1 tell you this: Cafar through Syria 
Intends his icurney, and within three dayes, 

You with your Children will he fend before, 
Makcyour beft vie of this. 1 haue perform’d 
Your pleafure, and my promife. 

Cleo. Dolabella, 1 (ball remaine your debter. 

Dol. I yourSeruant: 

Adieu good Queene, I muft attend on fafar. Exit 
Cleo. Farewell, and thankes. 

Now Ira-;, whatthink’ff thou f 
Thou, an Egyptian Puppet (ball be ftiewne 
In Rome afwell as I : MechanickeSIaues 
With grcazic Aprons,Ruies,and Hammers (hall 
Vplift vs to' the view, Tn their thickc breathes, 

Ranke of grofle dyet fball we be enclowded. 

And forc’d toelrinke their vapour. 

Iras. The Gods forbid. 

Cleo. Nay, ’tismofl certainc Iras : faweieLiftofS 
Will catch a’tvs like Strumpets, and feald Rimers 
Ballads vs out a Tune. The quicke Comedians 
Extemporally will ftage vs,andprefent 
Our Alexandrian Reuels: Anthony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I fliall fee 
Some fqueaking CleopatraBoy my ereatnefie 
1’th’poflureofa Whore. 

Iras. O thcgoodGodsI . “ , 

Cleo. Nay that’s certaine. 

Iras. He neuer fee’t ? For I am fure mineNailes 
Ate ftronger then mine eve's. 

Clec 
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' Cleo. Why that's the way to foolc their preparation, 
. 0( j t o cosnqaer their moft abfurd intents. 

Enter Charmian. 

MoW (harmian. 

jhew me my Women like a Queene ? Go fetch 
^ybeft Attyres; I am againc for Cidrw^ 

\o meete Marks Anthony. Sirra Iras , go 
/^ovsr Noble Charmian, wee’l difpatch mdeede,) 

when thou haft done this chare, lie giue thecleaoe 
y 0 pl{iy till Doomefday : bring our Cr*>wne,and all* 

A noife within. 

Wherefore’s this noife? 

Enter a Cuardfman. 

Citrdf Heere is a rural! Fellow, 

That will not be deny’de your Highncffe prefence, 

He brings you Figges, 

Cleo. JLet hinveome in. Exit Gteardfinan. 

VVhac poore an I nftrument 
j^ a y do a Noble deede: he brings mehberry: 

My Refolution's plac’d, and I haue nothing 
Of woman in me :Now from head to foote 
1 am Marble conftant : now the fleeting Moone 
No Planet is ofroine. 

Enter Cuardfman^nci Clowne . 

Guardf. This is the man. 

Cleo. Auoid,and leaue him. Exit Gnardfman. 

Haft thou thepretty wormc of NyJtis there. 

That killes and paines not? 

Clow . Truly I haue him: but I would not be the par- 
tic that fhould defire you to touch him, for his by ting is 
immortall: thofe that doc dye ofit,doe feldome or ne¬ 
uer recoucr# 

Cleo. Remcmber’ft thou any that haue dyed on’c ? 

Clow . Very many, men and women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer then yefterday, a very honeft wo¬ 
man, but fomething giuen to lye, as a woman fhould not 
do, but in the way of honefty, how Che dyed of the by- 
ting efit,what paine fhefelt: Truely, (he makes avene 
good report o’th’wormc :but he that wil beleeuc all that 
they fay, fhail neuer be faued by halfcchac they do: but 
this is moft falliable, the Worme*s an odde Wormc. 
Cleo. Get thee hence, farewell. 

Clow. I wifh you all ioy of the Worme.' 

Cleo. Farewell. 

Clow . You muft thinkc this (Iooke you,) that the 
Worme will do his kinde* 

[lea. 1,1, farewell. 

Clow . Looke you, the Wormc is not tobeetrufted, 
but in the keeping of wife people; for indeede, there is 
no goodnefle in the Worme. 

Cleo. Take thou no care, it (hall be heeded. 

Clow . Very good: giue it nothing I pray you, for it 
is not worth the feeding. 

( leo . Will iteateme? 

Clow • You muft not think I am fo fimplc/nur I know 
the diuell himfelfe will not eate o woman : 1 know, that 
a woman is a difh for the Gods, if the diuell dreffe her 
not. But truly,thcfe fame whorfon diuels doe the Gods 
great harme in their women: for in eucry tenne that they 
make, the diuels marre fiue. 

Cleo. Wclljget thee gone, farewell. 

Clow . Yes forfooth : I wiflh you ioy o’th’worm. Exit 

Cleo. Giue me my Robe,put on my Crownc, I haue 
Immortall longings in me. Nowno more 
The iuyce of Egypts Grape (hall moyft this lip. 

Yarc, yare, good Iras ; quicke: Me thinkes I hcare 


' Anthony call s I fee him rowfe himfelfe 
TopraifemyNoble l hearchim mock 
The luckc of Cafar, which theGods giue men 
To excufe theif after wrath. Husband, I come : 

Now to that name, my Courage proue my Title. 

I am Fire* and Ayre; my other Elements 
I giue tobaferlife. So,haue you done? 

Come then, and take the laft warmth ofmy Lipp£S. 
Farewell kinde Charmian , Iras , long farewell. 

Haue I the Afpicke in my lippes PDoft fall? 

If thou, and Nature can lo gently par^ 

The ftroke of death is as a Loners pinch, 

Which hurts,and is defir'd, Doft chon lye ftill ? 

If thus thou vani (heft, thou cell’ft the worlds 
It is not worth leaue-caking. 

Char. DiCfoluc thickc clowd,& Raine, elide I may fay 
The Gods themfeloesdo weepc. 

Cleo . Thisprouej me bale: 

Iffliefirft meete the Curled Anthony, ' 

Hce’J make demand of her, and fpend th^c k5(fc 
Which is my heauen to hauc.Come thou mortal wretch. 
With thy iliarpe teeth this knot intrinficate, 

Oflife at once vntye: Roore venomous Foolc, 

Be angry, and difpatch. Oh could’ft thou fpeake. 

That I might heare thee call gfeat Cafar Afie^vnpolicied 
Char „ Oh EaftcrneSiarrc- 
Cleo . Pcacc,peace : 

Doft thou not fee my Baby at my breaft. 

That fuckcs the Nurfe afleepc. 

Char. O breake! O breake! 

Cleo. A« fwecc as Balme, as foft as Ayre, as gentle. 

O Anthony J Nay I will take thee too. 

What fhould I ftay-- Dyes 

Char. In this wilde World ? So fare thcc well: 

Now boaft thee Death, in thy pofleflion lyes 
A Laffc vnparalciTd. Downie Windowcs cloze. 

And golden Phoebus^ neuer be beheld 
Ofeyes againe fo Royalh your Crownesaway. 

He mend it,and then play - — 

Enter the Guard rufiting in > and ‘Dolabella* 

I Guard. Where’s the Queene? 

Char. Speake foftly, waKe hernot# 

1 Cc/ir harli lent 

Char. TooflowaMefTcnger. 

Oh come apace, difpatch, I partly feele thee. 

t Approach hoa, 

All’s not well: Cafar'* beguild. 

2 There’s DoUbtllaC ent from Cafar: call him.’ 

I What worke is hcere Charmtan ? 

Is this well done? 

Char. It is well done,and fitting for a Princeffc 
Dcfccndcd of fo marly Royall Kings. 

Ah Soulaier. Charmian dyes. 

Enter Dolabella. 

Dol. How goes it heere ? 

2 . Guard. All dead. 

Dol. Cafar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effe£te in this: Thy felfe arc comming 
To lee perform’d the dreaded Aft which thou 
So fought'ft to hinder. 

Enter Cafar and all his Traine^ marching, 
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AH. A way there, a way For Cafar. 
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Del. OH fir, you are too furc an Augiircr: 

That you did feare, is done, 

Ctjar* .Braueft at ^eiaft, • 

She JeueU’d at our pjHpofcs, and being Royall 
Tookc hef.QWOjc w.ajr ; the manner of their deaths,* 

I do not fee them Vicedc, 

Do ! 9 Who was laft with them? 

I Guard.A fimple Countryman,thst broghc hir Figs: 
This was his Basket. 

C<efar, Poyfon\i then. 

I .Guard. Oh C<cfar: 

This Churmian Iiu’d but now, foe Rood and fpakc : 

I found her trimming vp the Diadem; 

On ber dead Miftris tremblingly {lie flood. 

And on the fodaine clropt, 

Citfur. Oh Noble weakenefle : 
hey bad (wallow’d poyfon, *t would appeare 
By external! fwellmg: but flie lookes like fleepe, 

I 1 As fhc would catch another Anthony 
In her ftrong toyle of Grace. 



2)^7. Hccreon her brefl, ^ 

There is a vent of Blond, and fomething blown. 

The like is on her Anne, & vvne , 

I -Gutrd. This is ail Afpickcs trade 
And thcfeFigge-leaues haue (lime vpon th, m r v 

As th’Afpickelcaues vpon theCauesofNvU 
Cctfar. Moft probable 1 • ' 

That io fhc dyed: for her Phyfitian tels tnce 

She hath puriude Conclufions infinite 
Ofeafie wayes to dye. Take vp her bed 

And bcare her Women from the Monument 

She fhall be buried by her tsinthony. 1 
No Graue vpon the earth (hall clip in it 
A payre fo famous: high euents as thefe 
Strike thofe that make them : and their Stor • 

No lefie in pitty.then his Glory which * 

Brought them to be lamented. Our Army & a n 
In folemne fhew. attend this Funeral!, 7 
A nd then to Rome. Gome DoiabeUa, fee 
High Order, in this great Solmemnity. Exeunt 
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THETRAGED IE OF 


CYMBEL1NE. 


<*yfcfi4S r Primus. Serena Prima . 



Enter two Gentlemen. 

I. Gent. 

On do not meet a man fctitFrownes. 

Our bloods no more obey the Heauens 
Then our Courtiers: 

___ <Jcill Iccme, as do’s the Kings. 

XZenU But what’s the matter ? 

I. His daughter,and thehcireof’skingdcmc(vvhom 
He purpos’d to his wiuesHoleSonne, a Wlddow 
That lace he married) hath referr’d her felfc 
Vmo a poore, but worthy Gentleman. She’s wedded, 
Hct Husbandbanifh’d; flae imprifon’J, all 
Is outward farrow, though I thinke the King 

Be touch’d at very heart. 

2 None but the King? 

1 He th at hath loft her too : fo is the Queene, 

That moft defu’d the Match. But not a Courtier, 
Although they wearc their faces to the bent 
Ofthc Kings lookes, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they fcowle at. 

2 And why fo? 

1 He that hath mifs’d the Princcflc, is a thing 
Too bad, for bad report: and he that hath her, 

([ meane,that married her, alackc good man. 

And therefore baniflvd) is & Creature, fucb. 

As to feeke through the Regions of the Earth 
For one, his like ; there would be fomething failing 
In him, that (hould compare. I do not thinke. 

So faire an Outward, and fuch ftuft'c Within 
Endowes a man, buthee. 

2 You fpcake him farre. 

1 I do extend him (S'.r)wjthin himfelfc, 

Crufh him together, rather then vnfold 
His racafurc duly. 

2 What’s his name,and Birth ? 

I I eannocdelue him to the roote : His Father 
Was call’d Skilltus, who did ioyne his Honor 
Againft the Romanes, with CnJJtMan, 

But had his Titles by Tenanuut, whom 
He feru’d with Glory,and admir’d SucccfFc . 

So gain’d the Sur-addition, Leonatut. 

And had (befides this Gentleman in queftion) 

Two other Sonnes, who in the Wanes o’th time 
Dy’de with their S words jn hand.For which,their Father 
Then old,and fond of yffue, tookc fuch forrow 
That hi quit tie ng; and his gentle Lady 


Biggeof this Gentleman (ourTheame^deceaft 
As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe 
To his protection, call him pofthumue Leonatut, 

Breedcs him, and makes him of bis Bed-chamber, 

Puts tobiro all the Learnings rh3t Ins time 
Could make him the recetuer of, which he cooke 
As we do ayi e, fall as ’twas miniftrcd. 

And in’s Spring, became a Harueft; Liu’d in Court 
(Which rare it is to do)moft prais’d, moft lou d, 

A lample to the yongeft: to th’moie Mature, 

A glaffe that feated them : anci to the graner, 

A Childe that guided Dotards. To his Miftris, 

(For whom h« now is bamib’d)her owne price 
Proclaimcs how fiiccftecm’d him; and hi* Vertue 
By her elciftio may be truly read,what kind ol man he is. 

2 I honor him,euen out ofyour report. 

But pray you tell me, is fire foie childe to’th’King ? 

1 His oneiy childe t 

He had two Sonnes (i! this be worth your bearing, 
Maike it) the eldeft of them at three yeares old 
I’th’fwathing cloathes, the other from their Nurfery 
Were ftolne, and to this home, no ghefl'e in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

2 How.long isthls ago? 

1 Some twenty yeares. 

2 That a Kings Children (honld be fo conuey’d, 
Softackely guarded, and the iearchfoflow 

That could not trace them. 

1 Howfoere,’tis ftrange. 

Or that the negligence may well be laugh’d at ? 

Yet is it true Sir. 

2 I dovvellbeleeueyou. 

1 We muft forbeare. Htere conies the Gentleman, 
The Queene.and Prin«ffc. Exeunt 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter the Queene, P eft humus, and Imogen. 

Qn. No,be affur’d you fhall not finde me(Daughter> 
After the flander of moft Step-Mothers, 

Euill-ey’d vnto you. You’re my Prifonct, but 
Your Gaoler fhall deliuer you the keyes 
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* hit locke vp your reftrainc. For you Pofthumui y 
So foone as I can win th’offcnded King, 

I will be knowne your Aduocate: marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and ’twerc good 
You lean’d vnto his Sentence, with what patience 
Your wifedome may informe you. 

Poft. ’Pleafe your Highnefle,: 

I Will from hence to day. 

Qn. You know the pcrill: 

He fetch a turne about.the Garden, pirtying 
The pangs of barr'd Affe&ions s though the King 
Hath charg’d you fhould not fpcake together. Exit 
Imo. O diffcmbling Curtefie J How fine this Tyrant 
Can tickle where fhc wounds ? My deerefl Husband, 

I fomething feare my Fathers wrath, but nothing 
(Alwayes referu’d my holy duty) what- 
His rage can do on me. You muff be gone, 

And Ifhall heere abide the hourely fhot 
Ofangry eyes: not comforted toliue. 

But that there is this Ievveli in the world. 

That I may fee againe. 

Poft. My Queene, my Miftris: 

O Lady, weepe no more, lcaft I giue caufc 
Tobefufpefted of more tenderneffc 
Then doth become a man, Iwillremaine 
The loyalfft husband, that did ere plight troth. 

My refidence in Rome, at one Ftlorio’ s. 

Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Knowne but by Letter; thither write (my Queene) 

And with mineeyes, lie drinke the words you fend. 
Though Inkc be made of Gall. 

Enter Queene. 

Qtt. Be briefe, I pray you: 

If the King come, I (bail incurrc, I know not 
How much of his difpleafure : yet Ilcmoue him" 

To walke this way : I neuer do him wrong, 

But he do’s buy my Injuries, to be Friends: 

Payes decrc for my offences. 

Poft, Should we be taking leaue 
As Jong a terme as yet we haue to hue. 

The loathneffc to depart,would grow: Adieu. 

Imo. Nay,flay a little : 

Were you but riding forth to ayre your felfe. 

Such parting were too petty. • Lookc hecre (Loue) 

This Diamond was my Mothers; take it (Heart) 

But keepe it till you woo another Wife, 

When Imogen is dead. 

Poft. How,how?Another? 

You gentle Gods,giue me but this I haue, 

And feare vp my embraccments from a next. 

With bonds of death. Remaine,rcmsine thou heere. 
While fenfe can keepe it on: And fweeteft, faireft. 

As I (my poore felfe) did exchange for you 
To your fo infinite Ioffe; fo in our trifles 
I ftill winne ofyou, For my fake wearcthis. 

It is a Manacle of Loue, lie place it 
Vponthis fayreft Prifoner, 

Imo. O the Gods J 
When fhail we fee againe I 

Enter Cymheline^and Lords. 

Poft, Alacke, the King. 

( ~y m ‘ Thou bafeft thing, auoyd hence,from my fight 
If after this command thou fraught the Court 
With thy vruvorthineffe, thou dyeft. Away, 

Thou’rt poyfon to my blood. 

Poft. The Gods protedf you. 


The Trayf dieofCyntbelme. 


And bleffc the good Rcmainders^hTc oll „. 

Iam gone. ^ ur ‘* 

Irno, There cannot be a pinch in death 1 

More fharpe then this is. 

Cyn*. Odifloyall thing. 

That fhould’ft repayre my youth, thou heao’ft 
Ayearesageonmee. r ” 

Imo. I befecch you Shy 
Harmc not your felfe with your vexation 
I am fcnfeleffe ofyour Wrath; a Touch . 

Subdues all pangs,all feares. rare 

Cjm. Paft Grace ? Obedience? 

Imo. Part hope,and indifpaire,thatv»ay D aftr, 
Cym. That might’ft haue had "P aft Grac 

The foie Sonne of my Queene. 

a ° bIe , fl ' edjchat 1 mi g htn <>t: Ichofe an p, . 
And d:d auoyd a Putfocke. an fca gk 

Cym. Thou took’fta Begger,would’fthauem,j 
Throne, a Seate for bafeneffe . 6 Ucma<,e ‘ 

Imo, No, I rather added a luftre to ir. 

Cym. O thou vilde one ! 

Imo, Sir, 

It is your fault that I hauelou’d Poftbumw. 

You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he ig 
A man, worth any woman: Ouer-buycs mee 
Almoft the fumme he payes. 

Cym. What? art thoumad ? 

Imo. Almoft Sir: Heauen reftore m<; would I we 
A Neat-heards Daughter,and my Leonatue 
Our Neigbbour-Shepheards Sonne. 

Enter Queen*. 

Cym, Thou foolifh thing; 

They were againe together: you haue done 
N oc after our command. Aw ay with her 
And pen her vp. 

Befeecb your patience: Peace 
Deere Lady daughter,peace. Sweet Souerabne 

o“ of™r 

Cym. Nay let her lan^iiifh 
A drop of blood a day. and being aged 
Dye of this Folly. ° g xtU 

Enter Ptfanto. 

^Ve, you muftgiue vvay : 

Heere is your Seruant. How now Sir ? What newes ? 
Ttftt. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Mafter. 
Q». Hah? 

No harme I truft is done? 

ftf*. There might haue beene, 

But that my Mafter rather plaid, then fought, 

And had no helpc of Anger: they wereparted 
By Gentlemen, at hand. 

Qu. I am very glad on’t. 

Imo, Your Son’s my Fathers friend, he takes his part 
To draw vpon an Exile. O braue Sir, 

1 would they were in Aflfrickeboch together. 

My felfe by with a Needle, that X might pricke 
The goer backe. Why came you from your Mafter? 

Pifa. On his command: he would not fuffertnee 
To bring him totheHauen: left thefe Notes 
Of what commands I (hould be fubie£t too, 

When’t pleas’d you to employ me. 

Q». This hath beene 

Yout faithful! Seruant: I dare lay mine Honour 
He will remainefo. 

I humbly thankeyour Highnefle. 


.Mi ifc 
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Qu, Pray walke a-while. 

Imo. Aboutfomehalfehourehence, 
pray you fpeake with me*, 

You fhail (at leaft)go fee my Lord aboord. 
for this time leaue me. 
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Exeunt. 


Seem Tertia. 


Entir Cletter: yndtrvo Lords. 

I. Sir, f would aduife you to fhife a Shirt; the Vio¬ 
lence of Action hath made you reck as a Sacrifice: where 
ayre comes out, ayre comes in: There’s none abroad fo 
vvholefomc as that you vent. 

flot. If my Shirt were bloody, then to fhift it. 

Haue I hurt him? 

2 No faith : not fo much as his patience. 

1 Hurt him? His bodie’s apaffableCarkaffeifhebee 
nothurt. It is a through-fare lor Steele ific be not hurt. 

2 His Steele was in debt, it went o’th’Backe-fide the 

Townc. 

Clot. The Villaine would not ftand me. 

2 No,but he fled forward ftiSl, toward your face, 
x Stand you ?you haue Land enough of your owne: 
gut he added to your hauing, gaue you fome ground. 

2 As many Inches,as you haue 6ceans(Puppies.) 
Clot. I would they bad not come betweenc vs. 

2 So would I, till yeu had meafur’d how long a Foole 
you were vpon the ground. 

Clot. And that (hecfbould loue this Fellow, andre- 
fufemee. 

2 If it be a fin to make a true e!e£lion,>fhe is damn’d^ 

1 Sir,as I told you alwayes: her Beauty & her Braine 
>o not together. Shce’s a good figne, but I haue feenc 
"mall reflexion of her wit. 

2 She Ihines not vpon Fooles, leatt the reflexion 
Should hurt her. 

Clot. Come, lie to my Chamber: would there had 
scene fome hurt done. 

2 I wiJbnoifo,vnleffeithadbinthe,fallof an Affe, 
which is no great hurt. 

Clot. You’lgowithvs? 

1 lie attend your Lordlhip. 

Clot. Nay come, let’s go together. 

2 Well ray Lord. Sxeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter / mogen.ana Pifanio. 

Imo ,I would thou grew’ft vnto the fhorcs o’th’Kauen, 
And qucftioned’ft euery Satie: if he fhould write. 

And I not haue it, ’tweie a Paper loft 
As offer’d mercy is: What was the laft 
That he fpakc to thee? 

Piftt. It was his Queene, bis Queene. 

Imo. Then wau’d ms Handkerchiefe? 

Pifa. And kift it. Madam. 

Imo. Senfeleffc Linnen,happier therein then I: 

And that was all? 

Pifa. No Madam: for fo long 


As he could make me with his eye, or eare, 

| Diftinguifh him from others, he did keepe 
The Decke, with Gloue,or Hat,or Handkerchife, 

Still wauing, as the fits and ftirres of's mind 
Could beft expreffe how flow his Soule fayl’d on,‘- 
How fwife his Ship. 

Imo. Thou flbould’ft haue made him, 

As little as a Crow, or leffe, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pifa. Madam,fo I did. 

Imo . I would haue broke mine eye-firings; 

Crack’d them,but to looke vpon him,till the diminution 
Of /pace, had pointed him fharpe as my Needle : 

Nay, followed him, till he had melted from 
The fmalneffe of a Gnat, to ayre : and then 
Haue turn’d mine eyc,and wepc. But good Pifanio J 
When fhail weheare from him. 

Pifa. Be affur’d Madam, 

With his next vantage. 

Imo. 1 did not take my leaue ofhim,but had 
Mofl pretty things to fay : Ere I could tell him 
How I would thinke on him at certaine houres, 

Such thoughts, and fuch: Or I could makehim fweare. 
The Shees of Italy fhould nor betray 
Mine Jntereft, and his Honour: or haue charg’d him 
At the fixt houre of Morne, at Noonc, at Midnight, 
T’encounter me with Orifons, for then 
I am in Heauen for him: Or ere I could, 

Giue him that parting kiffe, which I had fet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father, 

And like the Tyrannous breathing of the North, 

Shakes all ourbuddes from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

La. The Queene (Madam) 

Defiresyour Highnefle Company. 

Imo. Thofc things I bid you do, ; get them difpatch’d, 
I will attend the Queene, 

Pifa. Madam,! fhail. Exeunt. 


Scena 0 uinta. 


t 

Enter Pbilario t Iacbimo ; a FrenchmanDutch¬ 
man,and a Spaniard. 

Inch. Belceue it Sir, I haue feenc him in Britaine; hee 
was then of a Cieffent note, expe<£tcd to proue fo woor- 
thy, as fince he hath beene allowed the name of. But I 
could then haue look’d on him, without the help of Ad¬ 
miration, though the Catalogue of hi* endowments had 
bin tabled by his fide.and I to perufe him by Items. 

Phil. You fpeake ofhim when he was leffe furnilh’d, 
then now hee is, with that which makes him both with- 
out,and within, 

French. I haue feenc him in France: wee had very ma¬ 
ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as firme eyes as 
hee. 

lach. This matter of marrying hi* Kings Daughter, 
wherein he muft be weighed rather by her yalew, then 
his owne, words him (I doubt not)a great deale from the 
matter. 

French, And then his banifhmenc, 
lach. I, and the approbation of chofe that weepe this 
lamentable diuorce vnder her colours, are wonderfully 
_ to! 
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to extend him,be it but to fortifie her iudgement,which 
clfc 3tv e ifie battery might lay flst/or taking a Begger 
without Icfie quality,But how comes italic is to foiourne 
wich you ? How crcepes acquaintance ? 

Phd. Hhs Father and l wrre Souldiers together, to 
whom I haue bin e tten bound tor no leflc then my life. 

Enter Toil humus. 

Heere comes the Britaine, Let him be io entertained a- 
mong'ftyou 5 as fimes withGemicmcn of your knowing, 
to a Stranger of his quality, ] befeech you allbebctter 
knowneto thisGcmlcman, whom I commend to you, 
as a Nobie Friend of mine- HoW Worthy he is, 1 will 
Isaac to appeare hereafter, rather that ftory him in his 
owne hearing. 

French. Sir.wehaue knowne togithcr inOrleance. 

Pofi.Sincc when,I haue bin debtor to you for courte- 
fies^which I will be euer to pay,and yet pay ftill. 

French. Sir,you o’re-rate my poorekindiieffe,I was 
glad I did artone my Countryman and yourit had beenc 
pmyyoj fhould haue'bcene put together,with fomor- 
tall apurpofe,a$ then each bore, vpon importance of fo 
flight and triuiall a nature. 

7><?/?. By your pardon Sir,! was then a young Trauel- 
ler, rather mun'd to goeuen with what I heard, then in 
myeuery aftion to be guided by others experiencesibut 
vpon my mended iudgement (il l off end tofay it is men- 
ded) my Quarrell was not altogether flight. 

French . Faith yes* to be put to the arbuermenc of 
Swords, and by fuch two,that would by alHikelyhood 
haue confounded one the other v or haue fal: e both. 

Iachi Can wc with manners, aske what the dif¬ 
ference r 

French . Safely, I thinke,’ewas a contention in pub- 
licke, which may (without contradiction) fuffer th^ re¬ 
port. Ic was much like an argument that fell out laft 
night, where each of vs fell in praife of our Country* 
Miftreffes. This Gentleman,at that time vouching.fand 
vpon warrant of bloody affirmation) his to be more 
Faire,Vertuous, Wife, Chaftc,Conttanr, Qualified,and 
lefle attemptibic then any, the rarefi of our Ladies in 
Frauncc. 

lack. That Lady is not nowliuing; or this Gentle¬ 
mans opinion by this,wbrne our. 

Pofi. She holds her Vercue ftil^and I my mind. 

Jack. You muft not fo farre preferre her. Tore ours of 
Italy, 

Pofih. Being fo farre prouok’d as I was in France:! 
would abate her nothing,though I profeffemy felfcher 
Adorer,not her Frieqd. 

Iach . As faire, and as good:a kind ofhandinhand 
comparifon, had bcene fomething too faire, and too 
good for any Lady in Britanie; iffhe went before others. , 
I haue feenc as that Diamond ofyours out-lufters many ) 
I haue beheld, I could not beleeue fhe excelled many: 
but I haue not fccne the mofi pretious Diamond that is, 
nor you the Lady. 

Pofi. I prais’d her,as I rated her: fo do I my Stone. 

Inch. What do you efteeme it at ? 

Pofi . More then the world enioyes. 

Inch. Either your vnparagonM Miftirs is dead, or 
(be sout-priz’dby a triflp. 

Pofi. Yoil are miftaken; the one may be folde or gi- 
uen.or if there were wealth enough for the purchases,or 
merite for the guift. The other is nor a thing for fale, 
and onely the guifc of the Gods. 

Inch . Which the Gods haue giuen you.* 


Pofi. Which by their Graces I will keepe 

Inch. You may wcare her in title youri-hm 
know ftrangc Fowle light vpwi neighbouring i> y ? 1 
Your Ring may be ftolne too.fo your brace of 7110 ^' 
bieEftimations,the one is but frailc, and theotf /r”' 
all;. Acunning Thiefe, or a (tbai way) , tC01 JS: 
Courtier, would bazzard the winning both of firft a d 

Pofi. Your Italy .containes none fo accompli*.,) 
Courtier to conuince the Honour of myiMiflrj..- f . fl 3 
holding or lofle of that, youterme herfrai| e ra" 1 * 1 ' 
thing doubt you haue ftorc ofThecucs'notwirhn j" 0 ' 
I fc are not my Ring. thftandln : 

Phtl. Let vs leaue hcere^entlemen ? 

Pofi. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Sign' 
thankc him, makes no Granger of me, we art familiar 
fir ft. 


Iach. With fiue times fo much conuerfationjfiio I,) 

get ground of your faire Miftris; niakehergobackeT 

ucn to theyeilding, had I admittance,andopportuniS 

to friend. 1C 

Pofi. No,no. 


Iach. I dare thereupon pawne the nioytie of my E 
ftate, to your Ring, which m my opinion oYe-valueti" t 
fomething: but I make my wager rather againft y 0Ur 
Confidence.then her Reputation. And to baric youre f 
fence heerein to, Idurft attempt it againft any Lady m" 
the world. * 

P&fi. Youareagreat dealc abus’d in too bold ap er . 
fwafion,and I doubt notyou lufiainc what y are worthy 
of,by your Attempt. ^ 

Iach. W hat’s rhat? 


Pofth. A Repulfe though your At tempt (as you call 
it)clefetue more;a punifhment coo. 

Phi. Gentlemen enough of this, jt came in toofo- 
daincly.let it dye as it was borne,and I pray you be bet¬ 
ter acquainted. 

Iach. Would I had put my Fftace.and nay Neighbors 
on th’approbationof what J bauefpoke, 

Pofi . WhatLady would you ehufe to affaile? 

Iach. Yours,whom in conftartcie youthinke (lands 
fo fafe. I wili lay you ten thoufands Duckets to your 
Ring, that commend me to the Court where your La. 
dy is,\vith no more aduancage then the opportunity of a 
fccond conference, land I will bring from thence, that 
Honor of hers,which you imagine fo referu’d, 

Posihmui. 1 will wage againft your Gold, Gold to 
it; My Ring 1 holdc deete as my finger, ’tispactof 
it. 


[aeh. You are a Friend, and there in the wifer :ifyou 
buy Ladies flefia at a Million aDram,you cannot pre- 
feure it from tainting; but I fee you haue fome Religion 
in you,that you featc. 

Pofihu. This is but acuftome in your tongue: you 
beare a grauer purpofe I hope. 

Iach. I am the Mafter of my fpceches,and would w 
der.go what’s fpoken,I fweare. 

Pofihu. Will you ? I (hall but lend my Diamond till 
your returne; let there be Gouenants drawnebetween’s. 
My Miftris exceedes in goodnefle,the hugeneffe ofyout 
vn worthy thinking,I dare you to this match: heere smy 
Ring. 

Phil. I will haue it no lay, , 

Iach. By the Gods it it one: if I bring youno fum- 
cient teftimony that I haue enioy’d thedeereft bodily 
part of your Mifiris:my ten thoufand Duckets areyoursi 

fo 
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fo is y °M* Diamond coo; if I come riff, and leaueher in 
fuch honour as yon bauetruftin; Shee your lewel!, this 
your Ievrell, and my Gold are lyburs: prouided I haiic 
your commendation, for my more-free entertai 

Poft. I embrace thefe ConcIicians 5 lecv-sr haue-Articles 
betwixt vs :onelvthuC6txe ? y.ou!flwlLanfw r CTc^ if?you 
fnake your voyage vponjicr, ancSgiiiC me diredly Co vn- 
Jerft3nd 3 youhaue preuayl’d, I amtio furtheryburthe- 
roy, fhee h not worth our debate, iffliee.rcmaine vnfe- 
duc’djy^a noc makingic appear^oitherwjfc:for ynur ill 
opinion ? and th’atlauicryou haue made.to her chaflity 3 you 
• (hall anfwer me with your Sword.. 

Iach. Your hand, aCouenant: wee will KaurtHffc 
things fet downe by iavftftil! CmShfelJU 3nd ftraighc away 
for Britaine, leaft the Bargaine fhould cauh colde, and 
fterue: I will fetch my Gold, and hianeour two W*gers 
recorded. 

Pofi, Agreed. 

french . Will this hold, thinkcyorii. 

Phil. Signior lachtmo will not from it. 

Pray let vs follow 'em. Exeunt 


Seen a Scxta. 


Enter Queeve^Ladies><ind Cornelia. 

Qu. Whiles yen he dewe's onground. 

Gather thofe Flowers, 

Make haftc. Who ha's the note of them ? 

Lady. I Madam. 

£)«.en. Difpatcb, Exit Ladies. 

Now Mafter Doitor, haue you brought thofe chugges ? 

CVr.Pleafeth your Highnes, I: here they are 3 Madam: 
But I befeech youi Grace, without offence 
(My Confcicnce bids me aske) wherefore you haue 
Commanded of me thefe moft poyfonous Compounds, 
W’hich are the moouers of a languifhing death: 

But though flow, deadly. t 

I wonder, Doftor, 

Thou ask’ft me fuch a Q^eliionr.Haue I not bene 
Thy Pupil! long ? Haft thou not (earn’d me how 
To make Perfumes? Diftill?Pre(erue? Ycafo, 

That our great King hwriitlfe doth woo me oft 
For my ConfefHons ? Haying thus farre proceeded, 
(Vnlclfe thou think’ft me diuelhfb) is’t not meetc . 

That I did amplifiemyiudgemencin 
Other Conclufions? I will try the forces 
Of thefe thy Compounds, on fuch Creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane) 

To try the vigour of them* and apply 
Allayments to their Aft. and by them gather 
Their feuerall vercues, and eftefts. ' 

Cor. Your Highneffe 

Shall from this pi^ftife, but make hard your heart: 
Befides, the feeing thefe effefts will be 
Both noyfome, andinfeftious. > 

Qu_. Ocontentthce. 

■" :> w } h- t. i V* >-*rd 2 *i v 

Enter Pifanio. 

Heere comes a flattering RakaM #: vpoo him 
Will!firft worke : Hee?s for hisJMarftet, 

And enemy to my Sopne. Ho w now Tyfattio^ 
Doftor,your fermce for this time is glided, < 

Takey Tur owne way. :och^ r;. , ^ . 


Cor . IdofulpeftyoUjMadam, 

But y ou (hall do no harme. 

Hcarkcthee,a word. 

Cor. I do not like her. She doth thinke-foe ha*s 
Strange ling’ring poy fons *. 1 do know her fpiric. 

And will not cruft one office malice, with 
A drugge otfuch damnM Nature. 1 hofc fheb^s. 

Will ftupifie and dullthe Scnfe a-wtiile, . / 

Which firft (pcrchsncc) fhce’l proue on Cats and Dogs' 
Then afterward vp higher: but there is 

No danger in what flicw of death \i makes,. 

Morethcn the locking vp the Spirits a time, 
Tobemorefrefii, reaming. Sheisfool’a 
With a moll falfc effeft: and I,.the truer. 

So to be Fa I fe with her. 

No further feruice, Doftor, 
VnnllIfendfortfi.ee. 

Cor. I humbly take my leaue. Exit. 

Ou. Wecpcs flie ftill(!aift thou?) * 

Doft thou thinke in time 

She will not quench, and let inftruftions entei! 

Where Folly now poddies? Do thou workc: 

When thou fhalc bring me word (lie loues my Sonne, 
lie cell thee on the inftant* thou art then 
As great as is thy Mafter: Greater, for 
His Fortunes all lye fpcechleffe, and his name 
Is at laft gaspc, Recurnc he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : To ftiifc his being, 

Is to exchange one mifery with another, . * 

And euery day that comes, comes to decay 
Adayes workc in him. What (F.aU thouexpeft 
Tobcdepender on a thing that lcanes? 

Who cannot be new built, nor ha’s no F* iends 
So much, as but to prop him ? Thou tak’ft v p 
Thou know’ft not what: Bur take ic for thy labour. 

It is a thing I made, which hath the King 
Fiue times redeem’d front death. Ido not know 
What is more Cordial!. Nay, I prythcc take It, 

It is an carneft of a farther good 

That I mcane to thee. Tell thy Miftris how 

The cafe ftands with her: doo*c, as from thy fclfe; 

Thinke what a chance thou changcft on,but thinke 
Thou haft thy Miftris ftill, tobooce,my Sonne, 

Whofliall take notice of thee. lie moue the King 
To any (hape of thy Preferment, fuch 
A s thou’lt defirc : and then my felte, I cheefely. 

That fet thee on to this defcrc, am bound 

Toloade thy merit richly. Call niy women. Exit Pifa , j 

Thinke on my words. A flye, and conftanx knauc. 

Not to befhak’d :tl>e Agent for his Mafter, J 

And the Remembrancer of her, to hold j 

The hand-fafl to her Lord. I haue giuen him that. 

Which if he take, (hall quite vnpeople her 
OfLeidgers for her Sweetc : and which, fhe after 
Except (The bend her humor, lhall be affln’d 
To tafte of too. 

£nter Pifanio^ndLadies. 

So ,fo : Well done, well done: 

The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Primc-Rofes 
Beare to my Clotfet; Fare thee well, Pifanto. 

Thinke on my words. Exit £>u. and Ladies 

Pifa. Andftialidos 

But when to my good Lord, I proue vntrue, 

lie choakc my felte : cberc\ all lie do fot you. Exit . 

Scena 
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The Tragedy of Cymheltne. 


Scena Septima. 


Enter Imogen done. 

Imo, A Father crutll,and a Scepdame falfe, 

A Foolifti Suitor to a Wedded-Lady, 

That hath her Husband banifh'd : O.that Husband, 

My fupreame Crowne of griefe 5 and thofc repeated 
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefc-ftolne, 

As my cwoBrotherSjhappy: butmoft mifcrable 
Is the defircs that’s glorious. BleiTed be thofe 
How meane fo erc,thac haue their honeft wills 5 
Which fcafons comfort. Who may this be ? Fye, 

Enter Pipwio y and Iaehtme, 

Pifa. Madam ,a Noble Gentleman of Rome* 

Comes from tny Lord with Letters. 

Iach. Change you, Madam : 
f The Worthy Leonatng is in fafety, 

And greetes your Highneffe deerely. 

Imo, Thanks good Sir, 

You re kindly welcome. 

Uch. All of her,that is out ofdoore 3 moft rich : 
Ifflhebe furniflVd with a mind fo rare 
She is alone th’Arabian^Bird; and I 
Haue loft the wager. Boldneile be my Friends 
Arme me Audacicie from head to foorc, 

Orlike the Parthian 1 fhall flying fight, 

Rather dirc&Iy fly* 

Imogen reads. 

He is one of the Noble fl notefo whofe kindneffes I am mofl in- 
finit ely tied . Refletl vpon him accordingly } as you value your 
trufl. Leonacus. 

So farre I reade aloud. 

But euen the very middle ofmy heart 
Is warm’d by’th'rcft,and take it tbankefnlly. 

You are as welcome(worthy S«r)as I 
Haue words to bid yo^and fhall ftndc it fo 
In all that I can do. 

lack. Thankes fai reft Lady: 

What are men mad? Hath Nature giuen them eyes 
To fee this vaulted Arch,and the rich Crop 
OfSea3nd Land,which candiftinguifh’twixt 
The firie Orbcs aboue, and the t winn’d Stones 
Vpon the number'd Beach 5 and can we not 
Partition make with Speftales fo precious 
Twixt faire,and foule ? 

Imo. What makes your admiration? 

Iach, It cannot be i’ch’eye : for Apcs,and Monkeys 
'Twixt two fuch She’$>wouId chatter this way,and 
Contemne with mowes the other. Nor i’th’iudgment : 
For Idiots in this cafe of fauour,would 
Be wifely delink : Nor i’ch’Appctite. 

Sluttery to fuch neare Excellcnce,oppos*d 
Should make defire vomit cmptincffe, 

Not fo allured to feed. 

Imo, What is the matter trow? 

lack. The Cloyed will: 

That fatiatcyet vnfatisfi’d defire 3 tbat Tub 
Both fill’d and running: Rauening firft the Lambe, 

Longs after for the Garbage. 

Imo. What, dccre Sir, 

Thus rap’s you ? Arc you well ? 


bti 


Iach. Thanks Madam well: Befeechy^siT 
Defue my Man’* abode, where 1did leaue him. * 
He's ftrangc and peeuifh. 

Ptf*. I was going Sir, 

To giue him welcome. 

Imo. Continues well my Lord? 

His health befcech you ? 

Inch, WelljMadam. 

Imo. Is he difpos’d to mirth ? T hope he is, 

Iach. Exceeding pieafant: none a ftranger there 
So merry.and fo gamefomc: he is call’d * 

The Britainc Reueller. 

Imo. When he was heere 
He did incline to fadneffe,and oft times 
Notknowiug why. 

lack. I neuerfaw him fad. 

There is a Frenchman his Companion,one 
An eminent Monfieur,that it feemes ranch loues 
A Gallian-Girle at home. He furnaces 
The thicke fighes from himjwhiles the iolly Britaine 
(Your Lord 1 meane)laughes from’* free lungs jcriei 0 j 
Can my fides hold, to think that man whokuowes 
By Hiftory,Report,or his owneproofe 
What woman is,yea what (he cannot choofe 
But mull be.-wiH’sfrcc hourcslanguifh; 

For a {lured bandage ? 

Imo. Will my Lord fay fo ? 

Iach. I Madam,with his eyes in flood; with laughte 

It is a Recreation to be by 6 

And heare him mocke the Frenchman: 

But Heauen’s know fomc men are much coo blame. 
Imo. Nothelhope. 

Iach. Not he: 

But yet Hcauen’s bounty towards him,might 
Be vs’d more thankfully. In himfclfe ’tis much; 

In you. which I account bis beyond all Talents. 
Whil’ftl am bound to wonder,! am bound 
To piety too. 

Imo. What do you pitty Sir? 

Iach. Two Creatures heartyly. 

Imo. Am I one Sir? 

You looke on me: what wrack difeerne you in me 
Defei ues your pitty ? 

Iach. Lamentable: what 
To hide me from the radiant Sun,and folace 
l’th'Dungeon by a Snuffe. 

Imo. I pray you Sir, 

Deliuer with more openneffe your anfweres 
To my demands. Why do you pitty me ? 

Iach. That others do, 

(I was about to fay)euioy your —but 
It is an office of the Gods co venge it. 

Not mine to fpeake on’t. 

Imo. Youdofeemetoknow 
Something of me, or what concernes me; pray you 
Since doubting things go ill,often hurts more 
Then to be fure they do. For Ccrrainties 
iither ate pafl remedies; or timely knowing. 

The remedy then borne. Difcouer to me 
What both you fpurand ftop, 

Iach' Had 1 this cheeke 

To b athe my lips vpon : chi* hand, whofe touch, 
(Whofe euery touch) would force the Feelers foule 
To’th’oath of loyalty. Thisobie£t,which 
Takes prifoner the wild motion ofmine eye, 

Fiering it onelyheere.lhould I (damn’d then) 
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rT^uer with lippes as common as the ftayres 
That mount the Capitoll: Toyrie gripes, with hands 
Made hard with hourcly fallhood (falthcod as 
VVith labour:) then by peeping in an eye 
gafe and illuftri°«s as the fm6a|ie light 
yhat’s fed With (linkingTallow: it were fie 
‘That all the plague* of Hell fhould at one t ime 
Encounter fuch reu'olc. 

Imo. My Lord,! feare 

(ia3f° r g ot ^ ntia ‘ rle ' • 

Jach . And himfclfe, not I . % . 

Inclin’d to tUis-inreP/tgence, pronounce 

The Beggeryofbis change: bup’tisyonr Graces' 

That from my rout eft Confdcnce, to my tongue, 
Chatnaes this report out. 

Imo. Letmehearcnoniorc; 

Iach. O decreli Soule : yourCaufe dothftnkc my hart 
With pitty, that doth make rricficke. A Lndy 
Sofairc,and fafien’d to an Erhpcrie 
Would make the grcat’ft Kidglfonblc, to be partner’d 
Wich Tomboyes iivr’d’with’Alt fclfe exhibition 
Which your owne Coffers yceld: with dileas’d ventures 
Thatplav with all'Infirmities for Gold, 

Which rottennclTe’can lendNahire. Such boyl’d ftuffc 
As well might poylbn Poyfon’ ^eretieng'd,' 

Or ffie that bore you. was no Queene,and you 
Recoylc from your great Stocke. 

Imo. Reueng’d: 

How fhould I be rcueng’d ? If this be true, 

(As I haue fuch a Heart, that both mine cares- 
Muft nocinhafteabufc)ifitbetruc, 

How fhould I be teueng’d ? 

Iach’. Should he make the 
Liue like ©/^’sPrieft, betwixt cold {beets, 

Whiles he is vaulting variaWrRatnpes 
In your defpi ght, vpon ydur pUrfe: (euertgd it. 

I dedicate my fclfe to your fwt'et'pleafurc, 

MorcNoblc then that runnagateto your bed. 

And will continue fall to your Affeftibn, 

Still clofe, as fure, 

Imo. Whathoa, Pifaxio ? 

Iach. Let "me my feruite tender on ydUr’lippes. 

Imo. AWay/I docbndcmncrnipe-earcsjthat haue 
So long.attend‘ed tfiee. IffhouAvertHonbUrable 
Thou Woufd’ff b'atre told this tale for Vertue, not 
For fuch art fend thou fcVk’ft^ is bafe,aS' ft range: 

Thou wrong’ft aGertdemap, v^hois 3 s farre 
From thy report, is thou from Honor: and 
Solicices licere a Lady, th^Vdifdaincs 
Thee,and the"D|Cre!l alike, Wbatbo ifPifanio ? 

The King my Fatfifcf fliaYl^made acquainted 
0? thyAmfult: if he (bill thinks it fit, 

A fawey Stranger in his Court, to Mart 
As in aRomilbStcw, andto expound 
His beaftly minde to vs; jaejiath a Courc 
He little cares for, and a.Daughter^who 
He not refpe&s at all. What hoa, Ptfdnio ? 

Tach O happy hoo»atm\ may fay, - 

The credit that thy Lady hath of thee 
Dcfau?s. thy cruft," and tby rtibft perfe,^ gopdneflje 
Her affur’tl credit. BlefTedliheyou long, 

A Lady to the wortfiieft Sir, that eucr " 
Cp.yntry'j-aW’dbis; ind yb'fVH'is MiftrisJ&rtely • ’ 

For the mod worthieft fit. Giuc me your pardon, 

I hauetpoke Ibis to knowtfybur Affiance 
\yere deeply rooted, and {ball make your Lord, 




That which he is, new o’re : And he is one 

The trueftmanner’d: fuch a holy Witch, 

That he enchants Societies into him: . 

Halfe all men hearts arc his. 

Imo. You make amends. ' V 

Iach. Hefits’mongftmcn,likea dcfcndcdCbd; 

He hath a kinde of Honor fets him off, 

Morethen amortall feemitig. Be not angrfe' 

(Mod mighty Princeffe) that I haue aduenuii’^i 
To try your taking ofafalfercport, which n^t'b 
Honour’d with confirmation your great judgdrrtfh'it. 

In the eleftionofaSir.fo rare, ...... , . 

W htch you know, cannot erre. The louc fB.eartJmm, 
Made me to fan yon rhus,but theGods madeypu 
''Vnlike ail others) chaffeleffe. Pray yoyr pardon. 

Imo. All’s well Sir : ' 

Take mypowre i'tb’Court for yours. c: 

Iach. My humble thankes: 1 had a bn oft forgo r 
T’intreatyour Grace, but ina fmall requeft,:' u 
And yet of moment too,for icccrncemeS: ", 

Your Lord, my felfe, and other NobleFriendr * 

Are partners in the bufineffe. 

Imo. Praywhatis’t? \ 

Iach. Some ddzen Romanes of vs, and your Lord 
(Tfie beft Feather of our wing)haue mingled fumiues 
To buy a Prefent for the Emperor : 

Which I (the Faftor for the relt) haue dene 
In France: *tiS Plate ofrare dcuice, and lewcls 
Of rich, and cxquificc forme, their valewes great, l ' 
And I am fomeching curious, being ftrangc 
Tohauethemin fafeftowagc : May it pleafeyou 
To take them in protection. 

Imo. Willingly: 

And pawne mine Honor for their fafety, fincc 
My Lord hath intereft in them, I will kcepe them 
In my Bcd-clumbcr. 

Iach. They are in aTrunkc • 

Attended by my men; 1 will make bold 
To fend them to you, onely for this night:' 
l muftaboord tomorrovr. """ 

Imo. O no,no. 

Iach. Yes I befeech : or I fhall fhort my w ord • 4 ; 

By length’ning my returne. From Gallrayj 
I croft the Seas on purpofc,and on promife 
To fee your Grace. 

Imo. 1 thanke you for your paines: . , 

But not away to morrow. 

Iach. OI muft Madam. - ’ * | 

Therefore 1 ffiall befcech you.if you pleafe ’ i 

To greet your Lord wiih writirtgjdoo’tto lVight, ‘A 
I haue out-ftood my time, which is materihll • 

To’th’tender of our Prefent. 

Imo. I wilt write: ' ■ 

Send your Ttunlcc to me, it (ball fafe be kept, 

And truely yedded you : you’re very welcome. Exeunt. 


uov 


Actus Secundm . ScenaTrima. 


Enter Clotten^and the two Lords, \ 

Clot . Was there euer man had fuch lu eke? when 1 Jiiftj! 
the Iacke vpon an vp-caft, to be hit away? •Lhad.'a bun-i| 
dred pound on’t : and then a wfiorton Ifttke-aw«Apesi 

. . . ... _ mu i ,' 
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muft take mevpfor (Wearing* as if I borrowed mine 
oathes of him,and might not (pend them at my pleasure. 

1, What got he by that ? you hauc broke his pate 
with *your Bowie* 

a. If his wit had bin like him that broke it: it would 
hauerun all out. 

Clot . When a Gentleman is difpos’d to fwesrejitis 
not for any danders by to curtail his oathes. Ha ? 
a No my Lord; nor crop the cares of them. 

Clot Whorfon dog ?I gauehira fatisfaction?would 
he had bin one of my Ranke. 

2 . To haucfmell'dlikcaFooIe. 

Clot. I am not vext more ac any thing in th'earth : a 

pox on’t, lhad rather not be fo Noble as 1 am: they dare 
not fight with me, becaufe of the Queene my Mo¬ 
ther : cuery Jacke-Slauc hath his belly full of Fighting, 
and I muft go vp and downe like a Cock, that no body 
canrrmch. 

a. You arc Cocke and Capon too, and you crow 
Cock, with your combe on. 

Clot. Saycftthou ? 

«• It is not fit you Lordfhip fhould Yndcrtake cuery 
Companion, that you giueoffence too. 

Qot* No,I know that: but it is [fit I fhould commit 
offence to my inferiors. 

2- I,it is fit for your Lordfhip onely. 

Clot. Why fo I fay. 

1. Did you heere ofa Stranger that’s come to Court 
night? 

Clot . A Stranger ,and I not know one ? 

2. He’s a ftrangc Fellow hicnfclfc,and knowes it not. 

I. There’s an Italian come^anc! ’tis thought one of 

heonatus Friends. 

Clot , Loonattu} A banifht Rafcall; and he sanother, 
wbatfoeocr he be. Who told you of this Stranger l 

1. One of your Lordfhips Pages. 

Clot . Is it fit I went co lookc vponhim ? Is thereno 
derogation in’t? 

2. You cannot derogate my Lord. 

Clot . Notcafily 1 thmke. 

2 . YouarcaFoole graunted, therefore your Iffues 
being fooiifh do not derogate. 

Clot ♦ Come, lie go fee this Italian: what I haueloft 
to day at Bowles,He winne to night of bim. Come :go. 

2 » He attend your Lordfhip. Exit* 

Thac inch a craftic Diuell as is bis Mother 
Should ycild the world this Afle: A woman, that 
Beares all downe with her Braine,and this her Sonne, 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

Aud leaue cjghceene. Alas poore Princcfie, 
Thoudiuine/wflgtftf, what thou endur’d. 

Betwixt a Father by thy Sccp-damc gouern’J, 

A Mother hourcly coyning plots: A Wooer, 

More hacefull then the fouie expufion is 
Of thy decrc Husband. Then that horrid A<5t 
Ofthcdiuorcc, heel’d make the Hrauens hold firme 
The walls ofchy deerc Honour. Keepe vofhak’d 
That Temple thy faire mind,that thou maitt (land 
T’cuWy tfiyb^nifh’d Lord; and this great Land. Exeunt. 

— Scena Secunda . 

Enter /mogenfn her Hedyrnd a Lady. 

Into. Who’s there ? My woman; Helene i 
La. Pleafe you Madam. 

In". Wbathoaeisit? 



Lady. Almoft mjdnight,Madam, 

Jneo. I haue read threehouresthen: 

Mine eyes are weake. 

Fold downe the lcafe>where 1 haue left: to b d 
Take not away the Taper, leaue it burning. M * 

And if thou eanft awake by fourc o’th’clock 
I pry thee call me „• Sleepe hath ceiz’d me w holl v 
To your protcilion I commend m e ,Gods 
From Fay fies,and the Tempters of the niphr 
Guard me bcfcechyce. ® * 

I deb; mo from tU 

tach . The Crickets fing,and mans otc-Iabor’/r^ 
Repaires it felfe by reft: Our Tarcjuine th Us d fenfe 
Did foftly prelfe the Rufhcs.crchc waken’d 
TheChaftitie he wounded. Cytherea 
How brauely thou becom’ft thy Bcd;Vre(h till 
And whiter then the Sheetcs: that I might totch 
But kiffe, one kiffe. Rubies vnparagon o * 

How deerely they doo’c: Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the Chamber thus: che Flame o’th’Ta 
Bowes toward her.and would vnder-pecDc her iff* 

To fee th’inclofcd Lights,now C*..op,ed * 

Vr.der thefewindowej, .Vliitc and Azure lac’d 
With Blew of Heauens ownt tinft. But mv defi™.. 

To note the Chamber, J will write all downe, S ' 

Stich,and fuchpiaures: There the window, fuch 
Th’adroncmem of her Bed; the Arras, Figures 
Why futh, 2 nd fuch: and the Contents o’th’Story 
Ah,but fome naturall notes about her Body, 7 * 
Aboue ten choufand meaner Moueables 
W ould teftifie, t’enrich mine Inuentorie. 
Ofleepe,thou Apeofdeathjye dull vpon her 
A nd be her Senfe but as a M onument. 

Thus in a Chappell lying. Come off,coree eff; 
Asflippery astheGordian-knot was hard. 

*1 is mine, and this will witnefle outwardly. 

As ftror.gly as the Confciencedo’s within: 
To’th’maddmg of her Lord. On her left breft 
Amole Cinque-fpottcd: Like the Crimfondrops 
I’ th bottome of a Covvflippe, Hcere’s a Voucher, 
Stronger then euer Law could make; this Secret 
Will force him thinke I haue pick’d the lock,and c’ane 
T he treafure of her Honour. No more: to what tnd ? 
Why fhould I write this downe, that’s riuctc, 

Screw’d to try memorie. She hath bin reading late, 
The T.ale of 7«r«« .heere che leafFe’s turn’d downe 
Where Pkilomcle gaue vp. I hauc enough, 

T o’thT runcke againe,and fhut the fpring of it. 

S wift.fw ift, you Dragons of the ni ght,t hat dawning 
May beare the Rauens eye: I lodge in fcare. 

Though this a hcauenly Angell; hdl is heere. 

Cleckg (Irikt: 

Ooe,two,three: time,time. Exit. 

Scena Tertia . 


Enter Clottcn^anl Lords, 

J. Your Lordfhip is the moft patient man in loffc,thc 
moft coldeft that eucr turn'd vp Ace. 

Clot. It would make arty nian cold to loofe. 

i •. Butnot .eUery man patient after the noble temper 
of your Lordfhip § You arc moft hot, and furious when 
you winne. 

CAT 
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ginning will put any man into courage: ifl could get Ifldo lineoneoftheirhands,’tis Gold “ 

jhisfoohfh /w^^l fhould haue Gold enough : it’s al- | Which buyes admittance (oft it doth) yea,and makes 


pjoft morning, is’c not? 
i Day,nsy Lord. 

Clot. I would this Muficke would come: I am adui- 
fed togiuc her Muficke a mornings,they fay it will pene- 
ffjte. Enter Mufittctns. 

Come° n > tunc: if you can penetrate her with your fin¬ 
gering/ 0 : wee’l try with tongue too : ifnone will do,let 
jjjtreinaine.'butlleneuergiueo’re. Firft, a very excel¬ 
lent good conceyced thing; after a wonderful fweet aire, 
^jth admirable rich words to it, and then let her confi- 
der. 

SONG. 

fjearki, bearke, the Lark* at Heauens gateftngs.' 

and Phoebus gin: strife. 

}Jis Steeds to water atthefe Springs 
onchaUc d Flowres that lyes: 
yind winki H g Lfldary-buds begin to ope their Golden eyes 
(Vithemry thing that pretty is,kj Ladyfweet artfe: 

Artfe lOrife. 

So, get you gone: if chi': pen trate, Iwillconfider your 
Muficke the better: if it do not, it is a voyce in her cares 
which Horfe-haires, andCalues-gucs, nor the voyce of 
vopaued Eunuch to boot,can neuer amed. 

Enter Cymbaline,and Queene. 

» Heere comes the King. 

Clot. I am glad I was vp folate, for that’s the reafon 
I was vp (o earcly: he cannot choofe but take this Ser- 
uice I haue done, fatherly. Good morrow toyour Ma- 
iefty, and to my gracious Mother. 

Cjm. Attend you here the doore of our ftern daughter 
Will flic not forth ? 

Clot. I haue aflayl’d her with Mufickes,but (be vouch¬ 
safes no notice. 

Cym. The Exile of her Minion is too new. 

She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time 
Muft weareshc print ofhis remembrance on’r, 
knd then fhe’s yours. 

gts. You arc moft bound to’ch’King, 

Who let’s go by no vantages, that may 
’referre you to his daughter: Frame your felfe 
To orderly folicicy, and be friended 
With aptnefle of the feafor.: make denials 
increafc your Seruices: fo feemc, as if 
You were infpir’d to do thole duties which 
You tender to her: that you in all obey her, 

Saue when command toyour difmiflion tends. 

And therein you are fenfelefle. 

Clot. Senfelefie?Notfo. 

Mef. So like you (Sir) AmbafTadors from Rome; 

The one is faius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy Fellow, 

Ubeit he comes on angry purpole now; 

5ut that’s no fault ofhis: we muft receyue him 
According to the Honor ofhis Sender, 

And towards himfelfe, bis goodnefle fore-fpeot on vs 
We muft extend our notice: Our decre Sonne, 

When you haue giuen good morning toyourMiftris, 
Attend the Queene, and vs, we (hall haue neede 
T’employyou towardsjthisRomane. 

Come our Queene. Exeunt. 

Clot. If (he be vp, Uefpeake withher: ifnot 
-et her lye ftill, and dreamc: by your leaue hoa, 
know her women are about her: what 


Diana s Rangers falfe themlelues, yecld vp 
Their Deere to’th’ftand o’th’Stealcr: and ’tis GSfe 
Which makes the True-man kill’d,and faues theThsefe: 
Nay,fometime hangs both Theefc,and True-man: what 
Can it not do, and vndoo? I will make 
One of her women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not vnderfland the cafe my felfe. 

By your leaue. Knocks*, 

Enter a Lady. 

La. Who’s there that kuockes? 

Clot. A Gentleman. 

La. No more. 

Clot. Yes,and a Gentlewomans Sonne* 

La. That’s mete 

Then fome whofe Taylors are as deere a* your*. 

Can luftly boad of: what’s your Lordfhips pleafttfc f 

Clot. Your Ladies perfon, is (he ready? 

La. I, to keepe her Chamber. 

Clot. There isGold for you, 

Sell me your good report. 

La. h'ow.my good name? or to report ofyoti 
What I (hall thinke is good. The Prmccffc, 

Enter Imogen. 

Clot. Good morrow faireft, Sifter your fweet hand. 

Imo. Good morrow Sir, you lay out too much paines 
For purchafing but trouble: the thankes I giue, 

Is telling you thac I am poore of thankes. 

And fearfe can fpare them. 

Clot. Still I fweare I loueyou. 

Imo. If you butfaidfo, ’twerc as deepe with me: 
Ifyou fweare ftill, your rccompencc is ftill 
That I regard it not. 

Clot. Thisisnoanfwer. 

//we. But that you (hall not fay, I yeeld being filent, 

I would not fpeake. I pray you (pare me, ’faith ° 

I (hall vnfold equall diicourtefie 
To your beft kinduefle: one of your great knowing 
Sh< U d learnc (being taught) forbearance. 

Clot. To leaue you in your madneffe, ’tweic my fin, 

I will not. 

Imo. Fooies are not mad Folke*. 

Clot. Do you call me Foolc ? 

Imo. As I am mad I do: 
lfyou’l be patient, lie no more be mad. 

That cures vs both. I am much forry (Sir) i 
You put me to forget a Ladies manners 
B/ being fo verball: and learnc now, for all. 

That I which know my heart, do hcer; pronounce 
By th’very truth of it, I care not for you. 

And am fo neere the lacke of Charitie 
To accufc my felfe, I hate you: which I had rather 
You felt, then make’e my boaft. 

Clot. Youfinneagainft 
Obedience, which you owe your Father, for 
The Contrail: you pretend with that bafe Wretch, 

One, bred of Aimes, and fofter’d with cold di(hes. 

With feraps o’th’Conrc: It is no Contrail, none; 

And though it be allowed in meaner parties 
(Yet who then he more mcane) to knit their foult* 

(On whom there is no more dependancie 
But Brats and Beggery) in fclfe-figur’d knot, 

Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement, by 

a a a The 
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T he confequence o’th'Crowne.and muft not.foyle 
T he precious note ofit; with a bafc Slauc, 

AHdding for a Liuorie,a Squires Cloth, 

A Pander; not fo eminent. 

Imo. Prophanc Fellow: 

W*rt thou the Sonne of/»p//er 3 and no more, 

But what thou art befides: thou wer’t too bafe, 
TobehisGroome ; thou wer’t dignified enough 
Euen to the point of Enuie. I f’cwerc made 
Comparatiue for your Vertues,to be fill'd 
The vnder Hangman of his Kingdoinc; and hated 
For being prefer’d fo well. 

Clot. The South-Fog rot him. 

Imo. He neuer can mecte more mifchancc.then come 
To be but nam’d of thee. His mean’ft Garment 
That cuer hath but dipt his body; is dearer 
In my refpe£t,then all the Heires aboue thee. 

Were they all made fuch men : How now Pifanio ? 

Enter Pifanio, 

Clot, His Garments ? Now the diucJI. 

Imo, To Dorothy my woman hie thee prefently. 

Clot. His Garment? 

Imo. Iamfprightcdwith aFooIe, 

Frighted,and angred worfe: Go bid my woman 
Search for a Icwell, that too calually 
Hath left mine Arme: it was thy Mafters. Shrew me 
Ifl would loofe it for a Reucnew, 

Of any Kings in Europe. I do think, 

I faw’t this morning: Confident I am. 

Laft night’twason mine Arme; I kifs’d it, 

I hope it be not gone,to tell my Lord 
That I kiffe aught but he. 

Pifi ’Twill not be loft. 

Imo. I hope fo: go and fearch. 

Clot, You haue abus’d me: 

His meaneft Garment ? 

Imo, I.Ifaid foSir, 

If you will make’t an A&ion.call witnefle to’t. 

Clot. I will enformeyour Father. 

Imo. Your Mother too : 

She’s my good Lady; and will concieue,Ihope 
But the worft of me. So I leaue your Sir, 
To’th’worftofdifcontcnt. Exit. 

Clot. He sbereueng’d: • 

His mcan’ft Garment ? Well. Exit. 



Enter P oflhamui ,ar.d P hilar to, 

Pofi. Fcarc it not Sir: I would I were fo fure 
To winne the King, as lam bold, her Honour 
Willremaineher’s. 

Phil. What meancs do you make to him ? 

Poft. Not any: but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the prefent winters ftatc,and wilh 
That warmer dayes would come: In thefe fear’d hope 
I barely gratifie your loue; they faylingt 
I muft die much your debtor. 

Phil. Your very goodnefle.and your company, 
Ore-payes all I can do. By this your King, 

Hath heard ofGreat Angufitu: Cattu Lucius, 

Will do’s Commiflion throughly. And I think 


( 


Hee’le grant the Tribute: fend th’Arrerages 
Or looke vpon our Romaines,whofc remembran 
Is yet frelh in their griefe. ce 

Pofi. 1 do beleeue 

(Statift though I am none,norlike to be) 

That this will proue a Wane; and youfRallheare 
The Legion now in Gallia,fooner landed 
In our not*fearing-Britaine,then haue tyding. 

Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are men more order’d,thcn when lnliut Cafar 
Smil’d at their lacke of skill,but found their coura 
Worthy his frowning at. Their difeipline, ^ 
(Now wing-led with their courages)will make 
To they: Approuers, they are Peoplc,fuch IWOe 
That'mend vpon the world. Enter lock;*. 

Phi. See Iachimo 9 ' 

Pofi. The fwifteft Hart?,haue polled you bvlaml. 

And Windes of all the Corners kifs’d your Salles * 

To make your veffell nimble. 

Phil. Welcome Sir, 

Pofi. I hope the briefenefle of your anfwcre, made 
The fpeedineffc of your returne. 
lac hi. Your Lady, 

Is one of the fayreft that I haue look’d vpon 
Pofi. And therewithall the beft.or let her beauty 
Looke thorough a Cafemcnc to allure falfe hearts 1 
And be falfe with them. * 

Iachi. Heere are Letters for you. 

Pofi. Their tenure good I truft. 
loch, ’Tis very like. 

Pofi, Was Caitu Lucius in the Britaine Court, 

When you were there ? 

Iach, He was expe&ed then. 

But not approach’d. 

Tofi. All is well yet. 

Sparkles this Scone as it was wont,or is’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

Iach if 1 haue loft it, 

I fhould haue loft the worth ofit in Gold 
lie make a iourney twice as farre,t’enioy 
A iecond night of fuch fwcer fliortnefle, which 
Was mine in Britaine, for the Ring is wonne. 

Pofi. The Stones too hard t© come by. 

Iach. Not a whit. 

Your Lady being foeafy. 

Vo(t. Make note Sir 

Your loffe.your Sport; I hope you know that we 
Muft not continue Friends. 

Iach. Good Sir,we muft 
If you keepe Couenant: had I not brought 
The knowledge of your Miftris home,I grant 
We were to queftion farther; but 1 now 
Profefferny tclfe the winner of her Honor, 

Together with your Ring; and not the wronger 
Of her,or you hauing proceeded but 
By both your wiJIes. 

Pofi. If you canmak’t apparant 
That yon haue tailed her in Bed; my hand, 

And Ring is yours. If not,the foule opinion 
You had of her pure Honour; gaines,orloofes. 

Your Sword,or mine,or Mafterleffe lease both 
To who fljall finde them. 

Iach. Sir,my Circumftances 
Being fo nere the Truth,as I will make them, 

Muft firft induce you to beleeue; whofe ftrength 
Iwill confir me wit h oath, which I doubt not 
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y<?u*l gi° e roc leauc co fpare> when you (hall finde 
youneedeit noc. 
pofi. Proceed. 

Uch. Firft, her Bed-chamber 
/\Vhere I confeflc I flcpt not, bur profeffe 
jjad that was wel! worth watching) it was bang’d 
\Vith T 3 piftry of Silke.and Siiuer, the Story 
proud Cleopatra, when fhemet her Roman, 

\nd Sidnm fvvelfd aboue the Bankes, or for 
The prefTr of Boates, or Pride. A pcece of Work? 
Sobrauely done, fo rich, that it did ftriue 
}n W^rkcman(hip, and Value, which I wonder'd 
Could be fo rarely, and exactly wrought 
Since the true life onk Was— 
pofi. This is true: 

And thi^ you might haue heard of heere, by me. 

Or by fome other. 

Uch. More particulars 
Muft iuftifie my knowledge. 

Pofi. So they muft. 

Or doc your Honour injury. 
fitch. The Chimney 

Is South the Chamber, and ihcChimriCy-peecc 
Chafte j Diari, bathing : neuer faw I figures 
So likely to report themfclues; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dunibc, oat-went her. 

Motion,end Breath left out. 

Pofi. This is a thing 

Which you might from Relation likewife reape, 

Beir^ as ir. is, much fpeke of. 

fitch. TheRoofe o’th’Chamber, 

With golden Cherubim is fretted. Her Andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of Siiuer, each on one foote (landing, nicely 
Depending on their Brands. 

Pofi* [This is her Honor : 

Let it be granted you haue feene all this (and praife 
Be giuen to ybur remembrance) the defeription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faucs 
The wager you haue laid. 

Iach. Then if you can 

Be pale, I begge bu: lcaue to ayre this Iewcll: See, 
Andnow’tisvpagainc: it muft be married 
To that your Diamond, He keepe them. 

Pofi. louc—— 

Once more let me behold it: Is it thac 
Which I left with her? 

Iach. Sir (I thanke hcr)that 
She ftript it from her Arme : I fee her yet: 

Her pretty Action, did out-fell her guife. 

And yet enrich'd it too: (lie gauc it me, 

And laid, (lie priz’d it once. 

Pofi. May be, flic pluck’d it off 
To fend it me. 

Iach. She writes fo to you ? doth fhec t 

Pofi. Ono,no,no/tis true. Heere, take this too, 

It is a Bafiliske vnto mine eye, 

Killes me to looke on*t: Let there be no Honor, 

Where there is Beaucy: Truth* whercfemblance: Loue, 
Where there’s another man. The Vowes of Women, 

Of no more bondage be, to where they are made. 

Then they arc to their Vertucs,which is nothing : 
O,aboue meafure falfe. 

Phil. Haue patience Sir, 

And take your Ring againe/tis not yet wonne • 

It may be probable (he loft it; or 


Who knowes ifonc her women, being corrupted 
Hath ftolnc it from her. 

Pofi. Very true. 

And fo I hope hecamcby B t:backemy Ring, 

Render to me fome corporall figne about her 
More euident then this: for this was ftolne. 

Iach. By lupitcr, I had it from her Arme. 

Pofi . Hearke you, he fweares: by Jupiter he fweares. 
*Tis true, nay keepe the Ring; 'fis true : I am fure 
She would not loofe it :her Attendants are 
All fwornc,and honourable: they induc'd to jftcalc it? 

And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enioy’d her. 

The Cognilancc of her incontineucie 
Is this; (lie hath bought the name of Whore,thus deerly 
There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell 
Diuidc thcmfelues betweene you. 

Phil. Sir, be patient: 

This is not ftrong enough to be bdecu’d 
Of one perfwaded well of. 

Pofi . Neuer talkcon't: 

She hath bin coked by him. 

Iach , Ifyotsfeeke 

For further fatisfying, vnder her Breaft 
(Worthy her prefting) lyes a Mole, right proud j 
Of that mofl deli cate Lodging. By my life 
I kift it, 3nd it gaue me prefent hunger 
Tofeedcagainc, though full. You do remember 
This ftaine vpon her? 

Pofi . I, and it doth confirme 
Another ftaine, as bigge as Hell can hold. 

Were there no more but it. 

Iach. Will you heare more ? 

Pofi. Spare your Ai ethmaucke, 

Neuer count the Turncs: Once,and a Million# 
lack. lie be fworne. 

Pofi. No fwearing: 

ifyou will 1 wcare you haue not done’e, you lye, 

And I will kill thee, if thou do’ft deny 
Thou ft made me Cuckold.i 
Iach, He deny nothing. 

Pofi. O that I had her heere,to ceare her Limb»mealc:; 
I will go there and doo’t, i’th’Court,before 
Her Father, lledofomething. Exit* 

Phil . Quite befides 

The gouernment of Patience. You haue wonne : 

Let's follow him, and peruert the prefent wrath 
He hath againft himfclfc. 

lack . Witb all my heart. Exeunt. 

Enter PofikHWfu* 

Pofi. Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Muft be halfe-wor&ers? We are all Baftards, 

And that moft venerable man, which I 

Did call n>y Father, was, I know not where 

When I was ftampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles 

Made nie a counterfeit: yet my Mother feem'd 

The Didn of that time: fo doth my Wife 

The Non-pareill ofthis. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance ! 

Me of tny lawfull pteafure flic reftrain’d, 

And pray'd me oft forbearance; did i t with 
A pudencie fo Rofie,the fweet view onY 
Might well haue warm'd olde Saturn*; 

That I thought her 

As Chafte, as vn-Sunifd Snow. Oh,all the Diucls!' 

This yellow Iachimo in an houre, was't not ? \ 
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Or leffe; at firft i Perchance he fpoke not,buc 
Like a full Acornd Boarc,a Iarmen on, 

Cry’de oh, and mounccd; found no oppofirion 
But what he look’d for, fhould oppofc, and (he 
Should from encounter guard. Could I findc out 
The Womans part in me, for there** no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but 1 affirmc 
It is the Womans part : be it Lying 3 noceic, 

The womans : Flattering, hers; Deceiuing, hers: 
Luft,andrankethoughts,hers,hers: Rcucngcs hers: 
Ambitions, Couetings, change of Prides, Difdainej 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability; 

All Faults that name, nay, that Hell knowes, 

Why hers, in part, or all: but rather all For cucn to Vice 
They arc not conttant, but are changing (till; 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not halfe fo old as that. He write againft them, 

Deteft them, curfc them: yee’tU greater Skill 
In a true Hate, to pray they haue their will: 

The very Diuels cannot plague them better. Exit. 


Actus Ter tins. ScenaTrima, 


Enter in State I Cyml>eline i Queent y Clotten, And Lords at 
one do ore, and at another , Cams , Lucius t 
and .Attendants. 


Cym. Now fay, what would Augufltu Cafar with vs? 

Lue. When Inline Cafar (whofe remembrance yet 
Liues in mens eyes, and will to Eares and Tongues 
Be Theame, and hearing cuer)was in this Britain, 

And Conquer’d it, Cajfibulan thine Vnklc 
(Famous in Cafars prayics, ho whit lefl'e 
Then in his Feats deferuing it) for him. 

And his Succeflion, granted Rome a Tribute, 

Ycerely three thoufand pounds; which(by thee)lately 
Is left vntendcr’d. * 

And to kill the tneruaile, 

Shall be fo eucr,' 

Clot, There be many Cafars , 

Ere fuch another Iultsu : Britaine’s a world 
By it felfe, and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our owne Nofcs. 

£ 1 *. Thar opportunity 

Which then they had to take from’s, to refume 
Wehaucagaine. Remember Sir, my Liege, 

The Ki ngs your Anceftors, together with 
The natural! brauerv of your Ifle, which Bands 
As'Neptunes Parke, ribb’d, and pal’d in 
With Oakes vnskaleable,and roaring Waters, 

With Sands that will not bcare your Encmies Bootes, 

But fucke them vp to’thTop.maft. A kmc.e ofConqucft 
Cafar made heere, but made not heere his bragge 
Ot Came, and Saw, and Ouer-came: with fhame^ 

(The firft that euer touch’d him) he waj carried 
From off our Coaft, twice beaten : and his Shipping 
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas 
LikeEgge-flielsmou’d vpon their Surges, crack’d 
As eafily ’gainft our Rockes. For ioy whereof, 

The fam’d Caffibulan, who was once at point 
(Oh giglet Fortune) to mafter Cafars Sword, 

Made Luds-7owne with reioycing-Fircs bright. 


Stem Secunda, 


Enter Pifanio reading of a Letter, 

Pif. How? of Adultery ?• Wherefore write you no 
What Monftershor accu ft} Leonattee : 

Oh Matter, what arrange infection 



And Britaines ftrui with Courage. _ 

Clot. Come, there’s no more Tribute to b 
Kingdome is ftrongcr then it was at that tin, . ’ d ' u 
faid ) there is no mo fuch ^ 3 o,hero z:: : * nd (»s 
crook’d Nofcs, but to awe luch ftraite Arm*” 1 ma ? ha ' 
Cym. Son, let your Mother end, s,n ° n e- 
Clot. We haueyet many among vs c , n 
as Cafftbulan, I doe not fay I am one: but I P PCas W 
Why Tribute? Why flaould we pay Tribute mV 1130(1 
can hide the Sun from vs with a Blanket or Dut 'l 
in his pocket, we will pay him Tribute for lightV 00 
no more Tribute.pray you now. ® 01, elfc Sit 

Cym. You muft know. 

Till the injurious Romans, did extort 
ThisTribute from vs, we were free. Cafars i l- . 
Which 1 well’d fo much, that it did almoft ft„, n , bKl 
The fides o’th’WorId,againft all colour heere 
Did put the yoake vpon’s; which to (hake off' 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Our felues to be, we do. Say then to Cafar 
Our Anceftor was that Mulmutiue , which ’ 

Ordain’d our Lawcs, whofe vfe the Sword of 
Hath too much mangled,* whofe repavre andf, i. 
Shall (by the power wc hold) be ou^ good d«d ^ 
Tho Rome be therfore togxy.Mulmntms ma(]e f 
Who was the firft of Britaine, which did put 
His browes within a golden Crownc,and call’d 
HimfelfcaKing. 

Luc, I sin lorry Cymbclme y 
That i aauo pronounce Augufitu (*+.far 
(Cfifur, that hath moeKings his Seruants,thcn # 

Thy fclfc Domcftickc Officers) thine Enemy : 
Receyue it from roe then. Warre, and Confufion 
1 n Cafars name pronounce I ’gainft thee; Lookc 
For fury, not to be refitted. Thus defide, 

I chankc thee for my felfe. 

Cym* Thou art welcome Cains, 

Thy Cafar Knighted me; my youth \ fpenc 
Much vnder him; of him, 1 gather’d Honour, 

W hich he, to feeke ofroe agajne, perforce, 

Behooucs mckeepeat vttcrance. I amperfeft, 

That the Pannonuns and Dalmatians, for 
Their-Liberties arc now in Armes: aPrefidcnc 
W hidi not to rcadc, would fhew the Britaines cold : 

So Cafar fliall noc finde them. 

Luc. Let proofcfpcake. 

Clot. His Maiefty biddesyou welcome. Make pj 

ftime with vs, a day, cr two. or longer : if you feck vs a! 
terwards in other tearmes, you (hall finde vi in our Sail 
water'Girdlc 2 if you Deate vs out of it, it is yours: if yo 
tall in the aduenturc, our Crowes (hall fare the betterfc 
you : and rhere’* aa end. 

Luc. So fir. 

Cym, I know your Matters plcafurc,and he mine: 
All the Rcmainc, is welcome. Exm 


Isfalneinto thy eare? Wnac falfe Italian, 

(As poyfonous tongu*d,as handed)hath preuaifd 
On thy too ready hearing ? Difloyall ? No. 

She's punifh’d for her Truth; and vndergoes 
MoreGodde(Te-like,then Wife-likc; fuch Aflaults 
would take in fome Vertue. Oh my Matter, 

Thy mind to her,is now as lovve,as were 

Thy Fortunes. How ? That l fhould murther h:r, 

Vpon the Louc,ana Truth,and Vowes;which I 
Haue made to thy command? I her r Her blood? 
jficbefojto do good fcruicc,neuer 
Let me be counted feruiceable. How lookc I, 

That I fhould feeme to lacke humanity, 

go much as this Fact comes to 1 Doo’t :»Thc Letter. 

l haue fent hereby her owne command. 

Shall vine thee opportuxitte. Oh damn’d paper, 

BUcke as the inke that’s on thee: fcnfeleffc bauble, 

Art thou a Foedaric for this A<tt; and look’ft 
So Virgin-like without ? Loe here fhe comes. 

Enter Imogen. 

! I am ignorant in wha: I am commanded. 

Imo. How now Pifanio ? 

pif, Madamjhecrc is a Letter from my Lord. 

Imo. Whojthy Lord ? That is my Lord Leonattu ? 
Oh,learn’d indeed wcrctlu: Attrononter 
That knew the Starres.as 1 his Characters, 

Heel’d lay the Future open. You good Gods, 

Let what'isheere contain’d,rellifh of Loue, 

Of my Lords health,of his content: yet not 

8 That we rwo arc afundcr, let chat grieue him; 

Some griefes are medcinablc. that is one of them. 

For it doth phy ficke Loue,ofhis content, 

All but in th 3 t. Good Wax,thy leaue : bleft be 
You Bees that make thefe Lockes of counlaile. Loucrs, 
And men in dangerous Bondcs pray not alike. 

Though Forfey touvs you csft in prifor,vet 

You clafpe young Cupids Tables: goou NcvvcsGods. 

I tAjlice and your Fathers wrath (fhould he take me in his 
Domimon)couldnot befe crueHto me,as you : (oh the dee- 
res! of Creatures)would even renew me with your eyes . Take 
notice that / am in Cambria at Milford-Hauen : what your 
owns L one,wtll out oft his aduife you. follow. So he withes you 
allbappinefjiyhat remaines loyall to his Vow,and your encrea- 
fwgmLoue , Leonarus Poftbumus . 

Oh for a Horfe with wings: Hear’ft thou Pifanio ? 

He is at Milford-Hauen: Read,and tell me 
How farre’tis thither. If one of meant affaires 
May plod it in a weeke,why may not l 
Glide thither in a day? Then tru ePifanio, 

Wholong’ft like me,tofeethy Lord; wholong’ft 
(Oh let mebate)but not like me: yet long’ft 
But in a fainter kindc. Oh not like me: 

For mine’s beyond,bcyond : fay,and ipeakc t^jicke 
(Loues Counfailor fhould fill the bores of hearing, 
To’th’fmothcring of the Senfe)how farre it is 
Tothisfamc bleffed Milford# And by'th'way 
TellmehowWales was made fo happy,as | 
Tir.hcritefuch aHaucn. But firft of all, 

Howwcimay fteale from hence: and for the gap 
That we (hail make in Time, from our hence-going, 
And our rcturne, to cxcufe: but firft,how gee hence. 
Why fhould excufc be borne or ere begot ? 

Wcclc talke of that heereaftcr. Prythee fpeake. 

How many ftore of Miles may wc well rid 


Twixc bo*re,and houre ? 

Ptf One fcorc’twixt Sun,and Sun^F 
Madam’s enough for you: and too much too„ 

Imo . Why,one that rode ro’sExcutionMan, 

Could neuer go fo flow: I haue heard of Riding wagers. 
Where Horfes haue bia nimbler then the Sands 
That run fch'Clocksl^halfe. Butthis is Foolrie, 

Go,bid my Woman taignc a Sickncflc,fay 
She le home to h* Father; and prouide me prcfencly 
A Riding Suit: No coftlicr then wouldlfit 
A Franklins Hufwife. 

Tifa . Madam,you’re beftconfider. 

Imo. 1 fee before me(Man) nor heere,not heere; 

Nor whatenfues but haue a Fog in them 
That I cannot iooke through. Away, I prythee. 

Do as I bid thee: There’s no more to fa y: 
Acceffibleisnonebut Milford way. Exeunt, 


Scena Tertia. 


Enter HcUrint ,Gtnderiw >and Arturagns. 

Eel. A goodly day.not to fccepeboufe with fuch, 
Whofe Roof c's ailowe asours : SleepeBoyes,this gate 
InftrUvlsyou how t’adorethe Heauens; andbowesyou 
To a morning* holy office. TheGatts of Monaichcs 
Art Arch’d fo high,that Giants may iet through 
And kcepe their impiousTurbonds on,withouc 
Good morrow to the Sun. Ha»lethoufaireHeauen, 

We houfe i’th’Rocke,yet vfc thee not fo hardly 
As prouder liucrj do. 
o' nid. HaileHeauen. 

Arutr. Haile Heauen. , 

Eela, Now for our Mountaine fport, vp to yond hill 
Your legges are yong: lie tread thele Flats. Confidcr, 
When you abcue perceiue n:e like *a Crow, 

Tl ac it is Place, which leffen’s.and let* off, 

Ai\d you may then reuolue what Tales,I haue told you, 
OfCourts.ofPrinccs; ofthcTrickiin Warre. 

This Seruice,is not Seruicc; fo being done. 

But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus, 

Drawcs vs a profit from all things we fee: 

And often to our comfort, ftrall wc finde 
The fharded-BeetlCjin a fafer hold 
Then is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this life. 

Is Nobler,then attending for a checke; 

Richer,then doing nothing for a Babe: 

Prouder, then ruftling in vnpayd-for Silke J 
Such gaine the Cap of him,that makes him fine. 

Yet keepcs his Booke vneros’d: no life to ours. 

Cui.O at of your ptoofe you fpeakiwe poore vnfledg’d 
Haue neuer wing’d from view o’th’neft; nor knowes not 
What Ayre’s from home. Hap’ly this life is beft, 

(If quiet life be beft)fweeter to you 
That haue a fharper knownc. Well correfponding 
With your ftiffe Age; but vnto Vs,it is 
A Cell oflgnoTance : trauailing abed, 

A Prifon,or a Debtor,that not dares 
To Gride 3 limit. , 

Arui- What fhould we fpeakc of 
When we are old as you ? W hen we fh&ll heare 
The Raine and winde beate darke December ? How 
In this our pinching Caue,fhall we difcouric 
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1 be freezing hourcs away ? We hauefetnexiothino: 
We are beaftiy; fubtle as the Fox fpr prey, a 

Like warlike as. the Wolfe., for wjja'c-we eater 
Our Valour is to chacevvhat fiycs.;'6ur Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the priion’d Bird, 

And fing our Bondage fxcel^, 

Bel. How you fpcakt:. 

Did you but know ths^i^ies VlU'eV, 

And felt them knowingly: the Art o’tij^Cotirt, 

As hard to leauq^ps kcepe: whole top to clitnbe 
Is certaine falling : or to flipp’ry, that 
The feare’s as bad as falling^ The toyle o’th’Warrc, 

A paine that oncly feemts to feeke out danger 
1 th name of Famc.andjrionor, which dyes i’th’fearcb, 
And hath as ofc a fland’rous Epitaph, 

A s Record of fairc Adt, Nay, many times' 

Doth ill deferue, by dping well: what’s worfe 
Muft cutt’fie at theCenfure. Oh Boyes, this Storic 
The World may rcadc in me: My bodie s mark'd 
With Roman Swords; and roy report, was once 
Firfl, with the beft of Note. Cymbeline leu’d me, 

And when aSouldier was theThcame, my name 
W as not farre off: then was 1 as a Tree 
Whole houghes did bend with fruit. But in one night, 
A Storme, or Robbery (cal! it what you will) 

Shookc downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaues, 
And left me bare co weather, 
j Cut. Vncerc.iine fauour. 

Bel. My fault being. nothing (as I haue toldyou ofc) 
But that two Viilaines, whofe falte Oathes preoayl’d 
Before my perfect Honor, (wore to Cymbeline, 

1 was Confederate with the Romanes : fo 
Followed my Banifliment, and this twentyyecres, 

This Rocke,and thefe Demefncs, haue bene my World; 
Where I haue liu’d at honeft ft ccdome, payed 
More pious debts toHeauen, then jn all 
The fore-end of my time. But, v.p to’th’Mountaines, 
This is n6t Hunters Language j he tbat-ftrikcs 
The Venifon firl>,fhaJl be the Lord p tK’Fcaft 
To him the other two (hall minifter, 

And we will feare no poyfon, which, attends 
in place of greater State; 

He mcetc you in the Valleyes. Sxcmt. 

How hard itistol.ide tilt lparkcs of Nature? 

Thefe Boyes know little they are Sonnes to’th’Kini?, 

Nor Cymbeline dreames that they are ahue. 

They tbinke they are mine. 

And though train’d vp thus meanely 
f J’th'Caue, whereon the Rmvc their thoughts do hit. 

The Roofes ofPalaccsjpfid Nature prompts them 
In fin,pie andJowe thiijgs, to Prince it, much 
Beyond the tticke ofothers. This Paladottr, 

The heyre #b£jotbelm-it}4 R,rk«doe,.vvhc> 
j he &ing-ik& Fa;fic*r c^il ^GHidorhts . loue. 

When ou. m y. rkciQ-fpfje ilpole 1 fi c> and tell 
The warli'h^feacs J i\aUedqne,his fpirits fly tout 
) ;uo my'Story : fay thus mhjc Enemy fell, 

Ann thus i.fot.my toote pn’s necke, euen then 
The Princely d1oo 4flowes in his Cheeke,he fweats, 
Scraines his yong Nerues, and puts himfelfc in pofture 
That a as my words. The yonger Brother Cadmit, 

.Once Arairagas, in as like a figure 
^tnkeslite into my fpcech,an& fliewes much more 
His owne eoncr.yuing. El-cafkc, iheGame is rows l d, 

Oh C ymbehue, Heauen and my Confluence knovves 
Thou didd ft vniuftiy banifh me ; whereon 
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At three, and two yeeres old,Tftd 7 d^X-- 

Thmk«ng to bari c thee of Succcffion as ° CS> 

Thou refes me of my Lands. Enripbi/e.i 
i nou was’t their Nurfc, they took thee f 0r *.• 

And eucry day do honor to her graue: the ‘ r m ° l! 

My lelfe Belariw , that am Mergan call’d 
They take for Naturall Father. The Game U v„ 

^ IS Vp. £, 


Scena Quart a. 


Enter Pfianio and Imogen, 

/we.Thoutold’ftmewhcnweca , cfrohotc ' , 

Z’l “"v«’“I L Ne ' rc ‘“'tf- 1 *v M«h„„ 

To l,c one firit as I haue now . />,/«,», Man ■ 

Where u Pofihurmu f Whar is in thy mind " 

1 hat makes thee flare thus ? Wherefore breaks char r 
f/r° m MO ,nW 0t thet ? ° ne > but Panted thu, fi 

Would be imerprered a thing perplex’d^ 

Beyond lelfe'explication. Put thy fclfe 
Into a hauiour of lefle fcare, ere wildm (Te 
Vanqu.fh my ftayde, Senfes. What’s the matter? 
Wn y tender ft thou that Paper to me,with 
A iooke vntender ijfc be Summer Ncwes 
Smile coo’t before : if Winterly, thou necd’ft 

But keepethat count’nanceft.l. My Hu.band.haad? 
That Drug-oamn d Italy, hath out-craft,cd him, 

And heaaaiffep* hard point. Speakcman, thy Ton* 
May take oft f omc extreamitie, which to read/ 8 
V'. otild hi cuenmortall tome. 

Pif. Pleafeyou teade, 

Ai'o you (hall finde me (wretched man) a thing 
moii difdaii\d of Fortune. 


__ Imogen re tides. 

"I bath praids tbs Strumpet in 

£ -J , Teflimsnies whereof.\ lyes bleed™ in me.I ft 
not out ofwe.ke Surmifes, bm from ^ proofs <u\ (hone m 
gresfe and44 certaine a* Irvpettmy Reuenee, That'd.in ti 
( Pijamo) muff Ale for me,! ft by Faith be net tamed with 1 
b'cach of hers ; let thine owrie hands take 1 way her life • lib 
gjuethee opportunity at Milford Hauer,. She hath my Lett 
fir theptnpofe. where, fit hot,fears tojtr.be , and to make n. 
certaine tt ts done , thou art the Pander to her d,/honour a 
equally to me dijloya/l. 

Pif.. VV hat Thai! I need to draw my Sword,thePape 
hath cut her throat alreadie ? No, tis Slander, ■ 
Whole edge n (harper then the Sword,whofe tongue 
Out-vcoomes all the Wormeaof Nyle, whofebreaih 
Rides on rhe pofting wtndes,and doth belye 
A.I corners of the World. Kings,Queenes,and States. 
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Graue 
This viperous flander enters. What checre.Madam? 

Imo. Fafle to his Bed ?What is it to befalfe ? 

To lye in watch there, and to thinkeon him? 

To weepe’ewixt clock and clock?Iffleep chargeNatun 
To breake it with a fearfull dreame of him, 

And cry my felfe awake ? That’s falfe to’s bed ? Is it ? 
AJas g©od Lady* 

imo : } ^ a ^ e? Thy ConlciencewitnefleiAtcMw, 
ou didd ftsccufe him ofjncontmencie, 
ou t hcn]ook’dft like a Villainc: now 5 me thinkes 
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Thy fauours good enough. Some lay of Italy 
(Whofe mother ms her painting) hath betraid him: 
poore I am ftale, a Garment out of fafhion, 

And for I am richer then to hang by th’walles, 

1 rpuft be ript: To peeces with me ; OH ! 

Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good teeming 
By thy rettolt (ohfHtSfblrtd) fiaail be though: 
pur on for Vlllainy ; not borne where’e growe?. 

But wornc a B^ite for Ladie?* 
pipt . Good Madam 5 hcare me. 
lwo. True honeft men being heardjike falfe 
Were inl)is time though: falfe: and Synods weeping 
Did fcandall many a holy teare:tooke piety 
From mort true wrctchcdncffe. So thou, Fejlhtirmu 
WiU l a y the Lcnwen on all proper men; 

Goodly,and gallant,(hill befalfe 3nd periur’d 
From thy great fade : Come Fell'd w, be thou honeft, 
Do thou thy Mafters bidding. When thou feeft Ifirn, 

A little witnelfe my obedience. Looke 
I draw thcSwQrdfny lelfe, take it, and hit 
The innocent Manfion of my Loue (my Heart:) 

Feare not, ’tis emjny ofal! things, but Grccfc: 

Thy Mafter is not there, who was indeede 
Therichesot it. Dohisbidding,ftrike. 

Thou may ft be valiant in a better caufe; 

Bur now thou fecm’ft a Cowafd. 

Pif. Hence vileInftrurnent^ 

Thou fhalt not darrine rry hap'd. 

lwo. W hy, I muft dye: 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou arc 
NoSeruantof thyMafters. AgainftSelfc-flaughtcr, 
There is a prohibition fo Diuine, 

That cratiens my weake hand : Come.hcerc’s my heart: 
Something’s a-foot: SoftTofr, wee’l no defence. 
Obedient as the Scabbard. Whatishecre, 
ThcSctiptures ofrhe Loyall Lconatus, 

Al! turn’d to FTevcfie ? Away 3 aw3y 
Corrupters of mv Faith, you (Ban no more 
Be Stomachers to my heart: thus may poore Fooles 
Beieeue falleTeacbcrs: Though ihoie that arc betraid 
Dofeele theTreafon fharpely, yet the Traitor 
Stands in worfe Cafe of woe. And thou Poflhmr^^ 

That didd’ft fet vp my difobediencc 'gainft the King 
My Father, and makes me put into contempt the fuites 
Of Princely Fellowes j (halt heereaftet finde 
It is no afteof conimtfiVpaffage, but 
A ftraineofRarenefte: and I gfeelic my fclfe. 

To thinke, when thou fiialc be difedg’d by her. 

That now thou tyreft on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang’d by me. Prythce difpatch, 

The Lambc entreats the Butcher. Wher’s thy knife? 
Thou art too flow to do thy Mafters bidding 
When Idiiifeittod. 

Pif. OIj gracious Lady : 

Since I rcceiu’d command to do this bufinefie, 

I haue not flept one winke. 

Imo , Doo’tjahd to bed then. 

Pif He wake mine eyc-b^llcs firft, 

Imo. Wherefore then 

Didd’ft vnderrake it ? Why haft tbou abus’d 
So many Miles, with a pretence ? This place ? 

Mine Aftion ? and chine owne ? Our Horfcs labour ? 

Th e Time making thee ? The perturb^ Court 
For my being obfent ? whereuntol ncuer 
Purpofe iccurne. Why haft thou gone fo Farre , 

To be vn-bent ? when thou haft ’cane thy ftand, ' 
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Th'clcdtcd Deere before thee ? 

Pif But co win time m + 

To loofe fo bad employment^ the which 
I haucconfidcr’d of a courfe: good Ladie 
Heare me with patience. . , 

Imo % Talke thy tongue weary, fpeake: 

I haue heard I am a Sfcumpct, and mine ctre 
Therein falfe ftrooke, can cake no greater wound, 
Nor tent, to boftome that. But fpeake, 

Pif Then Madam, 

I thought you would not backe sgaine. 

Imo ♦ Mofthke, 

Bringing me hecrc to kill me. 

Pif Not fo neither: 

But if I were as wife, as honeft, then 
My purpofe would proue well: it cannot be, 

But that my Mafter is abus’d. Some Villainc, 

Land fingular in his Art, hath doncyou both 
This curled iniuric. 

Imo. Some Roman Curce^ an/ 

Pif a. No,on my life: 

He giue but notice you are dead, and fend him 
Some bloody figne of it. For "tis commanded 
1 fnould do fo : you fball bemift a; Court, 

And that will well confirme it. 

Imo. Why good Fellow, 

What {hall 1 do the while? Where bide? HoW liue } 
Or in my life, what comfort, when I am 
Dead co my Husband r 

Pf IfyouT backe toMfCourc. 

Imo. No Court, no Father, nor no more adoe 
With that harfh, noble, fimple nothing: 

Thic Ctittln, whofe Loue-lukc hath bene to me 
As fearefuli as a Siege. 

Pif Ifnot at Ccurr, , 

Then not in Britaine muft you bide. 

Into. Where then? 

Hath Britaine all the Sunne that (bines? Day ? Night ? 
Are they not but in Britaine ? rch’wdtUls Volume 
Our Britaine lecnics as of it, but not in c: 

In a great Poole,a Swannes-ncft, pry thee thinke 
There’s liners out ofBritaine. 

Pif Iammoftglad 

You thinke of other place iTh’Ambaffador, 

Ladut the Romanc comes to Milford-Hauen 
To morrow. Now, if you could weare a mindc 
Darke, as your Fortune is, and butdifguife 
That which t’appeare it felfe, muft not yet be. 

But by fe!fc-riangcr,youfhould tread a courfe 
Pretty,and fulloi view : yea,h3ppily,ncerc 
The rcfidencc of Pofibumm ; fo nie (at lead) 

That though his Adions were not vifible, yee 
Report (hould render him hourely to your eaie, 
Astrucly as hemooues. 

Imo. Oh for foch meanes. 

Though pcrill co my niodeftiC; not death on# 

I would adoctuurc. 

Pif ■ Well then, heere’s the point: 

You muft forgec to be a Woman: change 
Command, into obedience. Feare,and Niceneffe’ 
(The Haadraaides of all Women, or more iruely 
Vfoman it pretty felfe) into a waggiflr courage. 
Ready in gybes, quicke-anfwer’d,fawcie,and 
As quarrellous as the Weazell: Nay, you muft 
Forget that rareft Trcafure of your Chceke, 

Expofing it (but oh the harder heart. 


A-kckr 
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Alacke no remedy ) to the greedy touch 
Ofcommon-kiffing Titan: and forget 
Your labourfome and dainty Trimmes,wherein 
You made great Ittno angry. 

Into. Naybebrecfe? 

I fee into thy end, and am almoft 
A man already. 

Pif. Firft, make your felfe but tike one. 
Fore-thinking this. I haue already fit 
(’Tis in my Cloake-bagge) Doublet,Hat,Hofe,alt 
That anfwcr to them; Would you in their feruing, 
(And with what imitation you car. borrow 
Fromyouchof fuch a fcafon)’foreNoble Lucitu 
Prefent your felfe, defirc his feruicc: tell him 
Wherein you’re happy; which will make him know, 
If that his head haue eare in Muficke, doubtlefle 
With ioy he will imbraceyou: for lice’s Honourable, 
And doubling that, mod holy. Yourmeancs abroad : 
You haue me rich, and I will neucr faile 
Beginning, nor fupplyrrent. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 
TheGods will diet me with. Pry thee away. 

There’s more to be confider’d: but wee 1 cuen 
All thet good time will giuc vs. This attempt, 

I am Souldier too, and will abide it with 
A Princes Courage. Away,»pryrbce. 

Pif, Well Madam, we mull take a (hort farewell. 
Lead being mid, 1 be liifpedted of 
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris, 
Heere is a boxe,l had it from the Queenc, 

What’s in’t is precious: lfyou arefickeatSea, 
OrStomacke-qualm’d at Land, a Drammeofthis 
Will driue away didemper. To fome fliade, 

And fityou to your Manhood: may the Gods 
Dire# you to the bed. 

Imo, Amen:Ithankethee. * Exeunt. 


Enter Cymbrltnt, Queene, Cloten , Lucius t 
and Lords. 

Cym. Thus fatre,and fofarewell. 

Lhc. ThankesjHoyall Sir: 

My Emperor hath wrote,! mud from hence, 

And am right forty, that I mud report ye 
My Maflers Enemy. 

Cym. Our Subjects (Sir) 

Will not endure his yoake; and for our felfe 
To diew lcflc Soueraigmy then they, mud needs 
Appeare vn-Kinglikc. 

Luc. So Sir: f dehteofyou 
A Conductoucr Land,to Milford-Hauen. 

Madam, all ioy befall your Grace,and you, 

Cym. $y Lords,you are appointed forthat Office : 
The due of Honor, in no point omit: 

So farewell Noble Lucitu. 

Luc. Your hand, my Lord. 1 

Clot. Receiue it friendly: but from this time forih 
I wcarc it as your Enemy, 

Luc. Sir, the Euent 

Isyct to name the winner. Fare you well. 

Cym. Leaue not the worthy Lucitu, good my Lords 
Till he haue crod the Seuern. Happines. Exit Lucitujfre 



Q* He goes hence frownino; butlTC— 

That we haue giuenhim caufe. ° n °ur$yg 

Clot. ’Tis all the better. 

Your valiant Britaincs haue their wi flies in it 
Cym. Luctus hath wrote already to t he F * 

How it goes heere. It Hts vs therefore ripely” 0 ' 
OurChariots,and our Horfemen be in reading 

The Powrcs that he already hath in Gallia Ct 

Will foone bedrawne to head,from whence 
His warre for Britaine. ^oues 

££u. ’ Tis not fleepy bufinefle. 

But mud be look’d too fpeedily.and ftrongly 
Cym. Out expe&ation that it would be tJta. 

Hath made vs forward. But my gentle Qu €cn 
Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear’d’ 
Before the Roman, nor to vs hath tender’d 
The duty of the day. She looke vs like 
A thing more made ofmalice, then of duty, 

We haue noted it. Call her before vs, for * 

We haue beetle too flight in fuffcrance, 

Qu. Royall Sir, 

Since the exile of Po/lbumut,mod retyr’d 
Hath her life bin: the Cure whereof, my Lord, 

Tis time mud do. BefeechyourMaiedy, 

Forbeare Iharpe fpccches to her. Shec’sa Lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are droke- ' 

And drokes death to her. 

Enter a Me finger. 

Cym. Where is the Sir ?How 
Can her contempt be anfwer'd ? 

Mef PleafeyouSir, 

Her Chambers are all lock’d, and there’s no anfwer 
That will be giuen to’th’lowd ofnoife.we make. 

Qu. My Lord, when lad I went to vifither," 

She pray’d me to cxcufe her keeping dofe. 

Whereto conftrain’d by her infirmitie, 

She fliould that ducie leaue vnpaide to you 
W Inch dayly flie was bound to proffer: this 
She wifh’d me to make knowne: but our great Court 
Made me too blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doores lock’d ? 

Not feeneof lare? Grant Heauens, that which I 
Feare, proue falfe. Exit. 

Qu. Sonne.l fay,follow the King. 

Clot. That man of hers, r Pifanio t her old Seruant 
I haue not feme thefc two dayes. Exit. 

jQst. Go, looke after: 

Pi fan to, rhou that dantj’d fo for Voflbumut, 

He hath a Drugge of mine: I pray, hisabfencc 
Proceed by lwallowing that. For he belceues 
Iris a thing mod precious. But for her, 

Where is fhe gone ? Haply difpaire hath feiz’d her: 

Or wing’d with ferqour of her loue, flic’s flovme 
To her deflr’d Pofihumtu ; gone fhe is, 

To death) or to di flaonor, and my end 

Can make good vfe of either, Shee being downe, 

I haue the placing oftheBrittifhCrowne. 

Enter Cloten. 

How now, my Sonne ? * 

Clot. ’Tis certaine lhc is fled: 

Go in and cheere the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 
flu. All the better: may 

This night fore-ftall him of thexomming day. ExitQ.£• 
Clo. I loue, and hate her: for file’s Fairc and Royall, 
And that fhe hath all courtly parts more exquifite 
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Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from euery one 
The beftftie hath, and flieofall compounded 
Out-fcllcs them all. I loue her therefore, but 
Difdaining me, and throwing Fauoirrs on 
The low PoftbumM) danders fo her judgement, 

That what’s clfc rare,'is ehbak'd • and in that point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeede, 

Jobe reueng’d vpon her. For 3 when Fooles fhall—- 
Enter Vtfartio . 

Who is heere? What, are you packing firrah ? 

Come hither: Ah you precious panclar, Villaine, 

Where is thy Lady t In a woid, or die 
Thou art ftraightway with the Fiends. 

Pif Ob, good mv Lord. 

Clo . Wbereis thy Lady ? Or,by Iupiter, 

I wlflfnot askeagarne. Clole Villaine, 
lie haue this Secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to ftndfc ir. Is (he with PofthwwM ? 

From wbofe fo many waights of bafenefle, cannot 
fi dram of worth be drawnc. 
pif Alas,nay Lord, 

How can fhe be with him ? When was fhe mifs’d ? 

He is income. 

Clot . Where is (heSir? Come ncercr: 

No farther halting : iacisfiemehome. 

What is become of her ? 

Pif Oh, my all-worthy Lord. 

Clo . All-worthy Villaine, 

Difcouer where thy Miftris is, at once. 

At the next word; no more of worthy Lord: 

Speake, or thy filence on the inftanr, is 
Tby condemnation, and thy death# 

Pif Then Sir: 

This Paper is the hiftorie of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. 

Clo. Let's fee’e: I will purfue her 
Eucn to jiugujlM Throne. 

Pif Orthis,orperifh. 

She's farre enough,and what helearnes by this. 

May proue his traucll, not her danger. 
jflo. Humh. 

Pif lie write to my Lord (be’s dead : Oh Imogen y 
Safe mayft thou wander, fafe rcturne agen. 

Clot . Sirra, is this Letter true ? 

Pif Sir 5 as I thinke. 

Clot. It isP^^whandjIknow’t. Sirtah, if thou 
would’ft not be a Villain, but do me true feruicc: vnder- 
go thofe Impioymcnts wherinl fhould hauecaule to vfe 
thee with a ferious induftry, that is, what villainy focre I 
bid theedo to performed, direftly and truely, l would 
thinke thee an honeft man : thou fhould’ft neither want 
mymeanesfor thyrclecfc, normy voycefor thy prefer¬ 
ment. 

Pif Well, ray good Lord. 

Clot. Wile thou ferue mec? For fince patiently and 
confhntly thou haft ftucke to the bare Fortune of that 
Beggcr PofthumW) thou canft not in the courfe of grati¬ 
tude, but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou lerue 
mee<> 

Pif Sir, I will. 

4 Clo. Giuemecthy hand, heere’smy purfe. Haft any 
of thy late Matters Garments in thy pofleflion ? 

Pifw. I haue (my Lord) at my Lodging, the fame 
Suite he wore, when he tooke leaue of my Ladie & Mi- 
ftrefle. 

Ch. The firft feruicethoudoft mec, fetch that Suite 
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hither, let it be thy firft feruice, go. 

Pif I fhall my Lord. Exit . j 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Hauen: (I forgot to aske ( 
him one thing, lie remembeft anon:) c^cnthere, thou; 
villaine Pofthumm will I kill thee. I would thefe Gar- , 
ments were come. Shcfaide vpon a time (the bitternefle I 
of it, I now belch from my heart) that fhee held the very 
Garment of PoftbumHi y in more rcfpcCl, then my Noble 
and natural! pedon; together with the adornement of 
my Qualities. With that Suite vpon my backe wil I ra- 
uifhhcr: firft kill him,and in her eyes; there (hall (he fee 
my valour, which wjl then be a torment to hir contempt* 
He on the ground, my fpecch of infulment ended on his 
dead bodie,anct when my Luft hath dined (which, asl 
fay, to vex her, I will execute in the Cloathcs that (lie fo 
prais'd:)to the Court lie knock her backe,foot her home 
againe. She hath defpis’d mce rcioycingly, and He ber 
merry in my Reucngc. 

Enter Pifa»io m 
Be thofe the Garments? 

Pif I ,roy Noble Lord. 

t'lo. How long is’t lince flie went to Milford-Hauen? 

Pif. Shecanfcarfebecbercyec. 

Clo. Bring this Apparrell to my Chamber, that is 
the fecond thing that I haue commanded thee. The third 
is, that thou wilt be a voluntarie Mute to my defigne. Be 
but dutious, and true preferment (hall tender it felfe to 
thee. My Reucngeisnow at Milford,would 1 bad wings 
to follow it. Command be true. Sxjt 

Pif. Thou bid’ft me to my lofle: for true to thee, 

Were to proue faile, which 1 will neuer bee 
To him that i& moil true. To Milford go. 

And finde not hcr,whom thou purfueft. Flow,flow 
You Heauenly bleifings on her; This Fooles fpcede 
Be croft with flownefle; Labour be his metde. 


Exit 





Enter Imogen alone. 

Imo. I fee a mans life is a tedious one, 

I haue tyr’d my felfe •• and for two night* together 
Haue made the ground my bed. I ihoulu be ficke. 

But that, my refolucion belpes tnc: Milford, 

When from the Mountaine top, Pifanio fliew’d thee. 
Thou was’c within a kenne. Oh loue, I thinke 
Foundations flye the wretched: fuch I meant, 

Where they fliould berelceu’d. Two Beggcrs told me, 
I could not mifle my way. Will pocre Folkcs lyc 
That haue Afflictions on them,knowing 'tis 
A puni Aiment, or Triall ? Yes; no wonder. 

When Rich-ones fearfe tell true. Tolapfcin Fulnefle 
Is forcr, then to lye for Neede: and Falfhood 
Is worfe in Kings, then Beggets. My deere Lord, 

Thou arc one o’th’falfe Ones: Now I thinke on thee. 

My hunger’s gone; but euen before, I was 
At point to fluke, for Food. But what is this? 

Heere is a path too’t; 'tis feme fauage hold : 

I were beft not call; I dare not call: yet Famine 
Ere cleane it o’re-throw Nature, makes it valiant. 
Plentic, and Pea ce breeds Cowards: Hardneflc cuer 
OfHardineffe is Mother. Hoa? who’s heere? 

If any thing that’s cinill, fpeake: if fauage. 

Take, 
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Take, or lend. Hoa? No anfwer? Then lie enter. 

Bell draw my Sword 5 and ifmine Enemy 
Hut feare the Sword like me, hee’l fcarfely lookc on’t. 
Such a Foe,good Heaucns. Exit. 


Seem Septima. 


■Enter Belarius yGuideritst, and Aruiragu*. 

"Bel. You Veltdore hauc prou'd be ft Woodman, and 
Are Mailer ot the Feaft: Cadwall, and I 
Will play the Cooke, and Seruant, ’tis our match: 

The lwcat of induftry would dry, and dye 
But for the end it workes too. Come,our ftomackcs 
Will make what's homely, fauoury : Wearineffc 
Can fnore vpon the Flint, when reftic Sloth 
Findes the Downc-pillow hard. Now peace be heere, 
Poore houfc, that keep’ll thy felfe, 

Gtti. I am throughly weary. 

Artti . I am weake with toyle,yet llrong in appetite. 
Gui. There is cold meat i’ch’Caue, we’l brouz on that 
Whil’ft what wehauekill’d,be Cook’d. 

Bel. Stay, come not in: 

But that it cates our vidluallcs, I fbould thinkc 
Heere were a Faiery. 

Gui. What’s the matter, Sir? 

Bel. By Iupitcr an Angcll: or If not 
An earthly Paragon. Behold Diuincnefle 
No elder then a Boy. 

Enter Imogen. 

Into. Good mailers harmc me not: 

Before I eoter’d heere, I call’d,and thought 
To haue begg’d.or bought, what 1 hatie tookrgood troth 
I haue (lolne nought,nor would not,though I had found 
Goldftrew’di’th’Floore* Hccre’s money for my Meatc, 
I would haue left it on the Boord, fo foone 
As 1 had made my Meale; and parted 
With Pray’rs for the Prouider. 

Gtti. Money? Youth. 

tAru. All Gold and Siluer rather turne to durt. 

As ’tis no better reckon’d, but of thofc 
Who worfhip durty Gods. 

Into. I fee you’re angry : 

Know, ifyou kill me for my fault, 1 fhould 
Haue dyed, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whether bound ? 

Imo. ToMilford'Hauen. 

Bel. What’s your name? 

Imo,. Fidcle Sir: I hauc a Kinfman, who 
Is bound for Italy; he embark'd at Milford, 

To whom being going, almoft fpenc with hunger, 

I am falne in this offence. 

Bel. Prythce(faireyouth) 

Thinkc vs no Churles: nor meafure our good minde* 

By this rude place wc hue in. Well encounter’d, 

’Tis almoft night, you (hall haue better cheere 
Ere you depart; and thankes to ftay,and eate it: . 
Boycs.bid him welcome. 

Gui. Were you a woman, youth, 

I fhould woo hard, but be your Groomc in honefty: 

I bid foryso, as I do buy. 

Ami. He roake’e my Comfort' 

He is a man, lie loue him 2 s my Brother: 

And fuch a welcome as I’ld giue to him 


(After long abfence) fuch is yours. MofT^Ti-- 

Be fprightly, for you fall ’mongft Frient ^ 
Imo. Mongft Friends ? 

If Brothers: would it had bin lo, that they 
Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then had my pt j 2c 
Bm Idle, and lo motcequall ballaftin^ 

To thee Pofthamtu. 0 

Bel. He wrings at fomediftrclfc. 

Gut. Would I could free’t. 

Ami. Or I, what ere it be, 

What painc it coft, what danger : Gods * 1 * 
Bel. HearkcBoyes. 

Imo. Great men 

That had a Court no bigger then this Caue 
That did attend themfclucs, and had the venue 
Which theirowneConfcieocefeal’d them slayino k 
That nothing-guife of differing Multitudes ^ ^ 

Could not out-pecre thel'e iwaine. Pardon me Gods 

. 1’ld change my lexc to be Companion with them ’ 

Sifice L count us falfe. • * 

Bel. It lhall befo : 

Boyes wcc’l go drdTc our Hunt. Faire youth come in 
/ Uiicourfc is hcauy, fafting: when we hauc topp’d 3 
Wed mannerly demand thee of thy Story, 

So farre as thou wilt fpeake ir. 

Gt*i 4 Pray draw necre- 
Arnu The Night to'th’Owle, 

And Morne to th'Larkc lefle welcome. 

Imo* Thankes Sir, 

Arui. I pray draw neere. £ mi 


Scena OBaua. 


Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 
l.Sen. This is the tenor of the Emperors Writ* 
That fince the common men are now in Action 
’Gain ft chePannonian$,ar:d Dalmatians, 

And chat the Legions now in Gallia, are 
Full weake t® vndertake our Warres againft 
The falne-off Bricaines, that wc do incite 
The Gentry to this bufinefle. He creates 
Lucius Pro-Confull: and to you the Tribunes 
i For this immediate Leuy, he commands 
His abi’olute Comcniffion. Long hue Cafar. 

Tri. Is Lucius Generali of the Forces ? 

l.Sen. 1 . 

Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? 

l.Sen. With thofc Legions 
Which I hauc fpoke of, whereuntoyour leuie 
Mutt be fupplianc: the words of your Commiffion 
Will tye you to the numbers, and the time 
Of their difpatch. 

Tri. We will difeharge our duty. Exm 


<iAUus Quart us, Scena Trim. 

Enter Clet ten alone. 

Clet . I am neere co’th’place where they fhould met 
if Pifanio haue mapp’d it truely. How fit his Gartnen 
ferueme? Why fhould his Miftfis who was made by hi 
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that made the Taylor, not be fit too? The rather (fauing 
reuerence of the Word ) for’eisfaide a Womans fitneffe 
comes by fits: therein I muft play the Workman, I dare 
fpeake it to my felfe, for it is not Vainglorie fora man, 
andhisGlalfe, to confer in his owne Chamberjl meane, 
the Lines of my body arc as well drawne as his; no lefle 
young, more ftrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be¬ 
yond him in the aduantage of the time, aboue him in 
Birth, alike conuerfant in gcnerall feruices, and more re- 
markeable in fingleoppofitions; yet this imperfeuerant 
Thing loucs him in my defpight. What Mortalitie is? 
Pofthumus, thy head (which now is growing vppon thy 
(boulders) (hall within this houre be off, thy Miftris in- 
forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face: and 
all this done, fpurne her home to her Father, who may 
(happily)be a little angry for my fo rough vfage: but my 
Mother hauing power of his teftinefle, (hall tutne all in¬ 
to my commendations. My Horfe is tyed vp fafe, out 
Sword, and to a fore purpofe : Fortune put them into my 
hand: This is the very defeription oftheir meeting place 
and the Fellow dares not deceiue me. Exit. 
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Scena Secunda. 


Enter Belartus yGuideritu yAruiragtes ,and 

Imogen from the Caue. 

Bel. You are not well: Remaine heere in the Caue, 
Wee’l come to you after Hunting. 

Artti. Brother, ftay heere: ; 

Are we not Brothers ? 

Imo. So man and man fhould be. 

But Clay and Clay, differs in dignitie, 

Whofe duft is both alike. I am very ficke, 

Gui. Go you to Hunting,Ilcabidcwich him. 

Imo. SofickeIamnot,yetIamnotwelI: 

But not fo Citizen a wanton, as 
To feeme to dye, ere ficke: So pleafe you, leauc me, 
Sticke to your Iournall courfe: the breach of Cuftome, 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Society, is no comfort 
To one not fociable: I am not very ficke. 

Since I can rcafon of it: pray you truft me heere, 

He rob none but my felfe, and let me dye 
Stealing fo poorely. 

Gui. I loue thee: I haue fpoke it, 1 * * * 
How much the quantity, the waight as much, 

As I do loue my Father. 

Bel, What?How?how? 

Ami. If it be finne to fay fo (Sir) I yoake mee 
In my good Brothers fault: I know not why 

I loue this youth, and I hauc heard you fay, 

Louc’s reafon’s,withoutreafon. The Beereat doorc. 
And a demand who is’t (hall dye, Tld fay^ 

My Father, not this youth. 

Bel. Oh noble ftraine! 

Oworthincffe of Nature, breed of GreatneflcJ 
“Cowards father Cowards ,& Bafe things Syre Bace; 
“Nature hath Meale, and Bran; Contempt, and Grace. 
I’me not their Father, yet who this fhould bee. 

Doth myracle it felfe, lou’d before mce. 

Tis the ninth houre o'ch’Morne. 

Ami. Brother, farewell. 


Imo. Iwifhyefport. 
Ami. You health.— 


■So pleafe you Sir. 


Imo. Thefeare kindeCreatures. 

Gods, what lyes I haue heard : 

Our Courtiers fay, all’s fauage, but at Court ; 
Experience, oh thou difproou’ft Report. 

Th’emperious Seas breeds Monfters; for the Di(h, 
Poore Tributary Riuers, asfwcet Fifh : 

I am ficke ftill, heart-ficke; Pi/anio, 
lie now tafte ofthy Drugge; 

Gut. I could not ftirre him: 

Hefaid he was gentle, but vnfortunate; 

Difhoncftly afflicled, but yet honeft. 

Ami. Thus did he aufwer me: yet faid hcereafter, 

I might know more. 

Bel. To’th’Field.co’th’Field: 

Wee’l leaue you for this time, go in,anc? reft. 

Ami. Wee’l not be long away. 

Bel. Pray be not ficke. 

For you muft be our Hufwifc. 

Imo. Well,or ill, 

I am bound to you. Exit. 

Bel. And fhal’t be euer. 

This youch, how ere diftreft,appearcs he hath had 
Good Anceftors. 

Ami. How Angell-likehefings? 

Gui. But hisneateCookcrie } 

Ami. He cut our Rootes in Charra&ers, 

And fawc’ft our Btothes, as Imo had bin ficke. 

And he her Dieter. 

Arui, Nobly he yoakes 
A fmiling, with a figh; as if the fighe 
Was that it was, for not being fuch a Smile: 

The Smile, mocking the Sigh, thac it would fly e 
From fodiuine a Temple, to commix 
With windesj that Saylors raile at. 

Gui. I do note, 

Thac greefe and patience rooted in them both. 

Mingle their fpurres together. 

Ami. Grow patient. 

And let the ftinking Elder (Greefe) vntwine 
His perifhing roote, with the encreafing Vine. 

Bel. It is great morning. Come away: Who’s there? 
Enter Cloten. 

Clo. I cannot finde thofc Runnagates, that Villaine 
Hath mock’d me. I am faint. 

Bel. Thofe Runnagates ? 

Meancs he not vs ? I partly know him, ’tfa ’ 

Cloten , the Sonne o’ch’Qucene. I feare foroe Ambufh: 

I faw him not thefe many yeares, and yet 
I know ’tis he: We are held asOuc-Lawes: Hence. 

Gui. He is but one: you, and my Brother fearch 
What Companies are neere: pray you away. 

Let me alone with him. 

Clot. Soft, what are you 
That flye me thus ?Some villaine-Mountainers? 

I haue heard of fuch. What Slaue art thou? 

Gui. A thing; 

More flauifti did I ne’re, then anfwering 
A Slaue without a knocke. 

Clot. Thou art a Robber, 

A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yeeld theeTheeff? 

Gui. To who? to thee ? What art thou ? Haue not II 
An armeas biggeas thine ?Aheart,as bigge : 

Thy words I grant are bigger: for I weare not 
My Dagger in my mouth. Say what thou art: 

Why 
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Why I fhouldyeetd to thee? 

Clot, Thou Villaine bafe, 

Know ft me not by my Cloathet? 

Cut. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcall: 

Who is thy Grandfather ? He made thofc cloathes, 

I Which (as it feemes) make thee. 

Cto, Thoupreciou*Varlet, 

My Taylor made them not. 

Cui- Hence then, and thanke 
The man that gaue them thee. Thou art fodifc Foblc, 

I am loath to beate thee. 

Clot. ThouiniuriousThcefe, 

Heare but my name, and tremble. 

Cui. What’* thy name t 
Clo. Cloten, thou Villaine. 

(jut. poten, thou double Villaine be thy name, 

I cannot tremble at it, were it Toad,or Adder, Spider, 
'Twould moue me fooner. 

Clot. To thy further feare, 

Nay, to thy mcere Confufion, thou (halt know 
I am Sonne to’rh’Quecne. 

Gut. I am forry for’t: not Teeming 
So worthy as t'ny Birth. 
pot. Art not afeard ? 

gui. Thofc that I reuercnce, thofc I feare: the Wife: 
At Fooles I laugh : not feare them. 

Clot, Dye the death ; 

When I haue flaine thee with my proper hand, 
lie follow thofe that euen now fled hence: 

And on the Gates of Luds- 7 owne let your heads: 

Yccld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exeunt, 
Enter Belavin* and Aruiragta. 

Bel. No Companie’s abroad ? 

Arui. None in the world: you did miftake him fure. 
Bel. I cannot tell: Long is it fince I faw him, 

But Tirr.e hath nothing blurr’d thofe lines of Fauour 
Which then he wore: the fnatches in his voice, 

And burft of fpeaking were as his; I am abfolute 
’Twas very Clo ten. 

f Arui. In this place we left them; 

I wifh my Brother make good time with him. 

You fay he is fo fell. 

Bel. Being fcai fe made vp, 

I meanc to man; be had noc apprehenfion 
Of roaring terrors: For defeft of iudgement 
Is oft the caufe of Feare. 

Enter Guidtritu. 

But fee thy Brother. 

Gui. This Cloten was a Foole, an empty purie, 

There was no money in’t: Not Hercules 
Could haue knock’d out his Braincs, for he had none: 
Yeti not doing this, the Foole had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

Bel. What haft thou done ? 

Gut. 1 am perfedt what: cut off one Cloteus head, 
Sonne to the Qtieenc (after his owne report) 

Who call’d me Traitor, Mountaineer, and fwore 
With his owne (inglehand heel’d take vs in, 

Difplace our heads, where (thanks the Gods) they grow 
And let them on Luds-Towne. 

Bel. We are all vndone. 

Gui. Why,worthy Father,what haue we to loofe. 
But that he fwore to take, our Liues ? the Law 
Prote&s m tys, then why (hould we be tender, 

To let an arrogant peece of flelh threat vs ? 

Play Judge, and Executioner, all himfclfe ? 


ror we do rcare the Law. What company" 

Difeouer you abroad ? * ' 

Bel. No Angle foule 
Can we fet eye on: but in all fafe reafon 
He muft haue fomc Attendants. Though hi. w 
Was nothing but mutation, I, and that & Wof >ox 

from one bad thing to worfe: Not Frenzie 
Not abfolute madneffe could fo farre haue rail’d 
To bring him heerc alone: although perhap, ° 

It may be heard at Court, that fuch as wee^ 

Caue heete, hunt heerc, are Out-Iawcs, and in * 

May make fome ftrongcr head, the which he he 1 ” 16 
(As it is like him) might breake oat, and f»e a , anng » 
Heel’d fetch vs in, yet is’t not probable C 

To come alone, either he fo vndertaking. 

Or they fo fuffering: then on good sroimd w .c. 

If we do feare this Body hath Jtaile 
More perillous then the head. 

Arui. LetOrd’nance 
Come as the Gods fore-fay it: howfocre 
My Brother hath done well. 

Bel, lhadnominde 

To hunt this day: The Boy 7*fc/«fickene(fe 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gui. With his owne Sword, 

Which he did waue againft my throat, I haue tane 
His head from him: He throw’c into the Cteeke 
Behinde our Rocke, and let it to the Sea, 

And tell the Fifties, hee’s the Queenes Sonne a>/» 

T1 a:’s alllreake. Sxit. ’ * 

Bel. I feare ’twill be reueng’d: 

Would (Polidore) thou had’ft not done’t: though vaU, 
Becomes thee well enough, ® br 

Arui. Would I hadflone’t: 

So the Reuenge alone purfii’dc me: Polidort 
I louc thee brotherly, but enuy much 
Thou haft robb’d me of this deed: I would Reucnges 
That poftible ftrength might meet, wold Ibck vs through 
And put vs to our anfwer. 8 

Bel. Well,’tis done: 

Wce’l hunt no more to day, nor feeke for danger J 
Where there’s no profit. I pry thee to our Rocke, 

You and Fide/e play the Cookes: lie flay 
Till hafty Polidore returnc, and bring him 
To dinner prefcntly. 

Arui. Poore ficke Ftdele, 
lie willingly to him, to gaine his colour, 

Il’d let a parifh of fuch Clotens blood. 

And praife my felfe for charity. Exit. 

Bel. Oh thouGoddeffe, 

Thou diuine Nature; thou thy felfe thou blazon’ft 
In thefe two Princely Boyes: they arc as gentle 
As Zephires blowing below the Violet, 

Not wagging his fwcet head; and yet,as rough 
(Their Royall blood enchaf’d) as the rud’ft winde, 

I hat by the top doth take the Mountaine Pine, 

And make him ftoope to tb’Vale. Tis wonder 
That an inuifible i r, (l in (ft (hould frame them 
To Royalty vnlearn’d. Honor vntaught, 

Ciuility not fecnefrom other: valour 
That wildely growes in them, butyeelds a crop 
As ifit had beene fow’d: yet ftill it’s ftrange 
What Clotens being heerc to vs portends. 

Or what his death will bring vs. 

Enter Guidertm. 

Gui. Where’s my Brother? 


I 




I h*ue ftnt Clotens Clot-po le downe the ftreame, 
jnEmbiffij to his Mother; his Bodie’s hoftage * 
Forhisreturne. Solemn THuftck, 

Bel, My ingenuous Inftrument, 

(Heatke Polidore) it founds :but whatoccafioa 
Hath Cadwal now to giue it motion ? Hearke, 

Gui. Is he at home? 

Bel. He went hence eucn now. 

Gui. What does he meanc ? 

Since death of my dect'ft Mother 
It did not (peakc before. All folemne things 
Should anfwer folemne Accidents. The matter? 
Ttiumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes, 

Is iollity for Apes, and greefc for Boyes. 

Is Cadre all mad ? 

Enter Aruiragtts, with Imogen dead, hearing 
her t* hu Armes. 

Bel. Looke, heere he comes, 

And brings the dire occafion in bis Armes, 

Of what we blame him for. 

Arm, The Bird is dead 
That we haue made fo much on, I had rather 
Haue skipt from fixteene yearei of Ag , to fixey : 

To haue turn’d my leaping time into a Crutch, 

Then hauefeene this. 

Cni. Ohfwceteft, fayreft Lilly : 

My Brother weares thee not the one balfe fo well. 

As when thou grew’ft thy felfe. 

Bel. Oh Melancholly, 

Who eucryetcould found thy bottome? Finde 
The Ooze, to (hew what Coaft thy fluggifti care 
Might’ft eafileft harbour in. Thou blcfled thing, 

; ouc knowes what man thou might’tt haue made: but I, 
Thou dycd’ft a moft rare Boy, oQMchncholly. 

How found you him ? 

Arui. Starkc 4 asyou fee: 

Thus fmiling, as fome Fly had tickled (lumber. 

Not a* deaths dart being laugh’d at: his right Checks 
Repofing on a CuCbion. 

Cui. Where? 

Arui. O’ch’floore: 

His armes thus leagu’d, I thought he flept,and put 
My clowted Brogues from off my fecte, whofc rudeneffc 
Anfwer’d my fteps too lowd. 

Gui. Why,he but fleepes: 

If he be gone, hce’l make his Graue, a Bed: 

With female Fay ries will his Tombe be haunted. 

And Wormes will not come to thee. 

Arui, With fayreft Flowers 
Whil’ft Sommer latts, and I liue heerc, Fidele, 
lie fweeten thy fad graue: thou (halt not lacke 
The Flower that’s like thy face. Pale-Primrofe, nor 
Theazur’d Hare-bell,like thy Veines : no,nor 
Thelcafc of Eglantine, whom nor to (lander, 
Out-fwcctncd not thy breath: the Raddocke would 
With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore fhaming' 

Thole rich-left-heyrci, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this. 

Yea, and furt’d Moffe befidcs. When Flowrcs are none 

To winter-ground thy Coarfe-__ 

Gui. Prythee haue done. 

And do not play in Wench-like words with th 3 t 
Which is foferious. Let v* bury him, 

And not protract with admiration,what 
Isnowduedcbt. To’th’grauc. 

Arui. Say,whcre (lull’s lay him ? 
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Gm. By good Suriphtle, our Mother. 

Arui. Bee’tfo: 

And let vs (Polidore) though now our voyce* 

Haue got the mannifti cracke, fing him to’th’ground 
As once to our Mother: v(c like note, and words. 

Saue that Euriphile, muft be Ftdele. 
gut. CadwaB,' 

I cannot fing: lie wcepe,and wbrd it with thee; 

For Notes offorrow, out of tunc,are worfe 
Then Priefts, and Phanes that lye. 

Arui. Wee’l fpeake it then. 

Bel. Great greefes I fee med’eine the Jeffe: For Cloten 
Is quite forgot. He was a Q^ecnes Sonne,Boyes, 

And though he came our Etiemy.remember 

He was paid for that: though meane,and mighty rotting 

Together haue one duft, yet Reuerence 

(That Angell ofche world) doth make diftimftion 

Ofplacc tweene high,and low. Our Foe was Princely. 

And though you tooke his life, as being our Foe. 

Yet bury him,as a Prince. 

Gui. Pray yo* fetch him hither, 

7 berfites body is as good as At ax. 

When ney ther arc aliue. 

Arui. Ifyou’l go fetch him, 

Wee 1 fay our Song the whil’ft: Brother begin, 

Gui. Nay Cadwall, we muft lay his head to th’Eaft, 
My Father hath a reafon tor’i. 

Arui, Tis true. 

Gui. Come on then,andrcmouehim. 

Arui. So, begin. 

S ONG. 

Guid. Feare no more the heate o'th'Sm, I 
Nor the furious Winters rages, 

Thou thy worldly tashjoafi don , 

Home artgon } and tane thy wages. 

Golden LadsjOnd Girles all muft. 

As Chimney-Sweepers come to duft. 

Arui . Feare no more thefrowneo'ttiGreat 
Thou art paft the Tirantsftroake , 

Care no more to cloath and eate , 

To thee the Reede is as the Oake : 

The Scepter, Learning,Phjficke muft , 

All follow this and come to duft. 

Guid. Feare no more the Lightningflafh. 

Arui. Flor tb'all-dr ended Thunder ft. one. 

Gui. Feare not Slander, Cenfurerajh. 

Arui. Thou haft finilb'd ley andmone. 

Both. All Lonersyoung.jllLoners muft , 
pnftgne to thee and come to duft, 

Guid. No Exorciforharmcthee t 
Arui. Nor no witch-craft charme thee, 

Guid. ghoft vnlaidforheare thee. 

Attn. Nothing til come neere thee. 

Both, f^utet confumatton haue , 

And renowned he thy graue. 

Enter Belarim with the body of Clottn, 

Cui. We haue done our obfequies: 

Come by him downe. 

2?e/.Heere’$ a few Flowres.but ’bout midnight more: 
The hearbes that haue on them cold dew o’th’night 
Arc Brewings fit’ft for Graucs: vpon cheir Faces. 

You were as Flowres, now wither’d j euen fo 
Thefe Herbelets (hall,which we vpon you drew* 

Come on,a way, apart vpon our knees: 

The ground that gaue them firft, ha’s them againe; 

Their pleafurcs here are paft,fo are their painc. Exeunt. 

bbb _ Imogen 
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< The Tragedieof Cymbeline . 


Imogen awakes. 

Ye* Sir, to Milford-Hauen, which is the way ? 

I thanke you,: by yond bufh? pray how t'arrc chethcr ? 
’Ods j^ittykins; can ir be fixe wile yet ? 

I haue gone all night: ’Faith,,Lie lye downe,and fleepc. 
But Toft ; no Bedfellow ?Oh Gods,and Goddches ! 

Thefe Flowres are like the pieafures of the World; 

This bloody mao the care on't. I hope I dreamc: 

For fo I thought 1 was a Caue-keeper, 

And Cooke to honeft Creatures. Bur tis not fo: 

’T was but a bolt of nothing, fhot at nothing, 

Which the Biaine makes of Fumes. Our very eyes, * 

Are iomeiitnes like our Judgements,blinde. Good faith 
j I tremble ftiil with fearc: but if there be 
Yet left in F^cauen, as fmall a drop of pittie 
As a Wrens eye; fear’d Gods, a part of it. 
i TheDrcamc’s becre Bill: cuen when I wake it is 
Without me,as within me t not imagin’d,felt. 
Aheadlcffe man ? The Garments of Pofi humus ? 

1 know the fhape oPs Legge: this is his Hand: 

His Foote Mercuriall: his martiall Thigh 

The brawnes of Hercules : but his louiall face—- ■ 

Murtbei in hcauen . ? How ?’cis gone. Fifaxto, 

All Curfes madded Hecuba gaue the Grcekes, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee s thou 
Confpir’d with that Irregulous diucll Cloten, 

Hath hcere cut off my Lord. Towrite, andread, 

Be henceforth treacherous. Damn’d Ptjanio , 

Hath with his forged Letters (damn’d Pifanio') 

From this moft braueft veffell of the world 
Strooke the maine top 1 Oh Peflbumm, alas. 

Where is thy head?where’s that? Aye me ] where’s that ? 
Pifanio might haue kill’d thee at rhe heart, 

And left this head on. How fhould this be, Pifanio ? 

’Tis he, and Cloten :Malicc, and Lucre in them 
Haue laid this Woe hcere. Oh ’tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The Druggc he gaue me, which hee faid was precious 
And Cordiall to me, haue 1 not found it 
Murd’rous to’th’Senfes ? That confirmcs it home; 

This is Pifanio' s deede, and Cistern Oh! 

Giue colour to my pale cheeke with tby blood. 

That we the horrider may feerne to thole 
Which chance tofinde vs. Ob, my Lord! my Lord I 
Enter Lucius t Captaines.and a Soothftyer. 

Cap . Tothcm,the Legions garrifon’d in Gallia 
After your will, haue croft the Sea, attending 
You hcere at Milford-Hauen, with your Shippes r 
They are hcere in readineffe. 

Luc. But what from Rome? 

Cap, The Senate hath flirt’d vp the Confiners, 

And Gentlemen.ofltaly, moft willing Spirits, 

That promife Noble Seruice: and they come 
Vnder the Conduft of bold lechimo , 

Sjenna* s Brother. 

Luc. When expeft you them? 

Cap. With the next benefit o’ch’winde.’ 

Luc. This forwardneffe 

Makes our hopes faire. Command our prefent numbers 
Be mufter’d : bid the Captaines looke too’t. Now Sir, 

^ What haue you dream’d of late of this warres purpofe. 
Sooth . Laft night,the very Gods Jbew’d me a vifion 
(I faft,and pray’d for their Intelligence) thus: 

1 faw Ioues Bird, the Roman Eagle wing’d 
From the fpungy South, to this part of the Weft, 

J here vaniflb’d in the Sun-beames,which portends 
(V nlcfle my finnes abufc my Diuination) 


iM 


Succeffcto th’Roman hoaft.'r 

Luc. Dreamc often fo,' 

And ncuer fal fc. Soft hoa, what trunckeis 
Without his top ? The mine fpeakes.'that fo^ 

It was a worthy building. How? a Page? ** ltne 

Or dead, or fleeping on him? But dead rather- * 

Fbt Nature doth abhorre to make his Bed 
With the defunct, or fleepe vpon the dead. 

Let’s fee the Boyes face. 7 i 

Cap . Hee’s aliuemy Lord. 

Luc. Hec’l then inftruft v* of this body • Y 0l] 
Informe vs of thy Fortunes, for it feerhes' ° ont 

They craue to be demanded: who is this 
Thou mak’ft thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
That (otherwife then noble Nature did) 

Hath alter’d that good Pufturc? What’s thy i nttre « 

In this fad wracke? How came't ? Whois’t? 1 

What art thou? 

Imo. I amnothing; or ifnot, 

Nothing to be were better: This was my Mafter 
A very valiant Britaine, and a good, f 

That hcere by Mountaineers lyes flaine: Alas 
There is no more fuch Mailers: I may wander 
From Eaft to Occident, cry out for Sendee 
Try many, all good: ferue truly: ncuer * 

Findc fuch another Mafter. 

Luc. ’Lacke,goodyouth: 

Thou mou’ft no lefie wnh thy complaining, then 
Thy Maifter in bleeding: fay his name,good Friend. 

Into. Richarddu Champ: If I do lye,and do 
No harme by it, though the Gods hcare, I hope 
They’l pardon it. Say you Sir? 

Luc, Thy name ? 

Imo. Ftdele Sir. 

Luc. Thou doo’ft approue thy felfe the very fame; 
Thy Name well fits thy Faith; thy Faitn.thy Name: * 
Wilt take thy chance with me? 2 will not fay 
Thou (halt be fo well mafter’d, but be fure 
No IcfTebelou’d. TheRomane Emperors Letters 
Sent by a Confull to me, fhould not fooner 
Then thine owne worth preferre thee: Go with me. 

Imo. lie follow Sir. But firft,and t pieafe the Gods, 
He hide my Mafter from the Flies,as deepe 
As thefe poore Pickaxes can digge: and when 
With wild wood-leaues & weeds.I ha’ ftrew’dhis graue 
And on it faid a Century of prayers 
(Such as I can)twiee o’rc. He weepc,and fighe, 

And leaning fo his feruice,follow you, 

So pieafe you entertainc mee. 

Lus. I good youth, 

And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee: My Friends, 
The Boy hath taught vs man ly duties: Let vs 
Findc out the prettieft Dazied-Plot we can. 

And make hira with our Pikes and partizans 
A Graue: Come, Arme him: Boy hee’sprefert’d 
By thee, to vs, and he fhall beinterr’d 
As Souldiers can. Be cheerefull j wipe thine eyes, 
Some Falles are tbeanes the happier to arife. Exeunt 

Scena 7 ertia. 


Enter Cjmbeline,Lords } and Pifanio. 

Cjm. Againe: and bring roe .word how ’tis with her, 
A Feauour w ith the abfencc of her Sonne; 
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A rnadnefie, ofwhich her life’s in danger : Hcaucns, 

Hovv deeply you ac once do touch me, Imogen, 

Thegreacpartofmy comfort,gone; My Qucene 

Vpon a dcJpera:c bed,and in a time 

When fearefull Warres point at me : Her Sonne gonc > 

Soneedfull for chisprefent rltftrikes me,paft 

The hope of comfort. But for thce,Fellow, 

Who needsmuft know other doparture, and 
pcjft feeme lo ignorant, wee*I enforce it from thee 
By a fharpe Torture. 

Tif Sir, my life i* yours, 

1 humbly fer it at your will: But for my Miftris, 

I nothing know where flu* remaines: why gone, 
fjor when fhe purpofes returtie. Befecch your Hjghncs^ 
Hold me your loyall Seruant. 

Lord. Good my Liege, 

The day th 2 t (he was milting, he was hcere; 

I dare be bound hce’s true, and dial] performs 
All parcsofhis (ubicbficn loyally. For Cloten , 

There wants no diligence in fecking him. 

And will no doubt be found, 

Cjm . Thetirxieistroublefome: 

Wce’l flip you for a feafon, but our ierdoufie 
Do*s yet depend. 

Lord. Soplcaieyour Maiefty, 

ThcRomaine Legions,all from Gallia drawne. 

Are landed on your CoaO:, with a lupply 
OfRomaineGentlcmen^ by the Senate fenr. 

Cym. Novsr for the Counfaile of my Son and Q^nccn, 
J am amaz’d with matter. 

Lord. Good my Lieg^ 

Your preparation can affront no lefle (ready: 

Then what you heare of. Come more, for more vou’rc 
The want is>but to put chofc Powrcs in motion, 

That long to rnoue. 

Cym . I thanke you : let’s withdraw 
And mecte the Time, as ir kekes vs. Wc fcare not 
What can from Italy annoy vs, but 
Wegveeueac chances heere. Away. Exeunt 

Ptfd. I heard no Letter from my Maflcr,fince 
I wrote him Imogen was flaine. Tis ftrange: 

Nor heare I froa) my Miftris, who did promife 
Toyecld me often tydings. Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten y but remaine 
Perplcxtin all. TheHeaucns ftiil muft worke : 

Wherein I amfalle, Ism honeft : not true, tube true. 
Thefeprefenc warres (hall finde J louc my Country, 

Euen to the note o’th'King, or lie fall in them: 

All other doubts, by time let them be cleer’b. 

Fortune brings in fomc Boats,that are not fleer’d. Exit . 


Scena Quart a. 


*Bel % Sonnes, 

Wee 5 l higher to the Mountaines, there fecure v.. 

To the Kings par ty there’s no going; newnefle 
Of Clotcns death (we being not knowne, not mufter’d 
Among the Bands) may driuc vs to a render 
Where wehaueliu’d; and fo extort from’sthac 
Which we haue done, whole anfwcr would be death 
Drawnc on with Torture. 

Gut. This is (Sir)a doubt 
In fuch a time, nothing becomming you. 

Nor fatisfying vs. 

•Arui. It is not likely. 

That when they hcare their Roman horfes neigh. 

Behold their quarter’d Fires; haue both their'eyes 
Ai;d cares fo cloyd importantly as now. 

That they will wafte their time vp6n our note^ 

To know from whence we are. 

"Bel. Oh,I am knowne 
Of many in the Army : Many yceres 
(Though Cloten then but young) you fee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And bdidcs, the King 
Hath not deferu'd my Seruice, nor your Loucs, 

Who findc in my Hxile, the W3nc ofBreeding * 

The certainty of this heard life, aye hopeleffe 

To haue the courtefieyour Cradle promis’d, ° 

But to be ftiil hot Summers Tan!ing*,and 
The fhrinking Slaues of Winter. 

Gun Then be lo, . 

Better to ceafe to be. Pray Sir, to’th’Armv ; 

I, and my Brother arc not knowne; your felfe 
So out of thought, and thereto fo orc-growne* 

Cannot be queftion’d. 

Ami. By this Sunne chat flhincs 
He thither: What thing is’c, that I neurr 
Did fee man dye, fcarlc euer look’d on blood. 

But that ofCoward Hares^ot Goats, and Venilon? 
Ncuer beftrid a.Horfefauc one, that had 
A R ider like my felfe, who ne’re wore Rowell, 

Norf ron on his heele ? 3 am afham’d 
To looke vpon the holy Sunnc, to haue 
1 he benefit ofhis blcft Bcames,remaimng 
So long a poore vnknowne. 

Gut By heauens lie go, 

If you will bldfe me Sir, and giucroeicaue, 
lie take the better care: but if you will not, 

7 he hazard t hercforc due fall on*me,by 
The hands ofRomaines. 

Ami. So fsy I, Ampen. 

Bel. Norcafonl (finceofyourliuesyou fet^ 

So flight a valewation) fliould referue 

My crack'd one to more care. Haue with you Boyes; 

If in your Country warres you chance to dye. 

That is cry Bed roo (Lads)snd chere He lye. 

Lead,lead; the time feemslong, their blood thinks fcorn 
Till it flycout > an(i fhew them Princes borne. Exeunt. 


Enter BeUritts fitiiderim Jlruiragtes. 

Gui. The noyfe is round about vs. 

Bel. Let vs from it. 

Aral. What plea fure Sir,we findc in lifc,to!ocke it 
From A$ion,and Aducnture. 

Gut. Nay,what hope 

Haue we in hiding vs? This way the Romaincs 
Muft , or for Britaines flay vs orreceiue vs 
For barbarous and vnnaturall Reuolts 
During their vfc,andflay vs after. 


Actus Quintus. ScenaBrima . 

-—_ - 

j Enter Pofthumtu alone, 

j Pofl. Yea bloody doch t lle keep thee : for lam wiffic 
i Thou fhould'ft be colour’d thus. You married ones a 
• if each ofyou fhould take this courfc, how many •* 
Muft murthcr Wiue* much better then thcrofclues 
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Forwryingbut aiktle? Oh~Ptfani 0 f 
Euery good Scruarudo’snoc all Commands: 

So Bond, but to do iuft ones. Gods, if you 
Should hauc ’cane vengeance on my faults, Inener 
Had lin’d to put on this; fo had youfaued 
The noble. Imogen, to repent, and ftrooke . 

Me (wretch) more worth your Vcngcancc. But alacke. 
You fnatch fomc hence for little faults; char’s louc 
To haue them fall no more : you fomc permit 
To fecond illes with illes, each cider worfe. 

And make them dread it, to the dooers thrift. 

But Imogen is your ownc, do your beft vvillcs, 

And make me bleft to obey. I am brought hither 
Among th’italian Gentry, and to fight 
Againft my LadiesKingdome: ’Tis enough 
That (Britaine) I hauc kill’d thy Mi Arts: Peace, 

He giue no wound to thee: therefore good Heauens, 
Heare patiently my purpofe. lie difrobe me 
Ofthefe Italian weedcs, and fukc my fclfc 
Asdo’s a SritaiuePezant :fo IIcfight 
Againft the part I come with: folic dye 
For thee (O Imogen) eucn for whom my life 
Is euery breath,a death : and thus, vnknowne, 

Pitcied, nor hated, to the face of pcrill - 
My felfelfc dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour* in me, then my habits fliow. 

Gods,put theftrengdro’tb Leoxati in me: 

To (hametheguizco’th’world,! will begin. 

The fafhion Icrfc without, and more withm- Exit, 


Enter Lucius, Lachimo,and the Romane Army at one doorc : 
and the 'Britain* Army at another : Leonards Pofihumns 
following like a poore Sculdicr. They march ouer, and gee 
out. Then enter agatne in Skirmifb lachimo and Potthu* 
mus : hevanquijheth and difirmetb lachimo 3 aud then 
leaues him. 

lac. The heauineffc and guilt within my bofomc. 
Takes oftmy manhood : I hauebelyed a Lady, 

The Princelfc of this Country; and the ayre on'c 
Reuengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle, 

A very drudge of Natures } hauc fubdu’de me 
In my profeffion r Knighthoods,and Honors borne 
A* I wcare mine)are titles but of fcorne. 

If that thy Gentry (Britaine ) go before 
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes 
Is,that we fcarfe are men, and you arc Goddes. Exit . 

The Battatle continues , the Britaines jly,Cymbeltne is 
taken: 7 hen enter to his refeue , BelUritu , Guiderius , 
and Aruira^w. 

c 

Bei. Stand, ftand/vvc hsue th’aduantagc of the ground, 
The Lane is guarded : Nothing rowtsys*but 
The viliany ofWr feares. 

Gut, Ansi. Stand,Band,land fight. 

Enter Pofihumus,and fcccnds the Britaines . They Refeue 
Cyinbelinc, and Exeunt. 

Then enter Lucius , lachimo , and Imogen. 

Luc. Away boy from the Troopes,andfauethy felfc: 
For fri#ds kii.frlends,and the difordcr’s fuch 



As warre were hood-wink’d. 
lac. ’Tis their frefh fupplie*. 

Luc. It is a day turn’d ftrangely: or 
Let's re-inforce, or fly. ' * 7 ° rbct,m « 




Seem 7 ertia. 



Enter Pefihumtu, and a Britaine Lord 

e7l f ‘°'” ” he '' ma<lt •'>« fl«nd? 

Though you it feemes come from the Fliers ? 

Lo, 1 did. 

Pofi. No blame be to you Sir/or all was loft 
But that the Heauens fought: the King himfelfe 
Of his wings deftitute, the Army broken. 

And but the backes of Britaines feene; all flying 
Through a ftrait Lane, the Enemy full-hearted* 5 
Lolling the Tongue with flaught’ring: hauingw 0 'ke 
More plentiful!, then TooJes to doo’t: ftrooke downs 
Some mortally, fome flightly touch'd, fome falling 
Meerely through feare,that the ftrair palFe was danim'd 
Withdcadmen,liurt behind?,and Cowards liuioe 
To dye with length’ned fliame. 6 

Lo. Where was this Lane? 

Pofi. Cl ofc by the battell,ditch'd, & wall’d with turph 
Which gauc aduantage to an ancient Soldiour 
(An honeft one I warrant) who deferu’d 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to. 

In doing this for’s Country. Athwart the Lane, 

He, with cwoftriplings (Lads more like to run * 

The Country bafe, then to commit fuch flaughter, 
With faces fic for Maskes, or rather fayrer & * 

Then thole forpreferuatinn cas’d,orftiame) 

Made good thepaflage, crycd to thole that fled. 

Our 'Britaines hearts dye flying, not our men, 

To darknefle fleete foulcs that flye backwards; (land, 
OtWuc are Romanes, and will giue you that 
Like beafts,which you ftiun beaftly, and may faue 
Burro iookcbackc in frowne :Scand,ftand. Thefe three, 
Three thoufand confident, in adlc as many: 

For three performers are the File, when all 
The reft do nothing. With this word ftand,ftand. 
Accomodated by the Place; more Charming 
With their owne Noblenefle, which could haue turn’d 
A Diftaffe, to a Lance, guilded pale lookes; 

Part ftiame,part (pint renew’d, that fome turn’d coward 
But by example (Oh a finne in Warre, 

Damn’d in the firft beginners) gan to Jooke 
The way that they did, and to grin like Lyon* 

Vpon the Pikes o'th’Huniers. Then beganne 
A flop i’th’Chaler; a Retyre: Anon 
A Rowt,confufion thick#: forthwith theyflyc 
Chickensjtbc way which they flopt Eagles: Slaues 
Theftrides the Vi&ors made: and now our Cowards 
Like Fragments in hard Voyages became 
The life o’th’need: hauing found the backe doore open 
Of the vnguarded hearts: heauens,how they wounds 
Some flainc before fome dying; fome their Friends 
Ore-borne i’th’former waue, ten chac’d by one. 

Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty: 
Thole that would dye, or ere refift, are growne 
The mortall bugs o’th’JField. 


Lord. This was ftrangechance: 

Anarrow Lane.an old man, and two Boyes. 

Po(i. Nay.do not wonder at it: you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you heare. 

Then to wot ke 3ny. W ill you Rime vpon’c, 

And vent it lor a Mock’ric? Heere is one: 

«7W Boyes.,i» Oldman (twice a Boy)a Lane, 

“Prefer i(d the Britaines , was the Romanes bane. 

Lord. Nay.be not angry Sir. 

Pofi,. Lacke.to wli3c end ? 

VVno dares not (land his Foe, lie be his Friend : 

For if hec’l do, as he is made to doo, 

I know hee’l quickly flye my friendftiip too. 

You haue put me into Rime. 

Lord. Farewell, you’re angry, Exit. 

Pop. Still going? This is a Lord : Oh Noble mifery 
To be i’th’Field,and aske whatnewes of me: 

To day, how many would haue giuen their Honours 
Tohaue fau’d their Carkafles? Tookeheele to doo’t. 
And yet dyed too. J,in mine owne woe charm’d 
Could not findc death,where I did heare him groane. 
Nor feele him where he ftrooke. Being an vgly Monfter, 
’Tis ftrange he hides him in frefh Cups.foft Beds, 

Sweet words; or hath moe nainifters then we 

That draw hiskniues I’th’War. Weill will findc him: 

For being now a Fauourer to the Britain?, 

No more a Britaine, 1 hauc refum’d againc 
The part I came in. Fight I will no more. 

But yeeld me to the vet ieft Hindc, that (hall 
Once touch my fhoulder. Great theflaughter if 
Heere made by’th’Romanc; great the Anfwer be 
Britaines muft take. Fop me, my Ranfomc’s death. 

On eyther fide I come to fpend my breath; 

Which neyther heere lie keepe, nor beate agen, 

But end it by fome mcanes for Imogen. 

Enter two (apt fines,and Soldiers- 

1 Great Iupiter be prais’d, Lucius is taken, 

’Tis thought the oldman.andhis fonncs.were Angels, 

2 There was a fourth man,in a filly habit, 

Thatgaue th’Affront with them. 

I So ’tis reported : 

But none of’em can be found. Stand,who’s there ? 

Pofi, A Roman, 

Who had not now beene drooping heere,if Seconds 
Had anfwer’d him. 

* Lay hands on him: a Dogge, 

A legge of Rome (hall not returne to tell 

What Crdws hauepcckc them here: he brags his fcruice 

A* if he were of note: biinghim to’th’King. 

Enter CymbelinCyBc!aritu,Gtiideritu,ArKiragtu ) Pifanio .and 
Romane Coptines. The Captaines prefent Pofihumus to 
Cymbelineyoho del users, him oner to a Gaoler. 


Seem Quart a. 


Enter P of humus > and Gaoler. 

Gao . You fh»Jl not now bcftolne. 

You hauc loekes vpon you: 

So graze, as you findc Pafture* 
t.Gao. I,or a ftomackc. 

Poft, Mod welcome bondage; for thou art a way 
(l thinkc) to liberty; yet am I better 
Then one that’s ficke o’ch’Gowt, fincc he had rather 


m _ 

Groane fo in perpetuity, then be cur’d 
By’th’iurePhyfitian,Death; who is the key 
T’vnbarrc thefe Lockes.My Confcicncc,thou art fetter’d | 
More then my ftianks,& wrifts:you good Gods guie me 
The penitent Inftrument to picke that Bolt, 

Then free for euer. Is’t enough I am lorry ? 

So Children temporall Fathers do appeafe; 

Gods arc more full of mercy. Muft 1 repent, 

I cannot do it better then in Gyues, 

Defil’d, more then conftrain’d, to fatisfie 
If of my Frcedome ’tis the mainc part, take 
No ftrider render of me, then my All. 

I know you arc more clement then vilde men, 

Who of their broken Debtors take a third, 

A fixe, a tenth, 1 etting them thriuc againe 
On their abatement; that’s not my defire. 

For Imogens deere life, take mine, and though 
’Tis not fo deere, yet ’cis 3 life;you coyn’d if, 

’T weene man,and man,thcy waigh notcuery ftampe: 
Though light, take Pceces for the figures fake, 

(You tathcr) mine being yours : ana fo great Powret 
Ifyou will take this Audir, take this life, * 

And cancel! thefe cold Bonds. Oh Imogen, 

He fpeaketo thee in filef>ce. 

* 

1 Solcmne Mufic^e. Enter (as in an a4pparation)SiciHim Le»‘ 
natus. Father to Pefihamus^an old man.attfred like a war- 
riotsr, leading in his hand an ancient Matron (his wife, & 
Mother to Posihnmus ) with Mit ficke before them. Then, 
after other Muficke follow es the two young Leonaii (Bro¬ 
thers to F oslhnrmu) with wounds as they died in the warn. 
They circle Pofi hum us round as be liesJleefing, 

Sicil. No more thou Tbunder-Maftcr 
(hew thy fpight.on Mortall Flies; 

With Mar* fall out with Iuno chide,that thy Adulteries 
Rates,and Reuenges, 

Hath my poore Boy done ought but well,) 
whole face I neuer faw : 

I dy’dc whil’ft in the Wombe he ftaide, 
attending Natures Law. 

^Vhofe Father then (as men report, 
thou Orphanes Father art) 

Thoif fhould’ft haue bin, and fheeldcd him, 
from this earth-vexing fmart. 

\J\toth. Luc in a lent not me her ayde, 
but tooke me in my Throwcs, 

That from me wa* Pofthumus ripe, 

came crying ’mong’ft his Foes. 

A thing of pitty. 

Sicil. Great Nature like bis Anccftric, 
moulded the ftuffc fo faire: 

That he d .fcru’d the praife o’th’Wofld,’ 
as grc3t Sicilius heyre. 

I .Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
in Britaine where was bee 
That could ftandvp hisparalell ? 

Or fruitfull obiedi bee? 

In eye of Imogen , that beft could deeme 
his dignicie. 

Mo, With Marriage wherefore was he mptkc 
to be exil’d,and tbrowne 
From Leonati Seate, and caft from her/ 
his deereft oner 
S weete Imogen ? 

Sic. Why did you (uffer lachimo, flight thing df Italy, 

__ bbb 3 To 
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To taint his Nobler hart & braine,wich necdleffeicloufy, 
And to become the geeke and fcorne o’th’others vilany? 
2 Tiro. For this, from ftiller Scats we came, 
our Parents,and vs twaine. 

That ftriking in onr Countries caufe, 
fell brauely,and were flainc. 

Our Fealty,& Tenant t us right;with Honor co maintaine. 
l Bro. Like hardiment Pofthumtu hath 
to Cjmbclme perform’d: 

Then Iupiter,^ King of'Gods,why haft 'y thus adiourn’d 
ThcGraces for his Merits due,being all to dolors turn’d? 
Sicil. Thy Chriftall window ope; looke, 
looke out, no longer cxercifc 
Vpon a valiant Raec,thy harfh.and potent iniuries ; 
Moth. Since(Iupiter)our Son is good, 
take ofthismiferies. 

Sicil. Pecpethrough thy Marble Manfion.helpe, 
or we poorc Ghofts will cry 
To’ch’fhining Synod of the rcft,ag 3 inft thy Deity. 

'Brothers. Helpe (Iupiter) oc wcappeale, 
and from thy iufliceflyc. 

Iupiter defends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting vppon an 
Eagle. bee tbrowes a Thunder-bolt. 7 he Ghoftes faS on 
their knees. 

Iupiter . No more you petty Spirits of Region low 
Offend our hearing :hufh. How dare you Ghoftes 
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe Bolt (you know) 
Sky-planted, batters alt rebelling Coafts. 

Poore fliadowes of Elizium, hence, and reft 
Vpon your neucr-withcringbankesofFlowrcs. 

Be not with mortall accidents oppreft. 

No care of yours it is, you know ’tis ours. 

Whombcft I loue; I croffe; to make my guife 
The more delay’d, delighted. Be content. 

Your low-laide Sonne, onr Godhead will vplift: 

His Comforts thriue, his Trials well are fpent : 

Our Iouiall Starre reign’d at hi* Birth, and in 
Our Temple was he married : Rife,and fade. 

He {hall be Lord of Lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his Affliction made. 

This Tablet lay vpon his Brcft,wherein 
Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine. 

And fo away; no farther with your dinne 
Exprefle Impatience, leaft you ftirre vp mine: 

Mount Eagle, to roy Palace Chriftallinc. Afcends 
Sicil. He came in Thunder, his Ccleltiall breath 
Was fulphurous to fmell: the holy Eagle 
Scoop*d, as to foote vs: his Afccnfion is 
More fweet then our bleft Fields: his Royal I Bird 
Prunes the immortall wing, and cloycs hisBcake, 

As when his God is pleas’d. 

All. Thankes Iupiter. 

Sic. TheMarblePauementcloxes, he is enter’d 
His radiant Roofe : Away, and to beblcft 
Let vs with careperforme his great beneft. Vanifh 

Peft. Slcepe,thou halt bin aGrandlirc, and begot 
A Father to me : and thou htfl created 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But (oh lcornc) 

Gone, they wembence fo foone as they were borne: 

And fo I am awake, poorc Wrecches,that depend' 

' On Gresintfie, Fauour; DreamcasI hauedone. 

Wake,and findc nothing. But(alas) I lweruc: 

Many Drcame no: to findc, neither deferue. 

And yet are fteep’d in Fauours; fo am I 

That haue this Golden chance, and know not why: 

W hat Fay cries haunt this ground ? A Book?Oh rare one. 


Be not, as is our fangled VKorld,a.Garmcnt 
Nobler then that itcouers. Lecthyeffedh 
So follow, to be moft vnlike our Courtiers 
As good, as promife. 

Reades. 

VV Ueuaia Lyw* nhrlpcfta'J so himfelfevnb» n » ., 

cut feetyg finds, and bee embrac'd byapeeccof^j 
Ajre: And when from a ftatelj Cedar /hali be U t l 
which being dead many jearcs.ftall afters ensue be ■ * W * e ' 
the oldstocke, andfrefblj grow, then ft ail PofthumT^i 
miferies, Bntaine be fortunate, andflourtfb in Peace and Pi 

*Tis ftill a Drcame: or clfc fucb Ruffe as Madmen 
Tongue, and braine not: either both,or nothin* 

Or fenielefle fpeaking, or a fpeaking fuch b> 

As fenfc cannot vntye. Be what it is, 

The AClion of my life is like it, which lie keepe 
If but for fimpathy. 

Enter Cjaoler. 

Gao. Come Sir, arc you ready for death? 

Poft. Ouer-roafted rather: ready long ago. 

Gao. Hanging is the word. Sir, ifyou bee readie f 0 
that, you are well Cook’d. 

Poft. So ifl prouc a good repaft to the Speftaiors chi 
difli payes thefhot. ’ 

Gao. A heauy reckoning for you Sir: But the comfon 
is you fhall be called to no more payments, fear no morj 
TauerneBils, which are often the fadnefle ofparting, aj 
the procuring of mirth: you come in faint for want 0 j 
meate, depait reeling with too much drinkc : forrie thar 
you haue payed too much, and forry that you are payed 
too much : Purfeand Braine, both empty ; the Brain the 
heauier, for being too light; the Purfctoo light, being 
dt aw ne ofhcauinelfe. Oh,ofthis contradiction you (hall 
now be quit: Oh the charity of a penny Cord, it fummes 
vpthoufands inatrice: you haue no true Debitor, and 
Creditor but it: of what’s pafl, is, and to come, the dif* 
charge: your necke($is)is Pcn,Booke,and Counters jfo 
the Acquittance foilowes. 

Poft. J am merrier to dye,then thou art to line. 

Gao. Indeed Sir,he that fleepes,feeles not the Tooth- 
Ache: but a man that were to fleepe your fleepe, and a 
Hangman to heipe him to bed, I think he would change 
places with his Officer: for, look you Sir, you know not 
whi ch way you fhall go. 

Poft. Yes indeed do I, fellow. 

Gao. Your death has eyes in's head then : Ihauenot 
ieenc him fo pictur’d : youmuft either bee directed by 
fome that take vpon them to know,or to cake vpon your 
fclfcthat which I amfureyoudo not know cioriump the 
after-enquiry on your owne peril!: and how you fhall 
fpeed in your iournics end, 1 thinkcyouT neuer teturne 
to tell one. 

Poft . I tell thee. Fellow, there are none want eyes.to 
direft them the way i am going, but fuch as winke, and 
will not vfe them. 

Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, that a roan fhold 
haue the beft vfe of eyes, to fee the way ofblindneffe: I 
am fure hanging’s the way of winking. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

7\1efi Kaockeoffhis ManacleSjbringyourPrifonerto 
the King. 

Poft. Thou bring’ft good newes, J am call’d to bee 
maoe free. 

Gao. Ilebehang’dthen. 

Poft. Thou fix alt be then freer thenaGaolcrjnoboIti 
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for the dead. 

Gao. Vnlcfle a man would marry a OrJlcnves & be'- 
get yongGibbet*, I neuer faw one fo prone : yet oil my 
Confidence, there are'vcrierKnaues defiwtoltue, for afl 
he be a Roman; and rherebe fome of them too char dye 
againft their willes; fo(JioiftdT;if f were one. 1 vjfiuid 
we W«e all of one minde,and t>ne rrsindc good : O there 
vverc defolation of Gaolers and Galowfe's VI ipeake a- 
gainft myprefcniprofic.butrny wiftvhath a preferment 
in’t. Exeunt. 
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Enter Cymbeline, Bellarizfa y Gttidtrius > jirui- 
ragtu, Ptfdtnie^and Lords ♦ 

Cym. Stand by my fideydu, whom the Gods hade made 
preferuers ofmy Throne: woe is mjrheaff. 

That the poo?cSouldicr that forfchiy fotVghc, 

Whofe ragges, fham^d gilded Armcs^whoie naked breft 
Scepc before Targes of proofe, cannot be found ; 

He fliall be bapny that C3n findc him^if 
Onr Grace can make him fo. 

'Bel. Ineuerfaw 

Such Noble fury in fo poorc a Thing; 

Such precious deeds, in one that pronfift nought 
But bcggery,and poore lookc$, 

Cym . No tydings of hr.m? 

Tifa. He hath bin fearcifd among the dead,& liuirig,;. 
But no trace of him. 

Cjm> To my grecfe,I am 
The heyrcofhis Reward, which I willadde 
To you (<he Liuer, Heartland Braine of Britaitic) 

By whom (I grant) (he liucs. Tismow the time 
To askc of whence you arc. Report ir. 

Bel. Sir, 

In Cambria are w^>orne, and Gentlemen: 

Further to boaft, were neycher true, nor modeft, 

Vnlcfle I adde, we are honeft. 

Cym. Bow your knees: 

Arife my Knights o’th’Battell, I create you 
Companions to our perfon, and will fic you 
With Dignities bccommingyour efiates« 

Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 

There’s btifincfle in thefe faces: why fo fadly 
Greet you our Vi&ory ? you looke like Romaines, 

And riot o’th’Courtof 3ricaine. 

Corn . Hayle great King, 

Tofowreyour happinefle, Imuft report 
The Qucene is dead. 

Cym. Who worfethen a Phyfitian 
Would this report become ? But I confider, 

By Med’cine life may be prolong’d, yer death 
Will feiz.ethe Do&or too. How ended flic? 

Cor . With horror, madly dving, like her life. 

Which (being crucll tochc world) concluded 
Moft cruell to her felfe. What Ibe confeft, 

I will report, fopleafe you; Thefe her Women 
Can crip me.H I erre, who with wet chcekcs 
Wereprefenc when flic finiflfd; 

Cym. Pry thee fay.. 

Cor. Firftjflie cpnfcft flic neuer loifd yon : onely 
Aftc6led Greatnefle gor by you : not you : / 

Married your Royalty, was i^ife to your place: 


Abhorr'd your perfon. ' r 

Cym. She alone knew this; / 

And bucfliefpokeic dyings I would not 
Bcleeuc her lips in opening it. Proceed. ' 

Corn. Your daughter,whom (he bore in hand to loue 
With iuch integrity, flic did conFefie 
Was as a Scorpion to her fight > whofe life 
(But chat her flight preuented ic) flie had 
Tone off by poylon, 

Cym. O mcft delicacb pie.nd! 

Who r is"c c an rcade a Woman ? Is there mo^e ? 

Com * •MbrcSir ) nndVor}e« She did confeflcfhc had 
For you a mortall Mineral], which being tookey 
Should by.the minute feede on life^and hng’ring, 

By inches^’afle you. In.which time, {bepurpos'd 
By watcfiipg, weepings tendance, kifliugjto 
Orecome you with her /hew; and in time 
(When flie had fitted you with her craft, to worke 
Her Sonne into ttf adoption of the Crovvnc : 

Rut fayling cl her end by his flrange ablcnce. 

Grew fliamclcfie ccfperate, open’d (in defpighe 
Of Heauen arrd Men) herpurpofes : repented 
The cuils flic hatch’d, were not effedied : fo 

Difpayringi.dy^d. 

Cym. Heard you all this,her Women ? 

La. Wedid,fo pleafeyour Highnefie. 

Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in fault, for flic was beautiful!: 

Mine eares that Keare her flattery, nor my hearr. 

That thought her like her Teeming, lc had beene vicious 
To haue nuflrufted her: yet (Oh my Daughter) 

That ic was folly in nic, thou jnayfl fay, 

And proueic in thy feeling. Heauen mend all. 

Enter Lucius Jachimo and other Romanprifo?;cr* 9 
Leon atm behind } and Imogen . 

Thou comm’ft not Cains now for Tribute, that 
The Britaine: haue rac’d onc> though wirh the lofle 
Of many 3 cold one : whole Kinfmcn haue made fuite 
That their good failles may be appeas'd, with flaughter 
Of you their Captiucs, which our felfe haue granted 
So thinke of your eftacc. 

Luc. Confider Sir, the chance of Warre, the day 
Was yours by accident: had it gone with vs, 

Wc fhould not when the blood was coofhaue threatend 
OurPrifoners with the Sword. But fince the Gods 
Willhane it thus, that nothing but our liues 
May be call’d ranfome, let ic come : Sufficeth, 

A Roman, with a Romans heart can (uffer: 
n/iugufttis Hues to thinke on’t: and fo much’ 

For my peculiar care. This one thing one!y 
I will cncreate, my Boy (3 Britainc borne) 

L '8 him be ranforrfd; Neuer Maftcr had 
A Page fokinde.lo duteous, diligent. 

So tender ouer his occafions, true, 

feate, fo Nurlc-likc : let his venue ioync 
With my requefl, whi ch lie make bold ,your Highncffe 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Britainc harme. 

Though he haue feru’d a Roman. Saue him (Sir) 

A nd fparc no blood btfide, 

Cym. I haue furely feenchim : 

His fauour is familiar to me : Boy, 

Thou haft look’d thy felfe into niy grace. 

And arc mine owne. I know not why, wherefore. 

To fay, liue boy: ne’re thanke thy Mafter, Hue; 

And ask e of Cymbeline what Boone thou wilt. 

Fitting my bounty, and thy ftace, lie giue it s 

Yea, 
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Yea, though thou do demand a Prifoner 
The Nobleft taive. 

Imo. I humbly thanKc your Highnelfe^ 

Luc. 1 do not bid thee begge my life, good Lad, 

And yet I know thou writ. 

Imo. No,no,alacke, 

There’* other worke in hand: I fee a thing 
Bitter to me, as death : your life,good Matter, 

Muft fhuffle for it fclfe. 

Lue. The Boy difdaines me, 

Heleaties me,fcorncs me : briefely dye their ioyes. 

That place them on the truth ofGyrles.and Boycs. j 
Why Bands he fo perplext ? 

Cjm. Wbar would’ft thou Boy ? 

I loue thee more,and more; thinke mote and more 
What’s beft to aske. Koow’ft him thou look’ft on?fpcak 
Wilt haue him liue? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend ? 

Imo. He is a Romane, no more kin to me. 

Then I to your HighndTe, who being born your vaflaile 
A® fomething neerer. 

Cym. Wherefore ey’ft him fo ? 

Into, lie tell you (Sir)in priuate 3 if you pleafe 
( To giue me hearing. 

Cjm. I,wich all my heart. 

And lend my beft attention. What’s thy name ? 

Imo. Fidele Sit. 

Cjm. Thou*rt my good youth : my Page 
lie be thy Matter: walke with me: fpeake freely. 

Bel. Is not this Boy reuiu’d from death ? 

ylrui. One Sand another 
; Not more refembles that fweet Rofie Lad : 

: Who dyed, and was Fidele: what thinke you i 

Gui. The fame dead thing aliue. 

2W.Peace,peacc, fee further: he eyes vs not, fotbeare 
Creatures may be alike: were’t he,I ara fure 
tte would haue fpoke to vs. 

Gui. But we fee him dead. 

“Bel. Be filent: let’s fee further. 

Pipe. It is my Miflris: 

Since fhe is lming, let the lime run on. 

To good,or bad. 

Cjm. Cotne, Band thou by our fide. 

Make thy demand alowd. Sir, ftep you forth, 

Giue anfwer to this Boy, and do it freely, 

Or by our Greatneffe, and the grace ot it 

(Which is our Honor) bitter torture (hall 

Winnow the truth from faftTiood. One fpeake to him. 

Imo, My boone is. that chis Gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this Ring. 

Poft. What’s that to him ? 

Cym, That Diamond vpon your Finger, fay 
How came it yours? 

Inch. Thou’lt torture me to Ieaue vnfpokcn, that 
Which to be (poke, wou’d torture thee. 

Cym. How?me? 

Inch. I amgladtobeconflrain’dtovtterthat 
Which torments me to cotrceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring; ’twas Leonateu Iewcll, 

Whom thou did’ftbanifli rand which more may greeue 
As it doth me : a Nobler Sir,ne’re liu’d (thee, 

'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hearc more my Lord? 

Cjm. Afl chat belongs to this. 

Inch. That Paragon, thy daughter. 

For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirits 
Quaile to remember. Giue me Ieaue, I faint. 

Cjm. My Daughter?what of hifrRenew thy ftrength 


Then dye ere I beam more s ftriuc man, and fi, 

lacb. Vpon a time, vnhappy was the clocke ‘ 
That ftrooke the houre: it was in Rome, accurft 
The Manfion where : ’twas at a Fcaft, oh woi.u 
Our Viands had bin poyfon’d(or at Icaft d 
Thofc which I heau’d to head:) the good p a ftu„ 
(What ftiould I fay? he was too good to be ***** 
Where ill men were,and was the beft of all 
Among’ft the rar’ft of good ones) fitting fadly , 

Hearing vs praife our Loucs of Italy ° 

For Beauty, that made barren tbefwell’d boaft 
Of him that beft could fpeake: for Feature, 

The Shrine of Venue, or ftraight-pight A Itneruh ^ 
Poftures, beyond breefe Nature. For Condition 
A fhopofall the qualities,that man * 

Loues woman for, bcfidcs that hooke of Wiuittg 
Fairenefle, which ttrikes the eye. 

Cjm. I Band on fire. Come to the matter. 

loch. All too foone Khali, 

Vnleffc thou would'ft greeue quickly. This totlhu*,. 
Moft like a Noble Lord, in loue, and one 
That had a Royall Louer, tooke his hint, 

And (not difpraifing whom we prais’d, therein 
He was as calme as vertuc) he began 
His Miftris pidture, which,by his tongue, being made 
And then a minde put in’t, either our"aragges * 

Were crak’d of Kicchin-Trulles,orhis defeription 
Prou'd vs vnfpeaking fottes. 

Cjm, Nay,nay,to’th'purpofe. 

Itch. Your daughters Chafticy, (there it beginnes) 
He fpake ofher, as Diem had hot dreames. 

And fhe alone, were cold: Whereat, I wretch 
Madefcrupleofhis praife, and wager’d with him 
Peeces of Gold, ’gainft this,which then he wore 
Vpon his honour’d finger) to attaine 
In fuite the place of’s bed, and winne this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultery : he (crucKnightj 
No lcffer of her Honour confident 


Then I did truly finde her, ftakes this fting, 

And would fo,had it beene a Carbuncle 
Of Phoebus Wheele; and might fofafely, had it 
Bin all the worth of’s Carre. Away to Bntaine 
Pofte I in this defigne : Well may you (Sir) 
Remember me at Court,where I was taught 
Of your chafte Daughter,the wide difference 
’Twixt Amorous,and Villanous. Being thus quench’d 
Of hope,not longing; mine Italian braine, 

Gan in your duller Britame operare 
Moftyildely: for my vantage excellent. 

And to be breefe, my pra&ife fo preuayl'd 
That I return'd with fimular proofe enough, 

To make the Noble Ltonattu mad. 

By wounding his beleefe in her Renowne, 

With Tokens thus,and thus sauerring notes 
Of Chamber-hanging, Pufturcs, this her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how 1 got) nay fome markes 
Of fecret on her perfon,that he could not 
But thinke her bond ofChaftity quite crack’d, 

I hauing ’tane the forfeyt. Whereupon, 

Me thinkes I fee him now. 

Pofl. I fo thou do’ft, 

Italian Fiend. Aye roe, moft credulous Fooie, 
Egregious murtherer, Theefe,any thing 
That’s due to all the Villaines paft.in being 
To come. Oh giue me Cord,or knife, or poy fon, 

Some 


The Tragedie of Cymheline. 


Some vprighc Iufticer. Thou King,fend out 
For Totturors ingenious : it is I 
That all th’abhorred things o’ch’earch amend 
gy being worle then they, I am Pofibumeif , 

That kill'd thy Daughter: Villain-like, I lye, 

That caus’d a leffer villaine then my felfc, 
jjVfacrilegious Thcefe to door. The Temple 
OfVercue was fhe; yea,and fheherfelfe. 

Spit, and throw ftones,caft myre vpon me, fet 
The dogges o’th’ftreet to bay me: euery villaine 
Be call'd Pofthweftet Leonatm, and 
Be viftany leffethen *iw3S. Oh Imogen } 

My Queene, my life, my wifeoh Imogen, 

Imogen ■Imogen, 

Imo. Peace nay Lord,heare,heare. 

Pojl. Shaft’s haue a play of this ? 

Thou fcornfull Page, there lye thy part, 

Pif. OhGenc!cmen,helpe, 

Mine and your Miftris: Oh my Lord Pofibumtu, 

You ne’rc kill’d Imogen dll now: helpe,hclpc. 

Mine honour’d Lady. 

Cjm. Does che vyorld go round ? 

Tofih. How comes thefc ftaggers on mec ? 

Pifu. Wake my Miftris. 

Cjm. IF this be fo, the Gods do mcanc to ftrike me 
To death,with mortall ioy. 

Pifa. How fares my Miftris? 

Imo. Oh get thee from my fight. 

Thou gau’ft mepoyfon : dangerous Fellow hence. 

Breath not where Princes are. 

Cjm. The tune of Imogen. 

P/yi.Lady,the Gods throw ftones of fulpher on me,if 
That box I gaue you, was not thought by mec 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. 

Cjm . New matter Bill. 

Imo. It poyfon’d me. 

Corn. Oh Gods! 

1 left out one thing which the Qucenc confeft, 

Which muft approue thee honett. If Pafanio 
Haue (faid fhe) giuen his Miftris that Confection 
Which I gaue him for Cordisll, fhe is feru’d. 

As I would ferue a Rat. 

Cjm. What’s this, Cornelitu ? 

Corn. The Queene (Sit)very oft importun’d me 
To temper poyfons for her,ttill pretending 
The fatisfaftton ofher knowledge, oncly 
In killing Creatures vilde,as Cats and Dogges 
Ofno efteeme. I dreading, that her purpoie 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certaineftufFe, which being tane,would ceafe 
The prefent powre of life, but in fhort yme, 

All Offices of Nacurc, fhould againe 
Do their due Fumftions. Haue you tane of it? 

Imo, MofthkeIdid,fcrIwasdead. 

Bel, My Boyes.thcre was our error. 

Gin, This is fure Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro yon ? 
Thinke that you are vpon a Rocke, and now 
Throw me againe. 

Pefi. Hang there like ftuitc 3 my foule* 

Till the Tree dye. 

Cjm. How now,my Flefh?my Childe ? 

What, mak*ft thou me a dullard in this A t\ ? . 

Wilt thou not fpeake co me ? 

Imo. Your bleffing. Sir. 

*BeL Though you did loue this youth, I blame yenot, 
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You had a motiue for’t. 

Cjm. My cearcs that fall 
Prouc holy-water on thee; Imogen, 

Thy Mothers dead. 

Imo. I am forry tor'c,my Lord. 

Oh, fhe was naught; and long ofher it was 
That we meet heere fo ftrangely ; but her Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how 5 nor where. 

P/fa. My Lord, 

Now feare is from me, He fpeake troth. Lord Cloten 
Vpon my Ladies milling, came to me 
With his Sword drawne^foara’d at the o^outh, 3 nd fwore 
If I difcoucr’d not which way ihe was gone. 

It was my inftant death. By accident, 

I had a feigned Letter of my Mahers 
Then in my pockcc, which directed him 
To fcckeher on the Mountains neerc to Milford, 
Where in a frenzic, in my Maflers Garments 
( Which he inforc*d from me) awny he pofles 
With vnehade purpofe, and with oath to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 

I further know not. 

Gui. Let me end the Story: I flew him there. 

Cjm ,. Marry, the Gods forefend.. 

I would not thy good deeds, fhould from my lips 
Plucke ahard fcntcnce ;Prythce valiant youth 
Deny’c againe. 

Cut. I haue fpoke it,and I did it. 

Cjm. He was a Prince. 

Gui. A moft inciuill one. The wrongs he did mec 
W ere nothing Prince-like 5 for he did prcuoke me] 

With Language that would make me fpurne the Sca^ 

If it could foroare tome. I cutoff s head 3 
And am right glad he isnotftanding heer^ 

To tell this tale ofminc. 

Cym. 1 am forrow for thee: 

By thine ownc tongue thou arc condemr/d, and muft 
Endure our Law : Thou ; rt dead. 

Imo. That headlefie man I thought had bin my Lord 

Cym. Binde the Offender, 

And take him from ourprefence* 

Hd. Stay,SirKing* 

This man is better then the man he flew. 

As well delcended as thy felfe, and hath 
More of thee merited,then a Band of Clotens 
Had euer fcarre for. Let his Armes alone. 

They were not borne for bondage, 

Cjm. Why old Soldier: 

Wilt thou vndoo the worth thou art vnpayd for 
By tafting of our wrath ? How of defetnt 
As good as we? 

Aruim In that he fpake too farre. 

Cym. And thou (halt dye foft. 

Sr/. We will dye all three, 

But I will prone that two one’s are as good 
As I haue giuen out him. My Sonnes, I muft 
For mine ownc parr, vnfold a dangerous fpeecb 3 
Though haply well for you. 

Amt. Your danger’s ours, 

Guid. And our good his* 

Bd. Haue at it then, by Ieaue 
Thou hadd’ft (great King)a Subie<ft,who 
Was call'd Belr/rins. 

Cym. What of him? He is a banifh’d Traitor. 

Tel. He it is, that hath 
Affum’d this age: indeed a banifti’d man. 
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The Tragedy of Cymbeline 



I know nochow ,aTraicor. 

Cym* Take him hence. 

The whole world iTiall not faue him„ 

Bel . Not too hot; 

Firft pay me tor the*Nurfing pf thy Sonnes, 

And let it be conhfcatc allffo ibonc 
As I haue reccyu’d it* 

Cym. Nurfing of my Sonnes? 

Bel . lam tooblunt^ndlawcy :hccrc f s my knee: 
Ere I arifc ? I will preferre my Sonnes, 

Then fparc not me old Father. Mighty Sir, 

Thefe two young Gentlemen that call me Father, 

And thinkc they are my Sonne^are none of mine. 
They arc they Hue of your Loyncs,my Liege, 

And blood ofyour begetting. 

Cjm . How?my Iflbe. 

*BeL So fure as you, your Fathers : I (old Mergan) 
Am that BeUriw^ whom you ibmetime baniili’d : 
Your pleafure was my neerc offence, my punifhmenc 
It felfe, and all rny Treafon that I fuffer’d. 

Was all theharmeldidc Thcle gentle Princes 
( For fueffand fo they are) thefe twenty yearcs 
Haue 1 train’d vp; thofc Arts they hauc,as I 
Could put into them. My breeding wa$ (Sir) 

As your Highncfle knowes 1 Their Nurfe Eunpbtle 
(Whom for the Theft l wedded) hole thefe Children 
Vpon my Banifbmcnc: I moou’d her too’t, 

Hauing receyu’d the pumfnmen: before 
For chat which I did then. Beaten for Loyaltie, 
Excited me to Treafon. Their dccre lofl'e. 

The more ofyou’cwas felt, the more itfhap’u 
Vntomy end of dealing them. But gracious Sir, 
Heere are your Sonnes againe,andl muff loofe 
Two of the fweecTI Companions in the World. 

The bcneciidbon of thefe couering Heaucns 
Fall on their heads liks dew, for thev arc worihic 
To in-lay Heauen with Scarres. 

Cjm. Thou wccp’ftjand fpcak’ft : 

The Scruice that you three haue done, is more 
Vnlike, then this thou telVfl. I loft my Children, 
Ifthefebc they, Iknovviiothowtowifti . 

A payre of worthier Sonnes. 

Bel . Be pleas’d awhile ; 

This Gentleman, whom I call Polidore y 
Moft worthy prince,as yours, is true GUiderim: 

This Gentleman, my CctdwaH , ArniragM. 

Your yongcr Princely Son,he Sir,was lapt 
In a moft cujious Mantle, wrought by th’hand 
, Of his Queenc Mother, which for more probation 
I can with cafe produce. 

Cjm. Gtiidertzu had 

Vpon his neefee ? Iv?ole,a fanguineStarre, 

It was a marke of wonder. 

Bel. This is he, 

Who hath vpon him flili that naturnll Qampe; 

Jt was wife Natures end, in the donation 
'To be his euidenccnow. 

Cym* Oil,what ami 

A Mother to the byrdi of three ? Nere Mother 
RcioycM deliiteraoce more : BIcft,pray you be. 

That after tins Orange ftartlng from your Orbcs, 

You may rcjgneip them now : Oh Imogen^ 

Thou haft loft by this a Kingdome. 

1me. No,my Lord: 

I haue got two Worlds by*c.‘ Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Haue we thus met ? Oh neucr fay hecrcafccr 

I-_— 


UUC l am truelt lpea&er, T ou call'd me BrothT 
When I was but your Sifter: I you Brother* 

When we were fo indeed. 

Cym. Did you eremeetc? 

Arui. I my good Lord. 

Cm. And at firft meeting lou’d, 

Continew’d fo, vntill we thought he dyed 
Cor». By the Queencs Dramme fhc fwallowM 
Cym. O rare inftinft J a * 

When (ball I heare all through? This fierce abri^ 
Hath to it Circumftantiali braoches,which °^ meni 
Diftin£tion ftiould be rich in. Where? how liu’d ’ 

A nd when came you to ierue our Romane Capf • ^ ? 
How parted with your Brother ? How firft nL'If' , 
Why fled you from the Court? And whether th f!" 
And your three motiues to the Battaile ? with * ? 

I know not how much more flhould be demanded 
And all the other by-depcndances ’ 

From chance to chance ? But nor the Time,nor pi. 
Will feme our long Interrogatories. See, ** 

Poft humus Anchors vpon Imogen • 

And (lie (like harmieffe Lightning) throweshertve 
On him : her Brothers, Me: her Mafter hitting 7 
Each obic&withaloy : the Counter-change” 

Is feuerally in all. Let’s quit this ground, & 

And fmoakc the Temple with our Sacrifices. 

Thou art my Brother, fo wee’l hold thee euer. 

Imo. You are my Father too, and did releeae m e • 
To fee this gracious lVal'on. • 

Cjm. Allorc-ioy*d 

Saue thefe in bonds, let them beioyfull too 
For they/hall taftc our Comfort. 

Imo. My good Mafter,! will yet do you feruice. 
Luc. Happy be you, 

Cym. Tiie forlorne Souldier,that no Nobly fought 
He would haue well becom'd this place,and grac’d 
The thankings of a King. 

Poft. i am Sir 

The Souldier that did company thefe three 
Inpeoie befeeming :’twas a fitment for 
Thepurpofc I then follow’d. That I was he, 

Speake lachtwo, I had you downe, and might 
Haue made you finifh. 

lacb. I am downe againe: 

But now my heauie Confidence finkes my knee, 

A i then your force did. Take that life, befeechyou 
Which I fo often owe: but your Ring firft, 

And hcere the Bracelet of the irueft Princelfe 
That euer fwore her Faith. 

Poft. Kneele not to me : 

Thcpowre that I haue on you,is to fpareyou: 

The malice towards you, to forgiue you. Liue 
And dealc with others betcer. 

Cym. Nobly doom’d : 

Wee’l learnc our Frecneffe of a Sonne-in-Law:, 
Pardon’s the word to a!!. 

Arui. You holp e vs Sir, 

As you didmcanc indeed to be our Brother, 
loy’d are we,that you are. 

Poft. Your Seruant Princcs.Good my Lord of Rome 
Call forth your Sooth-fayer: As I flept, me thought 
Great Iupiter vpon his Eagle back’d 
Appear’d to me, with other iprightly fhewes 
Ofmine owne Kindred. When I wak’d,! found 
This Labell on my bofome; whofe containing 
Is fo from fenfe inhardneffe, that I can 

Makt 
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j^7noColle<ftion of it. Let him (hew 

gis skill in the conftru&ion. 
hue. P hilar menus. 

Sooth. Hcere,my good Lord. 

Inc- Read,and dcclSrc the meaning. 


i m i rageqy oj vymmwe. 




Promifes Britainc, Peace and Plenty. 

Cym. Well, 

My Peace we will begin: And Caitss Lucius t 
Although the Vi6ior,we fubmit to Caj'ar , 

And to the Romane Empire ; promifing 
Topay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were diflWadcd by our wicked Queene, 

Whom heaucns in Iuftice both on her,and hers, 
Haue laid moft hcauy hand. 

Sooth, The fingers of the Powres aboue, do tune 
The harmony of this Peace ; the Vifion 
Which I made kno wne to Lncttts ere the ftroke 


Reades. 

W Hen as a Lyons whrlptftiall tohimfelfe vnknown,with¬ 
out fcckifigftndt , and (tee embrac'd byapeeccof tender 
Jyre: And when from a ftately Cedar (hall be lopt branches r 
which being dead manyycares , ft:ail after reuiue, bee ioynted to 

the old Stocks, andfrejhly grew, thenfhall Poft humus end his ^ - -- ___ u™ K 

tniferieS) Britainc befortmate i andflouri/h in Peace and Plen- j Ofyctthis Icarle-cdd-Battaile, at thisinftant 
tit. Isfullacconjplifh’d. For the Romaine Eagle 

Thou Leonatus art the Lyons Whclpe, " ' ' 

The fit and apt Conftrudion of thy name 
Bein'* Leonatus , doth import fo much: 

The peece of tender Ayre,thy vertuous Daughter, 

Which we cal! Mollis Aer , and LMollis Aer 
We terme it Maher ; which Maker I diuine 


Is this moft conftant Wife, who euen now 
Anfwctingthe Letter of the Oracle, 

Vnknowne to you vnfoughr,wcrc dipt about 
With this moft tender Aire. 

Cym. This hath fomc feeming. 

Sooth. The lofty Cedar,Roy all Cymbeline 
Perfonates thee: And thy lopt Branches.point 
Thy two Sonnes forth : who by "Selatius ftolne 
For many yeares thought dead,are now rcuiu’d 
To the Maieftickc Cedar ioyn’d; whofe Iflue 


From South to Weft,on wing loaring aloft 
Leffen’d her feit’e, and in the Beames o’th’Sun 
So vanilb'd ; which forc-fhew’d cur Princely Eagle 
ThTmperiall Cafar y (houlcl againe vnite 
His Fauour,with the Radiant Cymbeline , 

Which fliincshcere in the Well. 

Cym. Laud we the Gods, 

And let our crooked Smoakes climbc to their Noftrils 

From our bleft Altars. Publifh we this Peace 

To all our Subie&s. Set we forward ; Let 

A Rocnan,and a Bciqiih Enfigne waue 

Friendly together : fo through Luds-fowne march. 

And in the Temple of great 1 upiccr 

Our Peace wee’l ratifie: Seale it with Feafts. 

Set on there: Neuer was a Warre did ceafe 

(Ere bloodie hands were wafti’d) wirh fuch a Peace. 

Exeunt, 
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